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    A spanking epiphany (Book One) 

    My name is Lucy. My husband thinks I’m hot as fuck. I suppose I’m not bad looking. I mean figure wise I’ve got nice legs, feet, tits though there are plenty of women much better looking than me. He loves me to bits and fancies me from my red hair down to my toes. I appreciate it, but I’m kind of insecure in myself. I think I’m just ordinary and he thinks I’m some sort of goddess. I’m not though, I’m just me.  

    Recently something happened which changed our relationship forever. Well, it was perhaps a chain reaction all started by Mathew, my husband. We’ve been married quite a while. I’m in my thirties and so is he. It’s supposed to be your sexual peak, so I’m told and being a redhead, I should ‘go like a steam train as Mathew would say. We used to be a very horny couple and couldn’t get enough of each other. But lately, things had become, well… boring. I hate to use that word, but sex was very predictable for both of us. The spark had diminished. Mathew noticed it and I could tell he was becoming increasingly frustrated because he likes sex. He likes it a lot. So do I, though, don’t get me wrong. I don’t often refuse him, perhaps my lack of enthusiasm was coming across. Mind you, having said that, some days he wasn’t bothered or interested either. It works both ways. We had also become less loving and affectionate towards each other. That’s not good. So, anyway, we’re not having kids. We decided we didn’t want them, and nature managed to make him infertile in any case. Even so, I’m on the pill, just to make sure. This turned out to be fortuitous as it happens. 

    It also turned out to be fortunate that I looked at Mathew’s kindle. We both have them. Actually, I have an app on my phone, and we are both avid readers. We don’t stop each other looking at our phones or other devices and I always thought we had no secrets. I don’t know why I decided to look at his kindle while he was at work, but I did. Perhaps it’s fate or kismet, call it what you want. I wanted to see what he was reading and whether I might be interested in it. We usually talked about the books we were reading but we had not done so in a while. In fact, all-around, our communication and lovemaking were sadly reduced. It’s one of those things you don’t really know how to fix, so you just tolerate it and go on as you are. 

    You can imagine my surprise when I found among the crime and other books, he liked to read were some titles prominently labelled ‘Hotwife’. Apparently, there was a Hotwife Miranda, and one called Chloe. Fascinated I started to read more. I had never heard of a hotwife before, and I didn’t know what it was. I started reading and discovered that the fictional story was about a husband who wanted his wife to fuck other people, with his permission and then come home and tell him about it. I looked up hotwife on the internet and found out this is exactly what a hotwife is. 

    There was another thing, my pussy became instantly wet. I felt hot and bothered all over. The more I read, the more turned on I became. My hand stole down to my pussy and I continued to read one-handed as I began fingering myself. 

    “Oh, oh my God, oh fuck, oh, oh, fuck, fuck, fuck.” I couldn’t help articulating the sensations as I read on about the hotwife fucking another man, taking his cock hard into her. It was incredible. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh God, oh, my God, oh, oh, oh.” For the first time in ages, I was utterly aroused. Lying on the bed, I started to wank myself faster and harder, while reading and then I was so near to orgasm I closed my eyes. 

    The pictures which flooded into my mind were not of Mathew, but another unnamed stranger who I was fucking, riding their cock, and yes, I was crying out imagining it. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, oh, yes, fuck, yes, yes, yes, yes.” 

    I put three fingers into myself, going in and out all the way to my clit and back, finger fucking myself hard and fast. I was sopping, dripping. Then the wave was breaking over me and through me, and I was cumming with all my might. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    It was the best orgasm I’d had in a while. I opened my eyes and saw I’d left a big wet patch on the sheets. I hadn’t even finished the book, but my mind was buzzing. I knew I was going to have to read some more. I cleared up the sheets and washed them. I remade the bed, and then I downloaded the books, and some other hotwife titles onto my own kindle app so I wouldn’t use his. I wasn’t working that day, and I had other plans, but you can guess what happened. I spent a lot of it reading hotwife books and masturbating. I have a vibrator and it came in for some heavy use. In fact, I had more orgasms in one day, than I’d had for a month. 

    There remained, in a lucid moment, the matter of what should I do about it, if anything. It could remain my secret and his, that would be my choice. The thing is I was intrigued by what it might feel like to be fucked by another man. I loved Mathew, for sure. But somehow the physical thing between us was waning. I couldn’t believe how turned I had been by the idea of being with someone else, just for fun. Is this what Mathew wanted? How would I ask him? I didn’t know. 

    *** 

    That night I was super horny. I mean, I was rampant, gagging for it. I’m not sure if Mathew noticed to start with as we ate dinner, and I was perfectly restrained while wanting to rip his clothes off. However, after dinner, I practically dragged him up to the bedroom and began kissing him. 

    “Oh God, Luce, what’s come over you?” he said as I started unbuttoning his shirt. 

    “It’s more a case of what is going to cum over you, or who,” I shot back my eyes twinkling. 

    By this time, I had his shirt off, undone his pants, and my hand was running over his cock which had gone rock hard under his boxers. 

    His hands were roving over my skin and under my t-shirt. I had nothing else on and was barefoot. The feel of his hands finally wanting me so desperately was electric. 

    “Oh, Mathew, I want to fuck you so much,” I breathed as I pulled his boxers down exposing his hard cock. I pushed him back onto the bed, and pulled off my t-shirt in one move. 

    “I love your tits, they are so fucking sexy,” he said reaching up to them, as I straddled him.  

    I smiled and slipped him inside me. I began to fuck him slowly. 

    “Oh, God, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, Lucy, oh, fuck, Lucy.” He cried out and reached up to finger my nipples which went hard at his touch. 

    “God, I like to fuck you, Mathew, I like to fuck you so muchhhh,” I sighed as I began to move faster, and it’s true, I really was enjoying fucking him for a change. 

    He’s got an average size cock, but it fits well and feels good. I can cum quite easily fucking him and today was no exception. This was particularly true since in my head were all kinds of images of other men and other cocks.  

    “Oh, God, oh, oh, fuck, oh, fuck.” That was all he said, lost in the moment, he closed his eyes and I could tell he was nearly ready to pop, as was I. 

    I began to ride him harder, faster, yelling out at the top of my lungs as I crested the wave. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” I started to cum, and I was pounding down on his cock hard.  

    His cock began pulsing and then I felt his hot spunk begin to fill me up. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, Lucyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy.” He was practically roaring it out thrusting hard up into me. 

    Don’t get me wrong, Mathew is a fantastic fuck. I love him to bits and that was amazing sex. We both collapsed side by side laughing and panting like old times. 

    After we had relaxed for a while without speaking, Mathew broached the subject which I thought he might. After all, this had been an unusual night for us so far, and was only set to get more strange still. I resolved to bring up his fantasies and explore them. They had now become my fantasies too. 

    “So, what brought this on?” he asked me. 

    Ordinarily, this might have spoiled the mood. I could easily have snapped back something like ‘I can horny if I want, don’t you like it?’ But there was a reason and a very specific one. 

    “Well,” I began taking hold of his cock, and starting to play with it absently. “I… erm did some reading today…” 

    “Oh?” He didn’t twig although his cock started to go hard in my hand. 

    I decided to use that and began to wank him slowly, because then I knew I would have control of the conversation. 

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy, oh, shit,” he gasped. 

    “Yes, Mathew, I was reading some stuff on your kindle, and guess what I found.” 

    My hand went faster, and I knew he was literally at my mercy at that moment. 

    “Oh, fuck, did you? Oh fuck, oh, oh, oh.” 

    “Yes, Mathew, I found some hotwife stories, Mathew, hmmm, what’s that about, hmmm?” I was teasing him now, well into it, and my hand was wanking him quite fast. 

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy, it’s just, just, oh, God, Lucy, oh, fuckkkk.” 

    “Did you want me to fuck another man, Mathew, is that it? You want me to be your… hot… wife?” 

    I was merciless, I could tell he was incredibly turned on and my hand was relentless, he could not resist me at all. I would get the truth. 

    “Oh, shit, Lucy, oh, fuck, shit, oh, it’s just, oh fuckkk, fuckkkkk.” 

    “Just what, Mathew, yes or no, do you want me to fuck another man? Hmmm?” 

    He could hold it in no longer, his cock began to pulse and I knew he was going to cum. 

    “Oh, fuck, yes, yessssssss, yes I dooooooooooooooo,” he shouted out as his spunk went everywhere, over my hand, his tummy, the sheets.  

    I didn’t care. I had my answer and I shot him a look of triumph. He was in the throes of his orgasm with his eyes shut. Perhaps for him, Christmas had come early. 

    I let go of his cock and lay waiting until he recovered enough to realise what he had said. It took a while as I think this was also the most orgasms he’d had in one night for some time. 

    Eventually, he opened his eyes and looked at me. 

    “Do you want me to fuck someone else?” I asked him softly.  

    “I….” 

    “Why were you reading those books?” 

    He went a little red, embarrassed it seems. 

    “I… don’t know. It turned me on, I guess. A friend at work told me about them and I started reading them.” 

    This sounded truthful at least.  

    “And did it turn you on?” I asked him. 

    He didn’t answer at once. 

    “Come on, Mathew, did it?” 

    “Yes,” he grinned at me sheepishly. 

    So far, he hadn’t asked me how I felt, and it had made me so fucking horny I was ready to explode.  

    “Is it what you really want? A hotwife?” I was pushing him for an answer because I knew now for sure, it was what I wanted. 

    He was regarding me now with some curiosity, since the penny was finally starting to drop. 

    “Is it what you want?” He threw the ball back in my court. 

    I hesitated, only for a moment. One of those moments when the next thing you say can change the whole course of something, possibly for the rest of your life. I knew the answer though, I had spent the afternoon masturbating over it, so it was no use lying to myself or to him. 

    “Yes, yes I would. I would like to fuck another guy, with your permission, just like in the books.” 

    He was silent for a long while turning this over in his mind. I waited patiently wondering if this was a bridge too far and if our relationship was about to be ruined. Eventually, he spoke and sighed. 

    “You shouldn’t have looked in my kindle.” 

    “And maybe you shouldn’t be reading hotwife stories,” I shot back, a little hurt. 

    Then I noticed his cock, it was hard. 

    “What are you thinking?” I demanded at once. 

    “I…” 

    “You do want it don’t you, don’t lie to me.” 

    “I…” 

    I climbed onto him once more and began to fuck him. 

    “Oh, shit, Lucy…” 

    “Tell me to my face you’re not thinking about it. We just had the best sex we’ve had in months. So tell me you don’t want me to be your hotwife.” 

    I started to rise and fall, on his cock, nice and slow, and he screwed up his face. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh, shit, Lucy, I… fuck, yes, yes I do, I want you to fuck someone else, I do, fuck.” 

    He flipped me over onto my back and started to drill me, pounding hard into me the way he used to. 

    “Oh, fuck, Mathew, oh, oh, fuck, fuck.” 

    “Yes, you bitch, I want you to be a slut, act like a slut and fuck other guys. Is that so bad, hmm, is it?” 

    He was thrusting hard and fast. It was all I could do to even think coherently. I was so turned on by what he was saying. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, oh, fuck, ohhhhhhhh, fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed cumming unbelievably yet again. 

    “Yes. Oh, yes, yes, yes I want that you fucking whoreeeeee, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he roared again like a big lion, his cock pulsing and filling me with hot spunk.  

    It was incredible, amazing and now I knew there would be no turning back. It was inevitable that I was going to fuck a stranger very soon. It was a heady feeling, arousing beyond belief. It was a watershed for both of us in many ways and the beginning of something which would change the dynamics of our marriage from then on.  

    *** 

    The hotwife business wasn’t mentioned again after that. We were well sated after our night of very hot sex, and it probably gave us both pause for thought. We went to sleep in each other’s arms with an exchange of loving kisses. The idea that I wanted to fuck another man did make me wonder how much I really loved Mathew and I found I still did love him just as much, if not more. It was almost as if I was wearing two hats, a sexual hat and a loving wife hat. The sexual part of me wanted more than he could give me, and I think he wanted me to have that from another man too. I wondered what would come of it, if anything, or if it was just one of those hot moments of two lurid imaginations. Things might go back to normal, only they didn’t. 

    A couple of days later when we both got home from work, Mathew sat me down before dinner with a serious expression on his face. 

    “We have to talk,” he said.  

    I must have looked a little askance because when someone says that it’s usually presaging the breakup of a relationship. 

    He must have seen my expression because he said, “It’s nothing like that, Luce, it’s well… what we discussed the other night.” 

    I laughed, we hadn’t exactly discussed it. We fucked and then I teased it out of him while I masturbated his cock and he couldn’t resist me. 

    “Lucy, this is serious.” 

    “OK.” I tried to keep a straight face, although I had an inkling of what was coming. 

    “Supposing,” he began tentatively. “Supposing, I had found someone who wants to fuck you… would you?” 

    I stared at him, not certain he would have been so quick off the mark. 

    “Did you?” 

    “Yes, I did, and we need to talk about some ground rules.” 

    “OK.” I nodded slowly realising he was deadly serious and at the same time my stomach was doing flips. 

    “I want to choose the men you sleep with, or at least agree to them and check them out first… for safety reasons.” 

    “Sure.” I shrugged, this made sense. I didn’t want to end up cut into little pieces in somebody’s basement. 

    “You also have to promise to tell me everything about it afterwards, or at least what I want to know. No secrets.” 

    His face was very earnest, he must have really been thinking about it. 

    “No secrets,” I agreed. 

    “No falling in love with them, secret liaisons, texting them, sexting them, or starting up another relationship. It’s just about fucking.” 

    “OK.” I nodded again although, you know, one can’t always control feelings but I was willing to go along with this stricture. 

    “Fine.” He breathed almost a sigh of relief. 

    “That’s it?” I asked him, surprised. There were no rules about what kind of sex, or anything else. 

    “Yes, it wouldn’t be fair to limit your sexual experiences. So I just want you to be safe and remember who your husband is.” 

    “I will always be coming home to you, my love.” I kissed him, lovingly because I could tell this, for him, was an act of love. 

    “Do you want to know who it is?” he asked me at length, when our lips parted. 

    “Yes, of course.” 

    “His name is Oliver.” 

    I laughed. I couldn’t imagine a more unlikely name than that to be someone who wanted to fuck someone’s wife. 

    “What’s funny?” he said aggrievedly. 

    “Just his name, honestly tell me about him, how do you know him?” 

    “I erm… well I met him down the pub, he’s part of a group I drink with sometimes. Don’t worry, he’s quite good looking, about my age.” 

    “OK,” I smiled mildly amused and wanting to know more. 

    “You probably wonder how the subject came up?” he said. 

    “Well, yeah. I assume you don’t go around offering my services to your friends or anything.” This was taking on a bizarre turn, as the reality of things like this always do.  

    “No. Look, a while back we were showing pictures of each other’s partners. I showed yours and the others said you were hot as fuck, and I was lucky to have you… stuff like that.” 

    “Well, they’re right about the lucky part,” I said demurely. 

    “And the hot part, bitch.” It was an affectionate ‘bitch’ though. 

    “So?” I was curious to hear the rest of the story. 

    “Oliver couldn’t stop looking at your photo. He said you were the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen and how lucky I was to have you. He said if you were his wife, he’d want to fuck you every night…” 

    “He said that?” I was surprised by this guy talk and how intimate it had got. Women are usually like it but not men. 

    “Yeah, he did. He was very taken with you, so…” 

    “You decided to offer me up to him?” 

    “Don’t say it like that, it wasn’t like that!” he protested. 

    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to be sarcastic.” I softened my tone. 

    “I had a drink with him and put the proposition to him, bluntly. He said, yes. Well, he just about twisted my arm off, to be honest.” He dropped his eyes, as if he was a little jealous. 

    “Can I see a picture of him?” I felt it was the least I could ask for, if I was going to fuck him. 

    “Sure.” 

    He got out his phone, pulled up a photo and showed it to me. Oliver had light brown hair. He wasn’t skinny but kind of average in build. He had a nice face with a beard and sexy eyes. He looked OK. At the end of the day, I might not have picked him in a crowded room, but appearances aren’t everything. 

    “OK.” 

    I handed the phone back to him. 

    “He’s not small,” Mathew said. 

    “Well, he seems average, I mean he’s not a big person from what I can see.” 

    “No,” Mathew shot me a speaking look. “He’s not small!” 

    “Oh!” It dawned on me what he meant now, his cock. “How do you know?” 

    “We discussed it once, when we were drunk. Cock size. His is probably a nine incher.” 

    “Oh!” My eyes widened at that. I’d never had a big cock like that inside me. I started to get wet at the thought. 

    “So, will you… do it?” Mathew asked, ignoring my reaction. His cock, as I said, was average. I didn’t want him to feel inadequate though. 

    “Yes, yes I will.” 

    “OK, I’ll make the arrangements.” 

    “Where shall we?” I wondered. 

    “His house, not here. I’m not quite ready for that.” 

    “We could get a hotel room.” 

    “No, I trust him, I’ve got his address. It would be better and more comfortable I think.” 

    “OK.” I shrugged. “Shall we have dinner, now?” 

    “Yes,” said Mathew fixing me with a determined expression. “Then I’m going to take you upstairs and fuck you, you slut.” 

    I was slightly taken aback by his tone, but at the same time, it was fucking hot. I was instantly wet.  

    “OK.” I smiled. 

    *** 

    Oliver lived in a nice part of town, in a leafy suburb. He had a detached property with a long driveway. It was modern and comfortable looking. Oliver was obviously well to do, judging by the BMW in the drive. Mathew seemed to have picked a good one to start with, although time would tell after the sex session. To start with, that meant my head was already into fucking more guys after him. 

    I was incredibly excited. My pussy was wet as anything and I felt almost as if I would have soaked my panties, if I was wearing any. I had done my hair nicely and by that, I mean it was washed, and conditioned hanging loose. I had a very sexy figure-hugging dress on, no bra and no panties. I usually needed a bra but my breasts, though quite a reasonable size were still pretty pert, and I could last an evening without one. I opted for a pair of thin sole thong sandals though I had painted my toenails and fingernails. Makeup wise, I’d done enough to make me feel confident. I suppose I could have worn high heels, but my feet are quite sexy in sandals, at least Mathew says so. He approved my outfit before I left, gave me a kiss and hug. He trotted out that trite line of not doing anything he wouldn’t do. I giggled. I had every intention of doing whatever stuff I wanted, and I was also thinking about the nine incher and how it would feel. 

    I walked up to the door, and rang the bell. The front garden with shrubs and trees obscured the roadway from the house. All these details I took in, in case Oliver really was a murderer, I would need an escape plan. I pushed the thoughts aside, I was being overdramatic. Also, Mathew knew the address and I had texted him what time I arrived. If I did not get in touch by midnight, he would probably be calling the cops. A bit like Cinderella but with worse consequences. It was early evening, though, so there was plenty of time for fucking. 

    Oliver opened the door. I liked him right away. He had a nice smile and was a lot more handsome than in his photo. He looked to be in good shape and was wearing jeans, a t-shirt and nothing else. I could smell his aftershave and was glad I’d also worn my favourite perfume. 

    “Hi, Lucy.” 

    “Hi.” I smiled back. 

    “You’re more beautiful than your picture.” 

    “Thank you.” 

    “Come in.” 

    With that little comforting exchange, I went inside. It was with a little trepidation and I did feel slightly nervous. The inside of his house was nice, it had white walls, a blue carpet, and was on two levels. He showed me through the hallway, to a spacious lounge and thence to what I assume was a dining room. The furnishings were nice, plain wood, simple but elegant and not cheap. He obviously made a good living. 

    “I… err… thought we could eat something first. I made some chilli and rice, with the trimmings, sorry I forgot to ask if you were a meat eater but if you aren’t I…” 

    “Chilli is fine,” I said cutting him off. He seemed a lot more nervous than me.  

    The table was laid, and I sat down where he indicated. I refused the offer of wine just because I didn’t know him and I wanted to be careful, also I was driving. I just had sparkling water which was poured from a fresh bottle so nothing could be concealed in that. Not that I suspected but it pays to be careful. He brought serving dishes and let me serve myself. There were nachos, sour cream, grated cheese, a salsa.  

    “This is delicious,” I told him as I took the first mouthful and I genuinely meant it. 

    “Like you,” he replied. “I can’t believe you are here.” 

    “Well, I am,” I laughed lightly unused to this kind of compliment. 

    “I’ve thought about nothing else since, Mathew…” he tailed off. My look must have told him it was a little too much. 

    “Sure, since he said you could fuck me,” I said bluntly. 

    He blushed and looked embarrassed. I felt bad, I tried to soften things a little. 

    “Tell me about yourself,” I changed the subject. 

    I decided to treat it like a date, though one where you both knew you’d be fucking at the end of it. 

    The small talk broke the ice and we both relaxed. It turned out he lived on his own but had been married before. He’d ended up with the house because his wife had gone off with someone far richer than he. She didn’t care at that point and they had no children. Some part of him was perhaps still pining, I didn’t like to ask. 

    The meal was over, and I offered to help him put the things away, but I think our mind was on other things. I had been observing him closely during the meal and he seemed just like a nice regular guy who was perhaps a tad lonely.  

    “We can leave it, I’ll do it later,” he said standing up. 

    I stood up too, and taking the lead walked up to him put my arms around his neck and began to kiss him. His kiss was soft and gentle with nice lips. He was a good kisser, and I was enjoying it. His hands began to rove over my body as if he couldn’t help himself and I liked that. I loved it. His touch sent tingles all over me because it was different, and it wasn’t Mathew. 

    “Mmm, that’s nice,” I whispered. “So nice.” 

    “You’re amazing,” he said as his hands went under my very short dress. I helped him by simply removing it and standing there naked. He gasped. “Oh fuck.” 

    “That’s the general idea,” I laughed softly and let him run his hands over my skin. It was horny, and I began to get very wet. He started to kiss my neck softly and then stooped to kiss my breasts. He sucked and licked my nipples while it was my turn to gasp with pleasure. 

    Automatically my hand went to his crotch and what I felt there was astounding. It was hard and it was certainly very big. There was nothing to do but release it and I did. I undid his jeans, and pushed them down, followed by his boxers. His cock sprung forth and I stared. It was long and it was thick. All I could think of was getting it inside me. I wanted it so badly. I put my hand on it and began to wank him.  

    “Oh fuck, shit, shit, oh, God,” he moaned. 

    We hadn’t moved from our position beside the table, but I decided things needed to progress. I took his hand and headed for his living room.  

    “Lie down,” I said taking charge. “I want to fuck you.” 

    “Oh, yes, I want that very much,” he said, his eyes filled with lust at my naked body. 

    I pulled off his t-shirt so he was fully naked too and pushed him back onto the ample sofa. Then gingerly I straddled him. He really was big, and I had to ease him into me gently.  

    “Oh my God!” I gasped as I went down further. I couldn’t get him in all the way at first and would have to be mindful as I started to fuck him. His thick shaft filled me up nicely too. It was like nothing I had felt before, but it was fucking good. 

    “Oh, yes, yesssss,” he breathed feeling my wet pussy around him. My juice was literally dripping down his shaft, I was so turned on. 

    “I’m going to fuck you, God I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I said in an almost guttural growl as I began to move gently up and down. His cock felt incredible and beautiful, nothing like Mathew’s. 

    “Oh, yes, fuck me, please, fuck me, I’ve dreamed of this ever since I saw your picture, oh fuck, yes, yes,” he said with rasping breaths as I started to fuck him faster. 

    “Oh, oh, yes, oh, fuck, my God, you’re so fucking big, oh my God, fuck, fuck, fuck.” I was genuinely gobsmacked by his size and how it felt, and I was going to be very ready to cum. I could feel the orgasm building. 

    “Yes, yes, yes, oh, yes,” he said in unison to my moans. 

    I was close and the wave was cresting, it was going to be quick for me, but I would keep going for his sake. After all, this was only for openers, I was sure there would be more. 

    “Oh, oh, oh, fuck, fuck.” I was fucking him faster and letting his cock go deeper, as it seemed to be able to. “Ah, ah, fuck, fuck, I’m going to, Oliver, I’m going to, cummmm, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ahhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhh.”  

    The wave broke inside me and I could feel my muscles tensing as I started to orgasm. It was intense and I tried to keep going, keep fucking him, but eventually, I felt him reach up and hold me still. It took a while for my shivers of ecstasy to subside, but they did and I opened my eyes. He was looking at me with great appreciation. The orgasm had been delicious, wonderful.  

    “That was so good,” he said. 

    “But I need to do you, I’ll fuck you harder, so you cum, you didn’t cum yet,” I said feeling that I was letting him down. 

    “It’s OK,” he said. 

    “But you’re still hard,” I told him, and he was. I climbed off and took hold of his shaft starting to wank him, wanting him to get off. 

    “Oh fuck, that’s good but it’s OK, just maybe wait a while, I don’t think I can cum just now.” 

    I let go. “Shall I suck you?” I asked him starting to feel a little slighted by this giant penis which wouldn’t spurt for me. 

    He shook his head. 

    “Is something wrong, I mean, is it me?” I somehow had to know. This wasn’t quite turning out as I expected at all. Apparently, he had wanted me so badly and so shouldn’t he cum inside me? 

    “No, it’s not you, it’s not that, it’s just that I…” he stopped and coloured up. He seemed embarrassed all over again. 

    “Just that you what?” I persisted. 

    “I need something else to make me cum. I mean you are so beautiful and sexy, everything I imagined but…”  

    Again the pause, and it was beginning to annoy me. 

    “Just tell me, tell me what it is.” I tried to keep the impatience out of my voice. I felt unfulfilled somehow without the trophy of his spunk in my pussy. 

    “It’s just that I… OK look… I like to be spanked… I need… to be spanked to make me cum.” He blurted it out and look shamefaced, like a little boy. 

    I sat a moment digesting this information. It was certainly new to me. I had heard of spanking, of course, but never encountered it sexually. 

    “Sorry, I’ve disgusted you, look I don’t mind if you want to…” he began trying to mitigate what he evidently felt was something bad. 

    “Wait a minute, so you want me to spank you?” 

    “I… yes… yes I do.” His eyes were suddenly imploring me. 

    “Did your ex-wife, did she spank you?” 

    “She… did but she didn’t like doing it and…” 

    “That’s part of the reason you split up?” 

    “Yes, yes, it is.” He sighed. 

    “If I’m going to spank you, what should I do it with?” That was my next question because my mind was moving apace. The idea of spanking him was actually quite appealing and I’d never thought of it before, but it was making me wet all over again. 

    “Really?” He sounded surprised. 

    “Yes, really.” 

    “Well, I’ve got some wooden spoons with big heads in the kitchen, or you could use those sandals you were wearing,” he suggested. 

    “OK,” I said standing up, “I’ll go and get them.” 

    He made to get up too, but I told him to stay. I went into the kitchen, and found that he had some wooden spoons in a large receptacle on the counter. I picked out one with a large head on it, and then I picked up my right sandal on the way back. I carried these to the sofa and sat down. He was sitting down also, and I noticed he hadn’t lost his hard-on, in fact, if anything it was harder. 

    “What do we do now?” I asked him placing the spoon and sandal next to me. 

    “Well…” 

    “Look I’ve never spanked anyone before, though it sounds kind of horny, so you need to help me, tell me what you want.” 

    “Really?” he said almost incredulous I would want to. 

    “Yes, really. So, come on help me out, let’s do this, Oliver. I want to make you cum, in my pussy, so if you need to have a spanking first then I’d love to give you one.” 

    He sat up then, alert and almost unable to believe his ears. 

    “Oh, so… so I should go over your knees and then you just spank me.” 

    “OK, but you’ll have to guide me, I’ve never done it before, I want to do it right.” 

    “Sure, I will. First, you have to, be more strict, with me, tell me what to do, be assertive, like you’re maybe a school teacher or something, and order me over your knee, then you start the spanking.” 

    “OK,” I said smiling, “I can do that.” 

    At least I thought I could, so I owed it to myself and him to give it a try. A glance at the clock told me we still had plenty of time before midnight and I was determined now to make the most of it. Quite apart from anything I wanted his cock in me again at least once or more. He was sitting expectantly and so I decided I’d better play my part. 

    “Alright, Oliver,” I said. “You’re going to get a spanking. After all, you should have told me you liked it before. So, come here and bend over my knee like a good boy.” 

    I hoped I was being assertive enough for him. He seemed happy enough because he stood up and knelt down on my right-hand side. Then he draped himself over my lap. There he was with his naked bottom exposed simply asking to be spanked. 

    “Ready?” I asked him. 

    “Yes.” 

    I picked up the wooden spoon. It was obvious that it couldn’t do both cheeks at once, so I placed it against one of his buttock cheeks. As it touched him, I felt him quiver in anticipation. 

    “You’re a naughty boy,” I told him. Then I lifted off the spoon and smacked it down on his bottom, then I did the other cheek too. 

    SMACK SMACK 

    He moaned slightly. 

    “How was that?” I asked him. 

    “It was good, but when you spank lift the spoon off right away because it will sting much more.” 

    “OK, thanks.” 

    I tried again, with four spanks this time. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    He sighed a little. 

    “Was that better?” 

    “Yes, but you can do it harder.” 

    “Harder, but I don’t want to hurt you.” 

    “But I want you to, I need you to,” he said.  

    “OK!”  

    This was all new to me. I hadn’t hit him hard I have to admit but if he wanted it harder then I’d give it to him. I took the spoon back further and let fly. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Owww, yesssss, yes that’s good, owwwww”  

    He sounded happy, pleased even. I could feel his erection against my thigh, and I swear it just got stiffer. 

    “Shall I do some more?” I enquired. 

    “Yes, please, like that or harder, and you can scold me too when you do it.” 

    “Scold you?” 

    I needed to make sure I did what he wanted. I wanted it to be enjoyable for him. 

    “Yes, tell me off, tell me why I’m being punished, and that I’m naughty, while you are spanking, stuff like that… if you want to.” 

    I considered this. I was getting turned on for sure. Those last spanks certainly hit home in terms of something inside me enjoying the feeling of giving a spanking. 

    “Oh, I want to Oliver, make no mistake about that and I want to give you a good spanking.” 

    I lifted up the spoon again. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    I had smacked down hard and lifted off just as he wanted. 

    “Owww fuckkkkk, yess that was gooodddd” 

    I was gratified, I was perhaps getting the hang of this. The spoon was leaving nice red marks on his rather tight little bum and also it was starting to go pink. Both of these things were a turn on.  

    “So, Oliver, you know why I’m spanking you, because you’ve been a very bad boy.” 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Owww yesss Owwww. You can do it, slower.” 

    “Slower” 

    “Yes, between each spank to let it sink in and harder, you can still do it harder.” 

    “OK, you asked for it,” I told him taking this on board. The next four spanks were unleashed slower and at full force. They produced an instant response. 

    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Ohhhhhh” SMACK “Fuckkkkkk” SMACK “Ohhhhhh yesss oh God yessss” 

    “Oh, so you liked that did you?” I said softly. “Well let’s see how you like this.” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Owwww fuckkk” SMACK “Shittttttt” SMACK “Ahhhhhhh owwwww” 

    SMACK “Ohhhhh owwwww” SMACK “Nooooo” SMACK “Ahhh owwwww” SMACK “Fuck itttttt” 

    I smiled to myself, and unaccountably felt a surge of power. The spanking was a good feeling. I could never have imagined enjoying whaling into someone’s bottom quite so much but here I was doing it and loving it. My pussy was wet, and his cock was hard, but I wasn’t going to let him off easy now. I was starting to be into this, and I wanted to make the most of it.  

    “You know, you should be punished, for not telling me about the spanking sooner, and also for not cumming in my hot wet pussy. I was disappointed in you, Oliver. Very disappointed.” 

    SMACK “Ahhhh” SMACK “Shittttt” SMACK “Owww fuckkk” SMACK “Oh Goddddd” 

    SMACK “Yesssssss” SMACK “Oh yesssss” SMACK “Ahhh fucking helll” SMACK “Owwwwwww” 

    SMACK “Shit yesssss” SMACK “Oh yes yesssss” SMACK “Owww yesss so gooddd” SMACK “So goodddddd” 

    He was evidently loving it and I was starting to love it too. His backside was starting to turn red and that was quite an exciting sight. 

    “You can abuse me if you want,” he gasped. 

    “Abuse you?” 

    “Yes, call me names, anything you want.” 

    “So, you want to be humiliated?” I said catching on. 

    “Yes, yes I do, please, yes.” 

    “OK.” 

    I digested this new information. A picture was building in my mind of what he wanted or perhaps even craved. I obliged him. 

    “You are a little shit, Oliver, a shit.” 

    SMACK “Ahhh” SMACK “Yes that’s goodddd” SMACK “God yesssss” SMACK “Mmmm yesssss” 

    “And little shits get spanked.” 

    SMACK “Ah fuckkk yessss” SMACK “oooohhh yesss yessss” SMACK “Owwww yessss” SMACK “Fuckkkkk” 

    “Such a big cock and you can’t even cum in my pussy, you pathetic little wanker, you bastard, how dare you!” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhh” SMACK “Yesssss” SMACK “Ohhhh moreeeee” SMACK “Oh yes moreeeee” 

    SMACK “Yesss owwwww” SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Oh owwwwww” SMACK “Fuckkkkkk” 

    I was enjoying myself. I’d been spanking as hard as I could, and he seemed to be able to take it. In fact, he seemed to be loving it. His backside was red and covered in deep red blotches from the spoon. 

    “How’s that, Oliver? Is it enough?” I asked him solicitously, not being sure when to stop. I’d given him a lot of spanks so far. 

    “Really good,” he said. “But you can do it more.” 

    “More, are you sure?” 

    “Yes, and maybe you can try the sandal,” he said tentatively. 

    “Hmmm, how much more do you want?” I needed to know his boundaries. 

    “You can even make me cry, if you want,” he said frankly. 

    “Make you cry?” 

    “Yes, do it hard, like I deserved it. Like a proper punishment.” 

    Once more I absorbed this information. I thought I had been doing it right and very hard, but this was upping the ante somewhat. I put down the spoon and took hold of the sandal. He wanted it hard, and I had to make him cry, I wasn’t sure if I could do that. 

    “I don’t know if I can make you cry, Oliver, but you better give me one hell of a fucking after this, understood?” I told him. 

    “Yes.” 

    “Promise?” 

    “I promise.” 

    “I’ll hold you to that, Oliver,” I said running the sandal over his bottom and making him shiver once more. “Because if you don’t cum in my pussy, I’ll put you back over my knee and give you such a spanking that you won’t sit down for a week.” 

    I’m not sure where this came from but suddenly something inside of me snapped. He wanted a proper spanking he would get it. I was ready to give it to him, the pent-up desire to feel his pulsing cock spunking inside of me, found an outlet. I lifted up the sandal and began spanking. 

    SMACK “Owwww” SMACK “Owww fuckkkk” 

    SMACK “Oh Goodddd” SMACK “AHHHHHH” 

    The sandal made a satisfying smacking noise which echoed around the room and his bottom started to go crimson very rapidly. He squirmed a little. 

    “Stay still you little shit, you fucking little bastard.” 

    SMACK “AHHHH” SMACK “Oh fuckkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Ahhh owww fuck fuck fuck.” 

    SMACK “Shitttttt” SMACK “Owww God fuck that hurts.” 

    “Does it?” I enquired. “Good it’s meant to, I want it to hurt so you understand that when you fuck me, I expect you to cum inside me, you fucking little shithead.” 

    This wasn’t me talking, I had no idea where these thoughts originated but they were coming out of my mouth as if it was natural to me. 

    SMACK “OWWWWW” SMACK “Oww fuckkk” 

    SMACK “OWW OWWWW” SMACK “Oh Godddd” 

    SMACK “Oh my fucking Godddd” SMACK “AHHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “FUCKKKK” SMACK “OWWW OWWW OWWW” 

    I was spanking at full force, no holds barred and loving every minute of it. I simply focused on making sure I covered all of his bottom with the sandal. The red colour was deepening. From my mouth came more words, as if I was suddenly this awful bitch.  

    “You deserve every bit of this spanking you bastard, and afterwards I want you to fill me with your spunk or else. See how you like this.” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhh” SMACK “Shitttt fuckkkkk” 

    SMACK “Ahhh owwwwww” SMACK “Oh fuckkkk fuckkkk” 

    “You’re pathetic, a little wanker, a shit.” 

    SMACK “Owww owwwwww” SMACK “Fuckkkkkk owwwwww” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” SMACK “Noooo owwwwww” 

    SMACK “Owwww fuckk fuckkk” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhh” 

    “So, Oliver, when I tell you I want you to cum, I mean it, understand?” 

    SMACK “Shittttttttt” SMACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 

    SMACK “OWWWWWW” SMACK “FUCKKKKKKK” 

    SMACK “OH GODDDDDD” SMACK “OWWWWWWWWWW” 

    Suddenly and without warning his shoulders began to shake. He really was crying. I stopped at once feeling contrite. That last volley of spanks I was a little out of control. I looked at his bottom which was a really deep red in colour with some very red marks. 

    “Oliver?” I said concerned. 

    He heaved in a sob, “It’s OK, I’m OK.” 

    “Are you sure?” 

    “Yes, yes, just give me a minute, just a minute.” 

    “Shall I stop though, you’ve had enough?” 

    He nodded and then eased himself off my lap. He sat up on his knees with tears in his eyes. 

    “Did I hurt you too much?” I asked him, worried I had overdone it. 

    He shook his head, “No, I loved it, it was perfect.” 

    I looked down and saw his cock was undiminished. 

    “I want to fuck you,” he said suddenly. 

    “OK.” 

    I was ready alright, more than ready to receive his cock. The spanking had turned me on so much, I could hardly wait to have him inside me, fucking me. I put down the sandal and turned around on my hands and knees presenting my no doubt swollen mound for him to enter. 

    “Take me then, Oliver, fuck me from behind.” 

    This would be a good position for him to get in deep and satisfy my craving for his big cock. He needed no second bidding, and his cock sank easily into my absolutely wet pussy. I felt him go in with immense pleasure and he tentatively sank it all the way up to the hilt. 

    “Oh, God, that’s good, that’s so fucking good, fuck me, fuck me now!” I hissed wanting desperately to feel his cock thrusting hard into me. 

    He obliged and began to fuck me, plunging hard and deep then coming out to the tip, and then again and again, but quite slowly. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, yes,” he gasped evidently enjoying it. 

    “Fuck me, fuck me harder,” I told him and then added. “Unless you want me to spank you again, Oliver.” 

    “Oh, yes, yes, please, oh, yes.” He started to move faster, filling me up and making the walls of my pussy stretch. It was a fantastic sensation, and I was loving every moment of it. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, Oh, yes Oliver, I loved spanking you, making your arse so red, I loved it, fuck me you bastard, fuck me, oh, yes, yes, yes.” 

    “Oh, Lucy, oh God, Lucy, oh my, fuck, oh God, oh God, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.” 

    He was pounding his cock into me now and his balls slapped against my arse as he plunged in hard making me scream, but I wanted it, I wanted it so much. 

    “Come on, Oliver, harder, or I’ll give you such a fucking good spankinggggg” 

    This turned out to be the vocal stimulation he needed because I suddenly felt his cock pulsing and he plunged in hard and deep, then he started to bellow like a rutting bull. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he shouted at the top of his lungs. 

    I felt his hot spunk inside me, and it was the spur I needed too, I started to cum, and I was screaming out with the pleasure of it. My muscles were spasming, tensing and untensing as the waves ripped through me like a tsunami. 

    “Ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh!”  

    He kept his cock inside me while we both came down from a tremendous high. It was everything I had hoped for and more. Eventually, he pulled out, and we collapsed together on the sofa, holding each other. I kissed him softly. I felt sated and validated now he had cum inside me. 

    “Was it good for you?” I asked him. 

    “Yes, it was. Tremendous. Was it for you?” 

    “Oh yes, I loved it. All of it.” 

    “Thank you,” he said. 

    “For what?” 

    “Understanding my fetish. That’s the best spanking I ever had.” 

    “I’m glad you enjoyed it, I enjoyed it.” 

    He nodded. 

    “You need to find a woman who will fulfil your needs, Oliver,” I said seriously. 

    He nodded again but looked sad. 

    “It can’t be me.” I kissed him. “This is a one-off. Well probably. I can’t get close to anyone I fuck outside of my marriage, I promised Mathew. Just so you understand.” 

    “I do,” he said. “I’m so glad I had the chance though, to fuck you. You’re so beautiful, he’s so lucky.” 

    “Indeed, indeed he is,” I agreed. 

    Some thoughts were forming in my head after this experience. I would need some time to articulate them. I looked up at the clock. It was almost eleven o’clock. Time had flown for sure. There wouldn’t be time for another fuck, or perhaps there would. 

    “I’m going to have to go soon. I promised to leave by midnight.” 

    “OK.” 

    “Look, you seem like a good guy, and you just need someone who is going to love you and meet your needs. Don’t be so shy about what you like.” 

    I’m not sure where this wisdom came from, but he smiled back. 

    “Thanks, you’re lovely. I hope I can find someone like you.” 

    “I hope so too.” 

    I stood up and found my dress, put on my sandals. Oliver stood up too and pulled on his jeans. I slid my arms around him, and I kissed him. 

    “You’re a handsome man, you know. I’m sure you can find the right woman.” 

    He held me close, tight to his chest, savouring those last moments of me before I left.  

    “I’ll be feeling that spanking for a while,” he whispered. 

    “There you are then. I’ve left you something to remind you of me. Did you really enjoy it?” 

    “Yes, yes I did.” 

    His cock was hard inside his jeans again and I couldn’t resist. There was still time, I knelt down and unzipped him. I took his shaft into my mouth. I couldn’t get him all in, but I ran my lips over the head of his thick cock and then down. Using my hand, I started to wank him. 

    “Oh, God,” he gasped. “Oh fuck, fuck fuck, oh.” 

    I hoped he would at least cum now he’d had that spanking and I kept on sucking him, going a little faster and harder. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh my God, oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, ohhhhhh.”  

    He was close but not entirely close enough. I let go of his cock, stood up, slipped off my sandal. I went behind him and let fly. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Owwwww, oh, God, owwwww,” he said as I delivered six hard spanks. Hoping it was enough, I went back to sucking him, fast and hard. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, ahhhhh, fuck, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh,” he shouted. 

    It was, his cock began pulsing in my mouth and then I felt his hot cum shooting out. String after string. I swallowed it down trying to keep pace until it subsided. Then I let him go, and zipped him back up. 

    “Sorry,” I said kissing him again. “I couldn’t resist.” 

    “I could lick you,” he said quietly. “Before you go.” 

    We still had half an hour. I was wet as anything, as I had been for most of my visit. I pulled him to the sofa and sat on the edge, hitching up my skirt. 

    He knelt down and I felt his velvet tongue on my pussy lapping me up. 

    “Oh, my God, fuck, Oliver, ohhhh, Oliver.” I was on a hair-trigger and pretty much near the edge. His urgent relentless tongue was very good at taking me there. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck, fuck…. Fuckkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    It didn’t take long, and I was bucking and pushing hard into his mouth. I cried out as I orgasmed against his wonderful tongue. Wherever he had learnt to do it, he did it very well. I was left gasping and letting my muscles tense and untense once more until it stopped.  

    As I looked up, he smiled, then picked up one of my feet and kissed it. 

    “It’s only fair I kiss the feet of my strict mistress,” he whispered. 

    He kissed my toes and my foot all over, then the other one. It felt really nice and nobody had ever done that before, not even Mathew. 

    Reluctantly I stood up when he had finished. I slid my feet back into my sandals and Oliver walked me to the door. 

    “Thank you,” I said to him. “I won’t forget this.” 

    “I won’t either,” he said. 

    “Bye then.” I kissed him and slipped out into the night. He watched me leave and drive away. A little way down the road I stopped and texted Mathew, just as we had agreed, then I headed for home. 

    *** 

    As I expected Mathew was waiting upstairs in the bedroom for me. I would have to render him a full account and then I imagined he would want to fuck me. I wanted to savour it for longer before that, but agreements are agreements. I wished now I had made a different one. 

    However, when I got into bed, he was asleep. 

    “Was it OK?” he murmured. 

    “Yes.” 

    “Tell me tomorrow, I’m tired.” 

    He went back to sleep. I was surprised but also glad he wasn’t wide awake. I lay awake for a very long time thinking about what had happened. It had been an amazing experience, better than I had ever expected or imagined. I also knew one thing. There would be no turning back from this. I was going to want more. 

    The next morning, we both had work. Mathew was very quiet and hardly said a word. I wondered if he was now somehow jealous or upset I had slept with another man. He didn’t know the half of it. He kissed me goodbye perfunctorily. I wasn’t really happy about this and filed it away for later. Thoughts were still forming up in my head about my relationship with Mathew, and not just about being a hotwife. Feelings about our relationship on the whole. 

    That night I made dinner and he came home. We ate quite amicably and avoided the subject of my outing. In the end, I could not stand it. 

    “Mathew, don’t you want to know what happened last night?” I demanded. 

    He hesitated. 

    “Well, I do and also part of me doesn’t.” 

    “Why, because I fucked another man?” 

    He shrugged and smiled thinly. 

    “Well, I want you to hear about it, it was our idea and part of the agreement is that I tell you, so you are going to stick to your side of the bargain. I stuck to mine.” 

    “I only said you had to tell me what I want to know,” he replied. “What if I don’t want to know.” 

    “No!” I said my eyes flashing. “That’s not how this works. Get upstairs, take your clothes off and lie on the bed. I’m coming up there and you’re going to hear how I fucked your friend Oliver whether you like it or not!” 

    I don’t know where this came from, but I think the spanking unleashed something inside of me. 

    His eyes widened at my tone. I’d never spoken to him in this way before. I wondered if he’d take it from me but somehow, he almost seemed to like it. 

    “OK.” He shrugged, smiled and left the table. 

    This was something new. I went upstairs myself. Mathew was lying on the bed naked, just as I had told him but also with a bit of a hard-on. 

    I took my own clothes off and knelt down beside him.  

    “Now then,” I said softly. “Let me tell you what happened when I met up with Oliver.” 

     I began to talk and describe what we did in great detail. When I got to the first fucking part, I took hold of his cock which was already hard and began to wank him slowly. 

    “Oh fuck, Lucy, must you?” he protested half-heartedly. 

    “Yes, I must, and you don’t get a choice,” I informed him. “Just go with it, darling.” 

    As I described the fucking and Mathew’s cock, I started to wank him faster. I could feel him gasping and so each time I slowed down again, so he couldn’t cum. I wanted him somehow under my control. 

    I began to tell him about the spanking part. Suddenly he became very interested. He started asking all kinds of questions about it. He wanted to know every little detail. All the while I was wanking his cock, getting faster and then slower. I was amazed at how interested he was in the spanking.  

    Then I told him about the fucking after the spanking, and he seemed so ready to cum, I straddled him. 

    “What do you think, Mathew, I sucked his cock and then he licked my pussy, hmm? What do you think?” I began to fuck him slowly. 

    “Oh fuck, yes, so horny, fuck, oh God, Lucy, oh, fuck,” he breathed as I rode him. 

    “You liked it didn’t you, your horny sexy hotwife. You liked me fucking and spanking another man, didn’t you? Didn’t you!”  

    I was riding him harder, fucking him and feeling his cock inside me. It was nice but not like Oliver’s. But it was good, familiar and Mathew was groaning. 

    “Oh God, God, fuck, you bitch, oh you’re such a bitch, oh fuck, fuck.” 

    “A bitch, am I?” I said suddenly. “Let me show you.” 

    Without thinking I slapped his face. Not hard. 

    SLAP 

    “Oh fuck, Lucy, what?” he said in surprise, but his cock was getting harder. 

    “I’m a bitch remember.” 

    SLAP SLAP 

    I did it again twice more. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, you bitch, oh God, fuck, fuck.” 

    “You like it don’t you, you love it. Do you want me to spank you too, hmm, do you?” 

    SLAP SLAP SLAP 

    Mathew wasn’t listening he was thrusting up with every down thrust then he flipped me over and started to fuck me from behind. 

    “Oh God, Lucy, fuck, oh, oh.” 

    “Oh yes, fuck me, Mathew, hard fuck me harder, you bastard, fuck me.” 

    Mathew started to pound his cock into me, just like Oliver. It felt amazing. He was more animated than I’d ever felt him before. 

    “Oh, fuck, yes, yes, fuck, yes, yes, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, I’m close, don’t stop, Mathew, ohhhh.” 

    “Lucy, I’m fucking you, you bitch, you fucking bitchhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” Mathew started to cum in a guttural roar, and his cock pulsed like it never had before pumping his hot spunk into me. 

    It was the trigger I needed too, and the wave broke through me, as I started to climax too.  

    “Ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed. It was good, so good. Just like the old days. I loved it.  

    Mathew collapsed on top of me panting and I laughed with the pleasure of it, then he laughed too. He rolled off and we were kissing one another. 

    “I love you, Mathew, I love you so much.” 

    “I love you too, Lucy, I really do.” 

    We lay there hugging and kissing like we were teenagers once more. It was a rejuvenation, a shot in the arm. We fell asleep for a while, then woke up and made love again. 

    In the early hours, I looked at him, in the half-light, looking at me. 

    “You know I want to do it again, don’t you, with someone else. And again, after that,” I told him wondering what he would say. 

    “Yes, and that’s OK. I want you to.” 

    I sighed with relief inwardly.  

    “They have to want to be spanked,” I whispered. 

    “Got a taste for it have you?” he chuckled. 

    “Yes, yes I have.” 

    “I’ll see what I can do.” 

    “OK.” 

    On the following day, I placed an order with an online adult toy company for a leather spanker with a handle. I had some ideas about the way I wanted things to go with our relationship. Mathew would be in for a surprise. In the meantime, I found I loved him more than I felt I had for a long time. However, now I was a real-life hotwife and that was not going to change. I was, however, going to become more assertive and dominant at home but that’s a story for another day. In the meantime, my vibrator was waiting, and I wanted to relive those memories of Oliver several times more. 

    *** 

    

  


   
    Hairbrush spanking revelations (Book Two) 

    If you’ve been following along with my story so far, you’ll know that my relationship with my husband, Mathew, changed the day I discovered he was aroused by the idea of me becoming a hotwife. In a most unlikely turn of events, it actually came true. I found myself fucking his friend Oliver which was one of the horniest experiences of my life. Alongside that, I discovered I like giving spankings and Oliver needed to be spanked. In fact, he craved it and couldn’t actually cum without getting a spanking. So, I suppose if it’s anyone’s fault, it’s his for introducing me to the idea and a new bedroom kink for me. 

    To recap, I’m Lucy. I’m a redhead and my husband thinks I’m hot. I do have a nice figure. My tits and feet aren’t bad. It turns out Oliver thought I was hot and had wanted to fuck me for a very long time. Well, his wish came true. He also got the spanking he wanted as well, so that was a bonus for him, I guess. I discovered some things about myself which is why I ordered a leather paddle. Mathew was going to find out that his new ‘hotwife’ was going to become a tad more assertive than he had bargained for. We also agreed I was going to fuck someone else soon, and ideally, they should enjoy getting spanked, since I was eager to try it out again. In the meantime, our sex life was becoming pretty red hot at times, just like my hair. 

    About a week or so had passed since I had been with Oliver, and I already started to crave another hotwife encounter. This was an unusual and unexpected feeling for me. I couldn’t imagine being quite so needy or desperate for another man to fuck me, but I was. We had gone to bed one night and as things were ramping up, I decided to broach the subject. One thing I had learned through this whole experience, if I wanted something from Mathew getting him while he was vulnerable was the best plan. If I was fucking or wanking him, then it was definitely the best time to do it. I’m becoming a devious little bitch, I know, but I still love him dearly for all of that. 

    I was kissing Mathew and he’s a good kisser, Don’t get me wrong, my husband is a bloody good fuck and I love fucking him. I love him too. My hands were running over his skin and I made sure my nails raked into him just a little. I had begun to enjoy imparting just a little pain I’m afraid. I hope that doesn’t make me a bad person. If it does though, I don’t really care. I like it too much. 

    He hissed in a breath as he felt my nails. 

    “Oh, fuckkk, you bitch!” he growled. 

    I had got used to him calling me names like bitch and slut. So help me, I liked it and it only served to get me wet. He was quite assertive at times when we were fucking, and I liked that in him. He never had been before. Perhaps the ‘other man’ business had brought it out of him. I giggled. 

    “You love it, don’t deny it. Almost as much as you love me doing this.” 

    My hand stole down to his hard cock, and began to wank him slowly. 

    “Oh shit, fuck, Lucy, what a cock slut you are, fuck, ohhhhhhh.” 

    I know exactly how to wank him and get him near the edge. I’m an expert and I use it to the full. I was wet as anything by now in any case, and soon ready to move onto the fucking part. His fingers found my pussy and my clit in the meantime which served to make me hornier. 

    “Oh, God, Mathew, oh, oh, ohhhhh, oh fuckkkk.” 

    “Two can play, see.” He grinned at me.  

    I retaliated by wanking him harder and faster. 

    “Oh fuck, Lucy, oh, oh, fuck, fuck, shiiitttttt, I’m close already, ohhhhhhhh.” 

    It didn’t take much to bring him near to orgasm sometimes. He seemed to love the way I ravished him and everything about me turned him on he told me. He loved looking at my naked body and I liked him doing it. I stopped all of a sudden and pushed him onto his back. I like the fuck him like that, because I am in control.  

    I straddled him while his eyes widened, and then lowered myself onto his cock, taking it inside my wanton wetness. He slid in nicely and fitted me well. Although, I could not but remember Oliver’s nine incher and how thick he was making me feel like I would burst. Pushing thoughts of Oliver’s cock from my mind I started to fuck Mathew. 

    “Not so fast, Mr,” I told him, beginning to move quite slowly, rising and falling with my hips. “We’ve got something to discuss.” 

    “Ahhhh, fuck, discuss? What? Oh fuckkkk, Luce, Jesus what you do to me.” 

    “You know what? What I’m wanting don’t you?” I raked my nails across his chest. 

    “Ohhhh, noooo, whattttt, fuckkkkkk, oh Godddd.” 

    I decided to up the ante. I had slapped him once before while fucking him, and he had liked it. I did it again, delivering a smart slap across his cheek. 

    SLAP 

    “Owwww, fuck, Lucy what are you, oh God, fuckkk, ohhhhh.” 

    I smiled counteracting his surprise by starting to fuck him a little faster. 

    “I want another man, Mr, like you promised!” 

    “What, oh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh, oh did I?” 

    “Yes, oh God, yes, you bastard, I’m your hotwife remember, ohhhhhh, so, where is he?” 

    I slapped him again twice 

    SLAP SLAP 

    “Oh fuck, fuckkk, you bitch, ahhhhhhh,” he cried. 

    “Liar you love it, don’t you, you love it!” 

    SLAP SLAP SLAP 

    It was a trigger, and I began to fuck him harder because I could tell his cock was about to pulse. The slaps acted just like a switch and I capitalised on the feeling, getting carried away. 

    “Ohhhh, oh fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk,” he gasped as I started to slam myself up and down onto him. 

    “Ohhhhh, Mathewwww, ohhhhhh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhhhhh.” 

    I was close myself, the sensations of his cock inside me and the feeling of power I got from slapping his face was such a turn on. I can’t explain it, but it just made the whole thing extra horny. I was riding him like a bucking bronco now, lost in the moment as was he, and I could feel the wave cresting threatening to break through me at any moment. 

    “Ohhhh, fuckkkk, you bitchh, ohhhh, ohhhhh, I’m going to cummmmmm, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”  

    He let out a guttural roar and his cock pulsed hard shooting his load of hot spunk into me. I loved the feeling, and it was exactly the spur I needed. My climax reached its zenith, and I was crying out as the waves rushed through me. 

    “Ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssssssss.” 

    My cries reverberated around the bedroom. I had become more vocal since the hotwife experience and certainly let go of my inhibitions. I waited until the feelings subsided within me and then climbed off him. He held me tightly, almost fiercely protective. 

    “So?” I kissed him once we had both recovered. “Are you going to find me another man to fuck?” 

    He laughed.  

    “Well, as it happens, I already have.” 

    “Really?” I was interested at once and propped myself up on one elbow. 

    “Yes, his name is Nigel, Nigel Jenkins he’s an ex-priest.” 

    “A priest?” I couldn’t contain my surprise at this. 

    “Not anymore. He quit the holy orders due to his, erm… sex addiction.” 

    I chuckled, “Oh dear” 

    “Yes, well, he would certainly like to fuck you, if you want to.” Mathew regarded me expectantly. 

    “How on earth do you know an ex-priest, let alone one who has a sex addiction and wants to fuck your wife?”  

    It wasn’t as if either of us was particularly religious, and we didn’t go to church. 

    “Well, I don’t know him exactly. I mean I’ve met him, of course. But he’s a friend of Oliver’s. Apparently, a close friend and it seems Oliver has been singing your praises.” 

    “Oh, so now I’m being recommended, am I?” I giggled. “Maybe I should start getting reviewed on Trustpilot.” 

    “Don’t you dare!” But he was smiling. “Look you wanted to start fucking other men, so…” 

    “I know, I’m sorry, thank you.” I kissed him. “Can I see a photo?” 

    “Sure.” He reached over to the bedside table and picked up his phone. He leafed through his photos and showed me one. 

    Nigel seemed like a good-looking chap all told. He had black hair, and a little bit of stubble which I find attractive. He had dark eyes, a little brooding and perhaps a little bit of a Heathcliff to him. I wouldn’t be his Cathy, though. I would be the woman who fucked his brains out.  

    “He looks like a priest to be fair,” I said. 

    “Really?” Mathew took another look himself and then nodded. “Yes, I can see that for sure. A troubled priest who can’t come to terms with his own sexual nature.” 

    “Yes, for sure…” I hesitated, though we both know I wanted to ask it. “Erm, does he have any, erm… special requirements?” 

    “You mean does he want you to spank him?” He smiled, remembering our conversation after I had fucked Oliver. 

    “Well… yes.” 

    “I think so, Oliver did mention something of the sort.” 

    “OK.” 

    I lay back thinking for a moment, and then said, “Where am I to meet him?” 

    “His house, if that’s OK. I’ve checked him out. He doesn’t live far away. I don’t think he’s a serial killer.” He chuckled at this, though we had had some serious discussions about it. 

    “OK.”  

    This seemed fine to me. We had some firm arrangements now. I had to leave by a certain time and if I didn’t contact Mathew shortly after that time then he would take whatever action he deemed fit. It didn’t sound as if anything bad would happen in any case with Nigel. 

    Mathew sighed and I turned back to face him. 

    “You really want to do this?” he asked suddenly serious. 

    “Yes, darling. You started this remember and I like it. It turns us both on, and look how rampant we’ve been since then.” 

    “I know, it’s just that…” 

    “Just what?” 

    “Well, this doesn’t change how you feel… does it… about me?” 

    I stared at him a little wide-eyed. I hadn’t expected him to be the insecure one. 

    “No, of course, it doesn’t. I love you just as much, if not more because of it,” I told him earnestly. 

    “Do you? Do you really?” 

    “Are you questioning my love for you?” I asked him smiling, while my hand went to his cock taking his shaft between my fingers. 

    “I… no, of course not… it’s just… oh fuck, must you do that, ohhhhhhh.” 

    I began to wank him because I like doing it. I like wanking his cock and pleasing him. I also feel in control of him that way, which is a nice feeling, it makes me horny. 

    “Yes, I must and really Mathew, asking me that, is very naughty.” 

    I didn’t let up and his cock was hardening in my hand very rapidly. 

    “I didn’t mean it, I’m sorry, oh, fuck, ohhhh, ohhhhh.” 

    “You know perhaps a spanking wouldn’t go amiss, for doubting me, hmm,” I said mendaciously, moving my hand faster. This seemed a good idea to broach my own burgeoning desire to spank him. The idea had been turning me on for days. 

    “A what? Oh, God, oh, fuck, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh.” 

    “You know, Mathew, put you over my knee and spank you. Like I did to Oliver. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, really, hmm, wouldn’t you?” 

    My hand was wanking him now at speed, as he closed his eyes and surrendered to my ministrations. 

    “Oh, fuck, ohhh, ohhh, oh God, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh.” 

    “Perhaps I ought to do that, next time you doubt me, I’m going to turn you over my lap and give you the soundest spanking you’ve ever…” 

    The words obviously made an impression because his cock pulsing in my hand and then his cum was spurting out all over my hand and his belly.  

    “Ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, Lucyyyyy, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh.” 

    I smiled to myself. All of this was confirming my suspicions that really, Mathew would like a spanking, and when my new paddle arrived, I was determined to try out my theory. In the meantime, a steamy encounter with Nigel was on the cards, and that was something to look forward to. It made me wet just thinking about it. 

    *** 

    Nigel’s house seemed to be everything one might expect from a clergyman or more correctly an ex-clergyman’s house. It looked a little Gothic in appearance with arched ornate stone gables and a steeply pitched roof. It was quite an old house, standing in walled grounds, just off the main road. I left my car in the turning circle which was surfaced with small round stones. The gardens looked quite well kept and ornate. In fact, all round, it seemed like exactly the sort of house a priest ought to live in. It was more cheerful than Gothic though and not at all forbidding. I walked up to the dark oak door, lifted the iron knocker in the shape of a lion and knocked. After a few moments, the door swung inwards and there was Nigel. 

    He was taller than I expected and quite slim. He was wearing a dark suit just like a priest, with a black shirt and shiny black brogues. He had, as I said, a slightly brooding Heathcliff like demeanour but his dark eyes were smiling, and so was he. There was a very slight crafted line of stubble on his chin, and it was clear he took care of his appearance. I could also tell that from the well-manicured hands. He was certainly handsome, and fuckable. I found myself wondering about the size of his cock. 

    “Come in, come in,” he said with an Irish lilt to his voice. This instantly made him ten times more attractive. There’s something rather sexy about an Irish accent and I love it. 

    “Nigel is it?” I asked him stepping forward. 

    “Yes, that’s me, for my sins, although my friends just call me NJ.” 

    He moved aside and I entered a rather small anteroom leading into a much bigger lounge area, which was quite spacious. 

    “NJ it is then,” I said with a smile. 

    I had chosen my own outfit with care. Since he was a priest, I decided to wear a black pencil skirt, white blouse, and black shiny stiletto heels with an open toe. He took my bag, and jacket. I had opted for heels but in my bag was a wooden spoon and my sandals in case I needed them. However, like Oliver, he might have something else in mind.  

    “Come through, come through,” he said cheerfully taking me into the living room. The furniture matched the house and was rather antique in nature, lots of dark wood. “Are you hungry?” 

    “Well, I haven’t eaten, no.”  

    I had not been sure whether to eat or not, and realised in future this should be part of the arrangements. Sex on an empty stomach is OK but I prefer to have had my dinner before embarking on a steamy session. I’ve a decent appetite for sure for food and sex. 

    “Good, I wasn’t certain. I’ve got some cold cuts of meat and salad in the kitchen, if you’d like?”  

    “Sounds lovely.” 

    We passed through to a country style kitchen with a table at one end of it. The countertops were tiled and once again the dark wood was a feature. Though the walls were a pleasant creamy white by contrast. On the table were two settings, and, as he said, there were what appeared to be slices of beef, chicken, ham, salad and bread. I took a seat and at his behest, I took a little of each of the dishes on the table and buttered a slice of bread. The kitchen looked out onto the back garden, and it was still light outside, as I’d arrived well before six pm which would give plenty of time for fucking and spanking. 

    “Do you live here alone?” I wondered taking a bite of beef and salad. 

    For my sins, yes. This was my mother’s house. God rest her soul.” 

    “I’m sorry, to hear she passed on.” 

    “Ach, no no, it’s some while ago. She had cancer it took her I’m afraid, fortunately, I was a priest at the time, and I gave her the last rites.” 

    “Oh!” I was surprised to hear this. “How long were you a priest?” 

    “About ten years, I joined in my early twenties.” 

    “But you felt you had to give it up?”  

    I dived straight in to find out more, as was my wont. 

    “Yes, yes, well it’s because of my addiction to… you know pleasures of the flesh.” 

    “Indeed.” I gave him a reassuring smile. “What do you do now?” 

    “This and that. I do administration for a company, some charity work. Technically I can’t leave the Catholic Church and so I’m supposed to be celibate…” he trailed off. 

    “But you’re not, are you?” I stated the obvious. “Which is why I’m here.” 

    “No, I’m not and yes.” 

    “Well, right after dinner I’m going to fuck you,” I said boldly watching for his reaction. 

    “Right, yes.” He perhaps wasn’t so used to such bluntness, though he wasn’t perturbed by the statement. 

    “But we’ll talk about it first, what you want.” 

    “OK.” 

    It all seemed a tad formal and he seemed rather stiff, in the sense of being shy and not forthcoming. I turned my attention to my meal and tried to get him to talk more about himself. He told me about joining the church and how it had always been his mother’s wish. His mother was some influence on his life, apparently. I didn’t ask about his father, since he did not mention it, not wanting to pry too far.  

    When dinner was over, I said, “Alright, NJ, let’s go into the living room and talk.” 

    I stood up and took him by the hand. Taking the initiative seemed the right thing to do in his case. I led him back to the living room and made him sit by me on the sofa. I kept hold of his hand while he smiled at me shyly. 

    “Tell me what it is you want? How you’d like this to go. I’ve never fucked a priest before so…” 

    He laughed at this and it kind of broke the ice. 

    “I’m hoping you might seduce me,” he said tentatively. 

    “Seduce you?” 

    “Yes, maybe play a little role play. Where I’m the priest and maybe you’ve come to give me your confession, but you see I can’t resist you, so you… seduce me.” 

    “Ooh, it sounds fun.” I smiled. Roleplay was new to me, but I was game, and it sounded like a turn on.  

    “Afterwards, you know there’s something else if you will…” He looked a little shamefaced. 

    “What is it?” I asked him though I had a pretty good idea of what it was having been primed by Mathew. 

    “Well, later on. I want you to… I want you to…” 

    “You want me to spank you?” I supplied helpfully. 

    “Yes, that. But I want you to hear my confession and then well…  I will need a good spanking after that.” 

    “Sure.” 

    “Oh, good.” He looked relieved. 

    “Anything else?” 

    “No, that’s the gist of it.” 

    “For the spanking do you have something…” I wanted to know if he had a suitable implement and it turned out he did. 

    “Yes, I’ve got a hairbrush. It… my mother used to use it on me when I misbehaved.” 

    “I see.” Perhaps this was where he had got his spanking fetish from, I didn’t know, and it didn’t matter. 

    “I can get it if you…” 

    “No, when we need it, you can get it then.” 

    “OK.” He nodded. 

    “Do you want to change or?” I wasn’t sure if he was ready. 

    “I’ll put on my dog collar to make it authentic.” 

    He stood up and went into the hallway. Shortly afterwards he returned with the dog collar in place. 

    “You look like a proper priest.” I smiled at him. 

    “Technically I am,” he said with a short laugh. “I’m still allowed to hear confession.” 

    “Oh, and so we’re going to… that is naughty.” I giggled at the thought. 

    “Yes.” He gave me a tight smile and seemed a little apprehensive. Hopefully, I could soon get him to lose that and relax. 

    “Right then, so maybe I should come in, pretend I’ve arrived for confession and call you Father, should I?” 

    “Yes, yes that’s good. I’ll just sit there on that armchair.” 

    “Great.” 

    It was my turn to stand up and go into the hallway to prepare myself. Nigel located himself in a more appropriate wooden upholstered chair with arms. He put another chair opposite his but quite close. I unbuttoned my blouse a little so that I showed some cleavage. 

    After a moment or two, I entered the room again and approached him. 

    “Father,” I said. “Father I came to give you my confession.” 

    He put on a serious demeanour at once, and I could really imagine him in the confessional for real. 

    “For sure, to be sure, my child, just take a seat there.” 

    He sounded very much like a priest at that moment, and I imagine he’d had a lot of practice. I sat down in the chair and looked him over. He was becoming more attractive to me by the minute which was a good sign. I waited expectantly. 

    “What would you like to confess?” he asked me quietly. 

    “I’ve sinned Father,” I said at once. I decided there was no need to make something up. I could simply confess what I’d done already. 

    “Tell me all.” 

    “I fucked another man, who was not my husband, with my husband’s permission.” 

    I watched him closely for his reaction and noticed a slight tension in his jaw. 

    “I went around to his house and he got his cock out, Father, his hard big cock. I laid him back on the sofa and I started to ride him, so hard and he was so big…” 

    Nigel had closed his eyes and I could see there was a bulge in his trousers. I continued a bit longer before making a move on him. The confession part wasn’t going to last too long. 

    “But, Father, he couldn’t cum like that though I did. A glorious orgasm, I screamed the house down because of his massive cock inside me. His big thick cock, fucking me, so hard…”  

    He groaned and I noticed an even more significant bulge. I rose from my seat and went over to him.  

    “Why, Father, you seem a little tense. Did I tell you he needed a spanking before he could cum?” 

    He let out a groan. My hand went to his crotch and felt his erection which to my delight seemed big and stiff. 

    “Oh, Goddddd, oh fuckkk,” he said in response. 

    I began to stroke his erect cock through his trousers. 

    “What’s this, Father? Was that story turning you on? All that talk about fucking and spanking??” 

    “Ohhh, ahhhhh,” was all he said. 

    “I think I should take a closer look, don’t you?” 

    “Ooooohhhhhhhhhh.” He kept his eyes firmly closed and I wasn’t sure if he was playing the part or really quite affected. 

     I fumbled with his belt and zipper, then pulled his trousers open. He didn’t resist as I pulled them down from under him and then his boxers realising his straining organ. It was not long but very thick. I could tell it would fill me nicely. Overall, it was like Mathew’s but thicker in girth. I put my hands around it and began to wank him. 

    “Ohhhh, ohhhh fuckkk, ohhhhh.” 

    “Oh Father, what have we here, you naughty man. You’re turned on by my filth aren’t you, you horny little bastard, hmmm?” 

    “Oh, God, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhh.” 

    The cock was so tempting, I got onto my knees and took the head of it in my mouth passing my lips down it forcing them past the head causing him to groan even louder. 

    “Ahhh, oh God, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh,” he cried. 

    I took his cock further into my mouth and began to suck him, moving my head back and forth while also wanking his cock with my hand. 

    “Oh fuck, oh God, oh my God, oh God, God” 

    I sucked him faster, moving my head back and forth apace, going right to the tip and down again. I knew he was close, but he was probably young enough to recycle pretty quickly, so I decided to let him cum in my mouth. 

    “Oh shit, I’m going to, I’m going to, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, bejesusssssssss.” 

    His nice thick cock was pulsing all the while, and I took in a copious amount of sweet-tasting spunk which I swallowed down. I don’t have much of a problem with swallowing cum, in fact, I like it. 

    He opened his eyes and looked at me.  

    “Oh God,” he said. 

    “Well, Father, that was a turnup for the books wasn’t it?” I said trying to maintain my role. “I think it’s time to get a little more comfortable though.” 

    I moved away a little, his eyes watching me the whole time and started to peel off my blouse, unbuttoning it slowly watching him watching me. I bit my lip provocatively and ran my tongue around my lips. I cast the blouse aside reached behind me and unclipped my bra. His eyes practically popped out of his head when my breasts were set free. They are rather nice and a good size, still quite pert and firm. I stood there teasing my nipples with one finger then another. They went hard at once standing out. 

    “Like what you see, Father? Do you?” 

    He nodded. 

    I began to remove my skirt unzipping it and letting it fall, leaving nothing to the imagination as my nicely well-waxed pussy was now on show. I ran my hands over my body, and my nipples again then down to my, by now, wet pussy. I put three fingers inside me and wanked myself just a little. Then I took my fingers out and sucked them watching him all the while. 

    Leaving the shoes on I weaved up to him slowly and squatted down in front of him, taking his hands and putting them on my breasts. 

    “Oh God. God forgive me, oh my, oh, ohhhhhh,” he breathed touching and caressing them gently with reverence. I let him do so for a few moments before standing up and pulling him up with me.  

    “Now then, Father it’s only fair we get you out of these clothes, so that you can fuck me. Because you want to fuck me, don’t you?” I said in my most sexy sultry voice. 

    “Yes, yes, I do, I want it so much, I can’t… resist you, oh fuck, oh God,” he breathed. 

    “Well, let’s get those trousers off completely, shoes and socks, and then… shall we go to the bedroom? Somewhere more comfortable?” I fluttered my eyes at him. 

    “Yes, yes of course.”  

    He led me upstairs to another spacious room which must have been the master bedroom. It had a lovely four-poster style bed which looked luxuriously comfy. The windows had leaded lights and stone embrasures. It had a dressing table with a mirror, all antique, a sofa and a daybed. The floor was covered in a large Turkish patterned rug. 

    “Oh, that looks nice,” I said looking at the bed. “Shall we?” 

    He nodded and I took his hand once more. I kicked off the shoes. We lay together on the bed and I looked into his dark anxious eyes. 

    “You know, you’re a very handsome man,” I told him. “Very sexy and you haven’t even kissed me.” 

    “I’m sorry,” he smiled, dropping the ‘Father’ persona and just being himself. “I’ll remedy that shall I?” 

    His soft lips met mine and the kiss was really quite explosive. It went on and on while little teasing tingles ran up and down my spine. I hadn’t had a kiss like it before. Mathew’s kisses were good, but they didn’t do that to me. It was hard not to compare, but then I was only just getting to find out what a variety there was out there. His hands began to run over my naked skin, rather expertly, in fact, it made me feel electric. 

    “You’re beautiful,” he murmured. “So very beautiful and your skin is so smooth, it’s like silk.” 

    “Oh God, mmm, thank you,” I whispered kissing him once more. 

    This was so different to Oliver, it felt as I was really making love and not just having sex. We touched each other for quite some time, and I could feel him starting to get hard. I was also getting very wet. 

    “Would you like to fuck me now?” I wondered, my eyes twinkling.  

    “Yes, I would. I would love it,” he breathed. 

    I lay back while he climbed onto me and his girth slid in and filled me up. 

    “Oh my God!” I gasped, loving the feeling and the stretch. “Fuck, yes, come on, fuck me, NJ, fuck me.” 

    He began to move and thrust in deep, drawing back in a leisurely fashion and then in again. It was blissful, to be honest, so unlike anything I’d had. 

    “Ohhhhhh, Jesus, Ohhhhhhhh.” 

    “You blasphemer.” He chuckled, starting to move a little faster and harder. 

    “Mmm, yes, fuck me, yes, oh God, ohhhh, yessss, oh fuckkk, yes God, yessss,” I gasped starting to appreciate the intensity of it. 

    “Oh, Lucy, oh my God, my God, that’s so good, you are so good, I love it, oh God, God, Goddd,” he cried out and began to move faster still. 

    I was happy enough for him to thrust as hard as he wanted, and I told him. 

    “Fuck me, harder, harder, come on, fuck meeeeee,” I urged him, gasping at every thrust. 

     “Yes, yes I will, I will fuck you, so hard, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh.” 

    I could tell he was close, and his cock was virtually pounding into me like a piston. It was wonderful, such an intense sensation and my orgasm was building very quickly.  

    Then suddenly his cock began to pulse, and I knew he was going to cum. It set me off too. 

    “Ohhhhh, Lucyyyyyy, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, Gooddddddddddddddddddd.” 

    I could feel his hot spunk spurting inside me and at the same time, the orgasm began coursing through me. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssssss, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhh.”  

    I admit I practically screamed. I am a bit of a screamer, but this was so good, my body spasmed and my toes curled as the wave broke over and over again. 

    After a few moments, we were both still. He lay down beside me still panting a little from the exertion. 

    “Was it good?” I asked him. 

    “Good? It was fucking fantastic.” 

    I laughed and then we both did. It was unexpected. He was a joy to be with, nothing like I had imagined.  

    “It was fucking fantastic for me too,” I told him. “You are a bloody fantastic fuck that’s for sure, and I want to fuck you again before I leave.” 

    “Will you have time?” he asked sincerely. 

    I checked my watch, and it was around nine so there were still three hours to go. A lot had happened so far. 

    “Plenty, but tell me. You wanted a spanking?” 

    “Yes,” he nodded. 

    “Because you enjoyed yourself too much?” I was interested to know his reasons. 

    “Not really, that’s just an excuse. I mean I feel bad telling you this, but I like being spanked.” 

    “Well, that’s a coincidence because I like to spank. Although this will only be my second time.” 

    We both laughed again. 

    “I’ve had a lot of spankings, when I was younger. My mother wanted to spank the devil out of me. She didn’t. Then, well, as I got older, I realised it had become quite sexual for me. So, I, sought out ladies to indulge me and for other things.” 

    “When you were a priest?” 

    He nodded. “That’s why I can’t be in the priesthood. I can’t stop having sex and being spanked. I guess the devil is in me for good.” 

    He chuckled in a self-deprecating sort of way. 

    I touched his cheek. “You are so different to how I imagined. 

    “What did you imagine?” 

    “An angst-ridden man who needs to be punished for sins.” 

    “I do but I got rid of the angst some time ago. I do like to role play it though, so that when you spank me it feels like you really mean it.” 

    “Oh, I will mean it alright,” I told him firmly. 

    “I don’t want you to hold back now. I want a good spanking. I’ve had some damn hard ones and that’s what I want.” 

    “If you say so,” I replied. 

    “I do.” He nodded emphatically. 

    “Then, would you like your spanking now? Gives us some time for another fucking?” I raised an eyebrow quizzically. I was looking forward to this part just as much. 

    “Yes.” 

    “Where is the hairbrush?” 

    “It’s on the dressing table.” 

    “Convenient.” I laughed and got out of bed while he watched me. It felt nice the way he genuinely admired my body as I walked naked over to the dressing table.  

    On the table was a very large oval hairbrush with an ebony handle. I picked it up and felt the weight. I ran my finger over the back which was smooth and flat. The hairbrush was much bigger than the span of my hand in length and not quite as wide. I smacked it lightly against my left palm. 

    “This feels like it’s going to sting,” I said looking at him. 

    “It does,” he assured me. 

    “And it was your mother’s?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Bless her then, it’s going to get some good use tonight.” 

    I paused for a moment, wanting to make sure of the ground rules. 

    “Do you want me to be strict with you?” 

    He nodded. 

    “Abuse you, scold you, humiliate you?” 

    He nodded again. 

    “OK.” 

    I got the picture and was beginning to get an idea of how spankings should go. Still new to it, I wanted to be sure to do it right. I looked around the room and noticed that there was a chair in one corner. It was a sturdy solid wooden chair with a straight back and no arms. Even though I had little experience of spanking, this looked like the ideal spanking chair. I went over to it, and brought it to the centre of the open space. 

    “That was my mother’s too,” he told me. I knew at once he had probably been spanked on that chair many times. It might bring back a few memories, I mused, as I walked to the front of the chair and sat down facing him. 

    “Alright then, come here, NJ, now!” I told him putting on an air of sternness. 

    He did so and stood in front of me with a look of expectation on his face. I could tell by the change in his demeanour this was very horny for him, and his cock began to revive itself. 

    “On your knees.”  

    He knelt down at once before me holding me with a steady gaze. 

    “Now, what do you want to confess?” 

    “I’ve done some bad things, recently,” he began. 

    “Go on and stop looking at my tits, you naughty boy. At least not while you are confessing.” 

    I tapped the brush in my palm meaningfully. He closed his eyes. 

    “I’ve been looking at porn.” 

    “What kind?” 

    “All kinds.” 

    “Spanking porn?” 

    “Yes, that too.” 

    “Tell me about it.” 

    He treated me to a recitation of his porn sessions which, it seemed, he indulged in rather a lot. I was surprised by the variety he had been looking at and felt quite naïve after hearing of his exploits. 

    “Have you been wanking off to porn?” I asked him when he had finished. 

    “Yes.” 

    “Anything else?” 

    Apparently, he had fucked several women since his last spanking which he had paid an escort to do.  

    “Right,” I said severely when his confession was over. “You’ve been a disgusting perverted little shit and no mistake. Particularly for a man of the cloth. There’s only one thing you deserve and that is a damn good spanking, don’t you agree?” 

    “Yes,” he replied with a sigh. 

    “Good, then get over my knee.” 

    I waited while he settled himself on my lap with his erection in full flow. I could feel his hard cock against my thigh which simply made me wet. I took the brush and placed the back of it against his naked buttock cheek. 

    “You’re going to get a good hard spanking with this hairbrush,” I said. “It’s no less than you deserve for your slutty behaviour. Have you anything to say for yourself?” 

    “I’m sorry,” he said. 

    “You will be when I’ve finished.” 

    I didn’t know where this all came from, but it just seemed that when I started spanking, I turned into this other person. Bitch Lucy. It happened with Oliver and now I was slipping even more easily into the role. 

    “You’ve been a disgraceful naughty little boy,” I said lifting the hairbrush.  

    I remembered what Oliver had taught me and brought it down with a snap onto one cheek lifting it off right away and then onto the other. 

    SMACK SMACK 

    It left two red marks right away and the effect on NJ was instant. 

    “Owwwww owwwwww,” he cried out. 

    I imagined the hairbrush was going to sting a lot more than the wooden spoon or sandal. It sounded as if it did, from his reaction. I raised it again. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    Four alternating spanks and I wasn’t doing it lightly either 

    “Ah, oh God, oh my fucking God.” 

    “I cannot believe a grown many like you, watching spanking porn. Disgusting, filthy little bastard. Well, now you’re getting a real spanking.” 

    I was about to snap off another four when I remembered how Oliver had told me to slow down and measure them out. With the hairbrush, this seemed like a good idea, since it was making quite an impression on his backside. 

    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Fuckkkkkk” SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Jesussssss” 

    This was much more satisfying particularly as the hairbrush left deep red marks as it began to turn his bottom pink. I tried to also remember to spank all over his bottom, so he got a good even redness.  

    SMACK “Owww fuckk” SMACK “Shitttttt” SMACK “Christttttt” SMACK “Owwwwww” 

    “Now who’s blaspheming and a priest too.” I giggled. “That deserves some more spanks.” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Jesusssssssss” SMACK “Fuckkkkkkk” SMACK “Holy fuckkkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Ahhhh my fuckin arseeeee” SMACK “Owwww you bitchhhh” SMACK “Ah God that hurts” SMACK “Fucking helllllll” 

    I was torn between amusement at his Irish accented exclamations and keeping up my stern demeanour. His backside was nice and pink with red patches after only a few spanks. I knew this wasn’t going to be enough for him and he would need a lot more. So, I changed it up a little and threw in some spanking and scolding at the same time. 

    “You SMACK are a naughty SMACK little boy SMACK. Call yourself SMACK a priest SMACK you filthy SMACK perverted SMACK little shit SMACK. You are SMACK disgusting SMACK. Should be SMACK ashamed SMACK of yourself SMACK SMACK. How dare you SMACK wank SMACK and watch SMACK porn. Spanking porn SMACK even worse SMACK. You dirty SMACK masturbating SMACK clergyman SMACK.” 

    “Owww bejesus fucking Christ almightyyyyyyy” he yelled to my immense enjoyment. 

    I continued knowing he must be liking it too really, or he would have objected. Not only that, but his cock was also still hard as a rock while I was spanking him which signified, he was highly sexually stimulated. I elevated the severity of the spanks imagining he could take it. 

    “You pervert” 

    SMACK “Christtttt” SMACK “Ah fuckkkk” 

    “Shitty porn slut” 

    SMACK “Owwww fuckkkk” SMACK “Jesussssss” 

    “Naughty” 

    SMACK “Oh God oh my God” SMACK “Ah my fucking Goddddd” 

    “Horny bastard” 

    SMACK “Owww fucking hellll” SMACK “Fuck fuck fuckkkkk” 

    “Filthy little wanker” 

    SMACK “Fuck Jesus fuck me” SMACK “Oh God and Christ almighty” 

    SMACK “Ah fuckkkkkk” SMACK “Fuck it that’s the business owwwww” 

    “Disgraceful little shit” 

    SMACK “Bejesusssssss” SMACK “Ohhhh fuck it fuck it” 

    “Shameful swearing priest” 

    SMACK “Fuck yes fuckkkkk owwwww” SMACK “Shittttttt Christ on a bikeee” 

    SMACK “Ahhh fuckkkkk” SMACK “My Godddd my fuckin arseeeeee” 

    I changed my tactics even more and resorted to some harder measured spanks one after the other 

    SMACK “Ahhhh bitchhhh” SMACK “Fuckkk ahhhhh” 

    SMACK “Oh Goddddddd” SMACK “Fuckkkkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Jesus fuckkkkkkk” SMACK “Holyyyy Maryyyyy” 

    SMACK “Oh Mother of Goddddd” SMACK “Oh my Godddddd” 

    SMACK “Ah fuckkk that’s gooddddd” SMACK “Ah it’s goodddddd” 

    SMACK “Fuckkkk it stingggsss” SMACK “Ahhhh yesss fucking hellll” 

    SMACK “Fuckkk itttt” SMACK “Shittt fuckkkk” 

    SMACK “Bastardsssss” SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Jesus fucking hellllll” SMACK “Bloody Maryyyyy” 

    SMACK “Ah that’s the one ahhhhhh” SMACK “Oh yesssss oh fuckkkkkk” 

    SMACK “’Oh Godddddddd” SMACK “Oh fuck yesssss yessssss” 

    SMACK “Oh yesssssssss” SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    I’d never heard so much swearing and from a priest. It was all I could do not to giggle at this point. I was really laying into his backside by now having lost all my inhibitions and focusing on getting an even colour across his bare bottom. However, he was wriggling against my thigh, rubbing his cock against it. All of a sudden, I felt his cock pulsing hard, and the next thing cum was shooting out all over my skin. 

    “Ahhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhh.” 

    “Oh my God, you dirty little beast,” I cried taken by surprise and unleashed a volley of spanks on his backside while he was cumming, this simply made his orgasm more intense and him more vocal. 

    SMACK “Ohhhhhh” SMACK “Ohhhh ohhhhhh” SMACK “Ohhhh yessssss” SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhhh” SMACK “Yes yes yesssssssss” SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Ohhhh yessssssss” SMACK “Oh Goddddd yessssss” SMACK “Yessssssss” SMACK “Yesss yesss yesssss” SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhh” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Oh oh oh oh oh oh” SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhh” SMACK “Yessssssssss” SMACK “Ohhhhhh yesssssssss” SMACK “Yesssssssssss” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhh my Goddddddddd” 

    I stopped and he started to subside. He’d probably had enough. It seemed like a lot of spanks, but he could obviously take it. I let him come down from his high while I admired the handiwork of my hairbrush technique and his crimson backside. It was a real turn on for me, I have to admit, and my pussy was soaking wet inside. The seat was a little damp between my thighs. I thought I’d best stay in character and do something about the spunk. 

    “Get up, you dirty bastard,” I told him sternly. “And on your knees.” 

    He did and looked up at me stifling a grin. He had obviously enjoyed it immensely, I could tell. 

    “Look at my leg covered in your spunk.” 

    He examined it a little contrite.  

    On the spur of the moment, I had a brainwave and I said, “You can lick that off me then, go on. You made it. You lick it!” 

    He didn’t hesitate but began licking in long strokes of his tongue all up my leg, and thigh which was so horny I could hardly stand it. There was spunk on the floor and he simply wiped it into the floorboards with his hand, then wiped it on his body without a second thought. 

    “Oh, God, dirty dirty bastard,” I said in admonishing tones, but NJ was too intent on doing things with his tongue. It was driving me wild, and he knew it. 

    He pushed my legs apart and his head went down between my legs. The next moment his velvet tongue was on my pussy lapping it and flicking my clit. I was soaked already. It felt amazing, beautiful and I was so ready for it, I was fit to explode. 

    “Oh God, fuck, yes, oh my God, oh you bastard, oh that’s good, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, yes, keep going, oh my God.” 

    He needed no encouragement but carried on licking my pussy in quite an expert fashion. In the back of my mind was the thought he’d done this before and probably many times. However, the sensations took away all reflection of this nature and I was lost in their intensity. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh God, ohhhh, fuckkkk, ohhhhh, yes, yes, yes, oh, oh my God, I’m going to…” I gasped as the wave washed through me making me scream out it was so fucking good.  

    “Ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”  

    My cries echoed around the room as I bucked hard against his mouth and his strong arms came under my backside to pull me into him. It was amazing. The orgasm went on and on, at least that’s how it seemed. I just kept crying and screaming until I could stand it no more. My body shuddered and my toes curled. I’d not had quite such a long climax before and for a few moments, I was quite spaced out. 

    Eventually, I came back down, and he was holding me, his head lying on my lap. I stroked his head affectionately.  

    “Was that good?” I whispered. 

    “Oh my God, that was the most amazing spanking I’ve ever had.” 

    I giggled, “It was only my second time really, as I said, and I’ve never used a hairbrush.” 

    “Well let me tell you, you could have taught my mother a thing or two and she was a formidable spanker.” 

    “I’ll take it as a compliment,” I said smiling. “I never realised you could actually cum from a spanking.” 

    “If it’s intense enough, yes, it’s possible. I hope you didn’t mind.” 

    He looked up at me then to make sure I wasn’t upset. 

    “No, I didn’t and actually that was quite an accolade, to be honest.” 

    “You’re very good, I’m glad you came,” he said. 

    I smiled and laughed. “Oh, I came alright didn’t you hear?” 

    He laughed too.  

    “What should we do now? Have you been spanked enough?” 

    The clock said we still had a bit of time to kill, enough to fuck or spank him more if he wanted. 

    “I think so, yes,” he nodded. “Maybe we could just lie down together.” 

    “I’d like that, very much.” 

    We went and lay down on the bed holding each other gently. It was a beautiful moment of genuine affection. He was definitely a person you could like, and I could see why he was a hit with the ladies.  

    “So, you’ve been a pretty naughty boy by all accounts, while you were a priest and afterwards.” 

    “Yes, sadly I’m a reprobate and there’s no redemption for me.” 

    I kissed him and my hand stole down to his cock once more. 

    “How about I add to your sins then, another one won’t hurt.” 

    “Oh shit…” he said as my hand took hold of his shaft and teased him into hardness.  

    “Hmmm, you have got a very nice thick cock,” I whispered as I began to wank him slowly. 

    “Oh shit, oh fuck, oh my God,” he gasped as his cock hardened up nicely. 

    “On your back,” I told him, “I’m going to fuck you.” 

    No further persuasion was needed for him to turn face up so I could assume one of my favourite positions. I like it because I can go deep and control how fast I go. I straddled him and slid his deliciously thick cock into me. It was a great feeling and I loved how I felt stretched wide by his organ as I began to ride him slowly. I slid up and down the shaft letting out little moans at the sensations which it sent through my dripping wet pussy. 

    “Oh God, NJ, I love your fucking cock, mmmm, oh yes, oh God, yes, yes.” 

    “Oh fuck, you’re good at that, so good, oh fuck, oh my, oh yes.” 

    “Oh yes indeed. Indeed I am.” I smiled unable to stop myself from moving a little faster and harder. It intensified everything a hundred-fold and I could hardly contain myself as I went even faster. 

    “Oh fuck, yes, it’s so good, so fucking good, oh my God, God, oh fuck, fuck,” I cried as I already felt my orgasm brewing inside of me. I would have thought I was spent by now but there it was ready to consume me again courtesy of the cock I was riding so nicely. 

    “Ah fuck, oh, Lucy, you are amazing, fucking hell, fuck, my God, fuck, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk.” 

    I started to ride him fast and hard. There wasn’t any point in holding back. I was more than ready to cum, and I wanted to. He started to thrust up into me as I went down and it added to the already incredible feeling. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck. Oh my God, fuck, oh God, oh yes, oh, oh, oh, I’m going to… oh, oh, oh,” I cried. 

    “Ohhh, I’m close too, oh yes, fuck me, Lucy, fuck me harder, oh fuck, fuck, fuckkk.” 

    I started to slam myself hard down on his belly, riding him with all my might. His cock was filling me, stretching me and I could hardly stand it, I was ready, and the wave started to break. 

    “Ohhhhh, Ahhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” There I was screaming again as I started cum and my body shivered with delight. 

    Almost immediately his cock was pulsing once more and I felt his hot spunk shooting up into me, filling me up. I loved it. 

    “Ahhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk, Lucyyyyyyyyyyyy, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he cried out. It wasn’t a roar like Mathew made, but more of a refined gasping rasping moan of pleasure.  

    I was bucking on him as if I was riding a bronco and the two of us became very vocal through our mutual orgasms. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssss, yessssss, yessssssss.” 

    “Ahhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkk, Lucyyyyyy, ahhhhhhhhh.” 

    Eventually, both of us began to relax and as his cock went a little softer, I slipped him out. Then I lay back down beside him and began to kiss him softly. 

    “I’m going to have to go soon, I’m sorry,” I said to him. 

    “I know and I’m sorry too.” He looked a little sad. 

    “I’m not supposed to but maybe I might like to see you again sometime, for another fucking session.” 

    This was definitely against my agreement with Mathew. However, I might be able to talk him round. It was one of the best fucks I’d ever had, and I wanted another go.  

    “Sure, I’d like that.” 

    “OK.” 

    We lay together a little longer before I got up and said I would need to get dressed. I spotted the hairbrush and went over to examine it once more. 

    “I rather like this,” I said. “I will have to get one.” 

    “Ah well, you’ll find the best ones in antique shops,” he said. “They don’t make them like they used to. You can get the ones with bone handles and those sting like fuck.” 

    “I bet.” I smiled. I replaced the hairbrush and went to find my clothes. I made a mental note to visit some antique shops as soon as I had a chance. 

    I was dressed once more, but NJ had put on a dressing gown to see me off. I put on my shoes and then flung my arms around his neck. 

    “I’ve really enjoyed tonight. It was kind of special.” 

    “It was special for me too.” He smiled. 

    I gave him a long lingering kiss goodbye and then he let me out of the front door. He watched me get into my car and drive away. He was still standing there waving when I drove out through his gateway. A little way down the road I stopped and texted Mathew. It was almost midnight, so I had made it by a whisker. 

    For my second hotwife experience, it had been pretty amazing. There were many things to think about. Firstly, I really wanted to fuck him again, and I wondered how I would get around Mathew on that one. The second was that I knew I couldn’t stop. I was going to have to fuck some more people. I had missed out on so much I felt. It wasn’t that I had never fucked anyone before Mathew or had relationships, but this was somehow different. There was a new intensity about it, as if so far, I had sampled a series of very fine gourmet dishes. I definitely wanted more. It was already becoming like a drug. Mathew was never going to be enough, and this was a realisation I had come to. Perhaps he would be one day, but he had inadvertently opened Pandora’s box and he was going to have to live with those consequences. I wondered how he was going to feel about it. There was also another thing I wanted to do, and that was to try out my new paddle on his arse. I was convinced he wanted a spanking and I was determined to find out if my gut feeling was correct. Truthfully, I had really enjoyed spanking NJ and it had been incredibly horny. It made me as wet as anything. I wanted to introduce just a little bit of spanking into my sex life with Mathew. I wondered how to go about it.  

    *** 

    When I arrived home, Mathew was thankfully asleep. He had replied to my text saying he was glad I was safe and hoped I had had a good time. I began to realise perhaps that the time I was away might be a little harder for Mathew than I thought. He hadn’t said anything, but I wondered exactly what he’d been doing while I was away fucking another man. Was he worried, or perhaps he read a book or watched sport? I was interested to know and perhaps it would be a good idea to broach the subject with him. 

    I slipped into bed, and snuggled up to him. He grunted slightly but slipped his hand into mine. He wasn’t angry about my activities, but perhaps he just didn’t want to know about it and needed time to come to terms with it. It was a puzzle, since the whole thing had been his idea. However, it was one thing to want something and another for it to happen in real life. I resolved to explore the subject further. 

    In the morning, he went off to work and I had a day working from home. I was lucky to do a job where I could do that sometimes. I made him breakfast and the previous night wasn’t mentioned. I resolved to tackle him on a few things that night. It also gave me a chance to use my vibrator while thinking about the previous night. 

    As luck would have it my new leather paddle came in the mail. I took it out of the packaging and was very happy with the look and feel of it. It was black and a sizeable spanking implement, bigger than my sandal or the hairbrush. It had a nice handle and was thick sewn leather. I liked the feel of it and lifted up my skirt to try it out. After two or three spanks on my own bottom, I was satisfied it would sting nicely. This was the perfect thing for the evening I had planned. 

    When Mathew came home, I had made a nice dinner with beef stew, mashed potatoes and vegetables. One of his favourites. I was wearing a very slinky negligee which left little to the imagination. It was satin and hugged my curves nicely while hiding the promise of what was underneath. It certainly turned Mathew on, and I could see him stealing looks at my breasts. I asked him about his day, and he mine, and we didn’t discuss anything about the previous night. However, I made sure to keep his thoughts on carnal things and his attention on me. 

    When the meal was over, I said, “Would you like to come upstairs?” 

    “What did you have in mind?” he teased. 

    “Just a little game, if you’re game…” I gave him a disarming smile. 

    “I’m game, for sure,” he said eagerly. 

    My constant teasing at dinner which had included things like running my bare foot up his leg at various intervals, had done the trick.  

    He followed me upstairs eagerly and I started to undress him. 

    “What’s the game?” he said as I kissed him, and lightly stroked his cock a little. 

    “You’ll see.” 

    When he was naked, I made him get on all fours on the bed, and then I tied a blindfold around his eyes. 

    “What are you doing?” he asked although his cock betrayed his enjoyment so far. 

    “We are going to play a little game of truth or lie,” I said softly, padding to my drawer and getting out the paddle. I hefted it in my hand.  

    “What?” 

    “So,” I said kneeling on the bed at his rear end. “I’m going to ask you some questions and if you tell the truth, you’ll get something nice, and if you lie then you won’t.” 

    “Alright.” He was beginning to sound a little suspicious. 

    I smiled to myself and began. 

    “Tell me, darling, are you just a little jealous that I’m fucking other men?” 

    There was a little hesitation, before he said, “No.” 

    “Really?” 

    “No, honestly, no I’m not.” 

    “I think you’re a liar.” 

    I placed the paddle against his buttock cheek lifted it off and delivered two spanks. It made a satisfying noise as it thwacked onto his skin. 

    SMACK SMACK 

    “Owww Lucy what the fuck?” he exclaimed. 

    “I asked you, are you jealous, darling, now don’t lie to me. I told you what would happen and now you know.” 

    He paused obviously thinking about it and then said. 

    “OK, yes, I was a little jealous. I can’t help it.” 

    “Good boy.” 

    I reached down and wanked his cock for a few moments before stopping abruptly. I wasn’t about to let him cum just yet. 

    “Oh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh Lucy, ohhhhh, fuckkkk.” 

    “Not so fast, I’ve a few more questions.” 

    He sighed, “OK, fine.” 

    “What did you do last night, while I was fucking NJ.” 

    “NJ?” he said at once. “Who is NJ?” 

    “Nigel, that’s what he likes to be called. Now answer the question.” 

    “Ohhhhh.” 

    I placed the paddle against his backside so he could feel it. He knew I wouldn’t hesitate to use it. 

    “I didn’t do much, you know just watched TV.” 

    The answer was glib and not convincing at all. 

    “Liar again!”  

    I lifted the paddle and gave him four spanks. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Owwwww fuckkkkkkk that hurt!” 

    I noticed his cock had become quite hard regardless of his protest. 

    “It’s meant to. Now every time you lie, I will spank you even more, just remember that. So, what did you do?” 

    He didn’t demur and I could see his cock was at full mast. The spanking was turning him on for sure. 

    “OK, well you may as well know. I watched some porn and thought about you.” 

    “OK, that’s better.” 

    This was far more believable. I began to wank him again for a few strokes and then stopped. 

    I put the paddle back against his bottom. 

    “Was that all?” 

    “I…” 

    “Was that all, Mathew?” 

    I wasn’t letting him off so easily. I wanted the whole truth. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Owwww fuckkkk, OK, It wasn’t all. I went on one of those cam things, I watched a cam girl, asked her to do things, like finger herself stuff like that.” 

    I stared at him even though he could not see me. This was new. I was surprised and it merited more exploration. However, in the meantime, I had to finish the game. 

    “Really and is that the first time?” 

    “No, I’ve done it a few times.” 

    Now he had admitted it, I guess there was no point in hiding it.  

    “Right. Well, we’re going to talk about this more later but since you’ve been truthful, it’s time for your reward.” 

    I took hold of his cock with my left hand and began to wank him. 

    “I’m also going to punish you for being so naughty.” 

    “Oh fuckkk, fuckkk, ohhhh, ohhhhh, whattt?” 

    I simultaneously began to spank him with the paddle and wank him.  

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Oh God, fuck, Lucyyy, owwww, oh Goddd, ohhhhhh, owwww, Godddddd.” 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    My hand started moving faster, and I spanked him harder.  

    “Ohhh, owwww, Lucyyyyy, owwwww, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkk,, ohhhhhhh.” 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    His cock was pulsing and then he began to spurt out copious amounts of spunk all over the duvet cover, while shouting out as he climaxed. 

    “Ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, shiittttttttttt, ahhhhhhhhh, youuuuuu bitchhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    I stopped spanking him and let his spunk drain out. Then I took off his blindfold and lay down with him. 

    “Well,” I said. “We’ve got a fair bit to tell each other I think.” 

    I kissed him. 

    “Where the fuck did you get that paddle?” he demanded, slightly aggrieved. 

    “I ordered it.” 

    “What for?” 

    “Your bottom.” 

    “Oh…” he thought about this for a moment and then shrugged. “OK.” 

    We kissed again lost in the moment. I loved him dearly and I rediscovered this each time I’d been with another man. He was nice to come home to. He was there, dependable, stable. We had been together too long now. We were one. It’s just we were also not one and I was, apparently, not the only one with desires outside our marriage. The cam girl thing was new, and I wanted to explore that more, and his desire for it. Things were certainly changing. He hadn’t disliked the paddle, that much I discovered which meant I could introduce it a little more as time went on. Some mischievous ideas were already in my head, like making him watch the cam girl while I was spanking him. I was looking forward to perhaps bringing that fantasy to life. Spanking play was definitely something I wanted to try more of. In the meantime, it looked as if he was ready to fuck me and I certainly wanted it. My hand moved down to see if I could coax him into life. 

    *** 

    

  


   
    Caning the headmaster (Book Three) 

    So, the story so far, if you’ve been following along, is that I had discovered I loved being a hotwife, and I loved spanking. I mean giving spankings and not taking them. The spanking is just one part of it. I liked the fucking too, and that is a very big part of it! The biggest part. I liked the experience of a new man and wondering what his cock was going to look like and feel like. I loved that part when his cock went into me and also when I sucked him off and tasted his cum. I wanted to be sure to have time to give them a blow job and fuck them too, and spank them. I’m a greedy girl I know. I’m very fond of cum and my husband, Mathew’s, is very tasty. I do love Mathew’s cock, but I had now also had two others which were thicker and bigger on the whole. I discovered I liked big and thick cocks I’m not going to lie, and I hoped to try some more. 

    Yes, in case you forgot, I’m Lucy, the hot redhead. I’m quite modest really but my hotwife men so far have told me that I’m really hot. It hasn’t gone to my head, but I am very flattered to be so desirable to them. It has made me feel so much sexier and hornier than I ever felt before. It’s a delicious feeling and I suppose that’s why I want more. I fucked both of the men so far and I spanked them too. It was a real turn-on. Then I came home and discovered Mathew had been watching a cam girl. I spanked the truth out of him with my new paddle. I was planning on spanking him while he watched the cam girl, he didn’t know it then, and I’ll tell you about it another time. 

    Back to the hotwife adventures. A week or two had passed since I fucked NJ or Nigel the ex-priest. He was a lovely man and I liked him so much I kept his number. I wanted to fuck him again and spank him too, but wasn’t sure how Mathew would take that. We made agreements but then I had never said he could watch cam girls and wank off. There were definitely going to be consequences for him about it. Though I also thought it was horny as fuck, I wanted to watch him doing it too.  

    On this day, however, I was being my devious little self. 

    “Mathew,” I purred sidling up to him in the kitchen. I had purposely worn a short dress with nothing underneath it and I was barefoot. I like being barefoot, it’s sexy. I was horny and I wanted a fuck, but I also wanted to ask him about another hotwife encounter. He was kind of my arranger and so far, he’d found two really good guys for me to fuck. I was craving another. It was becoming a little like a drug. 

    “What do you want?” he said suspiciously as he was preparing the dinner. 

    “Oh, you know,” I turned his face to mine, “I just find it very sexy when you cook.” 

    “You do,” he said, distracted. This was a surprise to him, but he was also acutely aware of the proximity of my naked body underneath a very flimsy dress. 

    Not waiting for him to register what I was up to, I began to kiss him and run my hands up inside his shirt. He kissed me back, and I could feel him beginning to harden as he turned to face me. 

    “Wait, wait,” he said breaking away. I pouted but he was just turning off the gas. “This can wait because I guess you want to fuck me, is that it?” 

    “Bingo,” I whispered, loving his directness. Since I’d started being his hotwife he was far more assertive in bed, and somehow it had stirred his libido. “Oh, yes, Mathew, I want you to fuck me alright.” 

    “Do you? Hmmm?”  

    We were kissing again with some passion and heat. The kiss sent little tingles up and down my spine. I ran my bare foot up and down his leg suggestively. As he was wearing short trousers, I made skin contact which made him hiss in a breath. 

    “Fuck me, you’re a horny bitch,” he breathed as we continued to kiss. I felt his tongue meld with mine, and I grabbed his head pulling him in and kissing him harder. My hands were fumbling with his waistband and I started to push down his trousers and knickers. His cock was hard now and sprung out from its nest. 

    “Oh, God, oh fuck, fuck, you bitch, I just want to fuck you,” he said in a guttural voice. 

    “Well, what are you waiting for?” I whispered. 

    I pulled off my dress and threw it aside onto the floor. The sight of my naked body and loose flaming hair aroused him even further. My nipples were standing out hard and my pussy was soaking. In fact, I was just aching to be fucked. I wanted to be filled up with his rock-hard shaft.  

    “Oh fuck, that does it!” he said lifting me up onto the countertop. 

    I opened my legs and let him in. His cock slid in nice and easy. It fits me very well and makes me happy, though I love it too when I’m stretched by a thick one like NJ’s.  

    “Oh, fuckkkkk,” Mathew cried enjoying the sensation of being inside me, as he always does. 

    “Go on then, big boy, fuck me,” I told him. 

    He closed his eyes and began to thrust. As luck would have it was just near the receptacle on the counter containing the wooden spoons. On a whim, I selected the longest handled one and leaning into him placed the head against his arse. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, Lucy, what are you?” he said continuing to fuck me. 

    “I’m just giving you some encouragement.” I giggled. “Now come on, harder, baby, harder.” 

    I lifted the spoon and smacked his arse. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Oh fuck, Lucy, you bitch, owww, fuck, Oh God,” he cried but he began to thrust in harder deeper. 

    “Oh yes, yes, fuck yes, harder, yes, oh God, that’s good, so good.” I lost myself in the fucking but spanking him at the same time was fun, so I did it again. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Oh, fuckkk, Lucy, owww, fuckk, fuckkkkk.” The spanks were like a trigger to him. I had discovered that much, and they only made him harder and go faster. 

    “Oh, ohhh, ohhh, oh, yes, yes, harder, fuck me harder.” 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    “Oh God, you are such a bitchhh, oh fuckkk, fuckkkk, I’m going to…” 

    I could feel he was close and so was I. I wanted him to ram me and so I smacked him again. 

    “Fuck me harder, so hard, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh.” 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    The last four very hard smacks did the trick. His cock began to pulse and his hot cum started to spurt into me. 

    “Oh, fuckkkkkkk, Lucy, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhh.” He roared out in a guttural bear-like growl. 

    The whole thing had turned me on, fucking and smacking him with the spoon, and I hit my climax when the spunk started to fill me up. 

    “Ohhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, Mathewwwww, ahhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh.” 

    The wave broke through me and I pulled him in tight with my legs digging my heels into his bottom. That simply increased the toe-curling intensity of the orgasm. We stayed like it while we both came down from our high. Then I kissed him and smiled.  

    “That was nice,” I whispered. 

    “You and your spanking,” he replied looking aggrieved, but he was smiling just the same. 

    “You love it really,” I told him. 

    “Hmmm.” 

    He wasn’t going to admit it but that’s OK. I didn’t spank him every time we had sex, but when I did it was a lot of fun and horny as fuck for me. I know Mathew secretly liked it too. I slipped the spoon back into the jar.  

    Mathew pulled out of me and started to pull his shorts up. 

    “Turn around,” I said. 

    “Why?” 

    “Just because I want to see your bottom.” 

    He rolled his eyes at me affectionately, and turned. I was satisfied to see the red marks on his bare bottom.  

    “Very nice,” I giggled. 

    “Bitch!” He pulled up his short trousers and resumed his cooking.  

    I slid off the bench, put my dress back on and set the table for dinner. 

    *** 

    Over a really nice dinner of pork chops, mashed potato, gravy, apple sauce and salad, I broached the subject of another hotwife encounter. Mathew was an excellent cook, so I was very happy when he cooked for me. I did quite a bit of the cooking, but it made a nice change. 

    We talked of this and that, and when I had finished, I pushed my plate away. I had picked up the chop to clean the bone as I had become very tactile and liked to eat things like that with my hand. Mathew watched me with interest. 

    “You’re quite the cavewoman, aren’t you?” he said laughing. 

    “Oh yes!” I breathed back in what I hoped was a sexy voice. 

    This made him laugh even more. Mathew had certainly become more fun since our sex life had changed. 

    I wiped my hands on a paper towel, dropped it on the plate. I took a sip of red wine; it was a Pinot Noire which I like. We don’t drink a lot but recently I think we’ve become more sensual with our food, and take a glass of wine with the meal sometimes. 

    “So,” I began. “I was just wondering…” 

    “You want to fuck someone, is that it?” he said taking the words out of my mouth. 

    “How did you know?” I wondered sipping my wine. 

    “I can tell, I’m not blind. You get extra horny, wanton little slut that you are.” He grinned at me. 

    “You know I could spank you for calling me a slut.” I winked at him. 

    “Not today.” He chuckled. 

    “You’re not wrong though.” I sighed. I didn’t know he could see through me so easily. 

    “Anyway, I’m getting the idea of how long you can go without another man to fuck.” 

    “Oh?” 

    “Yes, and before you say anything, I’m not jealous.” He fixed me with a slightly belligerent stare as if to dare me to contradict him. 

    “No, because you’re wanking off to cam girls,” I retorted with a smile. 

    “Touché.” He shrugged, after all, what else could he do. He had started the hotwife thing. I didn’t mind the cam girls really.  

    “Anyway, you were saying?” I was more interested if he had actually found me another hotwife encounter. 

    “I was saying that bearing in mind your, hotwife rhythm, I’ve found you someone.” 

    “Oh?” 

    “Oh, yes, yes indeed,” he smiled. 

    “Go on.” 

    “Well, I’m not sure if you are going to like it, though you might.” 

    I tried to contain my impatience wondering if he’d found me another big cock. I really did feel like a slut for thinking that. 

    “Well, he’s older,” he said eyeing me speculatively. 

    “How much older?” 

    “Oh, he’s over fifty.” 

    “Oh.” This was a surprise. I wasn’t sure about it as I’d never been with an older man before. I wondered about a few things like his staying power, then I chided myself a little for being so judgemental. 

    “He’s a good looker though. A silver fox.” 

    He showed me a photo. The man had a full head of grey hair, a beard, and seemed quite fit. He had kindly eyes with a hint of steel, but he was very attractive in actual fact. 

    “What’s his name?” I asked examining the photo. 

    “His name is Colonel Barker.” 

    “Army?” I mean that part was obvious but anyway. 

    “Ex-army, retired. He lives on his own.” 

    “Does he have a first name?” 

    “It’s Phillip.” 

    “Hmm, very posh.” 

    “He’s up for some fucking, he’s a bit lonely and…” 

    “And?” 

    “He wants a caning.” 

    “Caning?” I was surprised at this. Obviously, I’ve never caned anyone in my life. But I hadn’t spanked anyone either until Oliver and now I was getting quite good at it. I felt sure Phillip would be able to guide me into the way of it. Oliver had been especially informative. 

    “Yes, apparently it will remind him of his school days.” 

    I laughed at this. He’d obviously grown up in the corporal punishment era when the cane was popular in schools. 

    “Where do you find these people?” 

    “That’s for me to know. Word of mouth, mainly. People talk to people.” 

    I had no idea he’d such a wide network to call on for sexual requirements. I was learning some new things about Mathew since all this started. I guess also I was getting a reputation and I wasn’t sure I how felt about that. 

    “I should probably start charging.” It was a joke, perhaps to cover the embarrassment of thinking everyone knew I was fucking other guys. Then on the other hand I didn’t really care. People could be jealous if they wanted because I was the one getting the action not them. 

    “Don’t you dare!” 

    “I’m joking.” 

    “Well, are you up for it?” He cocked an eyebrow at me which looked very sexy. 

    “Why not, what have I got to lose.” 

    “I’ll make the arrangements.” 

    “Can you please make sure it includes dinner,” I said, “And is it OK if maybe we can extend my midnight curfew, to maybe two a.m. just in case?” 

    I had been wanting to broach this. The midnight cut off was for my safety, but I wanted extra time. I had been enjoying myself with NJ, for example, and another hour could have meant more fucking and spanking. We both would have loved that. I also had decided fucking on an empty stomach was a bad idea. Fortunately, I’d been offered dinner so far, and it was a nice way of breaking the ice with the person. Getting to know them.  

    “OK,” said Mathew. “But the same rules, text or call at two.” 

    “Am I…” 

    “Going to his house? Yes, I’m pretty sure it’s safe, and he lives not far away.” 

    “OK.” 

    So far, I had been to their houses and it had all been OK. In fact, it was nicer and more relaxed than say a hotel room. Also, we could make as much noise as we wanted. The spanking was loud, so it was better to be in a detached house really. They also had the spanking stuff at their home, and I assumed Phillip would have a cane. 

    “I’ll put these dishes away and then we’ll have dessert,” he announced, while I was musing on this topic. 

    “What’s for dessert?” 

    “You are, or at least your pussy. I’m going to eat you out.” 

    “You say the nicest things.” 

    He was turning into a dirty little so and so. I smiled to myself about his transformation. I was happy to let Mathew lick me, though I had also hoped he’d made apple pie and cream, my favourite. I decided to let that go, and looked forward to the ministrations of his tongue. Mathew was particularly good at it and my pussy was starting to hum at the thought. I loved the way he was taking the lead in sex quite a bit now. The hotwife life was certainly improving our sex life. 

    *** 

    Colonel Phillip Barker lived in a very superior house, in an upmarket part of town. That appears to be what a military career will buy you. Usually, they say illustrious in connection with a career, but obviously, I would not know about it in his case. Although, I might be able to comment after I’d fucked him as to how illustrious he really was. 

    His house was large, two-story with a high wall and big gates. These opened automatically when I drove in, and there was a paved turning circle plus a large parking space. The gardens were very neat out the front and steps up to a large, covered porch. The house was white painted brick, with a red-tiled roof. It appeared to be all on one level. The door was modern styled red coloured wood with a diamond window set into it. I rang the bell and waited. 

    After a short while, Phillip Barker opened the door. He was a little taller than me and looked on the tail side of fifty with a shock of greying hair and beard just like his photo. His face broke out into a smile as he saw me.  

    “Good God,” he exclaimed. 

    “Um… hi,” I replied surprised by this outburst. 

    “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just, I mean, you’re so beautiful, such a beautiful woman. When I saw your photograph, nothing prepared me for seeing you in real life.” 

    I wondered for a moment if he was being disingenuous or something, but I couldn’t see anything but honesty in his face. 

    “Sorry,” he continued blushing slightly. “That was a bit gauche of me. It’s been a long time since I was with a woman and…” 

    “It’s OK, and thank you, for the very nice compliment.” 

    I gave him my best smile to reassure him but was still hovering on the doorstep. He shot me an embarrassed look. 

    “Oh God, so sorry, please come in, come in. What am I like, leaving you on the doorstep like that?” 

    He stepped aside to let me in. He was wearing grey chinos, a t-shirt and deck shoes without socks. I could tell he was in pretty good shape under all of it, and assumed he’d continued to keep fit from his military service. This might bode well for the forthcoming sex session. 

    I had dressed with care too. I was wearing a pair of high heel mules, red ones, which is one of my favourite colours and goes with my hair. I had a fifties style A-line frock, red with white polka dots. The dress fitted under my bust nicely and I didn’t need a bra. I had a white cardy on over my shoulders. I kept my hair loose and hadn’t opted for a fifty’s hairstyle as I’m sure he wasn’t around in the forties or fifties, but I suppose the outfit had those kinds of associations. I had red lipstick and painted my nails red too. I was pretty pleased with the way I looked. Mathew had said goodbye with slightly envious eyes, but since I knew he would be going on the internet for a wanking session with his cam girl, I didn’t pay it too much mind. 

    “Well, perhaps we’ll talk about that later,” I said to Phillip with a wink, referring to his tardiness.  

    “Ahem, yes, well,” he coughed politely, shut the door and led me through his rather nice atrium with a skylight and into his lounge. The place was very spacious inside but also quite spartan and neat. I could see everything had its place, and there were pictures on the walls of Phillip and various other military people. They seemed to be from many other countries, and I assumed he’d spent some time abroad. His military lifestyle had perhaps influenced the way he kept his house so tidy. 

    “I’ve erm… sorted out some dinner,” he said. He had quite a shy unassuming manner which seemed at odds with someone who was a Colonel. I suppose I expected someone a little more assertive. 

    “Sounds nice.” 

    He took my cardigan and bag from me, hung them up on a hook in the hallway.  

    “Would you like a drink first, or shall we eat?” he asked me. 

    “I’ll just have a soft drink,” I told him. “And I’m hungry, so yes please.” 

    “Sure, come this way.” 

    We moved into a dining room with a large table set for two. He was at the end and I was to be seated beside him. He settled me into my seat and left, presumably to get the food. I had agreed with Mathew not to drink alcohol on these hotwife dates. It was just safer all round, and I was happy to stick to the stricture. 

    The food arrived on a trolley, pushed by Phillip and appeared to be a series of tin foil containers. 

    “I hope you like Chinese?” he asked me. “I’m not a great cook, to be honest, so I hope you don’t mind.” 

    “No, I love Chinese.” I am very fond of Asian food as it goes, so the sight and smell of it tickled my appetite. 

    I watched him arrange the containers on the table. I let him explain what they all were, picked up some chopsticks and started to dig in hungrily. As it goes, I’m very fond of Chinese food and for some unaccountable reason it makes me super horny, so he’d made a good choice.  

    “So, you’re a Colonel?” I said stating the obvious while popping some sweet and sour pork into my mouth. 

    “Yes, retired as I assume your husband told you.” 

    “He did.” 

    “I spent most of my life in the military from a young age.” 

    “And now?” 

    “I don’t do much. I erm, spend my time reading, relaxing, and other things…” he trailed off perhaps shy. The other things were probably sexually reading between the lines. 

    “OK, and you’ve no partner, wife?” I wanted to know more about him, also digging a little for things I might use later when caning him, as I knew I would be. The topic had not come up just yet.  

    “I never married,” he sighed. “I’ve had a few relationships, but in the army, you move around a lot, you know. It doesn’t always suit. It didn’t… suit. So here I am just me single, with not much to show for it and nobody to pass it on to.” 

    “Right.” 

    I pondered on someone who had nobody. The guys I’d hotwife dated were all lonely in some way. Was I a balm to their loneliness? I didn’t know and it didn’t matter. It wasn’t my place to become emotionally invested, though I couldn’t help it just a little each time, but that’s just me. 

    He was a little closed to me and I wondered how to open him up. I ate a little more of the food, picking at it with my chopsticks. I’m quite adept with these. He watched me in fascination as he had picked up a fork to eat his. 

    “I’ve never mastered those,” he said with a wry smile. 

    “Ah, well, perhaps it’s because I’ve learned to use my fingers well,” I smiled saucily letting the innuendo sink in. 

    “I’m sorry,” he said putting his fork down. “I’m a shit host so far.” 

    I realised he was nervous and feeling a little lost. 

    “It’s OK,” I told him gently. “Why don’t you tell me what you’d like to do after dinner?” 

    “Right,” he blushed again but said nothing.  

    It was up to me to take the lead. 

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?”  

    He looked a little startled at the bold statement. 

    “I… yes, yes indeed.” He recovered his composure. 

    “How do you like to be fucked?” I bit into a juicy prawn and eyed him up. 

    “I like it a lot of ways.” 

    “What’s your favourite?” 

    “Oh, doggy style I suppose but there’s something else I would like, if… if you’re willing.” 

    “Oh.” I was intrigued. He seemed very reticent of asking as if it was something quite bad. I doubted it could be as bad as he was saying or that I wouldn’t want to do it. I am pretty much game for trying anything once. 

    “I like to be pegged.” He looked away from me as he said it. 

    I had heard of pegging, of course. I hadn’t done it yet. I felt a little surge in my loins at the thought. 

    “OK.” 

    “I’ve got a strap on, for you to use.” 

    I shrugged, it sounded kind of hot and I immediately wanted to try it. 

    “Sure, OK. I will but I want us to fuck too.” 

    “Yes, yes, of course, I want that.” 

    “Oh good.” It was nice to get things straight. “Shall we just start with the fucking, you know, play it by ear?” 

    I suggested this since he wasn’t very forthcoming and might be more so once we got going. 

    “Sure.” 

    I wanted to make sure we’d covered everything and so far, we hadn’t talked about his desire to be punished. I felt we should discuss it before embarking on the sex part of the evening. 

    “There’s something more isn’t there, Mathew told me.” 

    “Yes.” 

    He dropped his eyes. 

    “You want me to cane you, am I right?” I can be quite candid now, after two encounters.  

    “Yes.” 

    He still didn’t look at me. 

    “It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” I said softly. 

    He looked up at me then.  

    “I feel a little ashamed though, of wanting something like that.” 

    “Why?” I asked him curiously. 

    We were still eating, and the food was so yummy, but I had to pace myself. I didn’t want to throw up all over him or something while fucking him. 

    “Oh, you know, it’s not normal, is it? Wanting someone to punish you like that?” 

    “Well, what’s normal?” I shot back, having discovered all kinds of new things in the last little while. “Who is to tell you something is or isn’t normal?” 

    “I guess.” He looked sheepish. 

    “Were you caned at school?” I asked him with interest. 

    “No, I wasn’t but others were. It… fascinated me. They told us about it afterwards of course.” 

    “You always wanted to try it then?”  

    “Yes. I can’t explain why. The discipline part appealed to me, but I didn’t want to be caned by a man.” 

    “You wanted a woman, because it was kind of sexual?” 

    “Yes,” he sighed. 

    We didn’t talk for a while. He was thinking things through by the look on his face. I ate a few more morsels of the delicious food. Then he suddenly spoke. 

    “In the army, I was quite the disciplinarian. I was a stickler for the rules. The boys and girls used to call me the headmaster. I mean of course I never…  not physically, but I told them off in no uncertain terms. I think they felt like I’d whacked their backsides at least verbally when they had stepped out of line.” 

    I laughed at this, and he laughed too, it broke the ice. 

    “Have you been caned?” 

    “Yes,” he nodded. “I paid for it a few times to find out what it was like.” 

    “And did you like it?” 

    “Yes, and no. I mean it was just the caning without the sex part.” 

    “And you wanted the sex part?” 

    “Yes, it turned me on but those erm… dominatrixes… they don’t do the sex, just the punishment.” 

    I paused and he eyed me speculatively. 

    “Well,” I said smiling. We had now got to the nub of it. “I can guarantee you will get the sex part.” I reached out and touched his hand lightly. “I’m looking forward to caning you and fucking you, Phillip. I promise you that.” And I was being honest. The talk had warmed him to me somehow. 

    “You can call me Phil,” he replied, holding fast to my hand. 

    “OK, Phil, and you’ll have to teach me how to use the cane, I haven’t done it before.” 

    “I’ll tell you exactly how, when we get to that part,” he assured me eagerly now. His eyes were glistening a little with anticipation, and my pussy was very wet with all this talk.  

    I pushed away my plate. I had had enough food, although I could have eaten more. 

    “Shall we?” I said sipping my sparkling water to clear my palate. 

    “Yes, I’d like that very much.” 

    *** 

    He took me upstairs to his bedroom. It was a spacious room although quite plain and spartan, it lacked a woman’s touch. It did have a nice big double bed with a thick mattress, and it looked quite firm. The bedroom was at the back of the house looking out onto a big, neat back garden.  

    “Well,” I said turning to him. I took hold of his hands. “Seems like a good place to start.” 

    I put my mouth up to his and snaked my arms around his neck. It was strange doing that to someone I didn’t know but then I’d already done it twice to other strangers. His lips met mine and they were surprisingly soft. His kiss was gentle and kind. I let him use his tongue and his arms came around me in a strong grip. He was obviously well in shape, just as I had thought. I could feel the hardness of his muscles and his abs. A stray thought penetrated my kiss filled consciousness that he hadn’t much else to do than work out.  

    There were no fireworks, but you can’t expect it every time. The kiss was nice though and deep, fulfilling. I began to run my hands down his back and slid them under his shirt. His body was nice and firm to my touch. He hissed in a breath as he felt my hands on his naked skin. 

    “Do you like that?” I whispered. 

    “Yes.” 

    “How about this?” I raked my nails gently down his back. 

    “Oh, God, oh my God.” 

    The response was gratifying. I pushed his shirt up and over his head. His torso was nicely toned with good definition particularly for his age. I ran my nails over his chest and tummy while he moaned softly just letting me do it. 

    “You can touch me too, if you want,” I said softly. I reached behind me and unzipped my dress, dropping it and stepping out of it naked. 

    He gasped.  

    “Oh fuck, you are magnificent, magnificent,” he breathed reverently. 

    Nobody had called me that before, I was beyond flattered. 

    “Touch me, I won’t break,” I told him. 

    He began to explore my body with his hands. He was soon gently touching my breasts, circling my nipples, running his hands all over my bare skin. It felt nice, I breathed softly closing my eyes and just enjoying the sensations.  

    “You’re beautiful, so beautiful,” he kept murmuring in wonder. 

    I opened my eyes at length and looking into his, I let my hand wander down to the front of his trousers. I began to rub the front of them and felt his cock through it stiffening nicely. It felt like it wasn’t small which pleased me no end.  

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, oh God, Lucy, oh Lucy,” he gasped again as I undid his zip and dropped his trousers down, followed by his boxers freeing up his hard stiff organ. I took it in my hand and it felt a nice girth. Not big or wide but not small either. It would be a good fit when I got him inside me. Judging by my wetness this would not be too long away. 

    I began to wank him slowly as he emitted little moans of pleasure. 

    “Hmm, is that nice?” 

    “Oh, yes, fuck, yes, yes, oh, God, yes.” 

    “Touch my pussy.” 

    I wanted him to do things, but he seemed to need prompting. He was infinitely shy in the bedroom, but I didn’t mind. It was kind of as if I was introducing him to the pleasures of sex. 

    His fingers slipped down and into the wetness of my folds. 

    “Ohhhh, yessss, that’s a good boy, mmmm, yessss,” I whispered as his fingers began to move. It was good but I wanted to be fucked and couldn’t hold off much longer. 

    “Oh, God, mmm, yes, yes, yes,” he cried as I continued to wank his cock a little faster. “I think I’m going to need you to fuck me, Phillip,” I whispered grabbing his hand and pulling him to the bed. 

    I climbed on the bed and mindful of what he had said, got on all fours hoping he would do it doggy style. He wasn’t slow in catching on, and I felt him get up behind me, and then his cock slid into me. 

    “Ohhhhh, fuckkkkkk, yesssssss.” It was my turn to gasp, obviously, it was thicker than I thought. 

    He began to fuck me gently, thrusting in and out. 

    “Oh God, Lucy, oh my, Lucy, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhh,” he cried. 

    “Yes, oh Phil, mmm, yes, God, yes.” 

    His cock felt good, not sensational but really nice and hard. It was pleasing and sent shivers up my spine and through my belly. 

    I soon wanted it harder and said so. 

    “Fuck me now, come on, fuck me hard, come on,” I urged him. 

    He began to thrust more firmly, and I liked it better. I could feel his cock sinking into me, thrusting in hard and withdrawing again. I let out little moans each time he went a bit deeper. 

    “Oh, fuck, yes, yes, oh God, fuck, yes, yes, yes,” I cried out now because it was getting more intense. The sensations began to run through me from my pussy and the wave began to build inside me. 

    “Ahhh, yessss, ahhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhh, ahhhhh,” Phillip was breathing heavily with each thrust and I was loving every minute of it. 

    “Harder, you can do it harder!” I said wanting to feel him really start to pound me. 

    He upped the tempo and I felt him going in much deeper and harder. This was better, I knew my dam would burst very soon. 

    “Ohhhhh, yesssss, but come on just fuck meeeeeeeeee,” I cried out wanting it even harder than that. 

    “Ohhh, fuckkk, fuckkk, yessss,” he got louder, and his own breathing started to rasp. 

    Suddenly he grabbed a handful of my hair, and yanked back my head. Then he began to ram his cock into me at full speed. I was taken by surprise, but it was what I needed and wanted. 

    “Oh God, yes, yes, yesss, yessss.”  

    The wave inside me reached a crescendo and then broke with a vengeance. Shudders went through me tensing my pussy and squeezing his pounding cock. 

    “Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” I screamed out as I climaxed, and this must have turned him on. 

    I felt his cock start to pulse and then his thrust in deep like a rutting bull roaring out as his spunk filled me up. 

    “AHHHHHHHHHH, FUCKKKKKKKKK, YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!” 

    His shouts echoed around the room as he came over and over, as if he had never cum before. It felt like a massive load inside me, as his hot cum continued to flow, and I loved the feeling. 

    Eventually, he let go of my hair and we both stayed there panting for a few moments, until he pulled out. I twisted around and lay on my back, pulling him to me and kissing him gently. 

    “That was amazing,” I said, and I meant it. 

    “I’m sorry, about, you know the hair, I got carried away.” 

    “Oh, no,” I replied. “That was just great, horny as fuck, I promise you.” 

    “Oh phew, I was trying, you know, to be gentle.” 

    “I’m not a piece of china, Phil,” I laughed lightly. “And that was a bloody good fuck.” 

    “Thank God, I was worried.” 

    “Did you enjoy it?” I frowned concernedly. 

    “Oh yes, it was fantastic, one of the best I ever had,” he assured me. 

    I wasn’t sure I believed him, after all, he must have had a lot of sex before. The army was notorious for rampant males, and females too. I must admit the hair-pulling was a real turn on and I thought perhaps might get Mathew to do it to me sometimes when he was fucking me. Since he had become a bit more a caveman himself in the bedroom, I felt sure he’d be happy to oblige me. 

    “Good, well, there’s going to be plenty more of that.” 

    I held him close, enjoying the feel of his body against mine. It wasn’t tender like Mathew or even NJ, but it was a nice feeling just the same. There’s something just about the closeness of two people after sex which is nice, and it’s fulfilling. I needed to give him some recovery time, I felt, before going at him again. There was plenty of time to spare, particularly now I had an extension to two a.m. if I wanted it. 

    *** 

    We lay together for quite a while, I kissed him gently, and he seemed content to just have me in his arms. It was a nice tender moment. I can’t imagine how I could have these moments with complete strangers, but I swear to you it happened. 

    “Have you not been with many other women then?” I asked him finally. 

    “A few,” he said. “But I’ve been a bit of a loner.” 

    “So, what do you do for sex?” This seemed a shame if he could not get his rocks off. I couldn’t imagine dealing with such a situation myself. 

    “Oh well, there’s always my hand, and porn. I paid for it sometimes as I said. I was too busy for years doing my job.” 

    He sighed and lay back. I felt a little sorry for his lonely life. 

    “Don’t you have, family?” 

    “Oh sure, and I see them quite often, siblings and stuff. I have friends. Just not companionship.” 

    “I’m sorry.” 

    “Don’t be,” he smiled. “The army can be lonely, and command is a lonely place to be. I got used to it. I am used to it.” 

    It was almost as if he was resigned to his fate and to ending his life alone. I hoped for him, he would find someone, after all, to be with. I had to remind myself it wasn’t up to me to solve other people’s problems though.  

    “OK…” There didn’t seem much more to say for the moment, so I gently traced my fingers down his torso and lightly teased the head of his cock. If you get your finger just on the frenulum, you can tease it right into life. I had read about this and tried it on Mathew. I did it to Phillip and his cock sprang up almost at once. So much for age, I grinned to myself and slipped down.  

    “I’m going to suck your cock, Phil, it’s your lucky day,” I told him taking his shaft him my hand. 

    “Oh Jesus, yes, you’re right about that.” 

    I took the head of it between my lips and pushed them slowly over it, and then back a few times, wetting it with my tongue. 

    “Ahhhhh, fuckkkk, that’s gooood,” he rasped at once.  

    I was gratified to hear it and took the whole of his head inside of my mouth, sucking it in and out, in and out. 

    “Ohhhh, fuckkkk, you are sooo fuckinnggg gooddd at that,” he said breathing hard.  

    His cock became rigid as I increased the intensity of the blow job and began to wank him at the same time. I started to move my head up and down a bit faster pushing my lips over the head each time making him hiss in his breath with pleasure at the feeling. 

    “Ah fuck, fuckkk, hahhhh, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, so goooodddd, oh Godddddddd.” 

    I began to suck him even faster hoping he might be getting closer to orgasm. 

    “Ahhh, fuckk, hmmm, yessss, oh God, oh God, oh God, oh Goddddd.” 

    His cock was quite tasty in my mouth and I knew he was nearly there, so I began to wank him faster with my hand as I sucked him moving my mouth even quicker. There was an almost immediate response, and his cock began to pulse, he was about to cum. 

    “Ahhh, ahhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhh, AHHHHHHHHHHHH!” he shouted out as his hot spunk spurted into my mouth. It tasted salty and a little sweet, I swallowed it down enjoying every moment of it. I loved his reaction too. It was very vocal and gratifying to hear. There’s something primal and powerful about successfully sucking a man’s cock. He becomes putty in your hands. 

    I kept his cock in my mouth until he had completely shot his load and started to go soft, then I let him go. I moved up beside him where he lay back with his eyes closed. 

    “Jesus, you are quite something extraordinary,” he informed me.  

    “Really?” 

    “Oh, yes. You’re beautiful, and so kind, and like an angel and a devil combined.” 

    I laughed at his analogy, it probably was true, although I never thought of myself as an angel. I could track with the devil part. I probably was a little devilish. 

    “So that was good?” 

    “It was more than just good.” 

    “I’m glad.” 

    My blowjob skills had not let me down, in fact, they were becoming more honed as I had a chance to try them on other cocks like his. It was fun and fulfilling to hear the way he cried out with pleasure as his hot cum went into my mouth. I know I’m good at blow jobs, Mathew could testify to it any day of the week.  

    After a little while longer, I decided maybe it was time to move on to what perhaps would be a highlight of the evening for both of us, or one of them at least. 

    “So,” I said quietly. “I was wondering if you’ve been a very naughty boy?” 

    This was his cue, his eyes flew open, and he looked at me. I regarded him with a teasingly innocent expression. 

    “Well, have you?” I repeated. 

    “I… well not today…” he replied. 

    “But another day?” I supplied helpfully. 

    “Um, sure, I’m not sure if this is naughty though, but I’ve been having phone sex.” 

    I cocked an eyebrow. On the face of it that didn’t sound very bad at all. 

    “It doesn’t seem very naughty.” 

    “She’s married.” 

    “Oh, well I’m married.” It still wasn’t so bad really, I felt. 

    “Her husband doesn’t know.” 

    “Oh.” 

    He was silent. Perhaps he wanted me to judge him on it. I pursued it a little further. 

    “How often have you been doing this?” 

    “Um… every day for perhaps a few months now. I don’t know exactly.” 

    “I see. Where did you meet her?” 

    “At a café, and then we got talking, and then we just developed this phone sex thing.” 

    I wondered if it was true or a game, and decided to test him. 

    “Show me, show me the texts,” I told him. 

    “Sure, OK.” 

    He got out of bed and then returned with his phone. He handed me the phone and I scrolled through the texts to a woman called “Carol.” They were very horny and dirty, explicit. 

    “I see,” I said after a while. My pussy was already wet from reading them and I could imagine how horny it was to do it. “Have you fucked her for real?” 

    “No,” he shook his head. 

    “Well.” I handed the phone back to him and he put it on the table. I sat up and folded my legs under me. “I’m a married woman fucking another man, so there’s that.” 

    “But her husband doesn’t know,” he protested. 

    “Yes, true, and that’s bad, but what’s worse is you didn’t tell me, Phil. You didn’t tell me and I’m very displeased with you. You said there wasn’t anyone and there is, so technically you lied to me. I’m not happy with you at all.” 

    “But…” he began, perhaps catching on to my game. 

    “I’m actually quite vexed, to be honest,” I continued, putting on a stern tone of voice. “Dishonesty like that is something I very much abhor. I wonder what you think I should do about it?” 

    I fixed him with a steady gaze, and he flinched a little to my amusement. My severity of demeanour must be working. 

    “I…” he stopped. 

    “Cat got your tongue?” 

    “I don’t rightly know.” 

    I decided to go full Mistress on him, after all, I’d had some practice at it. The prospective spankee wants to be told they are going to get a spanking, I knew that much. 

    “I think you do, Phil. I think you know very well. There’s only one thing that will suffice in this case and that’s a sound punishment. What do you think?” 

    He paused, regarding me and perhaps not sure how seriously I was taking it. I didn’t let on, as I felt this is what he wanted. 

    “If you think so…” he said slowly. 

    “I don’t just think so, I say so, I do and I’m going to punish you because it’s what you deserve. Now get out of this bed at once, and fetch me the cane.” 

    I stood up to my full height and went over to his dressing table. There was a stool in front of it and I moved it to the centre of the room. There was, I noticed, plenty of room to swing a cane. 

    Phillip went to his wardrobe, opened the door and there on the inside of it was a crook handled school type cane hanging up. He unhooked it and brought it over to me.  

    “Thank you.” I took it from him. As my fingers closed around it, my pussy started to tingle. 

    “Should I fetch the strap on?” he asked, prompting me. 

    I remembered he wanted to be pegged, so I said, “Yes, please do.” 

    He returned to the cupboard, and withdrew what looked like a harness with a very large dildo on the front. He placed it on the dressing table along with a jar of Vaseline. 

    “Very good, we will save that for later,” I told him looking at it. I had never worn one before, but I would no doubt figure it out. “Now, tell me how to give a good caning, there’s a good boy.” 

    “You hold the cane at the crook end,” he said with a little more enthusiasm. “Then when you place it against my bottom make sure the end is in the centre of the buttock so that it doesn’t wrap over. You bring it back, then flick it forward with a wrist action. If you lift it off quickly then it stings more.” 

    “Right.” I absorbed this information, and though I had no time to practice, it didn’t sound too hard. I would have to play it by trial and error. I had got the hang of doing the other spankings, so I wasn’t concerned. 

    He was standing waiting for instructions. I held the cane as he told me and flexed it with the other hand. It felt quite whippy.  

    “It will leave marks, but don’t worry about it. I’ve had them before, and they fade.” 

    “OK.” 

    I swished the cane experimentally in the air a few times, it made a nice noise. He watched me without saying anything, but I could tell he was aroused because his cock was semi-hard. I was very wet in anticipation of what I was about to do. 

    I took a deep breath and began it. 

    “Alright, Phil. As I just told you, you’ve been a very bad boy. You didn’t tell me about your sexting and that’s not acceptable. In fact, you lied to me and you’re going to be punished. Not only that but you kept me on the doorstep when I came here and that is very rude. I’m going to teach you not to lie and also some manners. I going to give you a good caning for your troubles.” 

    “OK.” He seemed happy enough to hear my strictures. 

    “Bend over the stool and put your hands on the seat. Keep them there.” I told him. Even though I had never done it before, it seemed logical enough. I had also half-heartedly watched a couple of videos online involving riding crops, so I had some idea of what to do. I resolved to do a little more detailed research in future. 

    I walked slowly around to his left-hand side, and placed the cane against his bare bottom. I took care to make sure the end was in the centre of his right buttock, as he had instructed. It felt so good in my hand. I was starting to tingle with the anticipation of wielding it. 

    “You’ve been a naughty boy and naughty boys get punished,” I told him. “Like this.” 

    I pulled back the cane to what I thought was far enough, and then snapped it forward with my arm, flicking my wrist at the last moment before impact. It made an impressive sound and an even more impressive crack when it hit his bare skin.  

    SWISH CRACK 

    There was a moment while a white line appeared as I lifted it off again. This was followed by a raised red ridge. Phillip hadn’t said anything when the cane struck but then almost in a delayed reaction, he yelled out. 

    “Ahhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk.” 

    “Did that hurt?” I enquired lining up the cane again. 

    “Yes, fuck yes,” he said with feeling. 

    “It’s supposed to,” I told him playing the part. “If you lie and have bad manners then you’re getting punished and what better way than a caning.” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww Jesus” 

    Another delayed reaction and another red line under the first. I smiled to myself and my pussy had a little throb as I started to get off on it already.  

    “I wonder,” I said. “How many of these you deserve, what do you think?” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    “I don’t know.”  

    Another red line and I decided to see if I could get them nicely in a row of tramlines. His bottom was also starting to turn a little pink. I wondered how many strokes he could take. In the back of my mind, it used to be six of the best, although that seemed a little tame. I wanted it to last a bit longer. 

    “What do you think, six?” I ventured, raising the cane again. 

    SWISH CRACK “Motherfuckkkkkkeerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr” 

    “You have quite a potty mouth Mr,” I laughed. He’d already had four, and four nice red lines stood proud on his backside. 

    “Well?” I asked him a little more gently as I really wanted to know how far I could take it. 

    “Um, I guess more than six, yes,” he said. 

    “OK, so perhaps a round dozen?” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwww fuck fuck fuckkkkk fuckkkkkk” 

    “I think at least a dozen,” I mused out loud when he didn’t answer. 

    SWISH CRACK “fucking hell owwwwwwwww” 

    “You naughty boy, I hope this stings your backside.” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhh owww fuckkkk fuckkkkk owwwww” 

    “Owwww, yes it stings like fuck,” he replied. 

    His bottom now had seven tramlines neatly in a row. I was pleased with my application of the cane so far. In fact, I was taking to it like a duck to water. I dipped my fingers into my pussy and sucked my fingers. His bottom was a nice shade of pink with dark red lines. I walked slowly around to the front and very deliberately did it again. I put my fingers in his mouth. 

    “See what you do to me, Phil. I’m enjoying giving you a good caning and afterwards, you can taste my pussy for real.” 

    He licked my fingers, so I gave him another taste.  

    “A few more strokes to go, you naughty boy, I don’t think you’ve been punished enough yet.” 

    “Really?” he asked me. 

    “Yes, really.” 

    I couldn’t tell if he was serious, but I went back to my place. I put the cane back onto his bottom and picked my target. 

    “Here comes number eight. Eight for a little liar.” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owww fuck it fuck it fuck it fuck ittttttt” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhh oh Goddddd owwwwww oh Godddddd” 

    Two in a row and that made nine. He had flinched on the last one, and perhaps I had laid it on a little harder. However, his cock was standing out hard and proud now, so I was under no illusion about him enjoying himself. I was going to give him at least twelve anyway so that my fun wasn’t over too quickly, or his. 

    “So, you’re getting at least three more, Phil, just because I think you deserve it.” I smiled to myself. 

    “Fuck” was all he said but he didn’t demur, so I figured it was OK to continue. There was a little bit of an ache going on in my pussy and I wanted to be fucked pretty soon after this. Though I knew the next thing after the caning was to peg him, so my pussy was going to have to wait a while. The frustration of this made me swing a little harder. 

    SWISH CRAAACKKKKK “Owwwwwww fuckkkkk you fuckingggg bitchhhhh” 

    I think he didn’t mean it, it was just a reaction to the force I had used, but it was enough to give me an excuse to give him some more strokes. 

    “What did you say to me, Mr?” I said with great mock severity. I walked around to the front and put my finger under his chin. “Did you just call me a bitch?” 

    “I… I’m sorry…” he said. I noticed his cock was rock hard at this treatment. 

    “You will be,” I informed him not taking my finger away. “Because now after you’ve had your twelve strokes, you’re getting another six of the best.” 

    That would be eighteen and I felt it was probably sufficient. I would be satisfied with that and so would he. 

    “Oh.” 

    “Oh, indeed, Mr. You’re going to pay for your potty mouth and no mistake.” 

    I let go of his chin and resumed my caning stance. I lined up the cane enjoying it hugely.  

    “Two more makes twelve, and then another six. Maybe you’ll learn to keep your mouth under control.” 

    I could hardly imagine where this persona came from but, each time I started getting involved in spanking, I became a bitch. Phillip was right, I was a bitch, but it was a good excuse to punish him. 

    SWISH CRACKKK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh owwwwwwwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACKKKKKK “Fuckkkkkkkkinggg helllllll” 

    He had twelve nice, neat lines across his bare bottom and it was quite red in parts. I thought for a moment about whether he could take another six and decided he could. Judging by the way his cock was straining, he was fit to burst. My pussy was throbbing mightily, and I realised I may have to wank after I’d given him another six. I could give him a show perhaps which was horny in itself. 

    I walked around to the front of him again flexing the cane. 

    “You’ve had your twelve, Phil, but I’ve thought about it and it’s not enough. Not only did you call me a bitch but you’re a very naughty boy. You’re a liar and you were very rude. Liars and rude boys need very strict punishments. So, another six of the best it is. Have you got anything to say for yourself?” 

    I was simply doing this to prolong things and because I felt so horny, powerful almost. I was being a bitch mistress and I was loving the feeling. I had not imagined how much I would get off on this, and I knew that spanking, caning and other things were going to have to feature in my sex life from now on. 

    He shook his head. 

    “OK, then. Well just remember you brought this on yourself. You’re a bad boy and this is exactly what you deserve.” 

    I returned once more to my caning position. I lined up the cane. He was really going to get it, I decided. Just because I wanted to. 

    “Six of the best to finish off, Phil. Best you mind your language while I’m doing it.” 

    I waited a moment and decided to count them off. It would give the feeling of more anticipation. 

    “One” SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww fuckkkkkk” 

    I waited so there was a pause between each stroke. I imagined he would feel the effect of each one more that way. 

    “Two” SWISH CRACKKK “Ahhhhhhh fucking helllllll” 

    I made the second one harder and determined to make each one harder still. I don’t know what was coming over me but the rush to my pussy was almost unbearable. I held on because he was definitely getting a show at the end I decided. 

    “Three” SWISH CRACCKKK “Owwww fuck me that fucking hurt owwww” 

    “Four” SWISH CRACKKKKKK “FUUCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKK” 

    There were two more, I was almost reluctant to finish it was so much fun, but I was also dying to touch my pussy, I felt like I would burst if I didn’t. 

    “Five” SWISH CRACKKKKKKKKKK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    “Six” SWISH CRACCCCKKKKKKK “Owwwwwww fucking fucking fucking FUCK!” 

    I discarded the cane and said “stay where you are Phil, until I say you can move. If you disobey me, I’ll give you more strokes.” 

    He was breathing a little heavily and most probably his backside was stinging. Eighteen strokes of the cane were probably a lot. His red bottom had eighteen ridges on it, and I wondered how it must feel. I walked around the front of him, sat down on the floor with my legs open so he could see my pussy. 

    “Oh, Phil,” I said, “I punished your naughty bottom, and it was so hot, I’m going to have to do something about it, don’t you think?” 

    He didn’t reply but watched me keenly as my fingers stole down to my pussy. Using two I began to rub myself, going right in and feeling how wet and slick I was. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh, shit, oh Phil, oh, yes, I loved caning you, oh, God, God, oh, fuck, oh,” I cried moving my fingers faster, closing my eyes. 

    He was watching me in fascination as I fucked myself. 

    “Oh, God, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh God, yes, I loved that, oh God, yes, yes, oh my Godddddddddd.” 

    I exploded as the wave broke inside of me, charging through me like a tsunami. The caning had got me so worked up, I laid my head back and screamed. 

    “Ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    I cried out over and over, as my body shuddered with a massive orgasm brought on by everything, we’d done that night. I could not believe how wanton I was, and how much caning his backside had turned me on, but the climax bore it out. 

    Eventually, I came down, and my toes uncurled. I looked at him and he was watching me with such intensity. His cock was dripping precum. It was time, I knew for me to peg him. 

    I stood up. 

    “You know what happens now, don’t you, Phil?” 

    I went over to the strap on, and fumbling a little with the straps, put it on and pulled it tight. It felt strange, weird, but I knew it was what he wanted. Seeing the Vaseline, took some with my fingers and stood in front of him liberally lubricating the cock. It was a hard pink cock and I wondered what it would feel like.  

    “I’m going to peg you, Phil, like the naughty boy you are,” I told him. 

    I moved around to the back, and placed the tip of the cock against his back passage. I had never done anything like it before, so I decided to ease it in gently. As I began to push it started to slide in and he gasped out loud. 

    “You like that do you, you little slut?” I said softly. 

    Once it was right in, I began to fuck him slowly at first using my hips to thrust back and forth. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, oh God,” he gasped again as fucked him. 

    “Yes, that’s right you man whore,” I said. “This is how a pretty boy gets fucked isn’t it?” 

    My own potty mouth was pretty bad once I got started and I moved a little faster, wondering how I was going to get him off with it. 

    “Oh, yes, fuck, yes, oh, oh, oh, oh, yes, oh God, yes, yes,” he cried out as I started to fuck him in earnest. 

    Then I had the great idea of leaning forward and wanking his cock. I could just reach it and still fuck him. I fucked and wanked him at the same time. 

    “Oh God, oh God, oooohhhhh God, ohhhhh God, oohhhhhhhhhh God.”  

    He was getting louder, and I figured he wouldn’t hold one much longer. I thrust in harder and faster while wanking him furiously. 

    “Oh God, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ooooooooooooohhhhhhhhh, ooooooohhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    He let out a visceral guttural low growl which turned into a roar as his cock began to pulse and spunk spewed out of it copiously going everywhere. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkk, fuckkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhh,” he shouted oblivious to everything except his orgasm.  

    I imagined it was a long time coming and I was hugely gratified by the result. We stayed like that for quite a while, until I felt his spasms subside and then I pulled out gently. I removed the strap on and discarded it too. 

    “Get up, Phil, you can get up.” 

    He did so and I pulled him round to face him. Impulsively I kissed him. His kiss was tender, almost grateful.  

    “How was it?” I whispered. 

    “Amazing, so good.” 

    “I’m glad, I really am. I loved doing it to you, I really did.” 

    I eyed him speculatively. I wanted more and I wanted to feel his tongue on my pussy. I love being eaten out and I wanted to see what Phil was like at it. 

    “Do you want to lick me?” I whispered. 

    “Yes, if I may.” 

    “Oh, yes, yes please.” 

    I almost dragged him over to the bed, lay down with my legs spread while he went on his front. His head was between my legs and his tongue began to lap. It wasn’t going to take much, I knew, until I started to cum. 

    “Oh, God, yes, Phil, oh yes, you’re good, so good, oh my God, yes, yes, oh God.”  

    I was gasping and moaning at the ministrations of his tongue. His hands slid under my bottom and pulled me in tighter. He was very good at it, almost as if he’d had a lot of practice.  

    “Oh my, oh fuck, oh God, God, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, my God, don’t stop, faster, faster, Phil, yes, yes, oh yes, yes, yes.” 

    I felt the wave building up again and it was unstoppable.  

    “Oh, Phil, yes, yes, yes, faster, faster, oh God.” 

    He pulled me into his mouth, and I started to grind my pussy against it. I was so close. Without warning the dam burst inside me and I started to cum. 

    “Ohhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, Phillllll, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    I was screaming and crying out once more. My muscles were tensing and relaxing, I bucked and writhed with yet another toe-curling orgasm to add to my tally. He continued to lick me until I was unable to stand it and I had to push his head away gently.  

    Then he lay beside me panting and grinning like a schoolboy who’d been given a treat of ice cream. 

    “Was that OK?” he asked me. 

    “Were you listening?” I laughed. “It was spectacular.” 

    We lay together like that for some time. We hadn’t even made it to midnight, and I wondered if he had it in him to fuck me again. I asked him about the caning I gave him, and he said how much he enjoyed it and how it was the best one he had. It had fulfilled all his fantasies. I was gratified to hear it, and I felt I’d crossed a new Rubicon with it. I liked doling out spankings and more, and it was a huge sexual rush for me. There was no point in denying it. The orgasm I had afterwards was a testament to that. His age had been no barrier to good sex or repeat performances.  

    “You know, Phil, you should fuck your married woman for real. It doesn’t sound like she’s happy. Maybe there’s a future for you both?” 

    This was awful for me to say but I felt it strongly. 

    “Do you think so?” he asked me. 

    “Yes, and maybe she’d be willing to keep you in line, with your cane?” 

    “I suppose.” 

    “A man like you doesn’t deserve to live alone, you should have some happiness. Make sure you try to meet her,” I said sincerely. 

    “OK. I will.” 

    “Good boy.” 

    I kissed him again and held him tight. We would have sex at least one more time I decided, and I would stay until my curfew time. I liked him, as I had liked the others. It wasn’t as if I would see him again and there were more hotwife encounters for me to have, and I wanted them. Mathew was never going to fully satisfy me anymore, although I loved him very deeply. I needed these other men and in some strange way, they were making my marriage so much hotter. I was finally discovering my own true sexuality and the things I liked. Each hotwife adventure took me down new pathways and avenues. I wondered what the next one would have in store, as I kissed Phil and reached for his cock once more. 

    *** 

    

  


   
    The spanking threesome (Book Four) 

    So far, I’d had three hotwife adventures and each one of them was, I have to say, unique. I discovered the delights of different experiences and satisfactions from each man I had been with. I had also recently managed to give Mathew, my husband, a long overdue spanking. Well, I say overdue, just to my mind, because I had been wanting to spank him for ages. His revelations about his cam girl wanking activities provided me with the perfect excuse. You can even read about it in a little story I wrote about that escapade where I got to watch him with his cam girl playing with himself. I hadn’t realised how jealous or possessive I could get until that moment. It was completely hypocritical of me, I know, but nobody is perfect.  

    Anyway, we agreed from then on that we wouldn’t ever want to see the other person with another partner. We could talk about it and Mathew wanted to hear about my hotwife nights, but not ever see me fucking another man. I can understand why now, as I had watched him getting off to another woman. I don’t think we could ever be swingers, at least not together. How did all of this come about? You’d have to read my stories to find out. 

    In a nutshell, though, I’m a redhead and not bad looking. My husband and the other men I’ve fucked say I’m beautiful, and other nice things like that. They think I’m hot and I’m flattered they think so. I’ve got a nice body for sure, and nice feet too. I like women’s feet and I like mine. I also like fucking and I like spanking. These are things I’ve discovered from being a hotwife. I also found that I need and crave hotwife experiences.  

    So, back to the story. After maybe two weeks or so, I started to get a bit tetchy, and Mathew knows when it’s time for another hotwife encounter. He’s been very good at finding people, and so far, it had been as hot as fuck. I was certainly looking forward to a new adventure. 

    Mathew and I were fucking in the living room. Our sex life had taken a big upturn when I started fucking other men. Mathew, who had not been horny for months, suddenly became rampant and often quite assertive. Sometimes he was just like a caveman and I loved it. I had also become very horny too, my pussy was wet practically every day for one reason or another.  

    That day, he had come home and evidently in a very amorous mood. I had been making dinner when he marched into the kitchen and turned everything off. 

    “Mathew, what on earth…” I began. 

    “Get into the living room, now!” he ordered. 

    I have to say I love it when he’s assertive like that, and I meekly did as he said though my pussy responded at once. I was only wearing a dress with shoestring straps. I didn’t have any underwear on, I often don’t, and I was barefoot. I like the feel of the carpet and tiles under my feet. Also, because I was working from home, the no underwear gave me easy access in case the mood took me. 

    He marched into the room behind me and said, “Get those clothes off.” 

    It was more of a growl than anything kind of primaeval and guttural in nature.  

    I obediently removed my dress and discarded it to one side. His eyes devoured me as he began to remove his t-shirt and unbuckle his trousers. 

    “God you are so fucking drop-dead gorgeous,” he said stepping out of his trousers. “I want to fuck you so badly!” 

    “Really?” He said the nicest things in the most surprising way. 

    “Bend over the back of the sofa!” 

    I did so with alacrity, realising there would be no preamble, but my pussy was already dying for his cock, so I didn’t mind. Don’t get me wrong, there’s plenty of foreplay usually but sometimes Mathew just wants a fuck and so do I. This was one of those days. 

    Without more ado, he came up behind me and I felt his hard cock slide into me. He fitted me nicely although I do like the stretch of a thicker one. He pushed in hard, and I braced my pelvis against the sofa. 

    “Oh, fuck, yes, oh, God, Mathew,” I breathed as he began to fuck me slowly. 

    “You like that do you? You like my hard cock inside you?” 

    “Yes, oh, yes, yes, God, yes, mmm.” 

    He began to fuck me harder. It was a delicious feeling as his cock slid in and out of me.  

    “Oh, fuck, yes, God, oh my God, yes, fuckkk, ohhhh, yesss.” I moaned and whimpered enjoying every moment of it. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes,” he cried as he thrust even harder.  

    “Pull my hair, darling, pull my hair,” I said urgently. I had had it done to me before by one of my men and it was horny as fuck. 

    “Oh, is that what you want bitch?” he growled and gathered up my locks. He pulled my head back roughly while speeding up his rhythm. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhhh,” was my only response. I liked the feeling and perhaps in me there is a little bit of a submissive, but not that much. 

    “How’s it feel bitch? To be fucked hard!” he said getting into the swing of it. 

    “Oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh,” I wailed as he slammed into me now. He’d done this before, and his fucking was often quite aggressive. Somehow though it turned me on. 

    “Oh yes, yes, fuck, yes, yes, oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.” 

    I could tell he was nearing his climax and I slipped my hand down to finger myself while he continued to pound hard into my pussy. 

    “Oh fuck, oh, yes, oh my God, oh, oh, oh, oh, Mathew, ohhhhh.” 

    I was close and then in a sudden burst, Mathew’s cock began pulsing and his spunk started to fill me up. This was enough to tip me over the edge. He was roaring like a bull. 

    “Ahhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk, oohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk.” 

    The wave broke inside me and crashed through me. I spasmed and my toes curled pushing me up, I gripped the fabric of the sofa as the climax took me. 

    “Ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh,” I squealed. 

    We waited without moving for a few moments to give us both time to recover.  

    “Oh, Lucy, you really bring out the worst in me,” he panted as he finished and came down from his orgasm. 

    “Or the best in you,” I laughed. 

    He withdrew and took me in his arms.  

    “Are you sure? I’m really quite rough, like an animal. I don’t know what comes over me.” 

    He kissed me softly and held me gently. 

    “Did you hear me complaining?” I whispered. 

    “No, but…” 

    “Hush, my love.” I put a finger to his lips. “I like it. But I like the softer you too, sometimes.” 

    “OK.” He smiled. “I’m not a caveman you know.” 

    “You sound like it.” I laughed. 

    “Ug, ug, ug, ug.” He loped around the room like a chimpanzee, and we collapsed laughing. 

    This was the Mathew I fell in love with. It was good we could be so open with each other, and also that he was aware of his roughness, that way he wouldn’t cross any boundaries. I enjoyed his assertiveness sometimes, however.  

    I put my dress back on and we went back to the dining room. I resumed cooking, and served up Teriyaki chicken, rice and a tossed salad. 

    We sat down to eat.  

    “Delicious,” he told me. “Especially after a good fuck.” 

    “A very good fuck,” I agreed. 

    “Anyway.” He popped some chicken and rice into his mouth, and chewed it meditatively before speaking again. “I’ve found another little liaison for you.” 

    “Oh?” I put down my fork and regarded him with interest. 

    “Um… how would you feel about…” He paused, eyeing me speculatively. 

    “About?” 

    “About a couple?” 

    I raised my eyebrows in surprise. 

    “You mean like a man and a woman?” 

    “Yes, a married couple.” 

    “Really?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Like a threesome?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Where do you find these people?” I said, laughing lightly. 

    “Word travels,” was all he would say. 

    “What? Have I now got a reputation?” I wasn’t sure if I liked that, although in a way it was kind of hot. 

    “Not really, these people are pretty discreet.” 

    “Are you a member of some kind of swingers club?” I demanded. 

    “No, nothing like, but I have friends... who are…” He tailed off and looked at me, as if expecting me to censure him somehow. 

    I had no idea what he was getting up to but at the same time, he’d found me three really good men to fuck, and spank. So, I had to trust him. I’m sure if I pressed him, he would tell me. I backed off not really wanting to know. 

    “OK, well tell me more about these two,” I said instead. 

    “Their names are Millicent and Earnest.” 

    “Really? They sound like two people out of a Jane Austen novel.” I laughed. 

    “They are real enough and hardly Jane Austen material.” 

    He got his phone and pulled up a picture which he showed me. A smiling couple and quite attractive. They looked to be in their thirties. Millicent was blonde with long hair, bow lips, blue eyes and a very attractive figure, from what I could see. Earnest had red hair, and looked to be a little shorter than Millicent. He was good looking with a moustache. I handed it back to him. 

    “I’ve never been with a woman before.” 

    “There’s always a first time?” I could tell, for some reason he wanted me to do this.  

    “True, and I guess if I don’t try it, I’ll never find out.” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Do they?” 

    “Like spanking?” he said reading my thoughts. 

    “Oh, I think I can guarantee that part.” 

    “I see.” 

    He wasn’t disposed to say any more, and I decided not to ask. It would be better that way, more exciting. 

    “You’ll go to their house. Same rules and leave by two a.m.” 

    “OK.” 

    We had agreed on a new curfew. The original midnight one didn’t give me enough time. I was feeling aroused looking at Millicent and I wondered what fucking another woman would be like, let alone having a threesome. It sounded exceedingly hot. In any case, I was going to find out shortly. 

    “I’ll make the arrangements.” 

    He returned his attention to his dinner and resumed eating with satisfaction.  

    “You know this is really good.” 

    “Really?” 

    “Yes, delicious, I may have to fuck you again later as a reward.” 

    “If you want.” I laughed.  

    Mathew talking about rewarding me with sex was funny. For months he wasn’t interested and now, since I became a hotwife he could not get enough. I wasn’t complaining. I found I’m exceedingly highly sexed and want it a lot, so it was a win-win for both of us. 

    *** 

    Millicent and Earnest lived in a posh house on the pretty and expensive side of town. It had a high surrounding wall with electric gates, and as they opened, I drove through on up to a paved turning circle with a fountain in the middle of it. The fountain had a naked woman holding a pitcher of water on her shoulder. I wondered if this was a sign of things to come. The house was a two-story white modern style. It was all rectangles and windows. There were steps up to the rather oversized wooden door, and the door knocker was also in the form of a naked woman with her hands bound together.  

    I had dressed for the occasion. I chose a black pleated very short skater skirt, and a blue satin wrap over blouse, with high heel thong sandals. I was wearing a black bra, and no knickers. The short skirt without knickers gave me a thrill and I was already wet inside.  

    I was carrying my purse, and a black jacket in case it was cold later. I hoped the sight of my bare legs would be arousing. I particularly liked the new pink sandals which I had bought recently.  

    I lifted the knocker and rapped on the door a little apprehensively. 

    It swung open and there was Millicent. Her blonde hair fell in a cascade around her shoulders. She was wearing a tight-fitting short leather dress and high heeled stilettoes. I was incredibly jealous of her outfit but also aroused. She was very attractive and sensual, and I found the sight of her looking like that a turn on. I hadn’t really felt myself being sexually attracted to a woman before, but I couldn’t help the image of her nicely manicured fingers on her pussy.  

    “Hi, Lucy, do come in,” she purred. She had one of those meltingly sexy voices. I looked at her lips and wondered exactly what it would be like to kiss them. 

    The entranceway to their house was quite grand and rather opulent with touches of faux gold walls, and gilded edged ornate paintings. It was at odds with the external modern appearance of the house. There were niches in the wall with naked Roman style statues, of women and men. There was a floating stairway which evidently led upstairs. I followed her into a large living room with floor to ceiling windows all down one side. It had black leather sofas and in contrast to the hallway was very modern. On the walls were erotic but not explicit pictures, so far it was quite tasteful.  

    Standing by a central fireplace was Earnest. As I thought he was shorter than his partner by a head. He was therefore also shorter than me. He was dressed, to my surprise, in what appeared to be a leather harness, leather roman sandals, and with his cock locked into a stainless-steel cage. He had an attractive face with very red hair and moustache. 

    “This is Earnest, he’s dressed for the occasion,” said Millicent without batting an eyelid. 

    “So, I see.” I was a little taken aback not having seen a man in the flesh attired quite in this way before, although I had, of course, seen it on the internet. 

    “Say, hello to Lucy,” Millicent told him. 

    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied and then to me, “Hello, Miss Lucy.” 

    “You can just call me Lucy,” I said quickly. 

    “OK.” He smiled affably enough. 

    “Earnest is my submissive, I’m his Domme. Most of the time, except when I want him to Dom me. He chose the outfit,” Millicent explained. 

    “Right.” I was beginning to wonder if I had made a mistake coming here, although at the same time it was quite arousing. The sexuality was blatant and any thought of easing into it went out of the window. 

    “We’ll have dinner, Earnest will serve us. If that suits you? Your husband said you prefer a meal beforehand, and I must say sex on an empty stomach isn’t quite as satisfying.” 

    “I would love some dinner, thank you. But won’t he be eating with us?” I said to her. I just wasn’t sure how I felt about this whole thing so far.  

    “If you wish it, of course.” 

    “I would prefer it.” I just wasn’t quite used to having the sex part shoved at me quite so brazenly if I’m honest.  

    Millicent must have picked up my uncertainty.  

    “Earnest, you’re putting poor Lucy off looking like that, I can see. Go and put something on and meet us in the dining room.” 

    Earnest bowed and disappeared from the room. 

    “Sorry,” she said to me. “I assume you’re not quite into the scene from your reaction.” 

    “It was unexpected,” I replied blushing a little. “This whole hotwifing thing is relatively new to me and I haven’t been with a couple before.” 

    “Sure, I understand. In that case, we’ll go easy on you.” Millicent laughed in a way which made me want to slap her. I didn’t want someone to be condescending, I just wanted them to be considerate.  

    Perhaps she caught my thought because she said a deal more gently, “Come let’s have dinner and get to know each other. We can get down to business later.” 

    I followed her again through to a formal dining room, set with three places, and silver chandeliers in the centre of the table, in which candles burned. The room was decorated in a subdued grey with a curtained picture window presumably looking out onto the back garden. I noticed the chandeliers had naked women as their stems. I wondered if the erotica theme pertained throughout their establishment. She motioned me to a seat with a smile.  

    Earnest arrived wearing a pair of black jeans, loafers and a t-shirt.  

    “What is that?” said Millicent looking shocked. “Go and put on something more formal at once.” 

    “I…” 

    “Now, unless you want to receive a spanking in front of Lucy!” 

    I watched him scuttle away and the whole thing play out in front of me. The idea of Earnest receiving a spanking while I watched was actually rather hot. I found myself getting wet all over again. 

    “Sorry, but he needs a firm hand, and he likes it.” 

    We engaged in small talk for a few moments, and Earnest returned wearing a dinner jacket, bow tie, wing collar shirt, the full works.  

    “Much better,” said Millicent with approval. “Now you can serve the dinner.” 

    The first course turned out to be carrot and coriander soup with buttered rolls. It was very delicate in flavour. It was served on expensive crockery with gold rims. 

    “This is delicious,” I said tasting it. 

    “Earnest is a trained chef.” Millicent smiled. 

    “Oh, and what do you do now?” 

    “Not much, or rather whatever we fancy doing. We’re into the lifestyle.” 

    “Right,” I said not seeing at all what she meant. 

    She realised, perhaps, my naivety and launched into an explanation for which I was rather grateful. 

    “I’m sorry, you’re new to this, aren’t you? We won a great deal of money once. We were just lucky and now we can do what we want to. Our lifestyle is female-led for the most part. This means Earnest does what I tell him or want from him, and if he doesn’t then he gets punished.” 

    “Oh.” I was rather interested to actually meet someone doing this in real life. 

    “He wants to be punished of course, and I like punishing him in various ways. Some of it involves spanking, but otherwise, it could be just scrubbing the kitchen.” 

    Her eyes were dancing, and it was almost as if she was making fun of me. I decided she wasn’t as I was warming to her. 

    “I also get to control his cock, and that’s why he’s got a chastity device on. I decide when, for example, he can wank or make love to me. Of course, it’s coming off tonight, isn’t it, darling?” 

    She smiled at him and I could see genuine affection in her expression for him and he for her. Perhaps I was wrong about them in terms of my initial evaluation. I chided myself not to be quite so judgemental. 

    The second course was steak, mash, beans, and a beautiful pepper sauce. The steak was like butter and so tender. It was just the right amount of food too, so that I didn’t feel too full. I refused wine, although they partook of a bottle of red. I was determined to stick to the rules I had agreed with Mathew, and I did not want to put myself in a vulnerable position. Alcohol can cloud your judgement and I didn’t want that. 

    “This is so delicious,” said after chewing through a particularly juicy piece of steak. 

    “He’s very good. He spoils me every day with good food, and… other things.” Millicent gave him another smile. 

    “I do, it’s true,” said Earnest snapping out of this submissive role for a moment. 

    “How did you two?” I wondered. 

    “Become a couple who liked the BSDM lifestyle?” Earnest finished my words for me. “I’ve always been partial to being submissive and I like a good spanking. Millicent here just somehow fulfilled all of my fantasies. We met, sort of through a friend, and things progressed from there. After my first trip over her knee, I was bound to her, in more ways than one.” 

    “Are you?” 

    “Married? Not as such but we will perhaps be one day.” 

    “We have a bloody fantastic sex life. In case you’re wondering. We have normal sex too and Earnest is a bloody good fuck,” Millicent interjected. 

    “Right,” I nodded at this unexpected frankness. I hadn’t really been wondering it at all but didn’t like to say. 

    “And you are too, my dear, you are too,” he said with affection. 

    “Thank you, my darling.” 

    They appeared quite the ordinary couple at that point, but they were by no means that in the least. Having met ordinary couples, they didn’t live in opulent houses full of erotic art and indulge in spanking sessions. I decided to find out how they wanted the evening to play out. 

    “So, what were you expecting?” 

    “From you?” 

    They had a habit of finishing my sentences which was unnerving, to say the least. 

    “Yes.” 

    I finished the last of the food on my plate and laid down my cutlery. 

    “Well,” Millicent continued, “We just thought another person, would be fun to play with.” 

    “What did you have in mind?” It would be good to establish boundaries. 

    “What wouldn’t you want to do?” She threw it back at me. 

    “I like to spank but I don’t really want to be spanked. I love to fuck, of course. There are other things I haven’t tried but you can always ask.” 

    On the upside, I was able to talk quite openly without offence which I liked. 

    “Good, good. We won’t expect you to be spanked, but we might want you to do some spanking.” 

    “Sounds good to me.” 

    I actually had some images forming in my head of giving Millicent a damn good spanking and the idea of it was exceedingly hot. This probably wouldn’t transpire as she was the Domme, but I could spank Earnest and I rather liked the thought of that too. 

    “We’ll keep it loose, you know, see how things go.” 

    “OK.” 

    “So, would you like some dessert or a bit of cheese and fruit?” Earnest enquired. “I’ve made a very light caramel mouse, ever so light, if you fancy it?” 

    I was feeling satisfied already, but it seemed rude not to try it, so I said “yes.” 

    “Great, coming right up.” He collected the plates and scampered from the room. 

    The mousse was divine and then we had a cheeseboard. I had a few small bites of cheese with grapes. I’m partial to cheese and there were several different types, including Brie, Blue Cheese and naturally cheddar. 

    Once the repast was finished, we spent a little longer talking, to let us digest the food before Millicent sent Earnest upstairs to change. 

    “Come, my dear, let’s repair to our playroom.” 

    This sounded really quite theatrical, and I was almost expecting a red room like in the movie Fifty Shades, which I hadn’t seen but I’d heard about. However, the reality was perhaps a little different. 

    *** 

    The playroom didn’t have any kind of fancy door, and in fact, wouldn’t be noticeable from any other door in the house. Inside, however, it was quite big. It wasn’t painted red either. A set of curtains on one side, hid what I presumed to be windows. The room contained a very large bed and a padded bench contraption which looked as if a person could be strapped into it in various adjustable positions. On the wall was a set of hooks with various things like straps and paddles hanging from them. Another set of shelves held strap on dildos and other toys. There was what resembled a vaulting horse, plus a sturdy wooden chair with no arms. On a dressing table were some wooden hairbrushes. There was a wardrobe, and I shuddered to think what that might also contain. On the walls were some very explicit paintings of couples having sex and also women spanking men. As I stared around the room in wonder, Millicent smiled. 

    “We indulged ourselves a little with all this stuff, and we do indulge ourselves in here. Although, Earnest gets punished all over the house, where we also fuck too. In fact, I think we’ve pretty much fucked in every part of the house.” 

    This was borderline too much information, though, once again, it made me unaccountably hot. I was starting to tingle with anticipation. 

    “Listen,” said Millicent suddenly close. “Since Earnest isn’t here, why don’t we get started?” 

    “What did you have in mind?” I asked her as she closed with me and I felt her hot breath on my lips. 

    “Oh, just this.” 

    She kissed me and it was explosive. Her lips were soft as velvet and it consumed me. I felt her tongue pressing for attention and entwined it with mine. The breath was almost knocked out of me by the intoxicating sensation. I loved it and the heat factor went through the roof. 

    Her hands began to rove over my body and under my blouse to my naked skin. I hissed in a breath. 

    “Oh my God,” I breathed. Her nails raked lightly over my flesh. 

    “I think it’s time to get rid of this,” she said pulling away slightly. She unzipped her dress from the side and removed it. Her breasts were big and beautiful. I removed my blouse and skirt. She embraced me again and my hands began to run over her flesh. I cradled her breasts in my hands fascinated by the size. She moaned softly as I thumbed around her nipples.  

    “Oh, God, yes, yes,” she said entwining my hair in her fingers. “You are so beautiful, Lucy, I fancied you from the moment I saw you.” 

    “Did you?” 

    “Oh yes.” She kissed me again sending rainbows through my head, it was so very different from kissing a man. I couldn’t imagine how she had found me so attractive, but I was flattered she did. It felt so nice too, feeling her body close to mine. 

    Her fingers which had been teasing my nipples into hardness slid down between my thighs and found my pussy which was dripping wet. 

    “Oh God, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I gasped as they moved in exactly the way I would have done myself. 

    I went to reciprocate, and she stopped me.  

    “Plenty of time for that, my darling, let me indulge you first.” 

    I laid my head back and let the sensations take me. Her fingers began to go a little faster fucking me gently but at the same time quite urgently bringing me closer to orgasm. 

    “Oh, fuck, shit, shit, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, ah, fuck, fuck, oh my God, ahhhh,” I cried out. 

    She was kissing me, and her hand started moving faster still. I felt the wave building inside me. 

    “Oh fuck, oh my God, oh, oh, oh, God, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 

    The wave broke and went right through me. She continued until I could take no more and eased off gently as I came down to earth. Holding me in what felt like very a tender embrace. 

    “You’re a lovely girl,” she said to me. “You really are.” 

    I wasn’t so much a girl, but she was a little older than me. She kissed me. 

    “Was that good?” 

    “Oh yes, yes it was,” I said. 

    Just then Earnest entered the room. He was dressed in his harness once more. Millicent turned to him at once. 

    “What took you so long?” she demanded. 

    “Mistress I…” 

    “No excuses, get over that horse now.” 

    I watched in fascination as he bent over the vaulting horse, without breaking stride. 

    “I’m sick of your attitude and tardiness,” she told him stalking up to the wall and picking out an exceptionally wicked looking wooden paddle. She hefted it in her hand took up a position to his right, and I noticed she was left-handed. 

    “Six of the best for starters,” she said lining up the paddle.  

    I was about to witness a spanking first-hand. My breath caught in my throat. It was fucking horny. I began to get wet again at once. 

    “Your behaviour is appalling,” she told him bringing back the paddle, then she swung. 

    SMACK “Ouch”  

    The paddle impacted his backside with a loud thwack, and she lifted it off almost immediately leaving a pink area across both cheeks. 

    “You will stop procrastinating and do as you are told.” 

    SMACK “Owwwww” 

    “And this is for taking so bloody long.” 

    SMACK “Ahhhh fuckkkkk” 

    “Don’t you swear at me, mister!” 

    SMACK “Ohhhh owwwww owwwww sorry Mistress” 

    “I bet you’re bloody well sorry!” 

    SMACK “Ohhhh owwww oohhhhhhhh” 

    She wasn’t holding back with the spanks and the noise resounded around the room. His backside was already a little red. 

    SMACK “Owwww howwww” 

    “There’ll be plenty more to come but you can stand up now, you naughty boy.” 

    He did so and was not in the least shamefaced, in fact, he was stifling a grin. I had not noticed a small key on a chain around her neck. She took it off and unlocked his contraption. His cock sprang forth. 

    “You’re a very naughty boy,” she said more softly, taking hold of his flaccid shaft. It began to rise at her touch. “Now then I think perhaps you should fuck Lucy, next, don’t you?” 

    Her hand began to work him over and to my amazement his cock grew not only in girth but length. 

    “Oh, he’s a very big boy, Lucy, you’re going to enjoy this I can assure you,” she told me still using her fingers. 

    His cock was big, very big. It was fat and round, and long. Earnest might have been short, but he certainly made up for it in genitalia. 

    “There,” said Millicent looking at it with satisfaction. “Now, Lucy would you like Earnest to fuck you?” 

    “Oh, yes please,” I replied, rather eager to have that splendid organ inside me. 

    “Oh, never say please, not to Earnest. If you want him to fuck you, just order him to and also you can tell him if he doesn’t do it then you’ll give him a spanking. You have my permission.” 

    “OK.” I nodded. It was obviously a good idea to do what was expected of me. “Earnest. I’m going to get on that bed on all fours and I want you to fuck me. Nice and hard mind or you’ll be going over my knee.” 

    Millicent smiled in approval. 

    “Yes, Miss,” said Earnest. 

    “Good!” 

    I went to the bed and got on my hands and knees, waiting for Earnest. 

    “Now, don’t dally, you little slut!” I heard Millicent say to him. 

    There was a swish and a crack.  

    “Owwwww,” said Earnest. 

    Millicent was obviously giving him some encouragement, I wasn’t sure with exactly what, but it sounded rather good. 

    I felt him get on the bed behind me and then, I gasped. His girth stretched me wide as he went into me and I felt him go almost all the way in. 

    “Oh, God, fuckkkk,” I said. 

    “He’s a tight fit, isn’t he?” said Millicent. 

    “Now fuck me, Earnest, fuck me,” I told him. 

    He was only too happy to oblige, he grunted and began to thrust. It felt glorious. 

    “Oh, shit, oh fuck, oh God, fuck, fuck, oh God,” I breathed as he filled me up. 

    “Yes, oh, yes, you’ve got a tight pussy, Miss, oh God, yes, I love it,” grunted Earnest as he fucked me. 

    “Did I say you could speak, you slut?” Millicent said. 

    There was a SWISH CRACK “Ouchhhh sorry Mistress” 

    “Please, please let him, I want to hear him groan as he fucks me,” I said feeling a little bad for him, also I wanted him to vocalise his pleasure it turned me on. 

    “You hear that, slut, do as she commands!” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhh fuckkkkk, yessss Mistress” 

    It seemed as if poor Earnest was going to get whacked whatever he did. 

    “Please, Miss, may I be allowed to cum?” he asked me as he began to fuck me harder. 

    “Yes, of course, yes, I want you to, oh God, God, yes, fuck, yes, fuckkkkk,” I cried as his cock began to thrust deep and fast. 

    SWISH CRACK “Lucky you, slut, I wouldn’t have let you!” 

    “Thank you, Miss, thank you, Oh God, Miss, ohhhh, fuckkkk, owwwwwww, ohhhhh, fuckkk, fuckkkk, ahhhhhhh, shitttttttt.” 

    It seems as if I had given him full reign and he was revelling in it.  

    “Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes, oh, God, yes, yes, harder, harder, Earnest,” I squealed feeling my own orgasm get closer. 

    As soon as I said it, Millicent responded. 

    “Come on harder, slut, harder, you heard her.” 

    SWISH CRACKK “Ahhhhhhh” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owww owwww owwwww” 

    He started to ram his cock home, and I gasped out every time. 

    “Oh, oh, fuck, oh, oh, fuckkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh, fuckkkkkk.” 

    “Harder you little bitch!” said Millicent to Earnest. 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhh fuckkkkk” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHH” 

    I was too far gone to care what was going on, my senses centred on my pussy and the huge cock which was now pounding into me. The walloping he was getting only turned me on more and more as I neared the crest of the wave. 

    “Ohhhh, yesss, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkkk, fuckkkk,” I cried. 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 

    “Get on, bitch, fuck her, come on, FUCK HER!” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    The top of my head suddenly felt as if it was lifting off as I started to climax, and the wave broke inside me once more. I felt myself spasming while Earnest fucked me like a racehorse accompanied by Millicent’s exhortations. 

    “Ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” I was screaming as the wave tore through me over and over. 

    “She’s cumming you slut, now you, come on, get on, boy, get on!” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACK “Oouchhhhhhhhh” 

    SWISH CRACK “AH OWW OWWWW OWWWW” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk” 

    “I’m cummminnnnnnnggggggggggg, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh,” he roared.  

    “Good boy, that’s my good boy, give her all your spunk, you little bitch,” Millicent was saying softly to him now. 

    He continued to roar like a boar on heat for a little longer before we both subsided, exhausted. 

    He slid out of me and I lay on the bed, practically wiped out for the moment. They lay either side of me cuddling me. It was a weird feeling overall being between them like that. 

    “Was that good?” Millicent asked me at length, kissing my lips. 

    “It was amazing,” I said. 

    “I’m sure Earnest is happy to hear it, aren’t you Earnest?” 

    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied smiling. 

    “You see, his cock is why I keep him around.” She laughed. “And the fact I love him to fucking bits, don’t I Earnest.” 

    “Yes, Mistress and I love you too.” 

    “That’s the right answer.” 

    We all laughed then. It was kind of odd for me. It had been quite something so far having sex with them, but I was very obviously the third wheel in reality. I was their live plaything in some ways.  

    We said nothing for a while but the clock on the wall told me there was still plenty of time before my curfew. 

    “Now, I was thinking,” said Millicent, taking charge. “I would like you to give Earnest a good whipping or spanking. Then I’m going to make him lick you while I whip his backside. Then he can fuck me, and you can whip him again… unless you’ve a better idea?” 

    It sounded like a lot of whipping but then I was game for it. After all, in for a penny and all that. Besides giving a good spanking was a real turn on for me. 

    “Sure, it sounds very good,” I agreed. 

    “Earnest, Mr Slutboy, what say you?” 

    “Whatever the two mistresses want, I will accept,” he said with a smile. 

    “Easily pleased he is.” 

    Millicent got out of bed and I sat up. 

    “Now you can choose anything you want to chastise him with. Over the knee or the horse, or this very good spanking bench which can form many different positions. I was using this riding crop on him before. You can use that if you like.” 

    She showed me a black leather crop which looked rather interesting, and I’d not used one before. There were plenty of other implements but on balance, I thought I would give the crop a go. 

    “I’ll try that one if I may?” I said. 

    “Of course, now I’ll just watch while you take charge, OK?” 

    “Sure.” 

    I stood up too and took the crop from her. Millicent returned to the bed and sat up against the headboard. Beside the bed was a small bedside cabinet. She reached into the top drawer and pulled out a pink rabbit. 

    “I’ll use this while you whip his backside, it’ll keep me entertained,” she announced. 

    I nodded and hefted the crop, swishing it a couple of times. 

    “Get the tongue on the end onto whichever cheek you choose, then lift it off, that way it’ll sting his backside more and he certainly needs it. You hear that, Earnest, you’re going to get your bottom soundly tanned now and I’m looking forward to seeing it.” 

    She leaned back against the headboard, and turned on the rabbit. This was my cue, and I took it. 

    “Earnest,” I said trying to sound severe. “Get up off the bed now and go to the spanking horse.” 

    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied straight away practically jumping out of the bed and going to stand in front of the horse. 

    As I said, once I got into spanking, the bitch inside of me came out. I walked up to him and on an impulse, I teased the end of the crop over his skin. 

    “Right, you little slut,” I said. “You’re in for a damn good whipping understood?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    “Ohhh, fuckkk, yesss, that’s the way, that’s good.” A groan came from Millicent. I flicked a glance in her direction to see her using the rabbit on herself watching us. 

    “Bend over that horse so Millicent can see your bottom, and don’t you get up until I’m done.” 

    Earnest bent over with this bottom nicely positioned so that his partner had a good view. Millicent must have bought the bench at exactly the right height just for him. His backside was already pink, and had some red lines from the crop. I didn’t worry myself about that since he was about to receive several more. 

    “By God, you little bitch, you’re going to get it now! Oh, God, fuckk, oh, ohhhh,” said Millicent.  

    “Yes, she’s right, you really are going to get it, you naughty little slutboy.” 

    I lined up the crop with the tongue on his far cheek and brought it back. Then just like when I had used the cane, I flicked it forward with my wrist and lifted it off again on impact. I made satisfying swishing noise, and a nice crack on his backside. 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 

    It left a red line on his backside which I liked, and I raised the crop again. 

    “Are you Millicent’s little bitch, is that what you are, you naughty boy?” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkk” 

    Millicent was working away with her rabbit and moaning even more loudly. 

    “Yes, ohhhh, Gooddddd, let him have it, ohhhhh, really let him have it, ahhhh, ahhhhh, yesssss, oh yesssss, oh, oh, oh, oh.” 

    I turned my attention to Earnest. 

    “Millicent wants me to really whip your backside properly, hmmm, shall I? Hmmm?” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhh fuckkkkk yesssss Mistressss” 

    I smiled getting into the role, I had hit him harder that time, but he seemed to take it. The crop really did make a nice swish and crack when I used it. I was loving the sound and feel of it. I lined it up again. 

    “Then you can ask for it nicely, go on.” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ooohhhhhhh owwwwwwwww” 

    He did comply so I became a little sterner. 

    “I said ask me nicely, you little bitch!” 

    God knows how these words came out of my mouth or into my head, but I really did turn into this other person when I started to spank. 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHH” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwww howwww owwwwwww” 

    “Well?” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    He was still silent, and I wondered if he was goading me. Over on the bed Millicent was watching and at the same time, she was enjoying herself hugely. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, he’s being naughty, tan his arse, go on, give him something to think about, go on, oh God, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhh, yessss.” 

    I put on the most severe voice I could muster. His backside was getting rather red, and it was already crisscrossed with lines. I didn’t want to break the skin, but he was obviously angling for a good hiding. I decided to give him what he craved. 

    “How dare you! How dare you defy me, you little bitch! I will show you what bitches like you get when you disobey!” I fairly thundered and raised the crop again. 

    SWISH CRACK “Ooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWWWWW” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHH” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owww howwwwwwww” 

    “You will not disobey my orders!” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHH” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh fuckkkkkk fuckkkkkkk” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwww” 

    “How dare you!” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owww howwww owwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    “Don’t you…” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhh owwwww” 

    “Ever….” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwww oh owwwwwwww” 

    “Disobey me again!” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkk” 

    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWWW FUCKKKKKKKKK” 

    I stopped and had to admire my handiwork. His backside was indeed now well marked with red lines which had started to merge and overall it was fairly crimson in colour. 

    “Does that hurt?” I asked him a little more softly. 

    “Yes, Mistress very much.” 

    “Good, it’s supposed to.” 

    “Oh, you’re good, very good, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, yess, oh yes, yes, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhh God,” Millicent piped up. 

    I didn’t know how she was holding out so long with the rabbit as I could never have done so, it made me cum ever so quickly. Perhaps she was used to it. 

    “Now ask for your whipping,” I told him. 

    “Oh, Godddd, noooo, ohhhh, make him beg, Earnest you bitch, beg her right now, or I’ll take my strap to you, ahhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh.” 

    Her strictures seemed to have the desired effect on him, and he was most effusive. 

    “Please, Mistress, I’m begging you,” he said at once. “Please whip my backside. 
I’m begging you, please, please, please.” 

    “Well,” I said. “Since you asked so nicely.” 

    “Yes, whip him nice and hard, while I cum, I’m so ready to cum,” said Millicent. 

    I suppressed a giggle. This was turning into quite a double act between them. However, I was very aroused at the same time from giving him such a whipping. My pussy was wet and throbbing. It needed some relief very soon. 

    “Right then, Earnest, your Mistress wants me to whip you very hard so here goes.” 

    I began it and my strokes were interspersed with cries from Millicent as she turned the vibrator onto full.  

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    “Oh God, yes, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh.” 

    SWISH CRACKKK “Owwww fuckkkk fucking hellll” 

    “Oh, yessss, more, oh yes, oh my God, ohhhhh, fuckkk, ohhhh, yesssss.’ 

    SWISH CRACKKKK “AHHHH fuckkk that hurtsss owwwwwww” 

    “Oh, yes, yes, mmm, fuck, yes, harder, make him pay, ohhhhh, Goddddd.” 

    I had never hit quite so hard before but in some ways, it was a good feeling. I felt unleashed, unfettered as I whaled into his bottom. 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHH” 

    “Oh, yes, yes, one more, I’m close, ohhhh, so close, so, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhh.” 

    I delivered three strokes in quick succession and Millicent exploded into an almighty screaming orgasm after the third one. 

    SWISH CRACKKKK “Ahhhhh owwwww owwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACKKKKK “Ahhhhh howwwwww” 

    SWISH CRACKKKK “OWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    “OH GOD, that’s it, yes, oh, yes, yes, yes, God, yes, magnificent, ah, oh, yes, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    I stopped to catch my breath watching her body convulsing with pleasure as she held the rabbit letting the fronds tickle her clit. 

    “Ohhhhhhh, Goddddddd, yesssssssssssssssssssss!” 

    Her screams reverberated around the room. Earnest’s bottom was very well marked from the whipping but in reality, he did not seem to mind and just lay there quite passively while Millicent continued to cum. 

    I waited with the whip in my hand, running the end idly over his well chastised posterior. Eventually, Millicent turned off the rabbit and cast it aside. She sighed deeply. 

    “Fuck, that was good, so good. And you are so good at that. I’m sure he’s not had quite such a whipping for a while,” she told me getting up from the bed. “Isn’t that right, Earnest?” 

    “Yes, Mistress, she is most excellent.” 

    “Indeed, anyway, the traditional way for him to thank is to lick your pussy, and I assure you he’s first class.” 

    This sounded good to me and I wasn’t about to demur. 

    “If you go and sit on the edge of the bed, he will kneel in front of you and lick you. I’ll give him some encouragement with my strap.” 

    I nodded and went to sit on the edge of the bed with my legs apart. 

    “Get over there and do your duty, slut,” she told him. 

    He stood up and walked over to me, then knelt down in front of me. 

    “May I please, lick you mistress?” he asked me. 

    “Yes, go on, yes, please,” I said wanting nothing more than a moist tongue on my pussy right at that moment. 

    “Good, very good,” said Millicent walking over to where her array of spanking implements was hanging. 

    Earnest leaned forward with his head, and I felt his tongue touch my pussy and then begin to flick ever so lightly. 

    “Oh, God, oh, fuck, Earnest, ohhhh, oh fuck, fuck.” 

    I wasn’t going to take long to cum, I knew that much as his tongue continued to lick and flick me.  

    “Ohh, ohhh, yes, ohhhh, ohhhhh.” 

    Millicent selected a broad and thick leather strap, which was perhaps as long as her arm and advanced on Earnest. 

    “Oh, yes, fuck, yes, keep going, yes, yes, oh, yes,” I breathed watching in fascination as she took up her position behind him. 

    “Right,” she said, “Now this is for being a disobedient slut earlier. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhh,” I cried. 

    She swung the strap in an arc and struck his bottom with a resounding thwack. 

    THWACK “Mmmmmmmmmmm” 

    He didn’t cry out but redoubled his efforts. 

    “Oh God, oh my God, ohhh, ohhhhh,” I squealed. 

    THWACK “Mmmmm” 

    THWACK “Mmmm mmmmmm” 

    “Oh fuck, yes, faster, please, faster, oh yes, yes, I’m so… yes, oh.” 

    “You heard her, go faster, bitch,” said Millicent expertly wielding the strap. 

    THWACK “MMMMMMMMM” 

    THWACK “MMM HMMMMMMM” 

    THWACK “Mmmmmmmmmmmm” 

    I was reaching the point of no return. I grabbed his head and began the grind my pussy into his mouth. 

    “Oh, God, God, I’m going to, I’m going to.” 

    THWACK THWACK THWACK THWACK 

    Millicent continued her relentless assault on his backside while I pushed myself hard into his mouth.  

    THWACK THWACK THWACK 

    My orgasm cut loose, I laid my head back and shouted. 

    “Ahhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, I’m cumminnnnggggg, ahhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, shitttttt, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    I was bucking and grinding, Millicent was still walloping him. 

    THWACK THWACK THWACK THWACK 

    “Ahhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhh, Goddddddddd.” 

    The climax was spectacular, and I put it down to all of the sensual things going on at once. Plus, as Millicent said, Earnest was very good with his tongue. 

    As my orgasm subsided, Millicent stopped the strapping and let me come down from my own high. Earnest remained on his knees until he was told what to do. I sat up a little and could see his magnificent cock standing proud. It was quite a sight. 

    Then Millicent said, “I think I have a use for that, come on Earnest, on the bed, you can fuck me.” 

    He turned to look up at her. 

    “Now!” 

    She lay down on the bed on her back, and Earnest climbed on top of her. I stood up myself and went to the side of the bed to watch. He began to ease his cock into her, and she cried out with pleasure. 

    “Oh, yes, that’s my darling, ohhh, God, I love your big hard cock, ohhhhhhh.” 

    He waited for her command obediently before fucking her. I wondered at this whole relationship where she had trained him into submitting in this way.  

    “Come on then, my darling, fuck me, that’s the way, I’m ready.” 

    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and began to move gently thrusting. 

    “You can use my strap on him if you want to while he fucks me, he might need it to cum, later on,” she told me. 

    I wanted to watch rather than spank, but I got the strap in any case. I pulled the wooden chair nearer to the bed so I could sit and watch them, and laid the strap beside me. 

    Millicent had her eyes closed as she enjoyed herself while being fucked, and as I had had his cock inside me, I could understand completely. 

    “Oh yes, my baby, yes, my baby,” she cooed softly letting him fuck her at his pace. He grunted a little but made no sound, I wondered how much he was liking it. Perhaps it was just his natural submissiveness. 

    “I love you, Mistress, I love you so much,” he said as he began to quicken the pace. 

    “Not too fast now, naughty, build me up, darling, build me up,” she said. 

    He slowed down again. 

    I had never watched two people fuck before and it was hot. My hand slid down between my legs and I began to finger myself. 

    Earnest was fucking her with the practised ease of one who did it regularly. I could tell they were a couple very much in sync doing exactly what they wanted with each other.  

    “Mmm, that’s nice, nice, now you can go a little faster, my baby, that’s the way, ohhh, ohhh, yesss.” 

    Earnest began to speed up and my fingers sped up too. The sensations were crowding my brain and I couldn’t believe I was sitting bringing myself off to these two. I opened my legs wider giving more access and using three fingers. 

    “Ohhh, ohhhh, Godddd,” I said softly. 

    Millicent opened her eyes and took in what I was doing.  

    “That’s it, enjoy the show,” she smiled and then returned to her reverie. Earnest was now starting to speed up and she said nothing, he could probably sense she wanted it. 

    “Oh, yes, darling, ohhh, yes, fuck me, that’s it, fuck me, mmmm, yes, nice and hard, yes, that’s it.” 

    Earnest upped the ante once more and I matched him with my fingers, I was very close indeed.  

    “Oh, yes, Earnest baby, faster now, faster, that’s it, come on, harder, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,” Millicent moaned. 

    “Ohhhhh, fuckkkkkk,” I gasped as my fingers went into overdrive. 

    However, the two of them were lost in their passion, and Earnest was starting to pump harder, thrusting into Millicent and making her gasp every time. She was near her orgasm I could tell. 

    “Oh, Earnest, oh, yes, yes, yes fuck, yes, hard as you can now, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh.” 

    Once more Earnest was pounding into her and she started to scream. I realised by now she was someone who climaxed very loudly. 

    “Ahhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” she shouted. 

    It sent me over the edge too and I started to cum. 

    “Ohhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhh,” I cried as my body shuddered deliciously cumming in unison with Millicent.  

    She seemed to have quite a long orgasm while mine finished much more quickly. I opened my eyes and watched her tensing and untensing. Her toes curled and she wailed out her pleasure. Earnest was still fucking her, and I didn’t think he had finished.  

    Her spasms subsided, and he stopped pumping and lay still. Millicent opened her eyes. 

    “Did you cum, baby?” she asked him. 

    “No, Mistress.” He shook his head. 

    “What!” A shade of annoyance crossed her face. “Lucy, darling. I’m going to need you to lay that strap across his backside a few times, sometimes he needs it to help him cum.” 

    “Um…OK,” I said. I was actually quite keen to oblige never having used a strap before. I picked it up and closed my fingers around what I assumed was a shaped part for a handle. The strap was heavy and seemed as if it had been oiled as it was very supple. 

    “Get off me, and you can fuck me doggy style so that Lucy can belt your backside properly,” said Millicent a little harshly. 

    Earnest pulled out of her and I noted he was still very hard. Millicent got on all fours and waited. 

    “Well come on, get it in me and start fucking!” she ordered. “Best you do cum or I’ll give you a spanking you won’t forget.” 

    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.  

    “Now!” 

    It was surprising how she turned from being so gentle to being such a bitch. He probably didn’t know whether he was coming or going half the time. I hoped I wasn’t as bad. It was only when I started spanking that my inner bitch appeared, I tried to reassure myself. 

    Earnest eased his cock back into her and started to thrust. 

    “Now, Lucy, give him what he deserves, some nice hard swats.” 

    “Yes, sure.” 

    I wasn’t quite sure how to do it, since you couldn’t line the strap up like a more rigid implement, but I had watched Millicent so I thought if I swung then the strap would hopefully follow my line of attack. I did so, and the strap flew through the air and made contact with his buttocks. 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwwww”  

    It made a fabulous sound as it hit. I followed through with the strap so that it slid off his buttocks after the strike. A wide red stripe appeared on his bottom to my immense satisfaction. I was eager to try it again. 

    THWACK “Ahhhhhh owwwww oooooohhhhhhh” 

    Earnest cried out but he started to fuck Millicent even harder. 

    “That’s it, darling, lay it right into him, he can take it, he needs it. Don’t you, you bastard?” 

    “Yes, Mistress, ohhhhh, Goodddd, oh yessssssss.” 

    Earnest upped the tempo, and I gave him another stroke. 

    THWACK “Ohhhhh owwwww oh God, fuck, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh.” 

    “Quick, he’s close give him several, one after the other, until he cums!” Millicent urged me. 

    I was more than ready for it. It was turning me on no end. The sound the leather made on his buttocks was as horny as fuck. I was loving it. I raised it again and delivered strike after strike. 

    THWACK “Ahhhhhh fuck fuck fuck” 

    THWACK “Oh Godddd fuck ohhhhhhh” 

    THWACK “Oh fuck fuck ahhhhhh ahhhhh yess yesssss” 

    THWACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    THWACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”  

    THWACK “OWWWWWW AHHHHH Fuckkkkk ohhhhhhh Goddddd ahhhhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkk” 

    After the last strike, Earnest roared once again and thrust in hard. His head went back, and once again he reminded me of a wild animal in the throes of a rut. 

    “Yes, yes, ohhhhhh, yesssssssssssss,” Millicent cried out, doubtless feeling his cum spurting inside her and perhaps orgasming slightly herself. It was a good feeling. I could vouch for it.  

    I dropped the strap to the floor and watched the tableau in front of me. Finally, Earnest relaxed. 

    “I love you, baby, was that good?” Millicent asked him. 

    “Yes, it was, really good, Mistress.” 

    “Excellent, you can pull out now.” 

    He did as he was told and waited on the bed on his knees for further instructions. 

    “Now, Lucy what would you like to do? Would you like to give Earnest another spanking?” 

    I wasn’t entirely sure about this, but I knew there was something I did want to try, and I said so. 

    “I… erm… was hoping I could lick you, if you wouldn’t mind?” I said bluntly. 

    “Do I mind? It would be a privilege, my love, yes, please. Right, well in the meantime I think Earnest can go on the spanking bench. I will decide his fate later, but I think he’s certainly getting another spanking and possibly a good pegging.” 

    She stood up and pointed to the contraption I had noticed before. 

    “Get over to the bench now, slut!” 

    I watched with great interest as she positioned the bench so he could see the bed. The bench had a padded area for the tummy and then padded leg rests. There were armrests too and a place to rest your head. Earnest got onto it with great familiarity. I had not noticed before that it had straps and she used these to secure his arms, torso and legs firmly to the bench. Thus, unable to move he seemed quite content. 

    “Now then, you can watch Lucy licking me. Then I’m going to give you a damn good spanking, a pegging and possibly a caning,” she announced returning to the bed. 

    She lay down and opened her legs for easy access.  

    I crawled up to her wondering exactly what licking another woman’s pussy would feel like. I moved my lips closer to her folds and then began the deed. My tongue touched her, and it felt nice. She tasted good too. In fact, I loved the taste of her. I began to flick my tongue up and down, and she hissed in a breath. 

    “Ohhh, fuckkk, yes, that’s good, very good, Lucy, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh,” she cried. 

    I knew I was on the right track and I continued to lick her, a little faster. Her legs came up and onto my back pulling me into her. 

    “Oh, fuck, ohhh, so good, soooo good, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkkkkk, ohhhhhh.” 

    I focused on what I was doing not sure when she was going to cum, and then had the thought of inserting my fingers into her. I did so and she gasped. 

    “Ohhhhhh, fuckkkk, that is, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, oohhhhhhhhhhh, God, don’t stoppppp, I’m so closeeeeee, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk.” 

    I started to finger fuck and lick her faster and harder, and she responded with a shriek. 

    “Oh, God, yes, yes, yes, I’m going to, yes, I’m cumming, I’mmmmm cummmmingggggg, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, yesssssssssssssss.” 

    She was definitely a screamer and scream she did to my immense satisfaction. I
 lay there with my head on her pelvis while she breathed deeply. 

    “Oh God, that was good, so good,” she told me eventually coming down from her sexual high. “Come here, darling, come here, my love.” 

    I scootched up beside her and she kissed me. The kiss set off fireworks once more in my head. 

    “Have you done that before?” she asked me. 

    “No, never, it’s my first time with a woman,” I replied shyly. 

    “It was wonderful, you were amazing, darling. Beautiful.” 

    “Thank you.” I smiled. 

    “You are welcome.” She kissed me once more. “Now, I think I need to attend to Mr Slut over there. You can choose what I spank his backside with.” 

    I really felt he surely had had enough but everyone is different I suppose, and they evidently knew what they were doing. I went up to the rack with her and perused the various implements. I felt that I shouldn’t choose anything too severe, so opted for a leather paddle with a handle. 

    “Good choice,” she told me. “You can sit and watch the show.” 

    She placed the paddle on his back, then retrieved her rabbit. She wiped it all down very thoroughly with disinfectant spray, dried it and handed it to me.  

    “If you want to, you can use this while you watch,” she told me. 

    I wasn’t sure about using her vibrator but on the other hand, I had licked her pussy, and she had disinfected the vibrator for me, it seemed rude not to. I sat on the bed in the place latterly occupied by Millicent, and turned it on. Millicent sauntered up to the spanking bench where Earnest was waiting patiently.  

    “Right then, you little bitch, Lucy is going to watch how I give a proper spanking. Then maybe the two of us will spank you together since she is right-handed and I am left.” 

    She picked up the paddle, lined it up and began. 

    *** 

    It was just two p.m. when I left their house completely sated with sex and spanking. It had to be the most energetic session I had ever had. We had ended up doing a tandem spank with two paddles which was very horny, and Millicent had licked my pussy too. I honestly felt I couldn’t take any more, as I gladly drove out of their gates and down the road. I had texted Mathew, so he knew I was OK. One thing I was certain of, I would be sleeping soundly, and it was a good thing I wasn’t working the next day. 

    As I reviewed the encounter, there were many highs. I really had enjoyed most of it and my first sexual encounter with a woman. I fancied the idea of doing it again, but perhaps just me and another woman. The two of them together were hard work and exhausting physically and emotionally. Even though Millicent said I could come and play anytime, I really felt as if I probably would not. It was a little too much of a good thing. One on one’s were preferable I felt, and I was going to tell Mathew so, for future reference. I had learned to use a strap and riding crop which added more things to my spanking repertoire. I felt certain I would be visiting an equestrian shop soon to obtain my own crop for use on Mathew’s unsuspecting bottom. The spanking part was incredibly horny and satisfying. I could hardly say my hotwife encounters were not steamy or hot, they had been very much so. I loved the hotwife life in fact, and was looking forward to more liaisons after a suitable interval to rest. I smiled to myself as I drove home feeling happy with the ways things were and also I knew I would be masturbating to certain scenes from the night in the week ahead. On that thought, I pulled into our driveway with a sense of relief and a big smile on my face. 

    *** 

    

  


   
    Exploits in bondage and spanking (Book Five) 

    I have become far more adventurous since my hotwife encounters. The last one which was a threesome with a couple was so horny it took me days to stop masturbating as I replayed the scenes in my head. In a way, that particular rendezvous was almost over the top for me, and I felt perhaps two people was too much to handle at once. I had seemed a little like a third wheel in their game for some of it, as if they were using me and I was a plaything. The newest experience for me was having sex with a woman, even the kissing was different. I enjoyed it immensely and eating out her pussy was divine. I certainly felt I wanted another woman on woman encounter but this time just me and another female. I would suggest it to Mathew and see how he responded to the idea.  

    As for Mathew, I was getting bolder both in my sexual teasing, the sex itself and the spanking. I certainly wanted to give him more spankings after the cam girl spanking interlude. I also liked to sexually provoke him, which was why I was lying naked on my bed in the middle of the day on my lunch break with my rabbit. I dialled his number and he answered. 

    “Hi darling,” I said innocently. 

    “Hi, Lucy,” he replied, sounding distracted. He worked hard, I knew, and in a stressful job. It was an open office with partitions, so not at all private which was all to the good for what I had in mind. 

    “What are you doing?” 

    “I’m at work at my desk, kind of busy, why?” He was suspicious at once and with good reason. 

    “Are you alone?” 

    “Yes, but…” 

    I flipped the switch on the rabbit and the distinctive noise started up. My usual rabbit is quite loud too. He would have heard it for sure. 

    “What’s that?” he said at once. 

    I smiled and inserted it into my already very wet pussy. Just the thought of what I was going to do had made me extremely wet. The fronds touched my clit sending delicious shudders through me. 

    “It’s just… you know… oh… God… fuck… oh,” I gasped as I clicked up the intensity to a setting I liked. 

    “What are you doing?” he demanded again in a stern voice. 

    “I’m… just… having… a little fun… oh, fuck, fuck, oh God, oh God, fuck, fuck,” I had reached a good setting which was intermittent stop-start. I used it to warm me up before really going for it. 

    “Lucy!” he said in a theatrical whisper. 

    “Yes, darling, oh, fuck, fuck, oh my God, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, yessssss.” 

    “You need to stop it, for fuck’s sake!” But he didn’t sound at all as if he wanted me to do so. It was more of a plea. 

    “Oh, I can’t, Mathew, ‘cos I’m thinking of your cock, fucking me, just now, oh Mathew, Mathewwww, ohhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhh.” 

    I was close now and ready to hit the switch for maximum buzz which would bring me right off and very rapidly too. 

    “Please… Lucy… you’re making me….” 

    “Horny? That’s the point, darling, ohhhh, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkk.” 

    “Right, I’m hanging up,” he said with more resolution than he probably felt. 

    “Don’t do that, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, or… oh God…  when you get home… ohhhhhhh fuckkkkk…. I’ll give you such a…  ohhhhh fuckkkk… Spanking!... One to really remember… ohhhhhhh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh.” I knew I had him then. The very mention of spanking made him hard though he would deny it. 

    “You’re a little bitch,” he told me weakly. 

    “Yes, I know…. Ohhhhhhhh... Fuckkkkkk... I’m going to...” I was nearly there so I flipped up to what I like to think of as my ‘cum’ setting. It worked a treat, waves exploded inside me, and rushed through me. I screamed. “Ooohhhhh, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, Godddddd, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    I could vaguely hear him muttering, “Fuck, fuck it, Lucy, fuck.” There was sheer frustration in his voice. I was emitting light little moans as I gradually came down from my high. 

    I became a little more with it and turned off the vibrator. I could hear Mathew was still there.  

    “Mathew?” 

    “What?” he said sounding aggrieved. 

    “Did you enjoy that?” I was pushing it I know, but the devil was in me. 

    “What do you think?” 

    “I enjoyed it.” This was rubbing it in, but I was having fun. 

    “No kidding.” 

    “Do you need to go, um… to relieve yourself?”  

    “What do you think?” he repeated crossly. 

    Then, I couldn’t help myself, I said, “Don’t you dare, Mathew, I forbid it, and if you do, I’m going to take my sandal to your bottom when you get home.” 

    There was silence for a few moments, and I knew he was at war with himself over this. I was being assertive, and he liked it, but he never would admit it. The mention of spanking did arouse him, and I knew those were probably trigger words for him too. Also, it was going to make the rest of the afternoon very awkward indeed for him as I said he couldn’t go to the men’s room and have a wank. Of course, he could do anyway, and I would never know but Mathew was fundamentally honest. 

    “Well, Mathew, do you want a wank now and a sound spanking later, or wait until you get home and fuck me properly?” I asked him when he didn’t answer. I was starting to push the boundaries on spanking with him and on me being assertive. He never seemed to object, however. 

    “You’re a bitch, do you know that?” he said. 

    The phone clicked off. I smiled, not in the least upset. He couldn’t tell me what he really thought because he might be overheard. Later might be a different story. I had enjoyed that little powerful gesture, asserting my will over his. I was sure he would obey me. In fact, it had made me horny all over again, and now the image of Mathew over my knee getting a spanking with my sandal came insistently into my mind. I picked up the rabbit and turned it on again. 

    *** 

    I made dinner early, so it was all ready and warming in the oven. It was lasagne and salad, so nothing too taxing. I had done my work for the day too. I had a shower to cool off from my masturbation session, and put on a loose cotton t-shirt dress with nothing else. I also slid my feet into my thong sandals, just in case. I was pretty sure though that Mathew wouldn’t willingly take the spanking option. However, I was going to be easy access, since I had every expectation, he’d want to fuck me when he got home. 

    I wasn’t disappointed. I was sitting in the living room on the sofa, idly thumbing a magazine, looking demure. One leg was crossed over the other and my sandal dangled daintily from my toes. This was sexy and I knew it. He would not be able to resist.  

    The front door banged, and then I heard him walking into the room. I looked up as if butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth. 

    “Why, Mathew, you are home, have you had a good day?” I asked him sweetly. 

    “You know exactly what sort of day I’ve had thanks to you,” he growled. 

    “I’m not sure what you’re…”  

    I didn’t get to finish. He pointed to the armchair. 

    “Get up, and bend over. Put your hands on that chair,” he commanded. 

    “What are you?” I began though I knew exactly what his intention was. 

    “Just do it!”  

    “But…” 

    “You’ve prevented me from relieving myself all afternoon, you little bitch, and now I’m going to fuck you so hard…”  

    My pussy flooded on hearing this. I like sensitivity as much as the next woman but there are times, I just want to feel a hard cock used in earnest and without preamble. 

    “Well since you put it like that,” I said getting up, going to stand in front of the armchair. I bent forward and put my hands on the seat no doubt exposing all my glory for him to see. He would like that view too and it would make him even harder. 

    “I do put it like that,” he said gruffly coming up behind me. I could hear him undoing his trousers and dropping them. No doubt is boxers would follow. I waited in excited expectation of what was to follow. He lifted up my dress, so my backside was accessible.  

    “You bitch,” he said. “You teasing bitch, I’m going to fuck you into next week.” 

    I felt the tip of his cock against my lips and then he suddenly rammed it home, hard. 

    “Ohhhhhhh!” I gasped feeling him fill me up nicely. I loved the sensation but had no further time to think as he began to fuck, and he was fucking me hard, just as he had promised. It was glorious. 

    “Oh, fuck, Lucy, God I’ve been wanting to do this all afternoon, oh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, fuck, fuck.” 

    I felt his swollen shaft sliding in and out of me, he must have been well engorged by the time he got home. He was beginning to speed up and get faster, harder. I was loving it. 

    “Ohhhh, Mathew, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh,” I cried. 

    “Lucy, Lucy, Lucyyyyy, oh fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, you bitchhhhh, ohhhhh fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh.” 

    The next moment, he was slamming into me, I could feel his balls slapping against my backside, as his thrusts got harder and harder, and deeper. It felt so good. 

    “Oh, fuck, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, Mathewwwwww.” 

    I was close to orgasm and could feel the wave cresting inside me. He was close too. I could tell by the way his cock began to swell even more as if it was going to explode. 

    “You bitch, you fuckinnngggg bitchhhh, oh, oh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ooooohhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”  

    He couldn’t hold on any longer. His cock pulsed and I felt the explosive spurts of cum filling me up as he started to climax. I brought my hand up and just lightly touched my pussy and immediately I started cumming too. 

    “Ohhhhhh, Mathewwwwwww, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhh.”  

    The room was filled with his roaring and my squealing as the two of us orgasmed in unison. It was visceral, animalistic and I loved every moment. The waves rushed through me once more making me curl my toes against the floor while I could feel his cock thrust forward as deep as he could get it. He was holding onto my waist as he did so. Pulling me into him like a ragdoll. 

    I enjoyed these rough play moments as much as the more sensitive sex we also had. When he was quite assertive like this, it made me horny as fuck, and the sensation of a good hard fucking was one I could never get enough of. Considering how staid and normal Mathew had become, this new attitude to sex since I started hotwifing was just wonderful. I absolutely adored it. It’s why sometimes I liked to push his sexual buttons because he responded so well. 

    After a few more moments, he relaxed and his cock went soft, he pulled it out. 

    “There’s going to be more where that came from, later,” he told me, but the heat had gone out of him probably drained the way his cock was after fucking me. He would recover though. I would make sure of it. I planned to ride him in my favourite position. 

    “I hope so, darling,” I said and turned to him. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him lovingly. “I love you so much, my darling, I really do.” 

    “Yes, well…” He fixed me with a baleful eye. 

    “It’s why I tease you, don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it.” I made a mock pout. 

    “I did, but you’re still a bitch.” 

    I laughed then and so did he. He pulled up his boxers and trousers, and followed me to the dining room. 

    Over dinner, we talked more normally and nothing sexual was alluded to until he finally pushed his empty plate away. Having complimented me on the food, which was one of his favourites. He patted his tummy and smiled. 

    “Satisfied?” I asked him, not meaning the dinner. 

    “Very, you?” 

    “Of course, especially today.” I shot him a saucy look. 

    “Yes, well. What got into you, ringing me up like that?” he raised a quizzical eyebrow which looked rather sexy to me. So many things about him had become sexier of late. 

    “Oh, just a whim.” 

    “Well, don’t have too many whims, if you don’t mind, I had a lot of trouble afterwards.” He pulled a face. 

    “Did, Maffew have a big hard-on? Aww, poor baby.” I giggled. 

    “Stop it.” He was smiling when he said it. 

    “Didn’t want a spanking, did you?” I smirked. 

    “I can neither confirm nor deny that suggestion.” He sighed. 

    “I’ll find a reason to spank you, if I want to, you know that don’t you?” The devil in me was definitely out to play. 

    “Harrumph. Anyway, I was wondering if you’re sufficiently recovered from your hotwife exertions, and if you’d like another?” He pointedly ignored my remark. He wasn’t going to admit he enjoyed my femdomme tendencies, even if he did. As it happened, I’d been wondering about having another hotwife sex night and this was right on cue. 

    “Did you have someone in mind?” I was diverted from the pleasant thoughts of walloping his backside. 

    “There is someone who is quite keen, to be honest, he’s been asking me for a while.” He took a sip of his beer and contemplated my reaction. 

    “What’s his name? How old?” These were perhaps shallow questions, but they still mattered. 

    “His name is Theodore, and he’s about thirty-five, picture?”  

    “Yes, please.” 

    He found a photo on his phone and showed it to me. Theodore was quite handsome with nice eyes. He had brown hair, brown eyes, and a kindly face. From what I could tell he was average build but that didn’t mean anything in the cock department. I fervently hoped he had a big one like some of the others. Having had one or two larger cocks, I did enjoy them.  

    “So, tell me about him.” 

    He put the phone down. “Well, he’s in IT or something, though it’s not important. He’s erm also into bondage and spanking, which is probably what you want to know.” 

    “Bondage?” I hadn’t done anything like that before. “Do you mean him being tied up or me?” 

    “Him, definitely, if it was you, we wouldn’t even be having this conversation.” He became suddenly serious.  

    “Thank you.” I reached over and squeezed his hand affectionately. He was thinking of my safety and being at a stranger’s mercy wasn’t a good idea. Mathew would always look out for me, I knew that. 

    “If you want to be tied up then I’ll be the one doing it, nobody else,” he informed me. 

    I felt a little shiver of appreciation go through me. These were the little ways in which he showed me he cared. I loved him for it.  

    “I’ll let you know if I want that,” I said. So far, no such desire had occurred to me but there was always a first time. 

    “Right… so are you up for it, with Theodore?” 

    “I’ll try anything once,” I said playfully. 

    He nodded almost as if he was completing a business transaction. I hoped he wasn’t selling my services. Or rather, only if he was getting a good price. I dismissed such ideas from my head. Mathew would never do such a thing. 

    “I’ll make the arrangements. He isn’t too far away so at his house should be fine.” 

    I smiled at him. 

    “Coffee?” 

    “I’d prefer dessert.” I could tell from his tone he wasn’t talking about apple pie and custard. 

    “Oh?” 

    “Turn your chair around and open those legs.” 

    “Oh!” 

    Mathew came to kneel in front of me and I did what he asked me. His head bent forward eagerly, and his tongue went to work on my pussy. 

    “Oh, God, Mathew,” I murmured as the sensations began to build. 

    *** 

    Mathew wasn’t slow in making the arrangements and I soon found myself driving to Theodore’s place later on that week. When Mathew had told me Theodore worked in IT, I imagined he would live in a small place or even an apartment. I was unprepared for the rather large establishment he did reside in. It was away from the road, approached by a driveway with hedges on either side. A hedge screened the property and front garden from public view. I pulled up in front of his house which was two stories and quite sizeable though not out of the ordinary. From the outside, the house seemed rather normal and vanilla. The gardens at the front though, were quite ornate with Roman style statues of naked females. I smiled to myself as I headed for the front door. 

    I had adopted the habit of wearing short skirts for these occasions as they were easy to remove, and also, I didn’t wear knickers. I had a nice pleated black skirt, a pink blouse and a pale blue jacket. I carried my clutch bag containing my phone. I had put on some very nice strappy mules. I had taken care over my light makeup, and painted my nails pink. As always, I wore my red hair loose. I assumed he would have some spanking implements in mind, so I didn’t bring any with me. 

    I rang the bell at the plain white wood front door. Theodore opened it. He looked a little more old-fashioned than his photograph, with tan slacks, slippers, a blue shirt, and what appeared to be an embroidered smoking jacket. I gazed at him in surprise. 

    “Hi, Lucy. Come in.”  

    He had a nice smile, and I made my way into the hallway. The inside of the house seemed to have oddities and strange ornaments everywhere, I could see.  

    “Sorry,” he said at once, noting my expression. “I’m a bit of an eccentric, I suppose, I collect stuff. Didn’t mean to startle you with all this. I suppose I’m a bit of a nerd, IT and all that.” 

    I laughed. “I wasn’t quite expecting it from your picture.” 

    “No, and at work, they think I’m just the boss in the sharp suit.” 

    “Really?” 

    “Oh, yes, I’m Head of IT, for a large corporate. But at home is where I get to relax.” 

    “I see,” I said.  

    “You can leave your jacket, there, I’ve got some dinner ready as your husband requested.” He pointed to a coat stand. 

    “Oh good, I’m famished,” I admitted.  

    We now had particular arrangements set in stone for my hotwife nights. I wanted dinner first, and that way I could get to know them. I could stay until two a.m. and no later. I had to ring or at least text Mathew to say I was leaving. If that didn’t happen, he would take appropriate action. The person I was seeing never knew the last part, but they knew I should leave at two a.m.  

    I hung up my jacket, left my purse on the hall table, and followed him down a corridor to the dining room. It was a wainscoted dark wooden affair, with a large table and lit candelabras laid for two. 

    “I’ll bring the food in, you take a seat,” he told me. 

    I looked around while I waited. The room at least was less cluttered than the hallway and more formal but old fashioned, like a time warp or throwback to the Victorian era. A hatchway opened in the wall which I had not noticed, and Theodore began to put some dishes on a wide counter. The hatchway looked into what appeared to be a very modern-looking and quite stylish kitchen, completely at odds with what I’d seen to date. 

    “Oh, my house is rather eclectic,” he told me. “Different eras depending upon my mood and functionally. I wanted a modern kitchen, as I do quite a bit of cooking and I like entertaining. I’m not a loner or anything, it just might seem that way.” He laughed. 

    On the long hatchway countertop, were dishes of carved roast chicken breast, gravy, roast potatoes, peas and broccoli. It smelt rather sumptuous and appetising. 

    “I hope you don’t mind. I didn’t know what to make. I hope this is alright?” he said returning to the dining room and serving me a portion. 

    “It looks lovely and I’m pretty hungry so…” 

    “No need to do anything on an empty stomach,” he said meaningfully. 

    “No indeed.”  

    I dug in and it was beautifully cooked, which showed a man who took a lot of care. I refused wine or alcohol, which was another of my agreements with Mathew, and accepted sparkling water. The chicken and everything about the meal was delicious and we got to talking. It turned out Theodore was on his own, not by choice but waiting for the right woman, who understood his needs. This was my cue. 

    “Tell me about those needs, Theodore,” I said gently. I was used to teasing out the secret desires from people by now. 

    “I… well… promise you won’t laugh or think badly of me…” 

    “Listen,” I said while briefly lightly touching his arm. “I’ve heard a lot since I started being a hotwife and nothing is going to surprise me. I’ve also done lots of things I hadn’t before so just tell me don’t be embarrassed. I won’t be, I promise you.” 

    “OK.”  

    He cleared away the main course, since we both had finished. As much as I liked it, I couldn’t contemplate sex on too full a stomach. He brought a refreshing mango sorbet which he had made himself and it cleansed the palette nicely. 

    “I like to be tied up,” he said. 

    “OK, with rope or?” 

    “Yes, it’s an art actually, called Shibari, of tying people up in knots and stuff. I’ll help you to do it on me.” 

    “OK and what else?” 

    “Well then, I like to be given a good spanking.” 

    This was music to my ears, and I smiled appreciatively. 

    “Well, I like the sound of that part. Do you have, erm something you want to be spanked with?” 

    He hesitated and then said, “I have a few things you could choose but I really like the leather strap I’ve got.” 

    “OK, I’ve not tried one of those so I’m happy to oblige you there.” 

    “And then…” he hesitated again looking at me as if he really was afraid of my reaction. 

    “And then?” 

    “I like to have hot wax dripped on me…” 

    “Oooh.” I was quite surprised. “Doesn’t it burn?” 

    “Not if you do it right. They are special candles which burn at low temperatures. It gives a nice painful but pleasing sensation.” 

    “Hmm, and where do I put the hot wax?”  

    “Usually on my back.” 

    “I see.” I had a plan forming in my mind about the wax and putting it on his back wasn’t part of it. He was going to get a new experience in hot waxing if I had anything to do with it.  

    He was silent, waiting to see what I had to say. 

    “That all sounds fine, but you left one thing out.” 

    “What’s that?” 

    “I like to be fucked, and I hope that fucking is going to be part of all of this, is it?” 

    He laughed, “Oh yes, very much so.” 

    “Good, good because otherwise, I’m really going to take it out of your hide, Theodore.” I fixed him with a very stern look and he almost did a double-take. However, glancing at his pants, I noticed a decided bulge. Obviously, spanking talk was a turn on for him. 

    “Right then,” I continued. “That’s enough discussion. Take me to where we’re going to do this. I think you’re ready to get a damn good spanking, don’t you? With that strap.” 

    “Oh God!” he said, and I could tell he was very hard. His cock was straining in his pants and I was sure it was pretty big. I felt it might be a good idea to do something about his cock first. I’d been reading up on BDSM and come across the concept of milking, where the cock is emptied of cum first. I decided milking him might be a good plan. 

    “Come on, now, Theodore, don’t dawdle or I’ll be giving you an even harder spanking shortly.” I stood up and held out my hand. I figured I may as well begin being the Mistress.  

    He got up awkwardly because of his erection. I rubbed my hand on it and felt the size and girth. 

    “We’ll have to sort this out too, won’t we,” I said dropping my voice low and seductive. 

    He swallowed and nodded. 

    “Don’t keep me waiting, Theodore, there’s a leather strap ready for your bottom, and I am anxious to acquaint the two of you.” 

    “Yes, sure… um what should I call you?” he said suddenly. 

    “Call me?” Then I realised it was for the roleplay. I had not thought of it. “You can address me as Miss for the purposes of the rest of this evening, unless we are fucking, and then you can call me Lucy if you want to.” I smiled at him reassuringly, and took his hand. “Shall we?” 

    *** 

    We went upstairs to what appeared to be quite a spacious bedroom. However, it evidently wasn’t the main bedroom. There was a double bed, and this had a metal frame. Secured to the bedhead were leather cuffs on ropes. There was also a long padded bench on which someone could lie down. There were cupboards and I assumed he kept the toys in there. 

    “So, this is your playroom is it?” I asked him. 

    “Yes… I mean… yes, Miss.” 

    “Good you remembered, if you forget it again, I’m going to slap you, understood?” 

    “Yes, Miss.” He nodded vigorously. 

    I had no idea where that came from but something in me figured it was what he wanted and needed. He was begging to be dominated thoroughly, something I could just tell, and I was more than ready to do it. 

    He stood waiting for instructions. 

    “So where am I supposed to tie you up?” I asked him. 

    “On the bench, is usually the place…” he indicated it and realised what he’d done. 

    I stepped forward and landed a well-placed slap with my open hand on his cheek. 

    SLAP 

    “What did I just say?” 

    An angry red mark sprung up. I hadn’t held back. He needed it, and he wanted it. I saw the sudden shock in his face, but it was replaced by something else, an expression of satisfaction.  

    “You said, I was to call you Miss, Miss,” he said ruefully. 

    “Don’t forget again,” I said sounding very strict. “And also, when I ask you to do something, I expect you to do it, and if you don’t I’m going to slap you again.” 

    “Yes, Miss.” 

    “Good, now where are the ropes and the strap.” 

    “In the cupboard, Miss.” 

    “Good boy.” I looked down at his bulge, it needed to be dealt with before I did anything else. “Take off your clothes.” 

    He didn’t move. 

    “I said NOW!” 

    Without further ado, I delivered two more crisp slaps to his face, one on each cheek. 

    SLAP SLAP 

    “Owwwwwww,” he said as they evidently stung. 

    “NOW!” I ordered him ignoring this. 

    He hurriedly removed his clothes until he was standing naked in front of me, with his cock proud and stiff as a board. It was, as I’d hoped, long and wide. I could imagine it inside me and looked forward to getting at least one fucking with that monster. 

    “Very nice,” I said, taking hold of it and wanking him slowly. “I’m going to milk you, Theodore, have you heard of it?” 

    “Yes, Miss.” 

    “Good. I hadn’t heard of it until I read about it a while back. Apparently, it’s good to milk before spanking, so the spanking hurts more.” 

    “Yes, Miss, ohhhhhhh,” he groaned. 

    I dropped to my knees and took him into my mouth. He gasped at this and felt his cock twitching. It wouldn’t take long to bring him off. 

    I began to suck him gently at first, and still working his shaft with my hand. 

    “Oh, fuck, oh God, Miss, Misssss, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh.” 

    I could tell he was close already and quickened the pace, after all, there was going to be plenty of time for more fun with his cock later. 

    “Oh God, fuckkk, fuckkk, Miss, I’m going to, Missss, ohhhhh, fuckkkk.” 

    Gratified, I moved my head rapidly back and forth, squeezing my lips on his swollen shaft. I felt it start to pulse. 

    “Oh Misssss, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he cried out as copious amounts of cum spurted into my mouth. It tasted OK and I swallowed it down. I quite like the taste to be honest. Some women don’t but I’m not one of them.  

    When it seemed I’d pumped him dry for the moment, I took his now flaccid cock out of my mouth. I stood up and kissed him so he could taste his cum on my lips. His kiss was nice and soft, gentle. 

    “How was that? Hmm?” I nuzzled his lips. 

    “I loved it, Miss, it was amazing.” 

    “Good, good. So now, we’d better tie you up, hadn’t we? You’ll have to help me.” 

    “Yes, Miss.” 

    I kicked off my sandals and followed him barefoot to the cupboard. We extracted some quite thick rope and he lay down on the bench. It was at a good height for delivering a spanking I noted. He instructed me carefully as I began to truss him rather like a turkey. There were knots to do at different points and intervals. I wound it tightly, as he requested, so he was truly bound to the bench and he could not move.  

    “How is that?” I asked him surveying my handiwork.  

    “Pretty good,” he replied. 

    I planted a smack on his bottom without hesitation. 

    “Miss… sorry.” 

    “Good boy.” 

    The rope was tied in a sort of pattern of squares, and I supposed it must be digging into him. It left his buttocks well exposed. 

    “Where is the strap, Theodore?” I asked him. 

    “In the cupboard, Miss.” 

    I went over to the cupboard, and sure enough, the door had several hooks with paddles, and other things hanging from it. The strap was obvious. It was thick leather, and quite long. It had a leather handle and was nice and wide. I imagined it would impart quite a sting. It also felt supple as if it had been nicely oiled. I took it off the hook and hefted it. I’d have to figure out the spanking technique or perhaps Theodore would know.  

    I walked back over to stand beside him.  

    “What’s the best way of using this?” I asked him. 

    “You pull the end of it back with your left hand, Miss, and then let go as you sweep it down onto the bottom. Then you just follow through Miss. The other hand keeps it steady before you deliver the stroke, Miss.” 

    “Very good,” I said understanding his instructions although I would have to try it for myself. “I’ll get comfortable first.” 

    I removed my clothing and set it aside, so I was naked. He watched me with interest. My pussy was wet as anything already. 

    “Like what you see?” I asked him. 

    “Yes, Miss, you are beautiful, Miss.” 

    “Why thank you. I think it’s time to see what this strap can do, don’t you?” 

    “Yes, Miss.” 

    “I think so. Have you anything to tell me, that you’ve done, that you should be punished for?” I asked him this on the spur of the moment, but it helped with the role play if I had something to scold him for. 

    He didn’t really hesitate and blurted out his little confession. 

    “I masturbate a lot at work. I go in the executive toilet and lock the door before wanking, Miss.” 

    “Very dirty and what are you thinking about?” 

    “Spanking and bondage porn, Miss. I watch it on my phone.” 

    “I see and when you are at work too. Even if you are the boss, that’s unacceptable. Anything else?” 

    “I… when I saw your picture, I’ve been… wanking over you, thinking about you a lot.” 

    This was very gratifying in some ways. I hadn’t really thought of anyone masturbating over my picture before.  

    “Oh? And what did you think?” 

    “This, what we’re doing, plus getting spanked everything really.” 

    “I see. Well, you are a filthy dirty boy, and you need a damn good spanking. That’s exactly what you are going to get.” 

    “Yes, Miss.” 

    I laid the strap on his buttocks while gauging the distance to stand. I wanted it to hit either the centre of one cheek or the other. Just as he had told me I pulled back the end of the strap with my left hand, so it doubled over and took my arm back, picking out my intended spot on his backside. 

    “Consider this a warmup to the main event,” I told him. 

    I let go of the strap and swung it down in an arc. I made a satisfying noise as it contacted his bare buttocks and I followed through downwards. It slid off leaving a pink stripe. 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    He cried out and I had laid it on quite hard for a first stroke. I decided to give him six and then get onto the waxing. After that, he’d be getting a lot more.  

    “That’s one, for a naughty boy and plenty more where it came from.” 

    THWACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    The second one was better. My aim was good, and it made the same nice sexy sound when it contacted his buttocks. I felt a little pulse in my pussy which I had noticed happening recently when I gave a spanking. It was definitely a sexual experience for me. 

    “You won’t be getting off easy, Theodore, not now I’ve heard about your dirty little habits.” 

    THWACK “Owwwww Fuckkkk.” 

    Three nice pink strips with some red blotches were merging on his bottom. It was a very satisfying effect and there were still three more to come before I began his wax treatment. 

    THWACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    “That’s for wanking in the toilet.” 

    THWACK “Owwww owwww owwww” 

    I wasn’t holding back at all. I was letting him have it. Any spanking reticence had been shed long ago. I was going to give Theodore the full works and enjoy every stroke. 

    “And so was that.” 

    THWACK “Owwwww shittttttt” 

    His bottom had a nice pink round area from where the end of the strap had landed.  

    “Right then, that was just for starters. Now, where is the stuff for waxing you and how do I do it?” I demanded. 

    “It’s in the cupboard on the shelf. They are special candles in a holder, Miss. You have to light it and leave it for about fifteen minutes. Then you blow it out. Test the wax for hotness on yourself. Then you just drip it on wherever you want.” 

    “I see,” I said walking over to the cupboard. I found the candles. Set one in the holder and lit it. I placed it carefully on a small table away from anything. 

    “You didn’t tell me about the waiting for fifteen minutes, though, did you?” I said to him. 

    “No, Miss.” 

    “Now what do you suppose I should do about that?” 

    “I don’t know, Miss,” he said. 

    I thought about it. I didn’t want to continue the spanking too much as I was saving it for after the waxing. However, at the same time, he shouldn’t get away with it entirely. 

    I picked up the strap and took up my position. 

    “These are for not telling me about the time.” 

    I pulled back the strap and let fly three times in rapid succession. 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 

    THWACK “Ahhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkk” 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww fuckkkkkking fuckkkk” 

    “There let that teach you a lesson,” I said.  

    Then I walked over to the cupboard to investigate the contents more thoroughly. There were, as I said, all kinds of spanking things. There was also a strap on dildo, lube and then some normal dildos. I was feeling horny and so I thought perhaps I’d give him a bit of a show while we were waiting. I picked a nice big rather lifelike one which was firm but soft like flesh and lubed it up. I walked back in front of him and pulled up a chair. He had a straight-backed wooden chair which was probably meant for spanking.  

    “Now then, you can watch me while we wait,” I told him. 

    He lifted his head, which he was able to do, even when tied, and stared in fascination as I inserted the dildo into my wet pussy. 

    “Oh fuck,” I said as it went in, it felt rather nice. 

    “Now you know… ohhhh Godddd… I really liked spanking you so far… ohhhhh… fuckkk, that strap… mmmm… it’s so good… oh God… and I’ve only just got started… oh fuckkkkkk… mmmm… you’re in for such a spanking later… oh fuckkkk fuckkkkk.” 

    I was gasping as I started to fuck myself with the dildo, he watched me intently as I laid my head back and pushed my hips forward. I started to go harder.  

    “Oh fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh Godddd, fuckkkk,” I cried out. I was trying to prolong it, slow down a little, but I hardly held back the tide. The spanking had got me all worked up and I was crying out with each thrust of the dildo.  

    “Oh God… Ohhh… you’re such a naughty boy, you need a spanking… such a spanking… ohhhhh, fuckkk, fuckkk, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh.” 

    I wasn’t able to stop, I began to use the dildo harder and harder, and Theodore’s eyes were popping out of his head.  

    “Oh Godddd, fuckkk, ohhhh, fuckkk, Goddd, ahhhh, shitttt, I can’t, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    The wave broke inside me yet again and I was cumming, bucking against the dildo and pushing it as far as I could. The orgasm was surprisingly intense, and my toes were curling deliciously as the waves went through me. My body tensed and relaxed alternately in spasms, until finally, things subsided. 

    “Oh my God,” I said casting the dildo aside. “That was amazing, it wasn’t even a vibrator.” 

    He was looking at me open-mouthed and I wonder if he’d ever seen anything like it before. 

    I glanced at the time and there were still a few minutes to go.  

    “Right then.” I put my feet up onto the bench. There was quite a bit of space between his head and the end of the bench which was very long. Something occurred to me about this for later. “You can kiss my feet, there’s a good boy.” 

    I put my feet up to his face as he strained his neck upwards. He began to kiss my toes, and lick them in turn. He planted little delicate kisses on them, and licked up the inside of my soles. 

    “Oh fuck, that’s good, oh Goddddd,” I said breathing in with the sensation. 

    He made a meal of it and my feet were thoroughly kissed when I noted the time was up. 

    “Very nice, Theodore, but it doesn’t get you off the hook, not at all.” 

    I went over to the candle which had built up a nice lot of liquid wax. I blew out the flame and dripped a small bit on the back of my hand. It stung and I hissed in my breath, but it was nowhere near as bad I thought it would be due, I guess, to them being special candles for the purpose. 

    I went to sit on his back facing his bottom which was still pink from the strap. I tilted the holder and let some wax drip onto his bottom. 

    DRIP “Ow fuckkkk!” he cried out. 

    “Do you like that?” I enquired with interest. 

    “Owwww, yessss, owwwww” 

    “Well, here is some more.” 

    I dripped it again. 

    DRIP “Owwwwww” 

    And again 

    DRIP “Owwwwww” 

    And again 

    DRIP “Ahhhhh God Godd Godddd” 

    The wax wasn’t too much but it spread over his cheeks nicely. I continued. 

    DRIP “Owwww fuck fuck fuck” 

    “Are you sure you want me to carry on?” I asked concerned. 

    “Yes, Miss, please, Miss.” 

    “OK.” 

    I poured it again, this time a little more. 

    DRIP “Owww Ahhhhh fuckkkkkkkkk” 

    And again 

    DRIP “Ahhhhhh owwwww owwwwww” 

    I was trying with each drip to get it in a different place, so I had even coverage over his buttocks. There wasn’t a lot of wax left so I used it up. 

    DRIP “Ahhhhhhhhh” 

    DRIP “Owwww shittttttt” 

    DRIP “Oh my fucking Goddddd” 

    DRIP “Ahhhhh fuckkkkkk” 

    DRIP “OWWWWWW” 

    DRIP “Oh Godddddddd” 

    DRIP “OWWWW OWWWWW” 

    “Here comes the last one.” 

    DRIP “Ow howwwwwwwwww” 

    His bottom was nicely covered with wax. I got off his back and put the candle back on the table. I picked up the strap and sauntered over to stand in my position. 

    “Goodness what a lot of wax, however, shall we get it off?” I wondered out loud. 

    “I don’t know, Miss.” 

    I smiled. “I do. I’m going to spank it off you.” 

    “Oh shit!” he said with feeling. 

    “Indeed, and it’s going to be a spanking you won’t forget in a hurry and no mistake.” 

    He whimpered slightly but I guessed he wanted me to continue. I was determined to make this next part of his spanking a memorable one. 

    “Remember how you told me about wanking in the toilet?” 

    I pulled back the tip of the strap and let fly. 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwww” 

    “You’re a dirty little boy!” 

    THWACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhh” 

    THWACK “Oww oww oww owww” 

    “A pervert!” 

    THWACK “Fuckkkkkkkkkk” 

    The strap was landing nicely now, and the wax was already starting to flake off with each stroke. His bottom was starting to redden even more underneath. 

    THWACK “Owww fuck fuck it fuck it!” 

    “You’re a slut aren’t you, a perverted little slut!” 

    THWACK “Ahhhh fuckkkk owwwww yesssss Missss” 

    “Yes, Miss, you little bitch, you wanker!” 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    THWACK “Ahhhhh owwwwwwww” 

    I had learnt by now that people being spanked also like to be scolded and even verbally abused. It was a turn-on for them.  

    THWACK “Ahhh oww fuckk fuckkkk” 

    I now had no reticence about saying whatever I wanted while delivering a spanking. I got very turned on myself. 

    “You are the boss THWACK watching spanking porn THWACK on your phone THWACK at work THWACK. How would you feel THWACK if one of your staff THWACK did that THWACK? And bondage porn too THWACK. Wanking off THWACK on work time THWACK disgusting THWACK.” 

    “Owwww ohhhh owww fuckkkk owwww owwww” he cried out with each thwack of the strap. 

    His bottom was turning scarlet and nearly all the wax was gone. 

    “You’re a dirty” 

    THWACK “Owwwwwwwww” 

    “Disgusting” 

    THWACK “Fuckkkkkkkk” 

    “Pervert!” 

    THWACK “Ahhhhh” 

    “Slacker” 

    THWACK “Owwww fuckkk owwww” 

    “Someone needs to take you to task and now you’re getting the spanking you so richly deserve, you dirty little bastard.” 

    I was really into it now and hell-bent on taking it out on his bottom. My pussy was throbbing again with excitement as I unleashed a volley of strokes one after the other. 

    THWACK “OWWWWWWW” 

    THWACK “Ohhhhhh fuckkkkkkkk” 

    THWACK “Ahhhh owwwwwwww” 

    THWACK “OWWW FUCKKKKKKK” 

    THWACK “Owwwww owwww owwwww” 

    THWACK “Ow ohhhh owwww” 

    THWACK “Owww that fucking hurts… you fucking bitchhhhh” 

    I stopped. It had obviously caught a nerve and his backside was now crimson. I wasn’t, however, about to let him away with it. Not while I was in Mistress mode. 

    “What did you just call me?” I demanded. 

    “I… oh fuck… I’m sorry, Miss.” 

    “No… what… did… you… call me?” I said sternly. 

    “A fucking bitch, Miss.” 

    I waited a moment, deciding what to do. I was going to have to punish him for it, there was no alternative, I felt, and he would want it. 

    “How dare you, Theodore. How dare you speak to me like that. You are going to be soundly punished for that, do you understand?” 

    “I… yes, Miss, I do.” 

    “Good.” 

    I went over to the cupboard and replaced the strap, looking for something else to punish him with. There was a nice-looking straight cane with a wrap handle. I took it from the hook and hefted it. It felt good and I knew how to give a caning since I’d seen and caned the Colonel. I swished the cane and saw his head go up, but as I was behind him, he could not see what I was doing. I walked around in front of him flexing it in both hands. It was nice, bendy and whippy. 

    “Yes, Theodore, you are going get a caning for your troubles.” 

    “Oh…” His face fell a little. “Yes, Miss, whatever you say, Miss.” 

    “I do say, and you’re getting six of the best for calling me a fucking bitch.” 

    He didn’t answer and lowered his head. 

    I walked around to his right side, and laid the cane across his buttocks, making sure the tip centred on the far buttock. 

    “I am your Mistress,” I told him. “And you never address in those terms. And by the way, a punishment is supposed to hurt. This is certainly going to do so, I assure you.” 

    I raised the cane, whipped it down onto his buttocks using the wrist action I’d learned and snapped it off again. 

    SWISH CRACK 

    As had happened before with the Colonel there was a delayed reaction to the cane while it permeated through his buttocks. A white mark turned quickly into a red raised ridge. Then the pain registered. 

    “Owwww fuckkkkkkkkkkkkk,” Theodore shouted as he felt the effects of the first stroke. 

    “You may well say ow, and you will again, you little bastard.” 

    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    Another livid red stripe appeared on his bottom. I measured the cane again under the first two lines. 

    “I am a bitch by the way, but you can’t say so, understood?” 

    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhh fuckkkkkk yessss Missssss” 

    A third line joined the other two. I let the strokes sink in before giving him another.  

    “I’m a spanking caning bitch of no mean order, as you’ve discovered, and you, Theodore, you are my bitch now.” 

    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    The fourth line was nicely under the others and I was working my way down his buttocks. His cheeks clenched and unclenched for a moment while I lined up the next stroke. 

    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHH FUCKKKKKKKKK” 

    Five nice raised lines and one to go. I was practically ready to faint because I was so ready to be fucked. The caning was turning me on so much. 

    “Sixth one and I hope you’re sorry for what you said… are you?” 

    “Yes, yes, Miss.” 

    “Let me hear you say it then.” 

    “I’m sorry, Miss, sorry I called you a fucking bitch.” 

    “And you won’t do it again?” 

    “No, Miss.” 

    “Good, accepted.” 

    SWISH CRACKKKKK “AHHHHHH FUCKKKKK FUCKKKK FUCKKKKK” 

    He cried out but resisted the impulse, I’m sure, to swear at me for that final hard stroke. I had put maximum force into it. It left a sixth red ridge on his bottom. I wasn’t too worried because the Colonel had told me they faded quite easily. 

    “Good boy,” I said and went to put the cane away. 

    I was aching for some relief. It was time to put my little plan into action. I straddled the bench in front of him sliding forwards until I was right in front of his face. 

    “Get your head up,” I told him. 

    He did so and my pussy was sitting in pole position. 

    “Lick me, now!” I ordered. 

    I pushed forward and felt his tongue touch my pussy. The folds parted and he began to flick. I lay back and let the sensations wash through me. 

    “Oh God, fuck, that’s good, so good, come on lick me faster, ohhhh, yes, yes, yes, ohhhh, fuckkkkk.” 

    It was glorious. My pussy was more than ready for it and somehow the fact he was bound and unable to move, with a red bottom I’d given him, was hornier than anything. 

    “Oh God, fuck, Theodore, oh my God, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkk.” 

    He continued to lick going quicker and I was getting closer to orgasm. I pushed my pelvis into his face and started to grind into his mouth. The wave crested inside me and I cried out. 

    “Ohhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    It was fantastic, explosive. I was bucking and writhing as I was cumming over and over. Theodore didn’t stop until I became so sensitive, I had to make him cease. I pulled back from him and let the sensations ease while moaning softly. Eventually, I sat up and smiled. 

    “How was that, so far?” I asked him. 

    “Amazing, wonderful, Miss,” he replied smiling too.  

    “Shall I untie you? I want to fuck you.” 

    “Yes, please, Miss,” he said. 

    “OK.” 

    I let him call me Miss still, in case I wanted to play the Mistress again. It took a while, but I removed the ropes and he sat up rubbing his skin all over to get the circulation going. There were rope marks all over him. I guessed that was part of the enjoyment.  

    “Can I go to the toilet please, Miss?” he asked me sheepishly. 

    “Of course, but no wanking!” 

    He laughed and got up. He went into the en suite and left the door open. Somehow that didn’t faze me. I could hear him urinating copiously in the toilet and was glad I had let him up. When he returned, I had to go too. 

    Afterwards, I laid him gently down on the bed and started to kiss him softly. 

    “How did you like it really?” I asked him, interested in his feedback. 

    “It was great, better than I could possibly have imagined.” 

    “All of it? The strapping, and the waxing? Even the caning?” I wanted to be sure. I had enjoyed it, but I wanted him to enjoy it too. 

    “All of it,” he said firmly. 

    “Good, because I loved it.” 

    “I know,” he smiled. 

    “It’s not over,” I told him letting my hand and nails run down his skin. “We’ve done the spanking part but now I want the fucking part.” 

    “Yes.” 

    I raked my nails down his tummy and took hold of his cock. I began to stroke it, but it wasn’t responding too well. It got semi-hard but not hard enough to fuck. After a few moments of kissing and stroking, I asked him. 

    “Is something wrong?” 

    “No, it’s fine, it’s just… sometimes I find it difficult to get hard.” 

    “Is that a fact?” I said teasing his cock. 

    “Yes, I don’t know why.” He looked genuinely nonplussed. 

    However, I wasn’t going away with having that monster inside me and I was going to make it work. I thought back to Oliver, the first hotwife encounter and how he couldn’t get hard without a spanking first. I smiled and looked around the room. As luck would have it there was a large solid looking wooden hairbrush on the dresser. 

    “Right,” I told him. “I know how to get you hard.” 

    I got out of bed as he watched me curiously while I picked up the hairbrush. It felt good in my hand, and was probably made of ebony by the weight. It had a nice smooth back. I tapped it in my hand. 

    “Yes, Mr, I’m going to get you nice and hard.” 

    I got back on the bed piled up some cushions behind me and sat upright with my back to the headboard.  

    “Come on, Theodore, lie over my lap, a good spanking with this will do the trick.” 

    He groaned, “Really?” 

    “Yes, really, now get over here before I decide to give you extra spanks.” 

    “OK, Miss.” He sighed and draped himself over my lap.  

    I measured the brush on his buttock cheeks. The position was a little awkward, but I figured it wouldn’t need too many spanks to get him going. 

    “I’m not leaving here, Theodore, without you fucking me. And if I have to then you are going to have a very sore bottom and you won’t sit down comfortably for a week,” I announced running the back of the brush over his naked skin. 

    I lifted it up and delivered two even spanks one to each cheek, lifting off, nicely paced for maximum impact. 

    SMACK “Owwwwwww” 

    SMACK “Oh owww fuckkkkk” 

    “You are going to fuck me or I’m going to give you the spanking of a lifetime, my boy.” 

    SMACK “OWWWWW” 

    SMACK “Ohhhhh owwwww” 

    I felt something stir in my lap and it was definitely his cock. A few more would certainly do it.  

    “I loved strapping your fine backside and caning you. It made me so horny, you know that don’t you?” 

    SMACK “Owwwwww 

    SMACK “AHHHHH” 

    SMACK “Oh oh oh ohhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Ahhhh fuckkkkk” 

    I was alternating cheeks and I could feel his cock hardening. I unleashed a volley of spanks just to make sure. 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” 

    SMACK “OHHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “Owwwwwww: 

    SMACK “Owww oh owwwwwww” 

    SMACK “AHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    His cock was stiff and rigid against my thighs. I laid the brush aside. There was no time to lose. 

    “Get off, now, and lie on your back,” I told him. 

    He did so and his cock was sticking out like a big hard thick monster rod. 

    I straddled him and eased it into me. It felt big too and filled up my pussy pushing the walls outward. 

    “Ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhh, Theodore, ohhhhhhhhh” I cried out. 

    He closed his eyes, and I sank down until he was in deep. 

    “Oh, my Goddddddddd!” It was exquisite. 

    “Fuck, oh fuck, fuckkkkk,” he gasped evidently enjoying the feel of his cock in what was now a very tight pussy. 

    I began to fuck him, rising up and falling gently at first. As if it could not be possible, his cock seemed to swell even more. 

    “Oh fuck, ohhhhh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkkk,” I cried out. 

    “Shit, shit, ohhhh, shit, fuckkkkk,” he hissed in his breath. 

    I wanted to go slowly savouring it for as long as possible but the feeling of it was so good, I felt compelled to start going faster. Every time I sank down, I screamed out as he filled up my pussy. 

    “Ohhhhhh, fuckkk, ohhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    He groaned, “Ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, Goddddd, ahhhhhh.” 

    “Ohhhh, oh God, God, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh.” 

    I was screeching with every thrust and he was beginning to push up as I went down. It was unbelievably good, amazing. I knew I could not contain myself for much longer and my orgasm threatened to break at any moment. I also didn’t want to lose his hardness, so I kept going, starting to pound down on him regardless of the consequences. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuckkk, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, ohhhhh, oh my, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, aahhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhh,” I was shouting now and so was he. 

    “Oh God, oh fuck, oh God, Oh God, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh.” 

    I knew he was close too and could feel the pulses in his cock about to start. I was practically bouncing when finally, my climax hit me. 

    “Ahhhh, ahhhhhh, ahhhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhh Godddddd, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed out as I started to cum pushing down hard and grinding on his cock. 

    His cock started pulsing in turn and he shouted out as he orgasmed. I felt his hot cum spurting into me. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, ohhhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk.” 

    The two of us stayed like that for a while covered in sweat. My head felt as if it had exploded, and I had to wait for it to clear. His cock began to recede a little and I climbed off him. I pulled him into an embrace.  

    “Thank you,” I said. 

    “For what?” 

    “For giving me that amazing fuck.” I kissed him affectionately. 

    Not every kiss is going to take you to heaven and back. I enjoyed his kiss though and I did feel something towards him in the moment. It was impossible to not have some kind of feelings for someone with whom you had shared such an intimate encounter. However, each one of my hotwife people had been very different, and some of them I felt more affinity towards than others. I had not broken my promise not to see them again, although there was one who I still would love to fuck and spank again.  

    “I wish I could find someone like you, to be with for always,” said Theodore. 

    “Well, I’m taken but I hope you can. You deserve it, really. Then you won’t have to wank in the toilet at work.” I giggled. 

    “So, you didn’t think I was a dirty pervert?” 

    “Of course not, that was just for the role play, silly. Who am I to talk about perverts? I rang my husband up and masturbated while we were on the phone and I was using my vibrator at home while he was at the office.” 

    He drew a breath and looked impressed.  

    “God, he’s a lucky man.” 

    “Oh, yes, yes, he is, for sure. He doesn’t realise how lucky he is, or perhaps he does.” 

    “Oh, he does,” said Theodore seriously. 

    “You know him?” 

    “He’s… a client of our organisation. I’ve met him a few times.” 

    “And how did you get to find out I was a hotwife?” I was curious now and although I had never asked, I suppose now we had brought it up, I may as well do so. 

    “We talked, over a drink one time. I’d had a little too much and confessed about my spanking kink and the bondage. He said he might be able to help me, and we talked more about you. When he told me about you, I could hardly wait.” 

    “And you weren’t disappointed?” 

    “God no! The opposite. It’s more than I could have dreamed of.” 

    “I guess your bottom is going to be sore for a while.” 

    “I don’t care about that. It will be a good reminder.” 

    “Well, I’m glad.” I smiled. Then a thought occurred to me. “Did, Mathew tell you any of his kinks by chance?” 

    He hesitated and then felt perhaps he should, now he was in that deep. 

    “Well, he did mention the cam girl.” 

    “Oh, did he?” 

    “You’re not going to tell him, are you?” he looked anxious. “That I told you?” 

    “I don’t know. I’ve been wanting an excuse to spank him, and this is the perfect one, confiding secrets.” 

    He looked so alarmed I relented and laughed. 

    “It’s OK, I’ll find another excuse to spank him. I won’t betray your confidence.” 

    “If you were mine, I’d be giving you excuses every day.” 

    I laughed and so did he. 

    “You’re not Mathew. He won’t admit to liking spanking, so….” I shrugged. I had probably said too much but then so had he. I looked at the time. It was getting on, and I doubted Theodore was going to have another hard-on. I teased my finger up his shaft. “Do you think he’ll come out to play again before I go?”  

    “Truthfully, I don’t think so,” he admitted. “I’m sorry.” 

    “It’s OK. I had him once and that was excellent.” 

    We lay and talked for a while about this and that, and about kinks. I asked him more about bondage techniques and wax play. I wasn’t sure I’d do wax again or even bondage, but it was good to know. He didn’t mind about the wax bits from his bottom which were no doubt on the floor and said he’d clean it all up after I had gone. I laughed and told him it was his penance. 

    Eventually, I left, and texted Mathew I was OK. As I drove home, I reflected upon the evening. It had been very horny in lots of ways. It was perhaps not as intense emotionally for me, and maybe I was just getting used to it. I couldn’t be expected to click with every one of them. I decided the next one though, should be a woman. I wanted that different encounter which it was going to bring. I wanted to feel the velvet of a woman’s lips on mine and to lick the velvet lips of her pussy too. It was something I needed, for now. The need and desire for new encounters, new people to spank and fuck was still strong, and I knew I was going to be hotwifing for the foreseeable future. On that happy thought, I pulled my car into our driveway and crawled up to bed. I snuggled up against Mathew and fell into a satisfied sleep, glad to be next to the man I truly loved. 

    *** 

    

  


   
    Her spanking pet (Book Six) 

    Theodore proved to have been an interesting encounter. I learned how to use a spanking strap, which I certainly enjoyed, and dripping wax as a sex game. I’m still not sure about the wax but he liked it. I also learned some bondage techniques, which I found arousing. Something I could certainly put to good use in the future. 

    The sex and the spanking were definitely the thing for me, and the parts I enjoyed the most. I was, however, determined that my next encounter should be a female on her own. I wanted to try that dynamic and what I imagined would be a softer side coupled with some very hot sex. I wanted the spanking too, of course. I wouldn’t be without the spanking part. 

    Because my sex with Mathew had been a little rough lately, as in quite aggressive, I decided to soften it up a little. I knew it was partly my fault because I would tease him a lot and threaten to spank him. I planned, instead, a romantic dinner. I decided we’d have steak, fries and salad. A satisfying meal and a great prelude to sex.  

    As I thought about what was going to happen, my fingers stole down to my pussy. I slipped one, and then two fingers inside. I began to gently masturbate thinking of seducing Mathew properly. I imagined kissing him and then running my hands over him, undressing him. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, mmm, yes, oh God, yes.”  

    The picture was arousing, I became wetter and wetter, finger fucking myself. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, fuckkk, ahhhh, yessss.” 

    In my head, Mathew was fucking me, hard. He was pounding his cock into me and I loved it like that. He was fucking me from behind pulling my hair. 

    “Oh, God, fuck, fuck, yes, oh Mathew, yes, yes, oh, yes, yes, yessssssssssssss.” 

    I orgasmed very rapidly and let it spread deliciously through my body. It was nice, although I noticed how my romantic image had degenerated very fast into a hard fucking. Perhaps it was really what I did want from Mathew. The rough and hard part. As I licked my fingers clean, tasting myself, I pondered the point, while I got on with some work. None the wiser, dinner time came around. 

    Instead of wearing a t-shirt dress and nothing else, as I usually did. I put on a slinky red satin negligee slip to go with my hair, and high heel red mules. I took care with my nails, and a little soupcon of makeup. I hoped perhaps to have a nice romantic bath together before fucking his brains out. Would I manage to keep it romantic? I didn’t know. 

    As luck would have it, Mathew didn’t come home in a great mood. In fact, he was downright growly.  

    I went straight up to him, not realising at first, and put my arms around him, kissing him softly. 

    “Hi, baby…” I whispered, hoping he would notice my attire. 

    He didn’t and kissed me perfunctorily. I assumed something had bothered him at work and paid it no mind. I wasn’t so easily put off at the best of times. 

    “I missed you,” I said trying again. 

    “Hmm? Is it bedtime already? Are we not having dinner?” he said remarking upon my negligee at last. 

    “We are, I’ll go and make it shall I?” I resisted the attempt to bite with a sarcastic retort and hoped the steak would cheer him up. I wanted to keep the mood if I could. He smiled at the thought of steak.  

    “Great, I’m starved, I’ll just go and take a shower.” 

    Then he was gone, upstairs. I shelved the thought of a nice bath together, and went into the kitchen to cook it. By the time he came back down wearing a towelling robe, I was about to fry the steaks. 

    “Feeling better?” I asked him, handing him a glass of wine. 

    “Yes…” he paused. “Wait a minute, erm… did you put that on for my benefit?”  

    The penny had finally dropped for him. I did a twirl for him. 

    “Fuck! Sorry, I missed that before… very nice,” he said appreciatively. Then he noticed the candles on the table. “This is a special dinner isn’t it?” 

    He looked as if he was worried that he’d forgotten a special occasion, but I put him out of his misery. 

    “Well, it’s your favourite, darling, me, plus steak, fries and salad. I was… trying to make a romantic gesture. That’s all.” I furnished him with a big smile. 

    “I fucked it up, didn’t I?” he said ruefully. 

    “Well, let’s say it wasn’t quite the way planned it.” I served the food, and slid his plate in front of him. “We were going to have dinner, a romantic bath for two and then we were going to fuck like rabbits.” 

    “Are we still not?” he looked aggrieved. 

    “Do you want to?” I certainly did and was feeling ultra horny, but I wanted to make sure. 

    “Of course, fuck yes!”  

    “Then eat your steak, darling, to get your strength up.” I laughed lightly.  

    Nothing much was said for a little while. We both ate with evident enjoyment, and I teased him with my foot, running it up his calf. He smiled at me. The fact I hadn’t got mad at him, perhaps disconcerted him. However, I wasn’t about to let it go so easily. I had other plans. 

    “So,” I pushed my plate aside. “We can go upstairs soon, if you want to.” 

    “Yes, and I’m sorry, about earlier.” 

    “Oh, you will be, darling.”  

    “What?” His head jerked up at that. 

    “Well, you’ve given me the perfect excuse to give you a spanking. Not today though, I’ll save it.” I smiled at him sweetly. 

    I watched the emotions cross his face. But I knew the look in his eyes, and he was horny. We had been leading up to this for a while. A formal spanking occasion. Now he had handed it to me on a plate. However, I would choose the time and day. It wouldn’t be today. Perhaps we both knew we wanted to try it properly. 

    “Right, well, I suppose, if you must,” was all he said with an exaggerated sigh. 

    I was ecstatic. He hadn’t argued and thus tacitly consented. Shelving the plans for his chastisement, I was about to suggest going upstairs when he spoke again. 

    “Before we go to bed, I’ve found you, erm, someone, well… a woman.” 

    “Oh? Do tell?” 

    “She’s a submissive, apparently, her name is Sandra. Although she likes to be called Sadie.” 

    “Sadie? Unusual for a submissive, sounds more dominant,” I mused. 

    “Yes, well, anyway, here’s a photo.” 

    He showed me a picture of a pretty woman, younger than me. Perhaps in her mid-twenties. She had long black hair, full lips, green eyes, and was very attractive overall. I instantly felt hot. 

    “Nice,” I said. “So, she’s a submissive?” 

    “Into spanking, and well, it’s rather unusual, but she wants to meet you for coffee first.” 

    “Coffee?” 

    “Yes, she wants to discuss the date with you first. So that you understand her needs and to make sure you’re up for it.” 

    He looked at me, as if wondering what I would say. 

    “OK.” I shrugged. There was nothing to lose from the meeting and, in a way, it would mean I got to decide if I wanted to do it or not. I didn’t ask how he knew her. He found these people in all kinds of ways, and perhaps I would rather not know. 

    “Right, good, I’ll set it up.” He fixed me with a predatory eye. “Now, let’s go to bed.” 

    “OK.” 

    I stood up, took him by the hand and led him upstairs. 

    “We can skip the bath,” I told him. “I’m pretty horny anyway.” 

    “Likewise.” 

    In the bedroom, I pulled him down on the bed beside me. We began to kiss. Desire flamed through me, and I felt his cock grow hard against me. His hands were running over my slip, feeling my skin beneath it. I hissed in a breath and felt my pussy go wet. He had shrugged off the robe and was naked. His cock was standing out as stiff as a board. The kiss made my head spin and my hand automatically took his cock in my hand. I began to wank him slowly. 

    “Ohhhh, fuckkkk, Lucyyy,” he breathed. His voice was rich with lust. “God, I want to fuck you, oh Lucy, you’re so beautiful, I love you.” 

    This was unusually passionate, and I was touched. We didn’t always do endearments in bed. Perhaps the romantic setting had worked. 

    He was kissing my neck, and running his thumbs around my nipples. They went hard instantaneously. 

    “Oh, fuckkkkkk, fuck, Mathew, oh God.” 

    I urgently pushed his hand down between my legs, and he began to finger fuck me while I was still wanking him. 

    “Oh, Lucy, Lucy, I want you so bad,” he whispered. 

    “Me too.” 

    I pushed him onto his back and straddled him in my favourite position. I slid his cock inside me and squealed with delight. 

    “Ah, fuck, that’s tight, so nice and tight,” he said. 

    I certainly liked a tight fit and although Mathew wasn’t big, he was big enough to fill me up nicely.  

    “Yes, oh, God, yes, yes.” 

    I began to fuck him, slowly at first, riding his cock. 

    “Oh, fuck, fuck, yes, oh God, yes, oh, Lucy, fuckkkk,” he cried out. 

    It was delicious and I was loving every moment. I began to go faster, unable to hold myself back. The wave inside me was building with every thrust. 

    “Ohhhh, Mathew, fuck, fuck, oh fuck, darling, oh God, oh, God, God.” 

    The sensations were amazing, as always. I resisted the urge to slap him. Slapping turned me on and him too, but I wanted this to be a different fuck. Just more normal, perhaps. 

    “Oh fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, I’m close, oh God, God.” 

    “Oh Lucy, let me, let me fuck you, I want to,” he said desperately. 

    I got off him hurriedly and he took me from behind on all fours. He loved this position and he immediately began to pound into me, harder and harder. 

    “Oh God, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, oh, oh.” I was going to crest the wave any moment and I could feel his cock starting to pulse. He was about to cum. 

    “Oh, Lucyyyyy, I’m cummminnnnng, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh,” he roared out like a rutting stag in his usual style. 

    I loved it though and it tipped me over the edge into a scream. “Ahhhhh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Mathewwwwwwwww, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkk!”  

    It was amazing, the heat rushed through me. A wave of pleasure followed by another. I felt Mathew’s cock spurting me full of his cum. It was beautiful and I loved it. I loved him intensely and particularly at that moment.  

    As we lay in each other’s arms, I realised for the umpteenth time he was everything to me. It was good to know that he could inspire those feelings in me still, and I in him. I kissed him gently and on that note, we fell asleep. 

    *** 

    I met with Sadie a couple of days later. She chose the coffee shop which turned out to be somewhat secluded, and as well as tables, it had small booths where up to four people could sit. I am not sure what I was expecting but Sadie had dressed in jeans, a t-shirt and sandals. The t-shirt was a little tight and I could see she had very nice pert breasts. She wore a little makeup thought understated, with red lips and it suited her black hair. Her green eyes were beautiful, as was she. I flicked a glance at her feet, and they were shapely, almost perfect with long nicely proportioned toes.  

    “Shall we?” she asked me, indicating a booth where we could be comfortable. 

    “Sure.” 

    I sat down and she sat quite close but not quite touching. I was conscious, however, of her presence and it somehow aroused me. She exuded something, a pheromone perhaps, but it made me think of sex almost instantly. She smiled at me, dazzling me somewhat. 

    “What will you have?” she said. 

    “A latte will be fine.” On the tip of my tongue, I wanted to say, ‘you’ but I managed to prevent myself.  

    I won’t pretend anything other than being instantly attracted to her. I already had thoughts of running my hands through her black hair, kissing those inviting lips. I had to get hold of my fantasies before my imagination went wild and I embarrassed myself. 

    The waiter brought the drinks and we talked for a while. She didn’t do anything particularly fancy for work, and lived alone in a small house in town. Her parents had bought it for her, and they spent a good deal of time abroad. All the time there was this undercurrent of sexual tension building between us. I finished my coffee and realising we hadn’t discussed the nub of the issue, I decided to tackle it head-on. 

    “Sadie, what is it you really want from me?” I asked her bluntly but gently. 

    “What do you mean?” she replied with a frown. 

    “You wanted this meeting to explain your needs… so…” I stopped.  

    She smiled. 

    “You want me to tell you about my kinks? Is that it?” 

    “I want you to tell me how you want it to go, when we, if I… if I come to your house and we…” 

    “Have sex?” she added helpfully. 

    Her obtuseness was annoying me a little. It was bordering on bratty. 

    “Yes, how do you want it to go? You said to Mathew you were concerned in case I wasn’t up to it.” 

    “Oh, no, I never said that.” She laughed. Her laugh was cute. She was cute as hell, I wondered how much longer I could keep my hands off her. “I just said I’ve particular needs and I want to be sure… erm… you have it in you to be strict, very strict.” 

    “Explain?” I leaned my elbows on the table and put my chin in one hand. 

    “Don’t do that,” she said at once. “It’s distracting and it makes me want to kiss you.” 

    “What’s stopping you?” I replied my lips curving into a saucy smile. 

    “Oh, fuck it!” 

    Without warning her lips were on mine, soft and pliable but also urgent, intense. Sensations flooded me and I felt swept away by it. Transported elsewhere for a moment or two until she let go, panting. 

    “I’ve been wanting to do that from the moment I saw you,” she told me. 

    “What else have you been wanting to do…” 

    “No, no wait, I need to… need to tell you first.” 

    She moved away slightly but possessed herself of my hand, so that perhaps I didn’t feel rejected or some such thing. Suddenly she became quite serious. 

    “You have to understand. I’m a brat, a real brat and I need to be punished. When I am bad, and I am very bad, I need a hard spanking immediately. Do you see? I will probably need several because I can’t help myself. When my brattiness kicks in, I can’t stop it. I need a bare bottom spanking and I have to have it, or I won’t stop…” she paused looking at me. I regarded her dispassionately. “Are you up to it?”  

    “I’m sure I can oblige you,” I said lightly after absorbing this rather surprising confession. 

    She hadn’t finished. “You really do have to understand, it’s a craving, an overriding desire. Once you are at my house, you will find me a very different person and I need to know you can cope with it.” 

    She seemed so much in earnest and I could see in her eyes, she hoped I would be able to say yes.  

    “OK.” I nodded. “What about sex?” 

    She laughed “That goes without saying. I need sex too, a lot of it.”  

    I laughed too. The unusual way she had approached it was very frank and might have taken me aback had this not been my sixth hotwife encounter. As it was, I felt able to take it in my stride. 

    “Well... I think I can accommodate your sex and spanking requirements so don’t worry yourself too much about that.” 

    I couldn’t imagine what could possibly be so bad as she was describing. I had delivered some sound spankings already so I didn’t feel as if I couldn’t do it. I was sure I could and also, I really wanted to, now she had mentioned it. The idea of her naked over my knee was making me incredibly horny. The next thing she said raised the temperature even further. 

    She sighed. “I hope so, I really do, because I like you. I fancy you so much that I want to take you to the bathroom and finger fuck you now.” 

    I gasped slightly. I was wet as anything.  

    “Oh shit. Well, I…” I began but she talked over me. 

    “I said I want it now!” her voice rose a little. 

    “Oh well…” I tried again but got no further. 

    “Aren’t you listening to me, I said now!” she blazed at me out of the blue. 

    I was at once annoyed at her attitude, it came without warning. Unused to being spoken to that way, I bit back at her without thinking. As always, I had no idea where these words came from when I suddenly turned into a dominating bitch. 

    “Oh fuck! Really? You certainly do need a spanking and if you don’t stop, I’ll take you to the toilet give you one with those sandals you’re wearing,” I said severely. 

    She laughed and was all smiles as if she had turned off a switch. “That wasn’t real. I was testing you, just playing to see what you would do.” 

    I sighed. I had certainly fallen for it. If she was going to be like it on the hotwife date then she was going to be a handful, I mused. 

    “Did I pass?” I smiled, though a doubt or two crept into my head about the wisdom of actually going through with the encounter. 

    “Oh yes. With flying colours. It sounded just like you meant it.” 

    “I did mean it,” I informed her. “But then you didn’t mean, you wanted to…” This part was a little disappointing. The idea of getting finger fucked in the toilet, of all places, had taken hold. 

    “Oh, but I did.”  

    “Oh, oh!” I wondered what was going to happen next. Was she going to drag me off? 

    Once again, she deflated me a little.  

    “But it’s better to wait.” 

    It wasn’t what I wanted to hear at all. 

    “Is it?” The fact is now I really wanted her and desperately too. She was doing things to me in my head, mind fucking me for sure. I wanted to feel her fingers in my pussy so badly. 

    She laughed, sensing my mood. 

    “No fuck it, come on, let’s do it now. I want to.” 

    Sadie stood up, grabbed my hand and led me to the toilet. The coffee shop was practically empty, and nobody paid us any mind. She opened the toilet door, which was one of those unisex cubicles. In fact, there were two or three. It was almost as if she knew exactly where to go. She pulled me in, shut the door and locked it. 

    “You’ve done this before,” I said. 

    “I’m not going to lie,” she said in a low voice suddenly throbbing with passion. 

    I was past the point of no return.  

    “I don’t care, fuck, I just want you, right now.” 

    My arms snaked around her neck and I was kissing her in an instant. She pushed me hard against the wall. Then her hands were under my short skirt and sliding into my panties. I felt her fingers on my sopping pussy and I moaned with pleasure, still kissing her. 

    Her fingers began to fuck me, gently at first and then more insistently. 

    “Oh shit, fuck, fuck, oh God, God, God, fuckkkk,” I breathed. She was very good at it and the whole situation was bringing me close to orgasm very quickly. 

    “Oh God, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck,” I almost squealed squirming and squeezing my thighs together. 

    “Do you like that? Do you like it, bitch?” she whispered. 

    “I do… oh God, fuck…  and you’re going find out, ohhhhh, fuckkk, fuckkk… you… oh fuck, God, God… you are going… fuck, ahhh, fuck… going to find out… ahhh, ohhhhhh… what a bitch… oh fuckkkk…. what a… bitch… fuckkkk, ohhhh, shiittt, God… I really ammmmm… ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 

    The wave broke inside me and I was cumming as quietly as I could. She put her wet pussy flavoured fingers in my mouth, and I bit down on a scream, as her other hand took over. Waves rushed through me. It was heady and explosive. I felt as if I was elsewhere for a few moments before I eventually came down from the high. She kissed me. 

    “Was that good?” she said softly. 

    “I loved it.” 

    She turned as if to wash her hands. 

    “Wait?” I said, undoing her jeans. 

    “What are you? You don’t have to… I just wanted to… for you…” she said. 

    “Oh, but I do,” I replied, I had every intention now of showing her exactly what I was capable of. The devil was in me and I couldn’t stop it. 

    I pulled down her jeans and knickers, took hold of her shoulders and turned her around. 

    Before she could say anything more, I delivered six hard stinging slaps to her bottom. 

    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 

    The spanks reverberated around the cubicle. I was past the point of worrying if anyone outside or in the other cubicles had heard. 

    “Owwwwwwwwww, oh God, Jesus,” she squealed taken by surprise. 

    I noted, pleased, that her creamy bottom had some nice pink blotches on it.  

    I turned her back to face me. 

    “That’s for being a brat and for calling me a bitch. Wait until I get to your house and then you are going to receive a spanking you won’t forget,” I informed her. 

    “Oh God, fuck, oh my God. That’s what I wanted to hear, oh God, God. That’s so horny, fuck, fuck, oh Godddd.” 

    Her hand moved down between her legs involuntarily. 

    “Let me,” I said.  

    I felt my fingers in her pussy and we fingered her together, first with one, then two, then three. She was soaking wet and ripe for it. It was incredible. She gasped over and over. 

    “Oh, fuck, shit, shit, oh, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh.” 

    I upped the intensity watching her all the while. Her fingers matched my movements. I knew she was close. Our eyes locked together, and then suddenly her pupils dilated. 

    “Oh, my fucking God, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    She struggled to stop herself from shouting out loud as her orgasm arrived. She pulled herself into me, holding me desperately. 

    “You’re so beautiful, so beautiful, I loved what you did, and I want more, so much more, I can hardly wait,” she whispered over and over.  

    After a little while, she pulled away and kissed me on the lips. 

    “That was amazing… I mean so nice… it was lovely… unexpected. Everything I imagined and more.” 

    “There will be plenty more where it came from, believe me,” I told her referring particularly to the spanks. 

    “Yes, for sure, I can tell. It’s going to be so good. I’m totally sold, we’ll set a date.” 

    “I will look forward to it.” 

    “I will too.”  

    I certainly meant it. It was set to be a red-hot encounter if this had been anything to go by. I was looking forward, if truth be told, to giving her an intensely hard spanking if that was what she wanted and then I wanted to feel her tongue on my pussy. I had a feeling the date was going to be something to remember. 

    *** 

    A few days later I pulled up outside Sadie’s house. It was quite small, as she had said. A country cottage, in fact, set behind a white picket fence with very nice well-kept gardens. There was a rose arbour over the door which seemed old fashioned, at least to my way of thinking. Her house was a little way out of town, surrounded by fields and there was a small hamlet a little way off. I had arrived early afternoon on a Saturday. Usually, I reserved weekday nights for hotwifing but somehow, but I was glad this could be a longer encounter. The same curfew rules applied, however. I had to be home by two a.m. 

    I had dressed with care. With spanking and domination in mind, I had purchased a leather mini skirt for the occasion and paired it with a white blouse. I put on a red jacket over it and black shiny patent mules. To match the jacket, my lipstick and toenails were red. I had pulled my hair into a ponytail to look more mistress like and severe. I have to say I enjoyed the effect. It had the bonus of being an outfit I could wear to deliver the promised spanking to Mathew. Putting that thought firmly from my mind, I knocked on the door and waited. 

    It was opened and to my surprise, Sadie was completely naked, apart from a leather collar around her neck. She stepped back as the door opened and knelt down. I found this rather intimidating, if truth be told and wasn’t at all what I was expecting. My hotwife encounters usually began with dinner and good conversation before we got down to it. However, I had to remember we’d done that part in the coffee shop. So, this was time for the real deal. 

    “Enter, please, Mistress Lucy,” she told me bowing her head. 

    Gathering this was to be the tenor of the evening, I tried to get into character at once. I was supposed to be the dominant, so I had better live up to it. I stepped over the threshold, shut the door behind me and locked it. I wasn’t really sure what to expect from her or what would happen next, so I tried to stick to my script.  

    “Have you made dinner?” I asked her, since this was one of my stipulations. 

    “What do you think?” she flashed back with a sudden insolent tone. 

    “What?” I wasn’t anticipating this reaction at all.  

    “I said, what do you think? Do you think I wouldn’t do it? What the fuck do you take me for, bitch?” 

    I was taken by surprise, at this attitude. For a moment or two, I wondered what to do, and contemplated simply walking out. I wasn’t supposed to be spoken to like that. I saw the anxious expression in her eyes, and realised it was an act. This was the inner brat which she had warned me about. I was supposed to take swift action. Steeling myself, I got into character. 

    “How dare you!” I said at once, and stooping down on the spur of the moment, I delivered a slap across her face. 

    SLAP! 

    Her eyes widened in shock. She wasn’t quite expecting me to be that responsive either. God knows what was going to happen next. I soon found out. 

    “Owwww, you fucking bitch, fuck you!”  

    This wasn’t acceptable to me, if I was being the Domme. Evidently, I was going to be expected to spank right away. I decided I had best get on with it and oblige her. I grabbed her hand, and pulled her up. 

    “You little brat, how dare you speak to me like that? You wanted a hard spanking, didn’t you? Well, you’re going to get a spanking right now.” 

    “I don’t care, you can’t make me…” she complained as I marched by good fortune into what appeared to be her living room. It was just as well, since I had no idea about the layout of the house at all.  

    There was a chair already placed in the centre of the room, a plain wooden one which I assume she was expecting me to use. Keeping hold of her hand, and noting she had stuck out her lip in defiance, I sat down on the chair. 

    “Get over my knee now!” I ordered her. 

    “I won’t, I won’t!” she stamped her foot. 

    “Oh yes, you will!” She was playing the part so well, I easily slipped into dominatrix mode.  

    I pulled her across my lap. She didn’t resist and actually obeyed easily enough, for all her protestations. It was obvious she wanted a spanking really. As I had nothing to spank her with, I decided to use my hand. I placed it on her naked buttocks, and it sent shivers down to my pussy which became wet at once. I lifted my hand and began the spanking, scolding her at the same time. 

    “How SMACK, dare you SMACK! I will SMACK not SMACK be spoken to SMACK like that SMACK! You little brat SMACK is that SMACK understood? SMACK!” 

    “Owwwwww, owwwwww,” she complained as my hand left red marks on her behind. I hadn’t really spanked with my hand before, so I was pleased it did an excellent job.  

    “Yes, you may well say, ow, and you’re going to say it a lot more before I’m done, missy!” 

    SMACK “Owwww” 

    SMACK “Owww howwww” 

    SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Ow ow ow ow ow” 

    SMACK “Oh Godddddd” 

    I paused, as she had gone quite limp. I had deliberately spanked much harder than I usually did since I knew it was what she wanted. However, I paused, since it possibly wasn’t going to be the only spanking I would have to give her over the course of the evening. It would be a good plan to hold some spanks in reserve. 

    “Are you going to behave now?” I asked her softly stroking her back. Her skin was smooth and silky, so sexy. 

    “Yes, Mistress,” she nodded her head, amazingly compliant. This was completely at odds with her earlier behaviour.  

    “You won’t speak to me like that again?” I wanted to be sure before stopping. 

    “No, Mistress.” 

    “And have you made dinner?” 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    “Good, then you can get up, and let’s go and eat.” 

    She climbed off my lap and was all smiles. I wondered exactly how long it would last. She had warned me she was going to be a brat and she hadn’t been lying. Was she going to do it again? If so, I’d need to use something a bit more effective than my hand, I decided.  

    She led the way into her kitchen. It was cosy with a fire burning in a wood stove, and a heavy-set table with chairs around it. The room was spacious, and oblivious to her naked state she set about transferring things from pots and pans into serving dishes. I sat at the table and waited, watching her with interest. 

    “I give you permission to talk to me, like a normal person,” I said at length, unused to this Mistress and submissive scenario being played out quite in the way it was, particularly at dinner. I wanted some proper conversation. 

    “OK, Mistress.” 

    She put dishes of steaming boiled potatoes coated with butter and parsley, broccoli, a salad, and some beautiful cooked white fish with a sauce to pour on it. She served me out a portion and then served herself. After which, she put her plate on the floor. I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

    “What are you doing?” I demanded at once wondering if this was another brat episode brewing. 

    “I should eat on the floor, I’m your slave, I need to be subservient.” 

    This was ridiculous and I wasn’t going to have it. I said very assertively, “No, you can eat at the table like a normal person.” 

    “No, I want to eat on the floor!” The edge came back into her voice.  

    “No, get up at once!” 

    She was already kneeling on the floor in front of her plate. 

    “I won’t, I won’t, I won’t, you can’t make me, you can’t make me…” 

    I sighed. She really hadn’t been joking at all about being a brat. It was beginning to dawn on me that what she had told me was true and not the exaggeration I had imagined it to be. She really did need some hard spankings. 

    Her behaviour seemed to call for more severe measures. I spied a large wooden spoon on the kitchen countertop, grabbed it and returned to my seat turning it around. 

    “Get over my knee, brat!” I ordered her, brandishing the spoon. 

    She obeyed with alacrity endorsing her desire for spanking. Without further ado, I unleashed several hard spanks with the spoon on her backside. I spanked in quick succession but without letup. She yelped as the spoon left red marks on her bottom. It made a satisfying smacking sound when it impacted on her bare backside. 

    SMACK “Owwwwww” SMACK “Aiiiiiiiii” 

    SMACK “Owww” SMACK “Ah fuckkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Ouch owwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Oh Godddddd” 

    SMACK “Ohhhhhh” SMACK “Nooooooo” 

    SMACK “OWWWWWW” SMACK “AHHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “OWWW FUCKKKK” SMACK “OHHH OWWW OWW OWWWW” 

    I stopped, realising there would be many more spanks required. I resolved to pace myself. She certainly complained about the spanks even though she was the one who wanted them. I wondered at the dichotomy she seemed to be. However, I wasn’t there to analyse her, just to fuck her and spank her. God knows I wanted to, she aroused some primaeval feelings within me, more than any other hotwife encounter had done. 

    “Are you going to do as you are told?” I asked her gently. 

    “Yes, yes, Mistress.” 

    “Good, get up and eat at the table like a normal person.” 

    She smiled at me, climbed off my lap and picked up her plate. Her bottom was peppered with red marks. It seemed very likely this would not be the last time I would be spanking her. Neither of these had been very long spankings, and I suspected eventually she would need a really sound spanking. Things were just building up to that point. 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    She sat at the table, and we began to eat. The food was delicious, and it took my mind off other things. The sexual tension eased a little. I was certainly quite wet already after spanking her twice. I put my desire to fuck her on hold and instead, we had a nice conversation and got through the main course and dessert without incident.  

    She told me, she was gay and had been from a young age. She had discovered a predilection for spanking from one of her girlfriends’ who used to discipline her when she misbehaved. She began to like it and it seemed somehow her partner became frustrated with Sadie’s focus on this aspect of their relationship. Sadie had been very much in love, perhaps even that deep first love most of us have had. The parting had left Sadie feeling broken for a very long time. There were tears in Sadie’s eyes when she related this story and I felt for her, wanting to simply hug her and make her feel better. I put out my hand and held hers for a while. She gave me a wan grateful smile. Perhaps her brattishness has stemmed from this. Who knew?  

    We finished eating, I complimented her on the food. Then, feeling we were both ready for some more fun, I asked her, “Where is your bedroom?” 

    “I’ll take you,” she replied. 

    “Good, because I want to fuck you and I think you need to be fucked, don’t you?” 

    This perhaps took her slightly by surprise. I can be very forthright when I want to, however. 

    “Oh!” She flushed. “Yes, yes, I do, I want it, come on, come on! You’re turning me on, talking like that.” 

    She practically dragged me from the kitchen to her bedroom. It was quite spacious for a small house and had a four-poster double bed. It was a modern style of bed, though, and not heavy set like those of yore. It had a light frame and lacy netting across the top hanging down. There was a dressing table, a stool, a wooden high-backed chair, wardrobe, and unusually, a long wooden low bench. I didn’t have time to think about what that was for, because Sadie tumbled onto the bed pulling me with her. 

    Then we were kissing, intensely, and once again those sweet sensations were running through my head making thought impossible. Sadie’s hands were urgently divesting me of my clothes so that she could feel my naked skin. I pushed the discarded clothes off the bed onto the floor, intent on making love to this gorgeous woman. 

    Her tongue began to rove down my neck, to my breasts and nipples. I gasped at the feeling of it, and felt my nipples harden under her ministrations. After a few moments, she traced a trail down my belly and between my legs. As her tongue touched my very wet pussy I practically exploded. 

    “Oh, fuckkkk, that’s… oh God… so good, soooo good, fuckkkk, oh God, God, don’t stop, oh my God, fuckkkk, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh,” I cried out as shudders ran through me with every flick of my tongue. 

    I could feel the wave begin to crest and I knew she was certainly not going to stop licking me. Her arms came up under my bottom and wrapped around my thighs, pulling me in closer to her mouth. 

    “Oh shitttt, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh Godddd.” This was better than Millicent I thought vaguely as I shuddered with pleasure at each flick of her tongue. 

    “Ohhhhh, ohhhh, fuck, don’t stop, I’m so closeeee.”  

    She continued, flicking and driving me wild to the point I was almost there, very close to finishing. Suddenly, she pulled away and stood up. 

    “What are you doing?” I said, aghast at being denied in this fashion. 

    “I don’t feel like doing it anymore,” she said with a shrug. 

    “You’re joking right?” I could hardly believe it. 

    “No…” 

    My deprivation was superseded by anger. In hindsight, I am sure this was the reaction she was after. She was very good at engendering emotional responses which made me want to spank her. 

    “How dare you!” I shouted standing up. I’m not normally like this, at all, but she had driven me to distraction. I wasn’t thinking straight. 

    She stared back full of insolence like a petulant child. All I could think of was how she needed another damn good spanking. 

    I saw there was a pair of thong sandals on the floor, with thin soles. These would be perfect for what I needed. In an instant, I had seized one, grabbed her roughly by the hand and turned her over my lap. 

    “You little brat!” I said angrily. “How dare you leave me high and dry!” 

    Now I had the sandal in my hand, I was itching to put it to good use. I placed the sole of the sandal against her naked bottom to pick my spot, raised it and delivered several measured hard spanks to her rear end which was still pink from the wooden spoon. 

    SMACK “Owwwwwwww” 

    SMACK “Owww fuckkkkk” 

    SMACK “AHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “Ow ow ow ow” 

    “This is nothing more than you deserve, you little bitch. I will teach you some damn manners in the bedroom.” I scolded her angrily venting my ire at having my orgasm interrupted. 

    SMACK “Owwww ohhhhh owwww owwwww” 

    SMACK “Fuckkkkkk owwwwww fuckkkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SMACK “OH GOD OWWWWWW” 

    She certainly was vocal about it but lay there passively taking it too, as if she really wanted me to spank her. I wasn’t holding back. I was mad as fire, and I let her have it. Unlike the other times with hotwife dates, I just let fly. It must have hurt for sure, and it was fully my intention to make her pay. 

    “You cow, you bitch, not letting me cum, I’ll show you.” 

    SMACK “AHHHHH” 

    SMACK “OWWWWWW” 

    SMACK “OHHHHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “Owwww pleaseeeeee” 

    SMACK “AHHH OWWWWW” 

    SMACK “Oohhhhh ohhhhh fuckkkkkk” 

    SMACK “Owwwwwww” 

    SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 

    I stopped then, her bottom was already a nice shade of red. The sandal certainly gives a lot of coverage and it showed in the crimson glow of her two globes. I had spanked her really hard, and she hadn’t been backward in vocalising it. The sound of the spanks had reverberated around the room. 

    “Have you learned your lesson this time?” I demanded, now my ire was somewhat assuaged.  

    “Yes, yes, Mistress,” she said this with some conviction. However, I wanted to make sure. 

    SMACK “OWWWWW” 

    SMACK “Ohhhhhh” 

    SMACK “AHHHHHH” 

    SMACK “Owwwwwwwww” 

    I gave her four more for good measure. I was gagging, though, for a release and I needed her to give it to me. I threw the sandal aside. 

    “Get up and get on your knees, now!” I ordered her.  

    She did so at once, then sat quite demurely looking at me with melting eyes. She was split between a brat and a beguiling siren. She was beautiful and almost mesmerizing. I shook my head from this vision and pushed my pelvis forward, opening my legs. 

    “Finish me,” I told her. 

    She leant forward and her velvet tongue touched my pussy once more. It felt delicious. I was so ready for it.  

    “Ohhh, fuckkkk, yessss, yessss, yesssss.” 

    She clasped me around my waist, pulled me in and her tongue really went to work. I could stand it no longer and the dam burst inside me, spilling over, sending an orgasm rushing through me. In a way, it was more intense because of the delay. 

    “Ohhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed out laying my head back. I was bucking against her mouth and she held me tightly until my orgasm subsided.  

    After a few moments, I relaxed and she sat up again, on her knees, waiting patiently. As my head cleared, I resolved to discover what sex toys she might possess for the bedroom. 

    “Do you have any… toys?” I asked her.  

    “Yes, Mistress, in that cupboard.” She jerked her head. I went over to investigate and discovered a rather large strap on dildo, among several things for spanking. I extracted the dildo and began to strap it on. 

    “Get that stool,” I told her indicating the dressing table stool. “Put it in the centre of the room.” 

    She looked at me and her eyes widened on seeing the dildo. She stood up and obeyed placing the stool where I had told her. 

    “Bend over, put your hands on the stool and stay there!”  

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    I could see the excitement in her eyes, as she did so. She was certainly looking forward to what was coming next. I had also found some lube with the dildo and slathered it up. 

    I went up to her slowly. 

    “I’m going to fuck you, you little brat, no less than you deserve,” I informed her. I was no stranger to strap ons now but had not really used one on a woman. I was looking forward to it. I wasn’t planning to peg her, just fuck her nice and hard with it. 

    “Oh, God, yes, yes please.” 

    I moved behind her and made her stand with her legs a little apart. Then, I entered her, sliding the dildo into her quite gently at first. 

    “Oh, fuckkk, fuckkkk,” she gasped as the shaft went home. 

    “How do you like this?” I said beginning to thrust gently. 

    “Oh yes, fuck, yes, I love it, I love it so much, oh fuck me, oh God, harder, please, Mistress, please, harder!” 

    I started to move faster, pushing in the dildo deeper with each thrust. Her breath became a little ragged as she moaned loudly. 

    “Ohhh, Godddd, oh Godddd, yessss, yesss, oh my Godddd, ohhhhhhh.” 

    I put my hands on either side of her hips and began to fuck her properly thrusting in hard and deep. I was plunging the dildo into her just as I imagined I could if it was real. 

    She started to scream out.  

    “Ohhh, ohhhh, fuckkk, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, oh my Godddd, fuckkkk, ohhhh, ohhhhh, oh my Goddd, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk, yes, yes, yes.” 

    I reached down and fingered her clit. She started to cum at once, writhing and thrashing about. 

    “Ohhhhh, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, oh my Goddddd, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    She squealed with delight until the spasms subsided. I withdrew the dildo and removed it.  

    “You can stand up now,” I said. 

    When she did, I took her hand and led her to the bed. I just wanted to lay with her and kiss her.  

    “Come on, come here,” I told her pulling her down with me. 

    I put my arms around her and kissed her softly, gently. She nibbled my lips and embraced me close. It was, finally, the intimate moment I had been craving. The encounter was so full-on, it was almost too much. I needed a break, an interlude. 

    “How are you liking it so far?” I whispered. 

    “I love it, it’s everything I wanted and more,” she told me. 

    “Good, that’s good. I just want to lie with you for a while, is that alright?” 

    “Yes, yes, sure.” She nodded and twined her body around me. 

    The two of us fell asleep. 

    *** 

    When I awoke, Sadie was watching me. 

    “You’re beautiful when you’re asleep,” she said. 

    “Thank you,” I smiled. 

    “I wish you could stay with me for always and spank me when I’m naughty.” Her tone was wistful. It was a lovely thing to say. 

    “You know I can’t, even if I wanted to.” 

    The very next minute, she was off the bed and stamping her foot. 

    “Well, I WANT YOU TOO! I want it, I want it, I want it!” she shouted. 

    I could hardly believe my ears. I didn’t know if she was putting it on or not, but I was determined to stop it. 

    “I WANT YOU TO STAY!!!” she cried like a two-year-old having a tantrum. 

    I got off the bed and delivered two resounding slaps to her face. 

    SLAP SLAP 

    “Owwwwwww oh owwwwww!” she cried but she stopped. 

    “You are a brat, you really are!” I said to her crossly. “You deserve to be properly punished for your behaviour.” 

    “Yes, yes I do.” Sadie hung her head. 

    “What do you suggest?” I asked her seriously. 

    “You could give me a good whipping,” she suggested. 

    “With what?” I had not seen a riding crop or anything like a whip in the cupboard. There was a cane and I considered using that. 

    “Over there, in the corner,” she said pointing. 

    I had not noticed but there was what appeared to be a very large vase out of which protruded some sticks. I went over and examined them. Pulling one out I could see it was extremely long, perhaps a metre and a half or more. It was a green stick which was thick at one end and went quite thin. It and several other sticks had been steeped in water in the vase. 

    “What’s this?” I asked her, genuinely not knowing. 

    “It’s a switch, I cut it myself.” 

    “And how do I use it?” 

    “I lie on that bench, with a cushion under me to raise up my bottom. Then you whip it down onto my bottom and all the way through to the floor.” 

    “Won’t that hurt?” I said doubtfully.  

    “Yes, yes it will, a lot, but I need it.” 

    Her expression was serious. 

    “I had the bench made, it’s my whipping bench. I saw it on the internet. A couple, it’s what they do.” 

    “Right, I see.” I was unsure but also tingling with excitement at the idea of doing it. My pussy was already beginning to throb at the images in my head. 

    “Please.” Her eyes were pleading now. She sank to her knees. “Please, Mistress, whip me, please. I need to be punished. I need to be punished very very severely.” 

    “I need you to show me,” I said. “Show me what to do.” 

    I wanted to do it, but I wanted to do it properly. The right way. 

    She got up and retrieved her phone. There was a video on it. A woman was giving her husband a switching with a similar switch to the one I had. I watched her technique for a moment, and then nodded in understanding. 

    “OK, but shouldn’t you be tied to the bench like him?” 

    “I won’t move, I promise.” 

    I made my decision.  

    “OK, put the phone away. Then lie down on the bench, with the cushion.” 

    Sadie got a small cushion and lay on the bench. She placed the cushion under her pelvis, and it pushed her bottom up. Those two globes were now an excellent target. When she seemed to be comfortably arranged, I stood to her left with the switch in my hand. 

    “You are to keep still, understood?” I said to her. 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    “You’re going get a damn good whipping for your behaviour today, and God knows you deserve it. I’m going to enjoy every moment of it too.” 

    I meant that part. Now the switch was in my hand, I was aching to use it in anger on her bare bottom. I do get pleasure out of giving a spanking too. I was already wet. 

    “Yes, Mistress.” 

    I swished the switch experimentally. It made a very loud and satisfying swooshing sound. Then I lined it up on Sadie’s buttocks and moved back to the right distance. I made sure the end of the switch would hit the centre of the furthest buttock and not wrap around to her thigh which would be very painful otherwise, I’m sure. 

    Then just as I had seen the woman in the video, I raised the switch up high and brought it down with the swooshing sound, as it hit the centre of her buttocks, I continued the downstroke which pulled it off again. A thin pink line sprung up on her flesh. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    Sadie’s reaction was instant, and she shouted at what was probably the intensity of the blow. I’d an idea that a switch must be quite painful. It was exceedingly whippy from being kept wet. The length of it made it whip down hard when wielded. It would likely sting like the devil. After a moment’s pause, just like the lady, who was obviously an expert, I gave her another stroke. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwww fuckinggggg hellllllll” 

    I waited again and then gave her another. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Oh Godddddd owwwwwwwwwww” 

    “Does it hurt?” I enquired though she couldn’t see me smile. 

    “Yes, Mistress, yes, it fucking hurts.” 

    “Good,” I said. “It’s meant to. That’s what a punishment is for you little brat.” 

    So saying, I continued with further strokes, pausing between each for effect. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owww howwwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Ouchhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Fucking helllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll” 

    The effect was a satisfying set of thin pink lines which merged into each other. I was keeping the strokes tight as I could, so they hit the centre of her buttocks each time or thereabouts. The noise was extremely loud but at the same time incredibly arousing. I was wet as anything and I’d hardly got started. I was wondering how many strokes to give her. Certainly, a few but not the twenty minutes worth the lady and her husband seemed to do. 

    “You are a little brat, a bitch. You have misbehaved ever since I got here. I’ve never experienced such bad behaviour and you obviously need to be taught some proper manners,” I told her. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Fuckkkkkkkkkkkk fuckkkkkkkkkk” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Jesussssssssssssss” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Oh Godddd owwwwwwww” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 

    More pink lines joined the others and once again her backside took on a nice shade of pink. Wielding the switch was rather good. I was enjoying it and it was unleashing my inner bitch too. I certainly wasn’t holding back on the strikes and using my arm to good effect on the downstroke. 

    “I hope this whipping teaches you a salutary lesson, my girl. I want to see far better behaviour from you when I’ve finished.” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhh my Goddddddddddd” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwww owwwww owwww owwwwww” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Oh shitttt owwwww shittttttt” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Ah fuck fuck that hurts fuckkkkkkk” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwwwww oh Godddddddd” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “Owwwwwwwww” 

    She’d received around twenty good strokes so far, and I felt just a few more would be in order before I finished. I decided to check on whether the lesson was getting through. 

    “Have you learned your lesson, brat?” I asked her. 

    “I think so, Mistress, yes.” 

    “You think so?” I pounced on this. “Think so, is not good enough.” 

    This was my cue to give her another six. 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OUCH OOUCH OOUCHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “FUCKKKKKKKKKKKKK” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    Her bottom was well striped with pink lines, and her cries were much louder. I tried again to see how we had fared. 

    “Have you learned your lesson?” I repeated. 

    This time she seemed genuinely contrite. 

    “Yes, Mistress, yes, please I’m sorry. Please don’t whip me any more.” 

    The bitch in me came out immediately. 

    “I decide when it’s over and I’m glad you are sorry, but sorry is not enough!” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    “Owwww, please Mistress, please, I’m begging you to stop,” she cried. 

    She tilted her head up to look at me and there were tears in her eyes. I felt a small pang but at the same time, it was what she had wanted. I remembered all the way back to the first spanking I gave to my first hotwife date. He had said that being made to cry was often part of such sessions. I pulled myself together. I wanted to show her exactly who she was dealing with. These dominant feelings came out when I was really into the spanking, as I was just now. I didn’t need to put on the severe tone, it just seemed to come naturally. 

    “I will stop when I’m ready, and not before. Are you truly sorry for what you did?” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OHHHH OWWWWWWWWW” 

    “Yes, yes I am, please, please.” 

    “And will you promise not to do it again?” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    SWOOSH THWACK “OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    “Yes, I promise, I really do, please, please, Mistress.” She stifled a sob. 

    Even though she was tearful, I felt somehow, she needed it. She needed a sound whipping. It was cathartic for her perhaps. Her bottom was nice and pink. I could have stopped, but in a fit of mendaciousness, I decided to give her a final six. 

    “You’re getting six more, and then it will be finished,” I told her softly. 

    “Please…” she whispered but I paid it no mind. 

    “Six more, to teach you a proper lesson.” I was implacable. She let out a sob but gripped the bench tightly with both hands. 

    I lined up the switch on her bottom again and proceeded to give her six of the hardest strikes I could. 

    “One” SWOOSH THWACK “OWWWWWW WOWWWWWW OWWWW” 

    “Two” SWOOSH THWACKK “AHHHHHH OWWWW OWWWWWWWW” 

    “Three” SWOOSH THWACKKK “OOWWWW OUCHHHHHHHHHHH” 

    “Four” SWOOSH THWACKKKK “OW OW OW OW OW OW OW OW OW OW” 

    “Five” SWOOSH THWACKKKKK “AAHHHHH GOODDDDDDD OWWWWWW” 

    “Six” SWOOSH THWACKKKKKK “OWWWWW FUCKKKKK FUCKKKKK FUCKKKK” 

    I stopped, and she really was crying now. I felt a little sorry towards her, for causing her quite that level of pain. Although it was very much what she had asked for. I cast the switch aside and knelt down beside her.  

    “Come on, come here, come on, my darling, my little brat.” 

    I took her in my arms and made soothing noises, while stroking her hair. She sobbed into my shoulder for some time. 

    “Owwww oooh hooooo owwwww owwwwww. My bottom, oh my bottom. It’s so sore, so sore. Ooooh hoooo hoooo.”  

    I waited for the tears to subside and then I took her face in my hands, kissed her lips, her cheeks. She became aroused at once, kissing me back hard and urgently. I took her to the bed and lay with her. She took my hand and placed it on my pussy. 

    “Please, please, Mistress,” she whispered. 

    I began to finger her lightly and then faster as she responded to my touch. 

    “Oh, oh, God, fuckkk, oh, ohhhhh, oh my God, ohhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhh.” 

    I was kissing her while finger fucking her, nuzzling her lips. 

    “Thank you,” she whispered. “Ohhhh… thank you… ohhhh fuckkkk… thank you for…. Ohhhhhhhh… the…. ohhhhh… whipping… ahhhhhh… It… was… ohhhhh… sooo good… ooh… ohhh… ohhhh.” 

    I didn’t stop but used two fingers and she began to push herself hard against my hand, rubbing herself against me in unison.  

    “Ohhh, I’m gonna cum… oh… yes… I’m cumming… oh fuckkkk… oh my God… oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk, I’m… cummminnnngggggg, aahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”  

    She was gasping, crying out, bucking like a bronco as the orgasm washed through her. Then she squeezed my fingers hard between her thighs while her muscles tensed up. 

    “Ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk.” 

    I kissed her again, as the climax subsided and then held her tight. 

    “Let me lick you, please, Mistress,” she said. “Sit on my face, please.” 

    She had become quite submissive after the whipping. I wasn’t averse to it considering some of her behaviour.  

    I pushed her on her back gently and straddled her moving up, so my pussy was in her face. She tilted up her head and began to lick me once more with her tongue. 

    It was glorious, amazing. I loved it. 

    “Oh God, fuck, fuck, oh my God, that’s so good, oh, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck.” 

    She increased the intensity and I started to move my pelvis against her mouth. I was close to orgasm. The whipping had made me unbelievably horny. 

    “Oh God, fuck, oh yes, yes, oh my God, fuck, oh yes, yes, yes, oh, oh.” 

    The wave broke inside me again, and I reached down pulling her head so her mouth practically jammed into my pussy. 

    “Ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, Sadieeeeee, oh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    The climax washed through me over and over, making me tense and then untense. I felt my toes curling, and I cried out loudly, as her insistent tongue continued until I could no longer stand it. 

    “Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    When I’d had enough, I lay down again beside Sadie, and kissed her. 

    “Thank you, Mistress, that was so good.” 

    “Was it?” 

    “Yes, it’s the best whipping I’ve ever had.” 

    This made me quite happy in many ways. I had done something new to me once more and done it well enough to satisfy my hotwife date. I felt quite a spent force, even though there was still some time left before I would have to go.  

    “I’m glad,” I said. “You deserved it though.” 

    “I told you I would,” she laughed. 

    “Yes, I didn’t know you would be quite such a brat.” 

    “I’m sorry. I can’t help it. I don’t know what gets into me, but I need a hard whipping to stop me.” 

    “It seemed to work then.” I smiled. 

    “Yes. Yes, it did. You’re very good. So good to me. Can’t we do this again?” 

    “We’ll see,” I told her. Part of me wanted to, like it was unfinished business.  

    I couldn’t make her any promises. I had agreed not to see hotwife dates twice. Maybe Mathew would change his mind about it. I didn’t know. I could ask him. But just then I wanted to lie with her in satisfied silence with the occasional kiss. Sadie seemed happy to do so, and that’s what we did before eventually, I had to leave. She bid me a tearful goodbye but didn’t play up again, and I returned home thoughtful. The date had been intense and somewhat exhausting. I had thought a single woman might be easier, but it turned out she was far more demanding than any of the others. Having said that, I had enjoyed it immensely. It was horny as fuck. Part of me would like to see her again, and feel the switch in my hand once more. That was a new and rather good experience, one I’d like to repeat one day. I crawled thankfully into bed with Mathew and reflected on the fact he wasn’t volatile, and certainly steadfast. It felt nice to snuggle up to him and fall into a deep dreamless sleep. 

    *** 
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    editor@brookmaxpublications.com 

    Look out for our other series of hot sexy spanking stories. 

    The Cassandra series: Cassie is a young thirty-something attractive independent widow, with a hot but wayward boyfriend, Nathan. Sexually naïve, she embarks upon a voyage of sexual discovery after she tires of Nathan’s cavalier behaviour and discovers a predilection for spanking. Follow Cassie’s hot sexy spanking journey of self-discovery as the dominant loving woman she has always been destined to become. 

    http://mybook.to/cassandraseries  

    http://mybook.to/cassielearns 

    The Countess Tara series: Countess Tara is a rich independent woman. Anne-Marie, her new secretary discovers that mistakes entail a spanking. Follow Anne-Marie’s journey to love and submission in this excellent series. (This series is also in Italian with an Italian anthology). 

    http://mybook.to/countesstaraseries 

    http://mybook.to/countesstaraone 

    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. 

    http://mybook.to/sofiaseries 

    http://mybook.to/sofiaspankone 

    The Walter series: A young man's sensual, sexual and spanking journey at the hands of an older woman. 

    http://mybook.to/walterseries 

    http://mybook.to/waltermonicaspanks 

    Our Brookmax publications website contains links to all of our series 

    www.brookmaxpublications.com 
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