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Preface

One day my husband came to me and asked to be spanked. I tried it and found I liked it. Now he may be getting more than he bargained for!

That's the tag line from my blog "Strict Julie Spanks!" It recounts my experiences getting involved in what can only be described as a very kinky form of play with my husband where we roleplay being engaged in a sexually-oriented Female Led Relationship (FLR).

An FLR is where the woman is in charge of everything and her male partner is submissive towards her. While my husband and I do not engage in a full-time FLR, we do frequently roleplay we are engaged in a very kinky one. It's what we've coined a "Scening FLR".

This book will give you a glimpse into the sort of mischief we get up to. A surprising lot of it recounts events that actually transpired, though some is only inspired by true events. My blog readers will know what's what.

I expect you men out there who are turned on by this sort of thing to masturbate to this book. That is fine. I consider any consequences of this to be a lovely form of tribute to our lifestyle and my writing. Just be careful, don't get caught, and please don't make a mess or your wife may give you a spanking! For you women into this hopefully you get turned on and become inspired to new heights (depths?) of dommy play with your needy mates.

Please do enjoy the book, and do come by and visit my blog as well at http://strictjuliespanks.blogspot.com


Chapter 1:   A Typical Scene in the Delmar Household

I walk into the living room. It catches me for a split second. Such a strange scene. This grown man facing the wall. This is David my husband, well 'david' actually when I dominate him. He is dressed so oddly for a man. I smile a little to myself. I enjoy his humiliation. I brush his bare bottom cheek as I pass behind him. "Ten more minutes," I say.

He is feminized, humiliated. He submits to my will and I like it. He groans softly at my words and his knees quiver with the strain. He is not sure he will last ten more minutes, but he must.

He is standing facing the wall holding up a coin with his nose. His arms are crossed behind his back keeping his little plaid schoolgirl skirt up above his waist. His frilly pink panties are in a puddle around his ankles. His punished bottom juts out, his back is deeply arched as I require. His large butt plug is firmly lodged into his rectum, stretching his anus. I smile again.

From this scene, you might imagine my husband to be a cross-dresser. Far from it. He feels ridiculous in this outfit and deeply shamed to be forced by me to wear it. But that's the whole point. It's meant to be humiliating. It's meant to be punishment.

He wears a white blouse at least a size too small tied up above his flat belly to bare his midriff, and unbuttoned low enough to display his pink bra filled out to a C-cup with realistic looking and feeling silicone gel inserts.

The panties were purchased at a chain store specializing in plus-sized clothing, on sale at five for $40. I chuckled remembering how david had blushed and stammered and looked at the floor as the young salesgirl sized him up (2XL) and helped me to select five "especially feminine" pairs for him to wear.

The bra was purchased at Victoria's Secret. The two salesgirls and one senior saleslady who served us were surprisingly helpful. They took him to a private change room, measured his bust line, and had him try various bras on over his undershirt while I watched and commented. The saleslady had easily upsold me on the bra inserts. david had blushed three shades of red while this was going on. It didn't help that the staff seemed very cavalier about leaving the door quite widely ajar as they came and went, allowing the woman patrons entering the changing area an eyeful of my husband being fitted for his bra.

I smile again remembering these purchases. Then I look at his bare ass and really smile. The poor dear. His ass is red. Bright red. Cherry red. Fire engine red. I had lit a fire in that ass with my hairbrush. I had taken him across my knee, flipped up his skirt, lowered his panties to his knees, and toasted his buns with the back of my stout wooden hairbrush. Poor dear. Poor baby. I knew that he would be feeling an itching sting for the rest of the evening and be sore well into tomorrow as a result of this spanking.

He had almost completed his time-out. His legs were shaking and I knew his back was stiff, but he persevered. He dared not let the coin drop. He knew what the consequences were of letting the coin drop: a repeat performance of his lap dance across my knee and re-starting his time-out from the beginning. When play becomes "challenging" like this he genuinely does wish for it to end, but that is superseded by his need to be dominated by me.

And why did he find himself in this predicament? It's because we were right in the middle of a scene. I was "scening him". It's roleplay, really. I play the role of the Alpha Wife engaged in a kinky Female Led Relationship ("FLR" for short). He plays the role of the submissive beta male husband. The rules of our little game are that I can turn on our "kinky FLR" roleplay whenever I want to, and he must play along. We talk about these scenes before and after, but when it's "go time" it's all me. That's how he wants it and how I enjoy it most.

This time what motivated me to play was coming home and finding our kitchen to be a mess with him sitting on the couch watching TV. I don't really get upset at this as I am apt to be messier than he, but I love an opportunity to play, and will make believe I am upset with him.

I turned off the TV, scolded him, and "angrily" told him to get into his full schoolgirl outfit, panties and bra included, and scrub that kitchen clean. After he was properly attired and back in the kitchen I had him bend over and touch his toes. I flipped up his skirt, lowered his panties, and inserted his larger butt plug into his rectum using only the kitchen Crisco for lube. I was treated to a bevy of girlish complaints as I pressured the all-too-large plug into his all-too-small hole. I then restored his skirt and panties and set him to work.

I am hoping you can imagine all of that, because it's a rather routine occurrence in our household. He craves being dominated, and I very much enjoy fulfilling his desires and dominating the crap out of him.

As he was scrubbing I let him know that he would be getting a strict spanking for neglecting his chores followed by a half-hour in timeout in the living room showing off his plugged and punished buns.  If the kitchen was not spic and span when I inspected, the punishment would not end with his timeout, but would continue with me bending him over the back of our living room couch and whipping him frantic with my thick doubled-up leather belt. Afterwards he would be expected to pull out his butt plug in front of me and clean it at the kitchen sink with his panties lowered and his skirt pinned up.

I also told him he better hurry as my sister was expected later that evening, and if he was still being punished by the time she got here, well I guess she would be a witness to his bare-bottomed, butt-plugged, big-breasted shame; and observe first-hand how an Alpha Wife deals with her naughty beta husband.


Chapter 2:   How It All Started

We did not always play like this. In fact, our marriage started out quite "normally". We had married in our early thirties, both of us with careers and no desire for kids. Our marriage had the typical ups and downs of most marriages. The usual stupid arguments about goodness knows what, but always tempered with lots of love and respect. Sex had started out vanilla and great, and had progressed to vanilla and ok.

The worst argument happened early on in our marriage when I caught him in a lie over money and he had to confess that he had been going to massage parlours for hand jobs (I accused him of seeing hookers, and he countered with this). I lost it. It was practically the end of our marriage. But he swore up and down he would never, ever do it again. I believed him and, after many tears, I forgave him, and after a week or so even let him back into my bed.

Then there was the porn. My husband has a study with a computer. Often I would come home and find him supposedly hard at work in the study. Ha! The "hard" part was accurate anyways. Once I walked in on him and I saw him diving for the keyboard and his pants clasp, but not before I caught sight of some Internet porn on his screen. I thought it was weird. Like something a teenager might do? Why does he need porn? He has a real woman in his bed every night. After a while I began suspecting he was using Internet porn more and more. And the more he seemed to use porn the more our sex life seemed to sputter and stagnate.

One day I asked him, a bit crossly, what he found so endlessly fascinating on that screen? He just blushed and shrugged. I confronted him about his frequency of using porn. He claimed it was not very often and that he actually does do a lot of work in his study. Sure. After I started spanking him I had a lot more control over this aspect of his life, which I'll get into later.

About three years into our marriage, he asked me about spanking. Totally out of the blue. He asked me if I thought spanking was at all sexy. Huh? He pressed and asked me if I might enjoy receiving a spanking from him? No way!  He then asked me how I would feel about spanking him? "What, does that turn you on?" I asked him. "Yeah, 'sorta," he responded, blushing sweetly. I never knew!

I got a smile on my face and said "Sure, I'll spank you." I mean, why not? I was feeling the need for something to spice up our love life, and if a "spanking" turned him on, well sure I would do that. The thought of it did not turn me on at the time, but I figured that's not the point, and the prospect of making him suffer (at least a little) was intriguing to me (I was clearly a closet sadist).

I asked him how he wanted to be spanked. He was quite particular. It had to be over my knee, on his bare bottom, and with me using a hairbrush (!). I had to pretend to be angry with him over something he had done wrong. After I agreed, he even went to fetch a hairbrush. It was a beautiful heavy wooden hairbrush. One I had never seen before and didn't know we had. It turns out he had gone out specially to buy this hairbrush hoping for this occasion. How compulsive is that?

Our first time was a bit of a mess. I had no idea how to position him, and even put him lying in the wrong direction so I had to reach around to spank. We corrected that, and then I started smacking him. My acting was abysmal. I was very wooden as I "scolded him" for… for… leaving dirty dishes in the kitchen! I thought it was just the idea of the smacking he wanted and I tapped him very lightly. He had to tell me that it was ok for me to spank harder. I had no idea of how hard and still did not go nearly hard enough. He got frustrated and so did I.

I pushed him off of me and said "What do you want!?" He said he wanted a real spanking. Really hard. As if I was really mad at him and really punishing him.

"Fine!" I said. Back across my knee he went and I smacked his ass with that brush. Hard! "Is that what you want? Huh? SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Are you going to leave dirty dishes in the sink again? SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!"

"No Ma'am! No Ma'am! I'm sorry Ma'am!" He said. Since when am I "Ma'am" to him?

But I was actually getting into this. The little love taps were lame, but this "beating" was kind of a power trip, as were his fervent apologies. I found I wanted to make him suffer. But his ass was getting red, and he started asking me to stop, and I didn't know if that was for real or part of the make-believe. I pulled back at the thought of really hurting him so I stopped spanking, stood him on his feet, and said "Now you don't leave a mess like that again! Or else!"

Then we both smiled at each other and hugged. "Oh My Gosh!" I said, "Is that what you really want? Here, go to the mirror. Look at your ass!"

We stepped over to the mirror and we looked at his red ass. "How do you feel?" I asked him. "Are you ok? Is your poor bum ok?"

"It's great!" He said.

Well, I wasn't sure I welcomed that news. I had just given him what I thought was what he wanted, which was a pretty hard "for real" spanking. His ass was totally red, and he was begging me to stop, and then immediately after he has this big smile on his face (and a big erection down below). Not the result I expected. I was thinking a "for real" spanking would leave a more lasting impression. Nonetheless, spanking him hard did turn me on.

"What can I do for you?" He asked.

He can lick my pussy is what he can do for me, and that's exactly what he did. I was hot and bothered. I didn't expect that at all, but spanking him like that, hard like that (next time even harder) turned me on way more than I cared to admit.

Afterwards we talked about it.

He confessed to me that he had always had this "thing" about getting spanked. Ever since he was a teenager when he had read some letters to the editor in some dirty magazine he had managed to buy. I picked his brain on the subject and learned all sorts of kinky things about him that I never even knew.


Chapter 3:   A Kinkster is Born

My husband dates the start of his kinky life to when he was a child and first learned that if he spat on his hand, and then rubbed his penis, he would get very excited and he could ejaculate. According to him, this was a miraculous discovery! Prior to that he had only tugged on it, making it hard, but also making it sore. At around this time, he also learned the joy of sticking things up his bum while he did it. He said he was fascinated by his older sister's tampons, and would even steal some and insert them into himself during masturbation. (I did file that away for future reference).

On a Greyhound bus ride home when he was a young teenager he first learned about spanking in an erotic context (he had not been spanked as a child, and neither did any of his friends so far as he knew). After an aunt had left him at the bus station, he browsed the newsstand and he saw a sexy magazine called "Penthouse Forum". Very nervously he bought it, and the young female clerk at the newsstand let him do so. He says the cover was sexy but not so explicit, so maybe she didn't even know it was a sexy magazine not suitable for kids (or maybe she did?). He says he loved that magazine. He learned all about "going down" and "fucking" and everything to do with sex. But at the back of the magazine he says there was one letter that really threw him for a loop. It was a letter concerning a fully nude wife being spanked for punishment across her husband's knee while the man's male friend looked on. He says he was enthralled, and read that same letter over and over again, and got hard in his pants each time he did. That night, after he got home, he snuck the magazine into his bed, re-read the letter, and masturbated violently to the thought of it.

After that it was off to the races for david. He never missed an issue of that and similar magazines, and gradually accumulated a big collection of them. He would scour the magazines when he got them home, looking for references to spanking. He became equally excited or even more so when he read the letters where women spank and otherwise humiliate men. He said he was particularly excited when there was a whole article on females dominating and spanking males.

I asked him what happened to all his magazines. He said that in a fit of guilt at around age eighteen he threw them all out, and has regretted it ever since.

His kinky life, alone with his magazines in his room, was totally separate from his dating life with girls. He was very nervous around girls in high school, but managed to ask a few out, had a couple of steady girlfriends, and had a very embarrassing incident prematurely ejaculating into his pants during a petting session. He never thought of mixing his kink with actual real life girls. He said this persisted right up until he finally asked me to spank him three years after we were married.

However, he did act out on some of his kinky impulses. In this chapter, I'll recount one of his naughtier ones when he was still a lad, and the ensuing fantasies from his head.

This most memorable experience for him was when he was travelling with his parents in France as a youngster. It was in a hotel in Paris. They had mixed up the rooms, and rather than having a room adjoining his parents, he was put in a small single room on a separate floor. He remembers his Mom tucking him in and kissing him goodnight. As soon as she was gone, off came the pyjamas, and out came the naughty erotic comic book that he had bought at a bookseller behind his parents' back. It had girls being tied up and penetrated and otherwise abused. Whipped as well. While he preferred thinking of himself in these predicaments, the thought of girls undergoing it turned him on as well.

His small room had no bathroom, but there was a closet-sized shared bathroom down the hall for those few rooms that did not have their own: a single toilet and sink with a door that locked. david got the naughty idea of walking from his room to the shared bathroom entirely in the nude. Why? Because he got a sexual thrill from it, he tells me. It was also very late at night, so he thought he would not get caught. So entirely stripped bare he got up to go to the toilet. He opened his door a crack and peeked out. The coast seemed clear. He very carefully checked and double checked that he would not be locked out when he closed the door. Then he exited his room and walked the twenty paces to the bathroom, his heart pounding the entire way, his hips pushing from behind his bobbing erection. He forced himself to walk, not run. When he got to the bathroom he dove in and quickly pulled the door shut. He sat on the toilet exhausted, his heart still pounding.

After a few minutes to regain his composure, he made the reverse trip. Heart pounding again. It was a thrill. An adrenaline rush. He imagined what would happen if he were to be caught. His life would surely be ruined! But he could not help himself. He had to do it again, and again, and again. After each time, he dove onto his bed and rubbed himself until he was on the brink of ejaculation. Then is this excited state, he made the trip again.

On his fourth or fifth go, he was getting more causal about it. It was by now very late, 2:30 am or so, and his worries about being caught subsided to a tolerable level so that his heart would not actually skip beats. He again set down the hall, still completely nude, his recently edged cock fully erect, its circumcised tip purple and engorged and shiny with a mix of saliva and pre-cum. Discovery was far from his mind. As he passed another hallway, though, what he saw practically gave him a heart attack! A lady in her early twenties was standing in her doorway, in a negligee, looking bored, looking as if she were waiting for somebody. She saw david, her eyes went wide, her jaw dropped, and she quickly turned and dove back into her room slamming the door. david was literally too stunned to move during this, but as soon as the door slammed he ran the few remaining steps to the bathroom and slammed its door shut. He again collapsed on the toilet and this time his heart was beating triple speed.

He had been discovered! He had been witnessed! A silly little teenaged boy parading around the hotel in the nude. Erect and engorged. He was so worried. What would she do? Would she call the front desk and report him? Would she call the police??? Would she get over her shock, come to the bathroom, and order him to come out? He was sure she would call the front desk and the front desk would call the police who would wake his parents and then his life would most assuredly be over!!! He sat there on the toilet seat for fifteen long minutes. He thought about all the horrible humiliations that might befall him. As time elapsed he gradually came to the realization that nothing bad was to happen to him at all. He had gotten away with it. The woman had been beautiful to boot. He would have fantasy fodder for years imagining what might have been but thankfully was not.

With considerable relief, he cracked the bathroom door open preparing to make a run for his room. But his adventure was not yet over.

In a weird and wonderfully horrible twist of fate, just as he cracked the door, a large well-built man walked past. He says that once again everything seemed frozen in time. The man was startled by the door opening, and first glanced into david's eyes, and then his gaze dropped down, taking in david's complete nudity and exposed and erect penis. david quickly re-shut the door, and his heart exploded as he once again collapsed onto the toilet seat. This must have been the man she was waiting for! They would compare notes. He might not be as forgiving when he finds out that this little pervert exposed himself in front of his woman! Not thinking very clearly, rather than dashing for his room right then and there, he again sat for 15 minutes. He was like an ostrich with its head in the sand, praying that he would be safe. After that time had elapsed, he tried to get back to his room again, and this time succeeded. He closed and locked his door, and collapsed onto his bed, licked his hand to make it slippery and began rubbing himself furiously, thanking his lucky stars and imagining what could have been.

david fantasized about this episode for years to come.

In one of his favourite fantasies, the man came back to the bathroom after conferring with his wife, pounded on the door and told him to open up or he would call the front desk. david was forced to comply. The man roughly grabs david by the arm and frog marches him over to the room he and his wife occupy. The man throws him in and throws him onto the bed. david's penis has shrunken to a tiny size. He cowers and covers himself, now very ashamed of his nudity. He asks for something to put on, or even to cover himself with. He is refused. In fact, the man orders him to kneel up on the bed and put his hands on his head so his wife can get an unobstructed view of the boy's now shrivelled penis and testicles. He wanted to display himself to a woman? He's gotten his wish!

The man demands to know in what room his parents are staying so he can call them to get him. david begs and pleads with the man not to and starts crying, his little penis dangling and shaking with his sobs. The woman takes pity on david and also begs her man not to do that to him, that the boy has surely learned his lesson. Learned his lesson? The man is incredulous. He suggests that what the boy needs is his father's belt across his backside sufficiently hard to teach him a lesson he will never forget! He demands to know the boy's parents' room again, and threatens to put him over his shoulder and carry him down to the front desk, naked as he is, and turn him over to them if he refuses.

His wife makes a last ditch plea to her husband. "If the boy agrees, why don't you give him his whipping?" she asks. The wife turns to the boy. She is so sexy and attractive. She cajoles the boy. She tells him that her husband is very serious about taking him to the front desk, and that his only way out is to beg her husband for a belt whipping to the bare bottom. david is completely defeated. Anything beats the humiliation of his parents knowing what a little pervert he is. david's only chance is to beg for what will no doubt be a very painful and humiliating belt whipping from this angry man.

The woman coaches him some more. "Go to him on your knees, put your hands around his legs, and beg him to whip you for your naughtiness."

david is frightened, but he does as the compelling woman says. He crawls to the man. When he is in front of him, he sits up on his knees, puts his arms around the man's muscular thighs, and begs him to please sir, please whip me with your belt for my naughtiness. david's face is level with the man's crotch, and the outline of the man's large cock and balls can be clearly seen through his tight jeans.

Slowly the man unfastens his belt and snakes it out from around his waist. "Get on the bed, face down," he commands. david scurries to do as he is told. "Get his ass up," the man tells his wife, who arranges several pillows under the boy's hips to elevate his ass. "Separate his legs," says the man to his wife. She grabs david's ankles and gently pulls them apart.

The boy is almost ready for his whipping. His ass is high in the air. His legs are shaking, but spread. His entire rear anatomy is on display. In an unfortunate accident of the way he was put into position, david's penis and testicles are laid out between his legs on the pillow as if on a platter. The man motions to his wife to tuck them away. She reaches between david's legs, tells him to rise, and with her cool feminine hands tucks david's penis and balls up under his tummy, out of reach of the belt. david could swear she fondled them as she did it, out of sight of her husband. This is the first time that his genitals have ever been fondled by a young attractive woman. david feels himself hardening.

The woman goes to the end of the bed, near david's head, and lies perpendicular to david's body. She strokes his hair and tells him to be brave.

The man doubles up his leather belt and whips it down hard onto david's unprotected backside. david screams. The woman shushes him and tells him to take his beating like a man, without crying out. david is struck again, and again, and again. The woman holds david into her breasts as david begins to shake and cry. The man whips the belt down hard onto one cheek, onto the other, onto the backs of his legs. The heavy belt whips around to the insides and outsides of david's thighs and hips, leaving deep welts. david is by now beside himself, sobbing uncontrollably as the woman holds his head into her breasts. david's bottom is crimson red, with a criss-cross of dark red welts and purple bruising.

The man stops the spanking. The boy has been taught his lesson.

His focus had been on the boy's backside. He now looks up at his wife. "What are you doing?" he asks his wife. "What are you doing pressing his face into your tits? Does this excite you?" His wife is in fact flushed with sexual excitement.  "no…" she answers, clearly lying.

The man pulls david up by his hips and stands him on his feet. "Stay!" he commands. He turns his attention to his wife. "So, this turns you on, does it?" he asks. "No!" she objects. "You're lying," he says with a laugh in his voice, "we'll see about that". The strong man pulls his wife over and begins stripping her, right in front of the naked and whipped young lad. The boy is sore but enraptured. This lovely mount of femininity is unveiled before his very eyes. He sees her breasts, her ass, her pussy even. The man pulls his naked wife across his knee and starts playfully spanking her with his large hand. His "playful" spanks leave finger marks on her ass.

"Do you want to know how to tell if a woman is excited, boy?" he asks david. Without waiting for an answer, and over his wife's feeble protests, he grabs her ass cheeks and pulls them wide apart, exposing her asshole and pussy to the boy's gaze. "Look. Come closer. See". The man reaches his hand down between her legs, and drags his fingers across her pussy. His hand comes up sopping wet. He uses his wet hand to smack his wife's pert bottom with her own pussy juices.

david's penis pulses into full erection.

"Do you know what you must do to a woman when she is in such a state?" The man asks david.

david shakes his head no.

His wife says "no! You can't! Not in front of the boy!"

"He's almost a man! The lad should learn." With that he easily hoists his wife up and places her on all fours at the end of the bed. The woman blushes and looks bashfully away from david. david is fascinated by her dangling breasts, her pretty bottom. Her exciting wet pussy.

The man unfastens his pants and drops them to his ankles, exposing a massive cock. He lines it up with his woman's pussy and penetrates her forcefully. She moans in pleasure as he begins to fuck her hard from behind.

david's attention is rapt. He is seeing a beautiful woman getting fucked by her husband! The man fucks her hard. Her breasts jiggle to and fro underneath her with the force of the intercourse. She reaches her hand between her legs and starts rubbing her clit as her man penetrates her. david can see the man's glistening cock repeatedly pistoning into and out of her wet pussy. david's penis is achingly erect. He longs to touch it, but he dare not for fear of another whipping from the Alpha Male. As he watches the pretty wife receive her fucking, a new panic touches david. Pre-cum is beginning to ooze from his tip. He is in danger of ejaculating onto the carpet without even touching himself! But he cannot pull his eyes away. He squeezes his thighs together as hard as he can to prevent this for an ejaculation would humiliate him no end and surely earn him another whipping.

The young wife is close. With a shuddering yell she climaxes. Her young audience is exciting her. Her man is not satisfied. He continues her fucking until she comes again and again. Finally, with a guttural yell the man unloads his sperm deep into her needy cunt. He pulls out, puts his cock away, and calls the boy over. He directs his attention to his wife's distended pussy, leaking cum onto her still engorged lips. He pulls her cunt lips apart, exposing her freshly spermed hole.

"We're just newly married and we've started to try to get her pregnant, boy. What do you think? Is this her lucky night? Did I put a baby into her belly just now? Ha Ha!"

The woman blushes, placing her head in her hands, imagining the sight her swollen, distended, cum soaked pussy must be making to the boy, with her man's sperm seeping deep into her, fertilizing her ready eggs right in front of the boy's greedy eyes.

"Now run back to your room, boy, lie on that sore ass and jerk your little cock off to thoughts of my wife getting fucked, and let this experience be a lesson to you in how to behave like a man!"


Chapter 4:   Learning to Spank

So we were off to the races. He had asked me to spank him, and I fell in love with it. I found the idea and the sight of my man being totally submissive to me to be a powerful turn on. I also found that I enjoyed inflicting pain on him, so long as I was confident that I knew what I was doing and would not injure him.

To advance in that regard, we agreed on "safewords". "Red" is for stop everything. "Yellow" is when he does not want me to stop but he is at his limit. On the call of Yellow I back off a bit, and then later on can maybe even come back to where I was and go beyond. I told him to use the words the moment he felt he needed to, and he should not try to "act tough". The words were for me, not for him, and he should respect that. So I was really surprised when I spanked him what I thought was hard, and did not even get a Yellow. With hindsight, it was not that hard, but at the time I thought it was. I stopped before he stopped me and made sure he was ok and that he wasn't trying to act tough and risk injury. He convinced me he was not.

Fine, I thought, in that case, I am going to spank him until I get my Yellow! I used the hairbrush, and I started in hard, and gradually got harder and harder and harder. He was crying out and wiggling over my lap, but he would not say Yellow. I went even harder. I quickly got my "Yellow". Finally! Wow… that was hard! I obviously needed to recalibrate my ideas of how hard is hard. And he was marked. There were actual bruises on his bum. I was worried about them, but they went away by next morning and he seemed none the worse for wear. In fact, immediately after that spanking where he said Yellow and was bruised it took him maybe a minute or so to recover and then he seemed completely fine with a big smile on his face.

After practicing for a while, I came to know where my man's limits were, and I enjoyed taking him there, just over, and then back just under. At one point I banned the use of the Yellow safeword as I found I knew when he was going to say it before he did. He still had Red, and it's an element of trust between us. He has never, ever used the Red safeword, and I would consider it a failing on my part if he ever needed to due to my actions. It is meant for imminent injury, for safety, and not as an element of play. I now know where his limits are, and enjoy pushing on them and establishing new ones.

I think sometimes he wishes he had his Yellow safeword back, but he is not getting it. I expect him now to submit to me, and to go beyond his limits. For me. That turns me on!

But the whole thing does not start and end with physical pain. There is a huge psychological element to it. I am a very communicative person, and I dragged every little fantasy out of his head, I listened well, and I did my research on the Internet. He was mostly interested in spankings in domestic settings, where the wife is "in charge", makes him do things, and punishes him. I also learned that the woman humiliating him is part of his turn on, but humiliating him with love; for example, by treating him as if he were a child, which is humiliating for a grown man. It is a turn off for him to be humiliated by insults, such as "worm" or "asshole", but a turn on to be humiliated by insults traditionally used against women, such as "bitch" and "cunt" and "whore". A fine distinction to be sure.

I also learned from him that he had a powerful desire to be humiliated by me in front of other women. From the first time I heard of this it turned me on as well. The thought of demonstrating my power over my man to another woman was very compelling for me.

As part of my extended research, I also started surfing the Internet looking for the sorts of things that might be of interest to him. I started by asking him, and he pointed me to some videos and images that he liked to look at and to masturbate to. None of the sites he frequented had much written material though, they were all visually oriented. I sought out more instructional and written fantasy sites on my own, of a character that matched his fantasies.

One early resource I found was the "Disciplinary Wives' Club", and especially the guestbook section. Another site I found was "Spanked Husbands" on a forum called "Topix". I started contributing to that forum. From there I got ideas, and I eventually started my own blog where I share many of our adventures, get lots of feedback by means of comments and email, and seek out other blogs. The blog is a great ongoing success, so I thought I would try my hand at writing a book, which is why we are gathered here now. I hope you enjoy it!


Chapter 5:   Dealing with the Porn

As I mentioned, my man is a bit of a porn hound. This does not bother me in the abstract, but when it interferes with him servicing me properly and regularly in the bedroom then I have a problem with it. I decided to nip this problem in the bud while catering to one of his strongest fantasies: being spanked and dominated in front of another woman.

This sort of play is the domestic discipline equivalent of a "threesome" for sex. Not all women are into it, but those that are, and I include myself amongst them, enjoy it a lot.

Getting back to the scene, david denies the frequency of his Internet porn use, so I decided I would monitor it. I have a friend from University named Chloe whom I knew for a fact was very open minded and a bit kinky in matters sexual. She now works as a manager in IT. I reconnected with Chloe over dinner. We had a nice bottle of wine, and after we had both gotten a bit giggly I told her about my little problem with my husband in the context of her being in IT. I asked her if there was any way I could know for sure how frequently he used Internet porn? She was amused and said there were monitoring tools for that used in workplaces, and also home versions typically used by parents to monitor their children's Internet usage. She also said "Browser History" would likely tell the tale, but that david could potentially cover his tracks with that. I didn't want him to be able to cover his tracks, so I asked Chloe if she would help me to set up one of those home monitoring programs on his computer. She said it was easy and I could do it. But I told her I was a ditz with computers and asked if she could help. She agreed.

A few evenings later, Chloe arrived at our home after work. It so happened david was there, and I introduced him. He did not know the purpose of Chloe's visit, but she obviously knew why she was there.

We went up to his computer with my credit card. Chloe had me buy, and then she downloaded and installed, a program called "Net Nanny". To prevent david from tampering, she suggested we restrict his access to the computer by removing his "administrator" privileges, and by adding an account for myself with a password he cannot guess. Chloe demonstrated how we could surf while logged in as him, and then I could log into my account and see everything he had been up to. Even things that he typed onto the Internet! Chloe also suggested that it was good security practice to give every account a password, even david's plain Jane "user" account. She asked what the initial password should be. I spelled out for her "m a s t u r b a t o r". Ha ha! Chloe giggled also.

I asked Chloe if Net Nanny could go back in time, somehow tell me what he had been up to for the last week, say? She said it could not, but that unless david covered his tracks, there was still the "Browser History". I asked Chloe to show me that. She logged in as him, opened the browser and went to its history. You could see everything right there. There were lots of legit sites, but many that at first glance seemed less so. I caught a glimpse of one called "pornex" from just last night. Ah ha!

"Let's see what that is," I asked Chloe. We opened up the site and oh my goodness!! There were photos of naked men and women having sex. Women giving head being "made to" take it. Women getting fucked. And also women getting struck with a cane that left deep welts. I had seen enough. I found it humiliating that Chloe should see such first-hand evidence that I am not enough of a woman for my man, that he needs these images to augment me. I got a little angrier for real.

I expressed some of these feelings to Chloe, and asked if she was interested in helping me in working this out while having a little sexy fun with my subby hubby? She asked what I had in mind. I told her it would be good for my husband to have a helping of humble pie. She was a bit dubious and asked how exactly. I suggested that maybe he needed a spanking in front of her, or maybe to "demonstrate" for us what he did while sitting in front of that porn? She was suspicious that it might turn into a threesome, but I told her no way: only he would get naked. She giggled and nervously agreed. I yelled out "david! Get up here!", and I asked Chloe to hide the window with the porn.

When david got upstairs he was surprised to find us in the study at his computer. I kept my cool and asked Chloe to explain to david the changes she had made to his computer. She did so very matter of factly, as one might expect an IT professional would. I jumped in and explained that the reason we had done this was so that I could monitor his usage of Intent porn to make sure it wasn't getting out of hand, as I suspected it was.

david blushed at being accused of that in front of my friend Chloe, and denied that he was a frequent porn user. "Oh yeah?" I said. "What were you doing last night up here?"

He answered that he had been doing some work and then surfed some sports and news sites and that was all. I believe this is referred to as "digging your own grave".

"So, no porn at all last night?"

I guess david was especially embarrassed by this line of questioning in front of Chloe, so he persisted in his denial.

"I swear," I said, "that if you're lying to me I'll give you a spanking right here and now in front of Chloe."

OMG! He went three shades of red at me mentioning his spankings in front of Chloe!

"I'm not lying!" lied david. I guess he didn't know about "Browser History" either.

I told Chloe to open the browser window. I told her to go to the photo of the young woman on her back, with her legs raised, getting the cane across her already well-welted bottom, her pussy and bottom hole fully on display.

"So what's this, then?" I asked him. david blushed and stammered and said he didn't know. I told him that Chloe had found it in his Browser History. That it proved he was looking at this porno site yesterday evening.

"Don't lie," chimed in Chloe, "we know you were looking at this."

Now, finally, david changed his tune. He said it was just the one thing, that it popped up accidentally, and that he didn't look at it for very long. I asked Chloe if that was true. Chloe looks some more at the browser history, and found there were in fact multiple porno sites visited over the span of about 30 minutes. As she said this she looked at david and shook her head at my liar of a husband.

I turned to david and said "Go get my hairbrush and bring it to me."

"Oh please, Julie. Not in front of your friend. That's private, just between us," he pleaded.

I just gave him a cold, hard, steely look. "You will obey me, right now, or else you can start packing your bags."

"You… you can't mean that?" he said, sounding pitiful.

"I am dead serious, david. This incessant jerking off to porn has to stop for the sake of our marriage, and this is how I've decided I'm putting a stop to it: with a hard spanking and a good shaming. I love you very much and want to be with you. But this porn use has to stop. Now you get that hairbrush and take your spanking in front of Chloe, or else we're done."

"Ok ok. I'm sorry! Julie please! I'll get it" he said.

He then scurried away, blushing furiously, to do as he was told. I winked at Chloe. I asked her if she was sure she was ok with watching him get spanked? She said she sure was, and that she liked my style!

david came back carrying the hairbrush. Chloe got up and sat in the big armchair getting ready for the show. I restored the girl's caned bottom to the full screen view. I then told david off again, about his constant use of porn, about his lack of attention to me in the bedroom, and now of his lying about it. I also scolded him for the porn itself, telling him that it objectified women and promoted rape culture.

I asked him if he thought it was ok that he was viewing images that degraded women, and that suggested they should be forced to perform sexual acts and be beaten with sticks? I told him that if by using Net Nanny I ever again caught him looking at material that degraded women in this way, then that whatever was done to them I would do to him. I said he was lucky I didn't have a stick like that to beat him with, but that the hairbrush would have to do instead.

david blushed at this scolding in front of my friend Chloe, and looked absolutely mortified.

I then asked him if the girl in the picture has any clothes on?

He said she did not. So I told him that in that case he should strip.

Resigned by now to his fate, david started stripping in front of us. He removed his shirt and threw it on the floor. I scolded him and told him to fold it properly and place it on the chair. He then took his pants and socks off. He was wearing tighty whitey underpants. He folded his pants, and put them on the chair, and then put his socks neatly on top. He then looked at me with a pleading expression. "Off!" I said. He turned his back to us and slipped his white underpants down his legs. Chloe had a most excellent view of my husband's very bare, and soon to be spanked, ass. Hunching over, with one hand covering his genitals, he placed the underpants on the chair as well, but hiding them underneath his pants.

I made him face us. He was still doubled over, covering up his genitals with both hands, and blushing up a storm. I told him to look again at the photo. I asked him if the lady in the photo had the opportunity to cover her genitals?

"No Ma'am" he answered. Chloe looked at me knowingly and smirked at his humiliating nudity and submissiveness towards me.

In that case, I told him, he would not be afforded that privilege either. I told him that was a privilege that was earned through being a responsible adult who does not abuse his penis in front of his computer nightly. He, on the other hand, needed to place his hands at his sides so that he could be every bit as embarrassed as I was in front of Chloe when we found his porn. Withered by my words he obeyed me and did as he was told, exposing an erect penis that his hunched over posture did nothing to hide. I told him to stand straight! He jolted to attention.

"What's this?" I asked him about his rigid cock. "Are you still turned on by that photo??? I can't believe it!"

"No Ma'am, that's not it!" he pleaded.

"Oh, I see, you're turned on by being naked in front of my friend Chloe, is that it?" I asked him. Chloe smiled sweetly.

"y…y…yes ma'am," he said in a very small voice.

"You apologize to Chloe for getting hard in her presence. Right now!" I said.

"I'm sorry, Chloe, for…" started david.

"Miss Chloe!" I corrected him.

"I'm sorry, Miss Chloe, for getting hard in front of you," said david.

"And now," I continued, "apologize to Miss Chloe for having to watch you get spanked for surfing porn as if you were a naughty teenager."

"I'm sorry," wailed david, hands at his sides, erect cock pointed straight at us, "for you having to watch me get spanked like a naughty teenager for viewing porn." He practically cried as he said it.

"More than just viewing, I'll bet." said Chloe, in a mock strict voice, referring to his tugging on his penis and his undoubted subsequent messy ejaculatory discharge. Chloe was getting into it.

With that I swivelled and rolled the desk chair away from the desk, and ordered david across my knee. He bent over my lap submissively. His face was towards the computer screen, his ass was pointing towards my friend Chloe. He would receive more scolding bare bottom high, ready to be spanked.

"What's with you?" I asked him, "You definitely are like a naughty teenaged boy," I told him. "Didn't your Mother teach you not to jerk off to porn?"

"No Ma'am," said david, "she never caught me."

"Oh I see! Well had I been your Mother, david," I said, "and caught you doing what you did, believe me you would have found yourself right where you are, across my knee, bare bottom in the air, about to get a good old fashioned spanking right in front of your sisters. Isn't that so, Chloe?"

"Absolutely," said Chloe with a smile on her face. "If my little brother had been caught by our Mom doing that, she'd have probably made Daddy give him the belt after spanking him herself while I got to watch. And then he would have been grounded for, like, a month and doing all our chores on top of his own."

"Well I think it's ridiculous," I continued, "that a supposedly grown man needs to be spanked like this, and in front of another woman to boot. I think it's ridiculous that I have to act as if I was your Mother. I think it's ridiculous that you need to have your Internet usage monitored as if you were a horny teenager. What else should I do? Should I ground you as well, like Chloe's Mother would have done to her son? Give you extra chores? Will that help?"

"No Ma'am," pleaded david, already very embarrassed to be getting a spanking from me, much less chores and a grounding.

"No, I think I do. If you force me into being a Mother to you I suppose I'll have to act like one." I decided then and there that it would be fun to ground him in front of Chloe, and then actually follow through for the next couple of weeks.

"In addition to this spanking you are grounded for two weeks, little man. You come straight home after work. You do not go out with your friends, and you will not leave the house without my permission. No TV and no computer for you while you're grounded. You'll be assigned extra chores, including all the housework, you'll write lines for a full hour, and you'll stand in the corner for a full hour as well every evening. Any attitude, backtalk, complaints while you're grounded and you'll be right back across my knee for a pants-down spanking and extra corner time. Do I make myself perfectly clear, david?"

"Yes Ma'am," he said.

"Will you obey?"

"Yes Ma'am."

"You see that you do. What do you think, Chloe?"

"I think that's fair," she said. "If he's going to be naughty with his computer, he's going to have to suffer the consequences."

Yes indeed, I thought. And believe me, I did not back off from that punishment after Chloe had left. He spent two weeks being grounded exactly as I said and for real. He only missed lines one night due to a work commitment, so I let him off that day but gave him the strap and double the lines and double the timeout the next day. That porn viewing needed to be dealt with.

With his grounding having been taken care off, I started in on his hairbrush spanking. A humiliating grounding is one thing, but nothing gets a wife's point across to her naughty husband better than a bare bottomed hairbrushing that has him howling and shrieking like a six year old; even more so when another woman is there to see it.

I lifted his head by the hair, and told him to keep looking at that porn he loves so much during his spanking. I started off hard and continued that way. I alternated both cheeks, and I also struck in the middle, low down on his ass crack across both cheeks. I spent a fair amount of time punishing him low, at the crease where ass meets thigh to ensure he would not be sitting comfortably for some time to come. I also did not neglect the backs of his thighs, bringing them too to a scarlet red hue. "How am I doing?" I asked Chloe.

She gave me a thumbs up and said she doubted he would be looking at Internet porn again anytime soon.

Then I shifted my position, pulling my right leg out from under his, rotating so that my left knee pushed in between his two legs, and then hooking my free leg over the top of his near leg, spreading him wide. His penis and testicles wound up on my knee, fully exposed to Chloe's gaze. I continued spanking him, this time up and down both of his inner thighs. This had him yelping and begging for me to stop. I grabbed his far ass cheek and spread it wide, exposing him completely to Chloe, and then started spanking him on the insides of his crack.

I paused his spanking but continued pushing his cheeks apart giving Chloe an unencumbered view of his embarrassingly spread anal opening.

"Do you enjoy being exposed like this in front of a strange woman?" I asked him.

"No Ma'am!" he said.

"I hope you realize, Chloe can see everything there is to see of you. Right from that naughty penis and balls that got you into so much trouble to your bare little bottom hole. Are you proud of yourself that you have to be displayed like this to Chloe as part of your punishment?"

"No Ma'am," he said.

"In that case I sincerely hope you won't be looking at women's private parts on the Internet anymore, now will you?"

"No Ma'am! Never again, Ma'am!"

"Oh, I'll make sure of it!" I said. I released his cheek, spun my left leg back underneath and threw my right leg up over the backs of both of his legs. This jackknifed him forward. Too bad he could no longer see the porno photo, but I would make up for that lost time later. I then started smacking his lower cheeks on his "sit spots" as hard as I could. david screeched and begged, and even shot a hand back there. I caught his hand, and bent it double between his shoulder blades and continued his spanking. He howled and shrieked and promised to be good, so good, and that he would never, ever, look at Internet porn or lie to me ever again.

I paused his spanking.

"Are you going to be more attentive to me in the bedroom?" I asked him, accompanied with a smack of the hairbrush.

"Yes Ma'am!" he said.

"Are you going to use your tongue on me whenever I tell you to from now on?" I asked him. SMACK!

"Yes Ma'am!" SMACK!

"For as long as I want?" SMACK!

"Yes Ma'am!" SMACK!

I looked over at Chloe and winked. She smiled back.

I released him and pushed him off my knee.

He clutched at his punished bottom.

"Go put your underpants back on," I commanded him.

david scurried to do as he was told.

"Stand in front of the desk and face that photo," I told him. "Show us how you masturbate," I ordered him.

david looked even more mortified (if that was possible).

"What do you use for lube, or do you just rub it raw?" I asked him.

He blushed and admitted that he used his own saliva. I told him to lick his palm, look at the photo, and rub his cock under his shorts.

"It's the last time you'll be doing this for a very long time, so you better enjoy it!" I told him.

He looked extremely bashful, and looked like he was about to resist me in this.

"Or we can repeat that spanking first, from the start, and then come right back to here again. Your choice, mister."

david licked his palm, put his hand down the front of his shorts, and started rubbing his by now flaccid penis.

I told him to use his other hand to hold his shorts away from his cock. I told him to keep staring at that picture, reminding him it was the last Internet porn he would be seeing for a very long time.

I beckoned Chloe over. We stood to either side of him, looking down the front of his shorts to his hand masturbating his cock.

"You have five minutes," I told him, "or you're going across my knee again and then you'll start doing this all over with an even sorer bum."

david licked his palm again and the started rubbing his cock faster.

I looked behind him, and pulled the backs of his shorts down towards his knees.

"It better all go into your shorts, or you'll be on your hands and knees licking up any drops that escape," I told him.

david pulled the fronts of his shorts up higher. Chloe watched raptly as david continued punishing his meat.

With his bum bare, I told Chloe to have a look. It was deep red and well-marked. I ran my hand across his ass. I gave him a couple of hand spanks. I allowed my finger to linger in his crack, putting pressure on his asshole. He moaned! This I could have some fun with.

I ordered him to stop rubbing and to put his hands on his head. His erection tented the front of his underpants obscenely, while his backside remained bare.

"Did he just moan when I pressed my finger over his asshole?" I asked Chloe.

"Is that what you did, david?" she asked him. And then to me, "I definitely heard him moan. Maybe he likes it up the bum?" she pondered.

"Let's find out," I said, and I opened the desk drawer, looking for something suitable. I rummaged around a bit, and found what I was looking for. An oversized "So Big" green crayon about the diameter of my finger.

"Shall I stick this in him and we can find out?" I asked Chloe.

"Sure!" said Chloe.

I spread his cheeks and we both examined his bum hole anew.

"Pretty tight," we both agreed.

Turning to david I said, "you like to use your spit as lube, put this in your mouth and lube it up," I told him and then pushed the crayon into his mouth. "Suck it. Make it wet. It's all the lube you're getting so you better do a good job." david started sucking on the crayon coating it with his saliva as I fucked his mouth with it.

I then abruptly took it out of his mouth and went behind him. I told him to bend over and to use his hands to pull his cheeks apart. Chloe and I admired the view of his ready to be violated boy hole. Then I began gently pushing the crayon into his ass.

"I'll bet he'll have a green asshole after you're done!" joked Chloe.

When it was nicely lodged I told him to straighten up, look at his porn, and get back to work as he only had four minutes left or it was spanky time again. He licked his hand and resumed rubbing his cock while holding the front of his underpants away from it. His backside remained bare, with the backs of his underpants hooked on the underside of his butt cheeks, the silly looking crayon jutting out in what must have been a very humiliating fashion for him.

Chloe reached for the exposed end of the crayon and jiggled it in his asshole. david couldn't help it and moaned again as my pretty friend subjected him to this treatment.

"Oh, You DO like it up the ass!" said Chloe as she continued the exciting manipulation of the crayon lodged in his bumhole.

As david started getting closer we both noticed it. It was the way his knees buckled and shook, how furiously he was rubbing his cock, and his little moans.

Then Chloe said, "Better be careful to get it all in your shorts or she'll make you lick it up and swallow it." As she said this last, she released the crayon and gave him a big open-handed smack to his bottom cheek.

This was all too much for david, and he shot a load into his shorts. He pulled up high on his undies and milked his penis into the material in front, effectively giving himself a frontal wedgy. His shorts actually caught on the crayon in his behind, and stayed low.

"Everything into your underpants," I reminded him.

His ejaculation was lengthy and copious, and he stayed hunched over and milking himself for what seemed to be a very long time. As he came, he cried out in that way boys do when they orgasm, which in this context was pretty amusing!

When he was finally done, and had spilled his entire load into his underpants, I told him to take the crayon out of his bottom.

He bent over and pulled the crayon slowly out.

I went to the desk, got an envelope, and told him to drop it in. I made him lick the adhesive on the envelope and seal it. I threw it onto the desk and told him to take it out to the trash as soon as he was dressed.

He asked if he could go clean up?

"No you certainly may not," I told him. "Wipe your hands on your little panties. You'll wear those cummie underpants and nothing but for the rest of the evening and you'll go to bed in them tonight. Having wet and sticky underpants will be a nice little reminder to think twice before masturbating to Internet porn."

"A great reminder!" added in Chloe.

"You have one hour of lines to write and then one hour with your nose in the corner after that. In just your sticky underpants. What shall I have him write, Chloe?"

"How about… 'I will not jerk off to Internet porn without my wife's permission and supervision'," she suggested.

"Perfect," I said, "but don't expect my permission anytime soon, young man. And if Net Nanny and I catch you viewing porn sites again without my 'permission and supervision', I'll bend you over the back of the living room couch and give you the strap until your ass is black and blue. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes Ma'am!" said david.

"Perfectly Ma'am!" mocked Chloe.

"And I'll invite Chloe to come over again to watch it!" I told him.

"I'll definitely come over for that," said Chloe, "and maybe I'll bring along something bigger to really stretch out that tight bumhole. Something I can strap on around my hips to really show you what those girls on those porn sites go through…"

I high-fived Chloe as david stood there looking ashamed in the cum-soaked underwear he would be required to wear until next morning.

His porn surfing days were OVER!


Chapter 6:   Public Play

As you can tell from that last chapter, my husband I both very much enjoy involving other women in our play. In some cases they are friends and I arrange it with them in advance. Sometimes I pay for it. Sometimes random women just become part of the play. And in one very special case it's even a relative.

My older sister Susan is always a great go-to playmate for us. She is kinky and open-minded; she worked as a fetish model when younger, and we confide everything in one another. We trust her to be every bit as discrete and selective about whom she tells as david or I. And, this actually helps, she likes girls, and she likes being on top and dominating her girlfriends. So when she helps me out with david it's not sexual in the conventional sense, but a turn on for her nonetheless as she enjoys being dominant and gets a kick out of dominating males which she doesn't otherwise get the chance to do so. She also likes david a lot, and enjoys, as do I, helping to make his fantasies come true.

Susan is extremely attractive. When I started spanking him, he revealed to me his fantasy of being spanked by "the sisters". I think sex with sisters is a fairly common male fantasy, as is getting spanked and dominated by them for men such as my husband. When I started dominating david, I had no fear of sharing these developments with Sue, as I share everything with her and know all about her kinky private life as well. When I confided in Sue david's fantasy of being dommed by the two of us, she offered to play as a favour to us. She was under no illusions that this was not a powerful sexual fantasy for david, and a huge sexual treat for him, but she saw no harm, especially given her sexual orientation, and thought the two of us could have fun with it and put a smile on his face. So that's how I "recruited" my sister (or is it she me?)

I have also paid massage parlour girls and pro dominatrixes to play with us. That's much easier!

I have gradually corrupted some more vanilla women. I find a fertile source to have been in-home personal trainers. We have hired a sequence of them to come into our home gym and put david through his exercise paces. It's a naturally dominant profession, and it's easy to "make jokes" about punishing him if he eats badly or does not work hard enough during training. There's some cruel power that two women get, more than one plus one, when we gang up on a guy. Gradually, week after week, taking it slow and advancing and retreating in small steps, and of being sensitive to their feelings and comfort zones, we have made amazing strides, right to bare bottom spankings even. I have a chapter regarding our kinky goings on with trainers later in the book.

Travelling is always a fun time for public play when you are very far from home and a bit anonymous.  We once re-arranged our sightseeing schedule to be in our suite when the maids arrived. I had to communicate with them in French, but essentially bribed them with a big tip to clean the bedroom and ignore my nude husband standing in the corner with a whipped bottom on display. I explained to them that he was being punished, and a bit of extra humiliation was good for his soul. I'm sure they assumed we were crazy rich American kinksters, but they took the generous tip and played along. This was Paris after all! There were pillows on the bed he had been bent over, and a belt and hairbrush strewn around. They even replaced the whipping pillows where they were after making the bed, and arranged the belt and hairbrush neatly next to them. Meanwhile, a fully nude david blushed furiously with his nose tightly in the corner hiding his cock, and with his obviously very red and well-punished bottom full on display as the maids worked. As they finished up in the living room of our suite, they did so to the musical sounds of me belt whipping my husband in our bedroom.

On the topic of maids, we have a Filpina lady who cleans our house once a week and does our laundry. We've had her for several years now. She's around our age and was a trained nurse in the Philippines, so she's an intelligent lady. I make david throw his panties and bras into the laundry basket just like everything else. Our maid knows exactly where to put away the 2XL lingerie: right in david's underwear drawer. She's also no stranger to the collection of spanking, butt, and bondage toys we keep around, and she knows he's the one on the receiving end. Just the other week david got home as she was finishing up. He had a messy pile of receipts on his bedside table. She put them away in his middle bedside drawer. When david came home she brought him to his room, opened the drawer, and showed him where she had put them. Only thing is, that drawer also contained a paddle, a flogger, a ball gag, and my strap on harness and huge dildo! david says he blushed like a schoolgirl as she gleefully showed him his receipts, "do you see them mr david, they're right here, do you see them? I didn't want you to worry where they were."

In another form of public play, once I even spanked him quickly on a nude beach in the Caribbean. We had spectators who seemed to enjoy the show (and others who did not, oops, so we beat a hasty retreat!)

Clothes shopping for me is always a good time for some public play. If he looks bored while I am trying things on I might tell him that he better start showing some interest or he'll get a spanking when I get him home. This is said "as a joke" in front of the salesgirl, but what a thing for a wife to say to her husband in public! He further humiliates himself by being on his best behavior thereafter, which tends to get a nice (and knowing) smile from the salesgirl.

Public play can be a bit tricky, because we certainly don't want to drag someone in who doesn't want to play. So my approach is to start with a little comment as a "joke" and observe the reaction. In some cases they have gone all weird on us and we back right off. But that's rare. Most of the time they laugh and play along and genuinely enjoy the experience. Then we can step it up a notch, but always on the lookout for breaching their comfort zone. If done with sensitivity, everybody enjoys the experience, and they get a great story to tell their girlfriends or families afterwards.

Let me tell you about a great one, and one of our first public play incidents, in the next chapter.


Chapter 7:   Panty Shopping

As I mentioned earlier on, my husband derives no particular pleasure from cross-dressing other than that it humiliates him terribly to be made to do so, and sexual humiliation is his kink. How much more humiliating when other women are involved?

I read on the Internet the practice of putting men in panties as punishment. I could definitely understand how that could be humiliating for a male and carry a sexual connotation as well as a power connotation. We are culturally programmed (and I think this is changing) to think of women as the "weaker sex". Putting men into panties transfers that cultural conditioning to them. They become the weaker sex by virtue of their underwear. How delightful. We should pass a law.

So, while david did not ask for it specifically, based on the idea from the Internet I decided that before one of his spankings I would make him wear a pair of my panties, and make a great show of pulling them down while he was across my knee, calling him "bad girl", and things like that. Well, the panties and feminine references to him were a great success. I had tapped into one of his fantasies that he had been reluctant to share with me, worried I would take him for less of a man or as a cross-dresser. Now, it's not that there is anything at all wrong what a man being a cross-dresser. But what I find very funny is how eagerly a man denies an interest in an embarrassing behaviour or kink that is not his own.

The only problem was that my panties really did not fit him at all. They only covered a band of butt, and his junk was hanging out in front. Not attractive! So I decided to fix this in a most humiliating way for him.

I told him to meet me at a certain downtown street corner after work. I had made dinner reservations nearby in a restaurant, but we met about an hour before my reservation. I told david this, and asked sweetly for suggestions on how to spend the time? I did not like any of his suggestions, and instead just so happened to "notice" the clothes shop. I told david we should go in there and do some shopping. Poor dear still had no idea. He did not even realize it was a plus-sized store, as they are subtle in that way. He thought I was shopping for myself.

We went upstairs to the lingerie section. A young plus-sized dark-skinned salesgirl was serving another customer and said she would be along to help me in a moment.

He might have had a clue, but if so he didn't comment. I had certainly not hinted. We sat on a leather padded bench and waited for the salesgirl to free up.

She got done with her customer and came over to us. "May I help you find something?" she asked.

"Yes. I'm looking for panties for my husband," I said, indicating david, "for him to wear I mean."

Well, it was just as if I'd dropped a nuclear bomb.

Her mouth hung open and her eyes went wide. david's did the exact same thing. Scene on, baby!

I could see the mental calculus going on in her head. Would she get in more trouble by serving us or by not serving us? In the end, customer hospitality got the better of her.

"I don't know if we really have anything…" she said.

"Show us what you do have," I suggested, in a friendly voice.

She walked over to a big circular clothes rack. She pointed to the sign and said that they were on sale, five for $40. I turned to david and said weren't we lucky, on sale at five for only $40!

"I'm not sure we have what he needs, maybe D&M?" she said, making a last ditch effort to divert us to another nearby store.

"These look like they'll do just fine!" I said, rifling through the hundreds of panties each on their own little hanger.

Meanwhile, david was standing there in the open, not approaching the rack, head bowed, making a very serious study of his shoes. He told me afterwards that he was the most abjectly, completely, mortified with embarrassment that he had ever been in his life. That would soon change.

I asked the salesgirl what size she thought he was.

She was now getting more into the spirit of the thing, I guess resigned to the fact we weren't going anywhere without panties and over the initial shock. She sized david up and down with her eyes, "2XL" she said with a certain practiced assurance. I took out a 2XL and walked it over to david, holding it up against his waist. "That looks right," I said.

"What styles do you want?" she asked.

"Let's get a few different styles," I answered. "Just we have to be careful of coverage issues in the front, if you know what I mean?"

"Oh, I know what you mean," she answered, as if this was routine for her.

"Let's make them all very feminine," I continued, "a little girly, you know, with lace and bows, that sort of thing? Maybe pinks and reds, and pale blues. Is that right sweetie?" I asked david, "Is that what you want?"

He didn't respond at all.

"What," I asked, "cat got your tongue?"

Turning to the salesgirl I said "He's not too happy about this. It's kind of a motivation. He's not getting his housework done so I'm putting him in panties until I start seeing an improvement. Isn't that so, david?"

"Yes ma'am," he mumbled into the floor, now playing along, hopping onto this wild ride I'd constructed for him. Despite the roleplay, the shame in his voice was as clear as a bell.

I looked at the salesgirl and there was great big smirk on her face. She had gone from shocked to clearly enjoying my husband's predicament.

We continued going through the 2XL's, and I picked several pairs out. "What do you like?" I asked her. She looked thoughtful and rifled a bit through the rack, pulling out a pale blue full cut panty with an inch of lace at the leggings and waist, and a little bow in front. "I like these," she said. How wonderfully humiliating for him that she's picking his panties, and picking them to be ultra-feminine!

"Those are perfect!" I said. Aren't these perfect, david?" I asked him. I went up to him and help them up against him. "Perfect!" I said.

I gathered together the five pair we had selected and handed them to david to carry.

"Now we should see a bit of improvement in the housework department, shouldn't we?" I asked david rhetorically. I turned to our salesgirl and said "He doesn't even work, you know. He lost his job. I'm the one bringing home the pay check. You'd think with all that time on his hands he could get the housework done and have supper ready by the time I get home?" I turned to david, "Let's face it, mister, until you get a job, I expect you to do all the housework. And I do mean all of it. Maybe these panties will help remind you of who the little housewife is and who the bread winner is, eh?"

"Yes Ma'am," said david to his feet.

"Because if you don't get the message we'll be right back here getting the next thing and the next thing and the next thing until you do get the message! Would you like that, david, would you like to have to entertain our friends dressed in panties and a bra, a nice dress, hose and heels, shaved legs, a pretty blonde wig, and makeup on your face? Is that something you want? "

"No Ma'am," answered david.

"I can get you some nice big breast forms to fill out that bra. Double-D maybe?"

"Please, Ma'am, that won't be necessary, I'll do the housework. I promise"

"Fine. So let's just hope it doesn't come to that. Now thank the lady for helping you to pick out your panties," I told him.

"th... th… thank you ma'am," said david to our saleslady, whose smirk had still not left her face. She would be eating out on this story for a month!

"uh huh," she said, dismissive of him. "You can pay for those downstairs."

david walked down the stair carrying his panty purchase all the way to the cashier at front. The shop was just closing and we could see them locking the front door to prevent any new patrons from coming in for the evening. We were the last ones there. There was an older saleslady at the checkout, who looked to be the manager in charge of closing up.

david hesitated before handing them to her.

"They're yours, pay for them," I told him. Then addressing the saleslady I said, "and as soon as I get him home, I'm putting him into one and spanking him!"

david whipped around and said, "please! Julie!"

"What, are we going to get the waterworks now? Pay for them."

david turned back and very shame-facedly paid for his panties in cash.

The saleslady also had a big smile on her face at his embarrassment. This was a downtown store in a big city. They have had their share of men buying panties for themselves, but likely not so often with their wives encouraging them and blurting out how they'll be spanked in them!

Sensing good vibes, as the saleslady started wrapping them up I told her that I wondered if it would be possible for david to wear a panty home? You would think that would be a very peculiar request, and I was expecting a rejection. Instead, much to my surprise, she acted as if I had asked for the most natural thing in the world. She said, "Of course! He can use one of our change rooms." Wow. Sure, I said. She asked which pair did I want? I indicated the lacy blue one the salesgirl had specially picked out. She wrapped up the rest leaving that one out.

The saleslady then led the way to the change rooms, just behind the cash. I grabbed david by the hand and walked him over. There was a corridor with five change rooms on each side, each having a full length mirrored door. At the end of the corridor was a hexagonal dais with a large folding mirror in front. She opened one of the rooms for us, and I told david to go in and change into his panties. My was he blushing!

He later told me that he had never dreamt in a million years that I would bring him to shop for his own panties in an actual store with real salesladies. And even after I had done that, he would never ever have dreamt even in a billion years that I would make him use the changing rooms to change into a pair with the staff knowing what was going on. But I figured, what the heck? Worst that could have happened would be that they would have asked us to leave. As it was, the two staff we had encountered so far seemed to be having fun with the situation (at poor david's expense). For david, while still excruciatingly humiliating, this was a legitimate fantasy come true. He said it was mortifying but also the most mind blowing, incredible experience of his life. All thanks to me being a bit adventurous and taking a risk. For me, it was a fun challenge to navigate this situation, and I got real pleasure from making one of his lifetime fantasies come wildly true.

As he was being closed into the change room (still in utter disbelief at his situation), I put the cherry on the cake by telling him to call me before he put his pants back on as I wanted to see him in his panty.

I fully closed the door and left him to it. I walked back out to the front and started chatting with the saleslady. I figured that since she was so cool with everything I may as well be completely honest with her. I explained that it's his little kink to be dressed in panties and humiliated, and that I cater to him in this. She said not to worry and that it was more common than I would think, and that believe it or not she had some experience in such matters. I learned her name was Ellen, and I was dying to know more! I told her it was his fantasy to be "punished" in this manner for failing to do the housework, and asked her if she would enjoy playing along?

"Absolutely," she said in a mischievous way, "and I'll bet some of my staff will as well," she added conspiratorially. The shop was closed anyways. May as well have a little fun with the boy. She asked if I had any limits to his degree of humiliation and discipline, and I told her to go as far as she wanted. (I never dreamt of how far that could be!)

"Julie…" I heard david calling from the change room.

"I have to go look at them for the fit. I'll call you back in a moment." I told Ellen, winking at her, "that should make him blush!"

I went to his change room and opened the door a crack and peeked in. He had his pants and shoes off, but his socks and shirt on, so it hardly did the panty justice. "Take off your socks and shirt so I can have a proper look," I told him. He did as I instructed, and stood there shame faced in his little enclosed change room. I opened the door more widely, looked over my shoulder, and said "Ellen! Could you check out the fit on these, please?"

"No!" david screamed and tried to pull the door shut. He wasn't acting!

"DON'T you dare disobey me during a scene!" I told him in a strict whisper. Those are the rules. When I scene him, I am in charge. It is my judgement how far we will go, and he has no say.

I yanked the door open just as Ellen appeared. "Let's have a look!" she said cheerfully. We crowded at the door.

"No!" cried david.

"How incredibly rude!" I said. "Ellen is here to help you make sure you bought the right size. Now apologize to her. Immediately!"

"I'm sorry," said david, realizing he had lost control and gone too far.

"Not a problem, dearie," she said, "I can understand that this is a bit embarrassing for you. But really I can't have a proper look in there. Why don't we have you out to the big mirror where we can have a proper look?"

How wonderful! Ellen was going to milk this for all it was worth no doubt making him pay for his rudeness to her in the process.

I went inside and grabbed him by the ear and started dragging him out of the change room towards the end of the corridor where the little stage and big mirror were. All the while I was dragging david he was saying "no, please, please, no, no." But I would have none of it, and so he was ear-marched out, dressed only in his frilly blue panty to be properly sized.

I placed david on the stage and Ellen and I had a look at him. With the mirrors behind him, we could see front, sides, and back, all at the same time. He was blushing furiously, in his face and right down to his chest and tummy.

"What do you think," I asked Ellen, "is that the right size?"

Ellen walked over to david, tugged a bit at the material to straighten it, and then stood back and declared it a good fit. I told her how the salesgirl who helped us sized him up with a glance. She asked who had helped us and I described her. Turns out her name was Marcy. Ellen thought highly of Marcy.

Just then, another salesgirl entered the changing area. Seeing us, she quickly turned around and said "Oh! Sorry! I didn't know anybody was back here."

Ellen told us, "hold just a moment," and went after her.

A few moments later Ellen came back with that same girl, whose name was Jessica. I don't know what she said to her, but Jessica had a big smile on her face, and I remember thinking Oh My Goodness, let the humiliation continue!

Ellen then addressed Jessica. "This is one of those men who usually skulk in here to buy panties for themselves. Although this time it's a bit different. This is his wife, Julie. In this case, her husband here is being put into panties as punishment for failing to do the housework, isn't that it, dear?" She asked me.

"Exactly right." I told her.

"It used to be called 'petticoating'," said Ellen to the both of us. "It was often used to punish young boys in the Victorian nursery who had gotten a bit too big for their britches. Now it's more often used by a wife on a certain type of husband, and it's usually referred to as 'panty training' nowadays."

Then addressing Jessica, Ellen said "Why don't you go see if any of the other ladies would like to have a look at Julie's husband being panty trained?"

Perfect! I thought. This was going far better than I had ever expected. We lucked into a kinkster femdom manager!

Jessica went back out to the shop floor. Meanwhile david was turning several shades of red darker in the face, if that was possible. You see, david had come to the realization that he would not only be panty trained in front of me, or even just Ellen and I, but rather that he was to be panty trained by and in front of practically the entire female staff of the store!

Quite soon we heard a gaggle of excited voices and in walked an older lady and four younger ones including our original salesgirl, Marcy, and of course Jessica. All of them were to a greater or lesser extent "plus-sized", and of mixed ethnicities. Marcy said to the other ladies, "those are the ones I picked out," referring to his pale blue lacy panties he was forced to wear.

Ellen explained again, for their benefit, why my husband was dressed as he was, standing where he was, being panty trained as he was. There ensued much pointing and laughing at david's expense, and back and forth conversation about men and their reluctance to partake in any of the housework, and the undoubted effectiveness of a good dose of panty training for a male to cure that problem, and the extra effectiveness of having his wife panty training him in front of other women. They asked me some questions as well, and I added that since he apparently thought of housework as "woman's work", that I supposed he would have to dress the part until he got that notion out of his head.

"And if he don't shape up," added Marcy, our original salesgirl, "she's bringing him back and putting him in a bra with double-D forms!"

"And that's called 'brassiering'," said Ellen, "and we'd be very happy to fit him for several different sizes of bras and breast forms for his brassiering."

"That's right," I added for david's sake, "the full bra and panty treatment right here in this store unless I start to see a marked improvement in that housework."

Ellen, having heard my "spanking" remark at the cash, told the other ladies what I had said about taking down his panties for a good spanking for the poor housework as soon as I got him home as well.

"But I was thinking," added Ellen, "why wait? He's already in his spanking panty, you may as well spank him here and now."

"Yeah," said another, "spank him now."

"Oh I would, he deserves it," I said, "but I always spank him on the bare and I wouldn't want to offend any of you by exposing him like that to you." Of course, I was fishing for an invitation to bare him in front of them.

"Oh, we don't mind, right ladies?" asked one of the girls.

There was a chorus of enthusiastic yes's.

"Is that ok, Ellen?" I asked the store manager.

"Certainly," answered Ellen. "It would be very rare for a young husband being panty trained not to have those panties lowered for a spanking. In fact, he should be made to lower them himself to drive the point home."

"You heard Ellen, david," I said, "turn around and bare your bottom, right in front of all these women, so I can spank you."

david looked at me with pleading eyes. "Right now." I told him.

david turned to face the folding mirror. He slowly reached behind himself, and with shaking hands lowered just the backs of his panties to just below his bottom.

"Cute butt!" said one of the girls.

"Lower!" said another.

"Lower them david, right down to your knees," I said, "so that we can all see them properly pulled down for your spanking."

david was of course standing in front of the folding mirror. He fully realized that the implication of pulling his panties down to his knees would be a humiliating genital display. And as he is quite small when flaccid, as he was now, and I keep him completely hairless down there, even more humiliating for him in front of all these women: a little nude soft hairless penis and testicle show

Blushing furiously, he lowered his panty further, right to his knees, exposing his teeny tiny genitals fully to all eyes by virtue of the mirror.

"Now spread your legs, david, so those panties stay up around your knees," I added.

He did as instructed. Such a good boy

"And spread your feet a bit further still, keeping your knees where they are."

david inched his feet further apart, until he appeared knock-kneed and pigeon-toed.

"Keep your feet and knees where they are and stand straight, hands on your head, let's all have a good look at you."

david straightened as he was told. All the women got a ringside view of his bare butt directly, and his bare genitals reflected in the mirror. Very bare. One of the ladies even remarked on his hairless genitals, and asked if it was me who kept him that way. I answered that I do indeed, as it tends to keep my husband knocked down a peg to be made to appear pre-pubescent, and more malleable as a result.

"He's small," said one of the ladies.

"He's a grower, not a shower," I said by way of defence. I did not want them thinking I was short changed in the cock department.

"Turn around and face us, david," I said, "all the way around, nice and slowly, so all the ladies can get a good clear view of your hairless little front side."

david waddled around in a half circle, pigeon-toed as he was, holding up his panty at his knees, hands on his head. Even more humiliating for him, we could see his erection bobbing to life. david later told me he willed it to stay down, but it had a will of its own. He stopped when he was facing us, cock twitching. I thought it would be fun for the ladies to witness the development of my husband's full erection. We waited until his penis bobbed fully erect, even curving up towards the ceiling. He could do nothing to control it as the ladies watched with rapt attention this humiliating spectacle.

"tsk, tsk," I said, "I can't take you anywhere, now can I?" Then turning to his audience I said "I'm so sorry about that, he gets an erection at the drop of a hat as I keep his balls pretty full most of the time. He really just gets excited in front of practically any woman."

The half dozen ladies were getting quite the show. More even that at any "male review" where the dancers were required by law to keep their jock straps on. While not as muscular as those boys, he was at least being required to show his genitals, and the girls were able to see his cock's development from half-mast to full hard on to make up for any lack of male musculature.

"Look at that blush," said Ellen. "Now this is a proper panty training, isn't it young man?"

"Yes Ma'am," responded david.

"And now you have to stand there, with your panties at half-mast, so we can all get a good look at you, and at how very naughty you are with your big erection from your panty training. I think he likes it," she said to the ladies. "Is it time for his spanking now, Julie, do you need any help?"

"It is time. I'll take the first shift. Maybe some of you ladies would like a go after?" And then to david, "now turn back around, bend over and grab your ankles," I told him. "You're in for a good spanking now, david, especially now because of that naughtiness."

david turned awkwardly and bent over, and as he did so his genitals hung between his spread legs and his bottom hole opened up fully on display. None of this was an accident. The opportunity had presented itself, and now he would be shamed to his very core. I slowly walked over to david, stood beside him facing the ladies, put my left arm around his waist and grabbed his testicles in my hand as a means of control and restraint. I shoved them back out between his legs where the ladies could plainly see the hold I had on him, as well as his throbbing erection that my handling of his genitalia, rough as it was, did nothing to abate.

"You are not to move out of position during this spanking or I squeeze. Do you understand?" As I asked, I added in a little squeeze on his balls for emphasis.

"Yes ma'am! Yes Ma'am!" david shrieked a bit frantically as all the gals laughed. I know it's not funny for you boys, but for us ladies there is something just ridiculously funny about using a man's balls to make him obey.

Letting up on the pressure, but nonetheless keeping my firm grasp on him I raised my right hand to swat him. SMACK! I let go a good one to the far cheek. SMACK! Another to the near cheek. SMACK! one low down on the center, spanning both cheeks. SMACK! One with a flat palm directly over his asshole. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! I squeezed his ball sac and warned him to stay still. This instantly quieted him, and I resumed the spanking. I ended with a flurry of smacks to his low butt cheeks, rapidly alternating side to side.

I stopped spanking him and released his testicles, but told him to stay where he was. I walked over to where the ladies were standing and admired my handiwork. david was bent over double, all his previously private parts on full display, his ass a nice bright pink from the spanking. His rosebud, fully displayed, making me wish I had brought my strap-on dildo to really give these ladies a show. I could even swear his balls looked a bit red from the squeezing. His cock remained erect and engorged at its tip.

"Would any of you ladies care to take him across your knee?" I asked.

There was a bit of embarrassed murmuring and then the lovely Marcy spoke up: "I will," she said, simply, "if that's ok?" she quickly added looking at Ellen. "That's fine, dear!" said Ellen, "He's barely pink as it is. See if you can redden him up. And also see if you can't spank the naughtiness out of him." Ellen said this last referring to his still erect genitalia.

The other ladies set out a straight-backed armless chair for Marcy to sit on. I grabbed david by the arm and marched him the few steps over to Marcy. He tripped over his panties as he stepped down off the dais and practically collapsed across Marcy's lap. Good thing Marcy was a big girl! He sunk into her ample lap. As his erect and engorged penis came into contact with that lap, I was worried that he might embarrass himself right across Marcy's skirt. However, Marcy lost no time in grabbing him around the waist with her left arm and raining down spank after spank to his unprotected bottom with her right. david's thoughts almost instantly departed his penis and became concentrated on the sudden and intense pain being visited on his well-slapped bottom cheeks. And as I said, Marcy is a big girl, and powerful as well. Her hands were quite large and she did a number on poor little david's bottom. He looked like a child draped across Marcy's lap with his head dangling and his feet kicking.

When she was done, I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back off Marcy's lap to standing beside her. Lo and behold his erection had fully shrivelled under the tender mercies of Marcy's strict palm. He clutched at his bottom allowing his now floppy penis and testicles to swing freely for the salesgirls and salesladies viewing pleasure.

"Look, it's so tiny now. Way to go Marcy!" exclaimed one of the girls.

"Anybody else care to have a go at his ass?" I asked.

Marcy had broken the ice, and now everybody wanted a chance. So over he went across each lap in turn, bare and bald penis and testicles flopping over each new woman's ample thighs as he received his spanking from her. Each lady seemed to want to outdo the other with the strength of her strikes to his bare red fanny. At some point during the proceedings, david lost his panties off his kicking legs, and was thereafter fully nude for his spankings.

Last up was Ellen. Sometime during the spanking she had went away to fetch back a particular item from the accessory section of the store. Now she produced it. It was a one inch wide heavy white leather lady's belt. "May I whip him with this?" She asked me with a gleam in her eye, doubtless determined not to be outdone by her employees and fearing her hand may not have been up to the task.

Of course she can! After all she did for me? Of course!

I made david bend over the back of the chair and put his hands on the seat. I asked some of the ladies to help restrain him there. Three girls came. One on one hand, one on another, and one putting her large arm across david's back, keeping him pushed firmly down with his bottom jackknifed over the back of the chair.

Ellen lined up the belt and let go with a prodigious CRACK across david's already well abused cheeks. david raised his head and wailed.

"Oh never mind him," I said, and with that one of the girls put her hand on the back of his head and pushed it back down to the seat of the chair.

Ellen let go with another scorcher, and another, and another. She sizzled his buns, painting marks on him as if he had been made to sit on a hot griddle. When his legs kicked too frantically, she painted his thighs, and warned him to keep still with a stern voice, or he'll get them all down there.

"Besides," she said, "you wouldn't want me to miss and hit the family jewels by accident, now would you?" As she said this she stroked the belt across the backs of his testicles. david yelped and did a jig and locked his legs together, hiding his penis and testicles from Ellen's belt. The ladies found this very amusing for some reason and laughed uproariously. His determination to keep his legs together did not last for long, however, as Ellen continued her strict leathering of david's bare bottom.

The belting was severe. More severe that I had ever subjected him to. I was considering putting a stop to it, but I was just so darned turned on! I wanted to see what was next.

"Pick him up and pull his cheeks apart," Ellen instructed. david seemed to struggle a bit, but one girl on either side of him picked him up by his upper thighs, keeping his legs spread.

"Now spread his cheeks," said Ellen, "he's getting the belt in there."

"No! No!" david yelled, but the women on either side each pulled a cheek and spread his crack wide. What a sight!

Ellen crouched down a little and brought the now singled belt vertically down david's exposed ass crease, whipping his tender inner skin and targeting his asshole as if it were a bull's-eye. david yelled out with the pain of the crack strapping. He had not, however, used his "Red" safeword, so I allowed his humiliating and painful crack strapping to continue, and allowed my education regarding how much my hubby could take to deepen.

Ellen started the whipping at a faster pace, all into his crack, and the girls had to struggle to hold him up as he wiggled and shook and started begging for mercy and for Ellen to please, oh please, stop! He really yelled and begged and went into a spasm when the belt was aimed a bit lower, and while not dead on still brushed his dangling sac with some ferocity eliciting a desperate struggle and bit more of a high-pitched scream (or was that only my imagination?)

"STOP! PLEASE!" begged david.

Ellen did pause, but now the true grilling from her began.

"Are you going to be getting to the housework now, boy?" demanded Ellen as she whipped the belt flush down his crack.

"Yes Ma'am! Yes Ma'am!" david screamed at us.

"Are you going to have supper on the table for when your wife gets home?" CRACK!

"Oh Yes Ma'am! Yes! I promise! I promise!"

"And the kitchen spic and span, and the bathrooms cleaned every day?" CRACK! (ouch, she brushed his testes again!)

"Yes Ma'am! Oh Please Ma'am! Please! Not there! Please! Enough Ma'am!"

"And all the windows cleaned and the dusting done?" CRACK! SMACK! (tip aimed square at his bumhole that time).

"YES!!!!"

"And you'll have all the laundry done, ironed, and neatly folded away?" CRACK!

"Yes Ma'am! I promise! I promise!"

"And Miss Julie's lingerie washed by hand and delicately hung to dry?" CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! (bumhole, crack, and testes).

"YES MA'AM!!!"

"And your panties as well?" CRACK!

"YES MA'AM! YES!"

"And how about in the bedroom, young man?" CRACK! "Will you bend over and take it like a woman up the bum?"

"Waaaaa?"

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! "You heard me! Will you?" CRACK!

"Yes Ma'am, Yes!"

"Say it!" CRACK! CRACK! (right to his bumhole!). Ellen poised the belt directly over the back of his testicles. "Say it!" she warned.

"I'll bend over Ma'am! Bend over and take it like a woman Ma'am! Up the bum Ma'am!"

"Do you take it like that now?" asked Ellen

"Yes Ma'am…"

This was almost as good as having my strap-on. Being forced by Ellen to admit in front of all these women that he submits to anal intercourse from me. Bent over and having to take it like a woman. Precious! I was thinking his a-hole was getting penetrated tonight, whipping or no whipping!

"Let him up." Ellen told her girls.

david was allowed to rise and he immediately flung his hands to his punished backside and crack. The poor baby had tears in his eyes and was sobbing from the pain and humiliation.

"Now, now," I said to david, gathering him into my arms.

"I'll get the cold cream," said Ellen.

I comforted my sobbing baby as Ellen went and came back opening a new jar of Pond's Cold Cream.

I moved david back to the chair and bent him over it once more. This already gave him some relief as the cool air circulated against the punished flesh inside his crack.

We all stood back and got a good last look at david's punished behind. What a sight! It was deep, dark red all over from the multiple hard hand spankings he had received across the ladies' laps. Overlaid on that was clear evidence of a severe belt whipping which left angry dark red bands across his cheeks and upper thighs, and vertically up and down his crack, and purple bruising where the tip wrapped around. His asshole looked red and inflamed from the beating it had undergone, and even his ball sac looked red and painful.

Ellen very matter of factly applied the cold cream to his bottom cheeks and upper thighs. She even spread his cheeks further and applied the balm right between them, not being at all shy about using her bare hand to liberally coat his anus and into his rectum which caused him to wince, and then to rub it into his testicles which were still apparently tender to the touch. His reaction to getting the cream onto his bumhole and testicles elicted more giggles from his rapt audience.

She reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. Holding it like that she asked me if I wanted it milked before I took him home? Why not? Sure, I said.

Ellen got a bit more cold cream and started rubbing his cock up and down between his legs.

"no! please!" begged david at the humiliation of having this done to him so dispassionately and in front of so many witnesses.

Ellen paused and looked at me, "well I won't do it if he doesn't want it," she said to me.

"He wants it," I said, "it turns him on to beg otherwise." This was indeed true. david has a safeword he can use if he needs for it to stop. Otherwise it's our agreement that all pleas to the contrary are part of the play.

"Oh, I see!" said Ellen with a laugh, "the lady doth protest too much, methinks?" she added, quoting Hamlet and smacking his butt for good measure. She started rubbing his penis again and said, "you just keep begging. Come on, baby, into my hand. Right into my hand. Let's empty those testicles so you can focus on your 'womanly chores' around the house," she joked.

"Don't be bashful, keep begging for it to stop," I told him. There was no reaction from david. "No, I insist on it. Keep begging. Now."

"please no…" said david quietly.

"More," I prompted.

"Please no, don't, don't rub me like that, please!" he said louder, letting the humiliation of it all out. "Don’t. Don't. I'll cum. I'll cum in front of everybody!" he wailed.

"You certainly will," said Ellen, "disgrace yourself in front of all us ladies. Empty those big sore looking balls for all of us to see. You certainly will."

"And you know what happens after that, don't you david?" I asked him.

"No! Please! Not that! No!" he responded frantically.

"Oh yes. It'll all go into your mouth. Every last drop," I said.

"Nooooo!" he wailed. "I don't want to. Not in front of everybody. Please! Not in my mouth. Not like a girl! Please!"

"Oh you will," I responded calmly, "but how dare you assume all girls would do that. They wouldn't. But you will, just like a naughty slutty girl would. Any more backtalk on this subject and I'll have Ellen give you the belt again after she's done milking that dick. Right between the legs. Right on your cock and balls where it will hurt most. As it is you've earned yourself a spanking across my knee. And you can just hold that sperm in your mouth in front of all these ladies while you're being punished. That will teach you a lesson for back talking me about putting your cum in your mouth and for suggesting it's girl's work to swallow it."

"Noooo…" said david.

With that, anxious for him to now cum, I went over and started playing with his bum hole, eventually pushing my finger deep into him, fucking him, and massaging his prostate. He moaned at that.

"He likes it!" said one of the ladies.

"Right up the bum!" said another.

"You do like that, don't you," said Ellen, "you like it up the bum. Now come on, baby, let it all out. Right into my hand. Go ahead. Oh oh… here it comes… here it comes… watch closely now ladies…"

"Ah! Ah! Ah! No! Noooo!" yelled out david as he shot a load into Ellen's palm as the ladies bent down close to watch the humiliating inevitable culmination of his embarrassing public milking. She yanked and pulled on his softening cock, squeezing the remaining cum out of him and into the palm of her hand. It was a large load.

"Does he really…" asked Ellen of me, referring to his cum.

"He does," I confirmed.

I went to david's head and pulled it up by the hair. Ellen put her palm in front of david's mouth.

"Lick!" I said.

"He'll mind her from now on," said Ellen to the other ladies as david licked the sperm from her palm.

"Don't swallow," I told him, "but keep licking, every last bit of it, right into your mouth." I held him up still so that all the ladies could see him as he was made to take his own ejaculate into his mouth. As he neared the end Ellen smeared the remainder onto his mouth and lips.

When he was done I sat on the spanking chair, hiked up my skirt, and pulled him down across my knee. He still had his mouthful of sperm with some smeared over his face. I started spanking him, "keep it in your mouth, don't you dare swallow," I said as I spanked him. "Keep your head up. Look at the ladies in the eye. I want them to see you holding that load." I used hard hand spanks to his already tenderized rump. I knew that without the benefit of any residual sexual excitement those spanks would hurt. david obliged by crying out after each spank with a closed-mouth complaint.

"Is that nasty?" I asked him, "keeping your sperm in your mouth like that? Are you going to ever complain about swallowing it again? Are you ever going to suggest that it's a ladies lot to swallow cum, because look who's about to swallow now."

After I was satisfied with his spanking, I took him off my lap and set him down kneeling up in front of the ladies for his final punishment. He was of course all naked and with a spent, gooey penis on display in front, the sperm that only a few minutes ago was in his balls now residing in his mouth and on his face, and a well-spanked rear-end behind.

"Open your mouth, david, show us you haven't guzzled down that cum," I said, "because I know you want to."

david opened his mouth wide and we all peered inside seeing the white gooey sperm there.

"Now swallow it," I said.

"nnnnnn" david said, shaking his head no.

"Swallow it!" I said more sternly, covering his mouth and nose with my hands.

"No spitting for you I guess," said one of the girls, and the others laughed.

Left with no choice, david struggled against me but, wishing to breathe, swallowed all his own ejaculate down, like a good little slut should.

All the ladies cheered and applauded as he visibly gulped the sperm down his throat and then gasped for breath as I released him. Poor david looked a mess. Naked on his knees. Spanked, whipped, publicly panty trained. Completely spent and sore. Milked by a strange older woman in front of six other ladies as his wife finger fucked his bum hole. Licking up his own cum, holding it in his mouth during a spanking, and eventually swallowing it all down. Eyes watering. Throat still gasping in spasms. Thoroughly shamed.

Knowing it was over, the younger salesgirls stood david up gently and helped him to dress. Ellen suggested no underwear or panties, for his sake, so the girls got him his pants from the change room and started pulling them up his legs. One of the ladies grabbed his discarded panties and used them to wipe his slightly gooey face and penis. She then folded them and handed them to him saying they needed to be washed anyways. They then pulled his pants up and fastened them. david winced as they were pulled up his punished cheeks. Then they dressed him as they would a child, putting on his socks, shirt, shoes and finally coat for him. Ellen showed me to the staff bathroom where we both washed our hands, and me my slightly gooey lap.

Before we left, Ellen pulled david to face her, and made him kneel in front of her. Holding his chin up with her hand she asked "was that what you wanted?"

"yes ma'am" david said in a deeply submissive voice.

Ellen pointed at her shoe, and david bent over ass high to kiss it.

He rose back to his knees, Ellen kissed him on the forehead, and then she handed me the belt and said "on the house."

Who WAS that lady?


Chapter 8:   Anal Play

The anal exposure, whipping, and fingering david received at the store plays very much into his fantasies. Many men such as my david are fixated on anal play. In my husband's case, he has been fantasizing about it since he was a child, and sticking all sorts of things up there when he was younger, including deodorant bottles, toothbrushes, and his sister's tampons even! Who knew?

Many men have this fantasy, but some are very tight back there, and find it extremely painful to even take something the size of a pencil. It should never be like that. It should never be that painful. I'm not a doctor, but I'm quite sure if it is that bad, it is unsafe to proceed. I do however strongly believe that it should never be entirely pain free for a submissive man in an FLR. The thing going in should just be a little bit bigger than what he is comfortable with, the wife should proceed just a little bit faster than what he is comfortable with, she should go just a little bit deeper than he is comfortable with, and she should work it for considerably longer than he is comfortable with. But safety is first, so use a "slow down" safe word at first until you get to know his body's reactions, and always keep a "full stop" safe word in the back pocket. If you are working it for a long time, it's good to pause and add additional lube, as he can tend to soak it up.

The key to getting a submissive man to take larger and larger objects in his butt is training. His butthole needs to be trained to it, pure and simple. Always use lots and lots of lube. Start with a finger and make him take that (careful of your nails!). Then proceed to two as he loosens up. Proceed to a toy of some sort. A slim dildo or small butt plug. Have him hold the toy in for an extended period of time. This will relax his anus. Then take it out and put in a bigger toy. You can work him up this way during a session to take something that was unimaginable at the start of that same session. As he goes through more and more of these anal training sessions, you will find you can start him off with larger and larger objects. It's really quite simple. Slow and steady wins the race.

Angle of penetration and technique is also very important. Study how he is put together back there. Watch the toy sliding in and out freely. That is the right angle of penetration. Go in at that angle. Put the tip of the toy gently up against his anus, and bump a few times against it to encourage his rosebud to open up. Then gentle pressure. Encourage him to make as if he is going to the bathroom and his rosebud should open wide and allow the toy to fully enter.

Once the tip of the toy is in, it's normal for him to be quite uncomfortable. As I said before, uncomfortable is good. This should not be too easy for him. So hang out there with just the tip inserted until his girlish whining subsides, then you can push the toy in deeper, and start pumping it. Initially the pumping will be quite painful for him, so take that slow and build up speed as he gets used to it. Also, especially if the toy is longer, there is an inner sphincter you come up against. That is just like his outer sphincter, and also needs to be gently coaxed open.

It's good for the wife to practice all this with hand toys first. Once she feels comfortable, she can graduate to a strap-on harness and use the dildo as if it were a real cock. As any woman can attest, being on the receiving end of a fucking, even when you are passive, can still be a challenge to take, and quite exhausting. That is usually what I go for with my man. I want to fuck him hard and long, and put him away wet!

But fucking him is not the only reason for penetrating his anus. It can be very humiliating for a man to, for example, do bare-bottom timeout in the corner with a nice chunky butt plug lodged firmly in there. And especially so if there is another woman there to witness his butt-plugged shame. Nothing says "beta male" more than requiring him to be plugged in the corner like that, and to have other women outside the marriage witness or even merely know that his wife subjects him to this treatment. A wife can also take her man out in public with the butt plug beneath his pants. There are even remote controlled butt plugs with vibrators that can add to the fun and humiliation. It can also be fun to have the husband serve his wife and her friends while dressed in short skirt and panties, with the plug up in there. In that situation, having him lower his panties and remove the butt plug in front of his wife and her friends, and then wash it at the sink with his panties around his ankles and skirt pinned up in back can also be a shameful experience suitable for a misbehaving husband who needs to be reminded of his place. This is a go-to favourite of mine.

And this brings us to the issue of hygiene. Let's face it, if you play with matches you're going to get burned. Of course, a wife will want to take some precautions, especially for public play. An enema is the best, and can be a fun thing to give him in and of itself, but is time consuming. Keeping him on a high fiber diet is very helpful, and making sure he thoroughly eliminates before play, even if that means (and I'm sorry to have to say it) sticking his finger in there and rooting around to pull out what's up there (and then washing his hands very thoroughly after). That is what the medical profession calls DRF ("Digital Removal of Faeces"). According to the Association for Continence Advice (2011), by way of a massive understatement, "DRF can be both uncomfortable and embarrassing for patients." I insist that at a minimum my husband performs DRF on himself before we engage in anal play, as "uncomfortable or embarrassing" as it may be.

Even so, however, and especially so if the toy is thick and long, there is still a chance that the toy may come out a bit dirty at the tip, and that some mess may follow its withdrawal. This is a natural part of anal play, and the wife should not be freaked out by it. In fact, in my experience my husband is considerably more sensitive to this than I am (I guess it is coming out of him, and not me), so it can be used to increase his embarrassment. Most women take a bit of mess in their stride, having had to deal with much worse during childcare. Just keep some tissue paper handy to catch any mess, to wrap it and/or dirty toys up, and to wipe his anus as required. If there is a bit of mess, it can also be used as a good excuse to give him the strap, say, or even to diaper him for punishment. Some men are into this, and it can be humiliating for all men, especially if their legs are raised, baby wipes used on them, and powder applied before the diapering. Such a diapering in front of another woman, a female relation say, can be truly humiliating for him. Especially if he's not allowed out before he pees it or messes it and must come ask to be changed in front of them.

But as fun as butt plug play can be, nothing defines an FLR like a good session of anal intercourse with the male on the receiving end. There are generally two popular positions: missionary style and rear entry. They each have their benefits. Rear entry is more about a good hard fuck, and good when it's a punishment fuck where, for example, his wife or girlfriend uses a larger cock and puts on a timer and continues an uncomfortable (for him) fucking for fifteen minutes, say. A more intimate fuck is when he is lying on his back with his feet raised and spread, and his wife comes in from the front. That way she can look him in the eye as he is fucked, and he gets the added visual of his wife's breasts which reinforces that he is being fucked by the feminine.

I always like to make sure he is in some women's clothing prior to and ideally during his intercourse. A skirt is a nice touch for rear entry. Panties banded around his ankles is a nice touch for missionary. Stockings and garter belt are also good for either. He can also be sporting a bra around his tits. You wouldn't want the man to forget that he is receiving what is traditionally reserved for the "little wife".

If a wife uses a smaller dildo as her cock, not so thick and not so long, it can be a pleasurable experience for the man. The cock will stimulate his prostate, which feels good for him. I find that the base also pushes into me in a lovely sexy way. I am always wet and excited after fucking him, and usually require that he service me orally afterwards.

On the other hand, if the cock is larger, meaning both thicker and longer, it can be quite uncomfortable for him. My husband is currently challenged by a dildo that is 1.5 inches in diameter and 7 inches of insertable length. I reserve this dildo for his punishment fuckings. Suffice to say that a punishment fucking is not high on his list of favourite activities!

For a punishment fucking I will usually start with him giving me head. He must get on his knees, take the large dildo into his mouth, and suck it as a woman or a gay man would. No teeth, a nice round "O" with his lips; and in the throat, not the cheek. He will inevitably gag during this, and that is fine, so long as he does not do more. It requires a deft touch to keep him just at the gagging stage. It is fun to watch him try to accommodate the girth and length in his mouth, and to see all the saliva flowing out and around the dildo. I will grab the back of his head (as no man should ever do to a woman!) and face fuck him when I want to drive the lesson home. Otherwise, I will require that he be enthusiastic, imitating a female porn star for example with mouth and hands and eyes under pain of a strapping (this is one of the only good reasons to allow him to watch vanilla porn!)

Then for the anal intercourse I will bend him over a table or the back of a couch. I will insert a bit more quickly than he would like, and I will go faster and deeper than he is comfortable with. I will also keep it up for many minutes. Sometimes I put on some dance music and go to town on him for a 10 or even 20 minute workout. And it is a great workout for the woman, believe me! Good for toning butt and legs. By the time you pull out he is exhausted, sweaty, wrung out, and in pain. His bumhole usually gapes widely open afterwards as well, and can look a bit red and raw.

I require my husband to submit to anal intercourse from me on a regular basis. In the early days, it was not fun that I had to use a dildo that was smaller than his cock, and I insisted that change. Therefore I required that he trained himself on a regular basis. However, he became very lax in doing that and I had to take some rather extraordinary measures to ensure he complied, which is the delightfully kinky subject of our next chapter.


Chapter 9:   Anal Training in Front of His Sister

As I mentioned, in the early days I required my husband to train his anus through putting progressively larger toys in there. I was not satisfied with using a cock on him that was smaller than his own. He was supposed to find time to do this training every day. At a certain point it became apparent he was not taking the time. I reminded him, and reminded him again, and even spanked him for it. Still he was not making the time. Once when I spanked him I told him this was his final warning, and that if he did not do it daily, that next time he would be punished in a manner he will definitely not like. Perhaps he was excited to find out what I intended, because I saw only a half-hearted improvement, not the change I expected, so I felt forced to carry out my threat and mete out a creatively unpleasant punishment for him.

It so happened that at that time his older sister that he grew up with was visiting for Christmas. Recall how he once confided in me that he stole his sister's tampons when he was a boy, and shoved them up his butt for a sexual thrill? Well this was that sister. So I thought that for punishment I would share his tampon stealing ways with her and then have her confront him. In the ensuing conversation I would reveal that to this day he takes pleasure in anal penetration and that I routinely dildo him with my strap-on. I knew she was open minded and would delight in conspiring to cause her little brother some intense humiliation as they were always going on with one another. I just hoped I wasn't going too far.

When I got her alone over a bottle of wine, I told her that I wanted to tell her something sexual about her brother that might freak her out. She encouraged me to go on, very intrigued. I went on to tell her how he confided in me that when he was a boy he stole her tampons and stuck them up his butt as he jerked off. She was shocked, but also pretty amused and said, "so that's where they got to!"

I told her why I was telling her this. I figured, what the heck, she's his sister and will keep it to herself. I first warned her that it was very sexual, and very kinky, and that she had to promise to never tell a soul. She agreed and was even more intrigued and insistent. So I told her about our scening FLR relationship, spanking, panties, public play, the whole thing, and how fucking him in the ass with my strap-on was an important fantasy element for him, but that the small size of the dildo I was currently using was a turn-off for me. I told her he was supposed to spend some time each day stretching his bumhole so that he could accommodate a bigger dildo: one bigger than his own erect cock anyways, but that he had been neglecting that. So telling her the tampon story and letting him know that I had done so was a punishment for this.

She responded that she thought we could do better than that by way of punishment! It was actually she who suggested that since he wasn't doing the training on his own, that he be made to do it in front of the two of us as punishment. Who knew? I guess kink runs in families. My husband certainly had no idea his sister was kinky like this. He would get the surprise of his life. I hoped it would ultimately turn him on, once he got over the acute embarrassment that is. So we made a date for the next night, her last night in the city, for his punishment. Later that day I told david his sister would be visiting to say goodbye.

When she arrived next day the three of us went to our living room and sat and chatted. At a certain point she shared with david that I had told her some interesting things about our love life.

"I hear Julie spanks you, and fucks you up the bum?" She said as only a sister can. david turned very red at this. "I also hear," she went on, that you're supposed to be doing a certain thing every day, and you haven't been. Is that so, little brother?"

"Julie!" said david, turning to me.

"Hey! You brought this on yourself," I told him. "Didn't I tell you that if you didn't start doing your training every day there would be consequences? Well my telling your sister is part of those consequences."

"But that's private!" he whined.

"It was private," I told him. "And now because of your disobedience it's less private."

"Oh great!" He exclaimed sarcastically. "You won't tell anybody will you?" he begged his sister.

"Of course not," she said. "Only my very best friends, and Mom probably."

"No!" said david. She was just teasing him. That was obvious.

"And while we're at it, Julie told me how you used to steal my tampons and stick them up your ass! You owe me a box of tampons. After I've gone home you go buy me one and mail it to me."

"So david," I said, "are you going to be doing your training every day from now on until you can take the big dildo first time, or do I need to give you a spanking in front of your big sister first?"

"Oh!" chimed in david's sister, "and I'll be happy to spank him too. I've always wanted to spank that little brat but Mom and Dad didn't believe in it."

"Well, david?" I asked.

"Yeah. Fine," he said.

"Great!" said his sister. "So no time like the present. Go get your little training toys and show us how you do it. We want to make sure you're doing it right."

"Julie!" exclaimed david.

"I didn't say your punishment was over, sweetie," I told david, "since you couldn't seem to do it by yourself unsupervised, part of your punishment is to do it now, supervised by the two of us. You'll do it right here in the living room where the light is best; and you'll do it in your birthday suit so we can see that you're doing it properly. I tell you what, david, you get undressed and I'll fetch all the training supplies. Chop chop now."

"Strip!" said his sister to him. She was enjoying this.

david knows that this is rather an extreme scene in our Scening FLR. But the rules are the rules. He either goes along with my decisions on when and how and who else to involve in our scening, or we stop doing it altogether. I won't have him topping from the bottom. His limits are mine to stretch. When I saw david start to unbutton his shirt in a submissive posture, I smiled and headed upstairs to start gathering the training materials.

When I got back downstairs, david was nude and standing in front of the fireplace facing his sister who was on the couch. She was smiling like that cat who ate the canary. He was covering himself with his hands and looking horribly embarrassed. I told him to stop touching himself in front of his sister and told him to move his hands. Reluctantly he did so, and oh my gosh but wasn't his sister just seeing his junk! She commented on how she likes that I keep him bald on his private parts, and that it reminds her of how he looked when he was just a little three-year-old tyke running around nude at the lake. I put the bunch of stuff on the coffee table. A few latex gloves, a medium sized butt plug, a Magic Wand massager with a dildo tip, his larger dildo, a belt, some lube, an old towel, and a bunch of toilet paper. I moved him, put the towel down on the floor, and made him stand back on it. Would not want any mess on the carpet.

"Do you need to go to the bathroom first?" I asked him pleasantly.

"Yes Ma'am," he replied.

I let him go, and told him to take a latex glove and to use his fingers to make sure he is clean and empty up there.

"And wash your ass and privates afterwards!" yelled his sister after him. "With soap and hot water! I don't want to be looking at a dirty asshole!"

Pretty soon he was back, presumably all cleaned out and all cleaned up. But we would not leave that to chance.

I told david to face away from us, bend over, and separate his ass cheeks for an inspection.

"please no!" he pleaded. I made him do it regardless.

"What do you think?" I asked his sister.

She got up from her chair and crouched down behind him to get a good close look. She asked if I had a flashlight? I had my phone, turned on its flashlight feature, and shone it at his asshole. "Let go," she said to him and her hands replaced his, pulling him even more widely apart. "very good davey," she teased, peering into his asshole, "it looks like Mom and I did a great job teaching you how to wipe your bum bum after potty when you were growing up." She was several years older than he and actually had. She had also diapered him growing up, and I made a mental note that had to be re-created as adults on some future visit. Maybe even a "breast feeding" sitting on my lap as she watched? Oh I am so naughty!

With his humiliating inspection over, it was time for his training. Forget the diapering, he had big boy work to do today! We both took a seat on the couch side by side to watch. I felt closer to his sister than I ever had before, sharing this play.

I first told him to put a latex glove on, get the big dildo, lube it and himself up, and try to get it in there. I wanted his sister to see how much trouble he was having. He was mortified to be doing this in front of her. But he did it. Well trained boy. He tried. We had him turn sideways to us so we could see his attempt at trying to get the big fat dildo into his bum. He really strained, and we could see the pain in his face. After maybe 15 futile seconds I told him to stop. That he would try again later, at the end of the session, and I was sure it would slide in easy as anything once he was properly stretched.

I told him to put the big dildo aside and to get more lube on the glove and inside his bumhole, and to put his middle finger inside himself. We made him turn away from us during the insertion so we could see his finger going in. We then made him turn sideways to us and told him to give himself a little finger fucking to loosen it all up. We told him to fuck in and out and to twirl around in there. After a while, his sister suggested he put a second finger up there as well, and then to finger fuck himself like that for a while. We were both fascinated. It was fun watching him humble himself like this for us.

I then told him to take his finger out and to show us his gloved hand. david was very nervous that it would come out dirty, but it was just shiny with lube and clean as a whistle. High fiber diet. I insist on it. He took the glove off, wrapped it in a piece of toilet paper, and put it to the side.

We then made him insert the butt plug. He had a bit more trouble with that, and we could see him straining, but it went right in until all we could see was the flat black base of the plug protruding from his anus. I said we should keep that in there for the next five minutes or so, and what should we do with that time?

"I know," said his sister, "why don't I give him his long-overdue spanking for stealing my tampons back then?"

What a wonderful idea! I made david go over to his sister and lie across her lap.

david looked terribly embarrassed by all this. Here he was, completely nude in front of his sister, and that absolutely mortified him.

Beyond mere nudity was the revelation to his sister of his bum play and associated masturbation as a boy. And bum play with girls' tampons no less. His sister's own tampons in fact, stolen! As humiliating as this was, being made to demonstrate masturbatory bum play to her as an adult was on a whole other level.

So by the time this latest order came he was already so broken and humiliated that he was prepared to comply with anything, even draping himself nude across his sister's knee for a spanking while butt plugged.

She used her hand to spank his cheeks to either side of his plug, adding a lovely pink hue to his otherwise white ass cheeks.

"YOU DO NOT STEAL" She emphasized as she spanked. "YOU DO NOT STEAL AND YOU DO NOT SHOVE MY TAMPONS UP YOUR BUTT YOU BAD BAD BAD BOY!"

"There!" she said. "I should have started spanking you long ago."

"Oops, it's popping out," I said, observing the butt plug almost out. I got up to push the plug back down firmly into his rectum which made him squeak. I said he needed to work on his retention, which we would do next.

I stood him back up off his sister's lap and made him go back to the towel and face us.

"Oh My Goodness," said his sister. "What a total perv you are!" she told him with a laugh, for david had developed an erection. Ha Ha!

I'm sure david was completely mortified to be erect due to this trip across his very own sister's knee. While his brain knew she was his sister, I guess his bare cock and balls lying across her sexy thighs did not, nor did his ass that was feeling her small feminine hand spanking him and causing his plug to jiggle up against his prostate with each spank as if he was receiving a bum fucking from her.

Poor baby. It was one thing for him to be shamefully nude in front of his sister, quite another to be nude and with a full blown hard-on in front of her knowing it was caused by the trip over her lap and her spanking of him.

Well, there was nothing to be done for it. If he was erect because of his sister, then that was just the way it would have to be, and he would need to do the remainder of his training with a big boner in honour of her and in front of her.

Regardless of that hard on (which was not going down, despite the humiliating attention it was getting), he needed to better train his anal retention. I told him to put his hands out straight and to do a dozen squats, and that he better tighten his bumhole around the plug and hold it in because I would give him the strap if it dropped to the towel. david did his nudie squats, straining his ass around the plug to keep it in. His sister and I both enjoyed the spectacle. The exertion did nothing to fade his stiff erection. If anything, it got even more engorged.

I told him to pull out the plug, having him again turn his ass three quarters towards us so we could see it sliding out. He was again required to show it to us, and we proclaimed it clean against all odds. We made him wrap it too in a piece of toilet paper and put it aside.

Now came time for the Magic Wand massager. In case you are not familiar with it, it's an eighteen inch long stick with a baseball-sized ball at the end. It plugs into the wall, and the ball vibrates like crazy when turned on. I purchased an attachment from a sex shop that fastens around the ball and has a five inch protruding curved smooth blue dildo attached. I made david plug it into the wall, stand on his towel, and insert the dildo into his bum, spreading his legs and bending over forwards to hold the vibrator between his legs. We made sure his bum was facing us and we made him turn on the vibrator. It has a very loud hum, and we could see it visibly vibrating his cheeks. We had him keep it on for a minute or so, telling him to move it around in there and to fuck himself in and out with it. What a sight! Bent over practically kissing his own erection, holding the heavy massager in place as it pummelled his tight ass. I looked at his sister and thought how embarrassing for a brother to be made to humiliate himself like this in front of his very own big sister!

We made him turn it off, pull it out, and show it to us. Still no mess. Yay.

Now it was time for the big dildo again. We had him lube it up thoroughly, and then lube up his asshole once again. His sister got up and closely supervised his application of lube to his hole, encouraging him to add more, and to "get that lube up in there!"

Again we had him turn sideways to us, and work on getting it in. It was still a fair bit of a struggle, but by no means impossible this time. As he pushed the tip against his asshole I reminded him to make like he was going potty, and sure enough his rosebud opened up and swallowed all 1.5 inches of diameter. He winced as the tip went in, but he held it there. His sister and I both clapped our hands at his great success! The dildo is flesh coloured, realistic, veiny, and shaped like a real circumcised penis, and so the tip is slightly wider than the shaft. So once the tip was in, sliding the rest of it in was no problem at all. At first it would only go in about the first 3 inches, but with some coaxing from david it went deeper and deeper and deeper, until it was all the way in, balls deep (the realistic looking dildo had balls attached as well, near the base). We then made david turn side on to us and give himself a fucking with that dildo. In and out and in and out, all along its full length. This too was part of his training. We made him pull it all the way clear out, and then push it all the way back in again, back to balls deep. Now that he was fully stretched, that was no problem at all. His hole stayed open even when the dildo was momentarily out.

I must say, david looked absolutely ridiculous hunched over with that big cock in his backside and him fucking himself raw like that. And he was blushing bright red as he saw us both, but especially his sister I imagine, looking at him and laughing. There was at least one small mercy for him. During that fucking he completely lost his erection. It was by the end just a little limp thing tossing to and fro as he wriggled on the cock. I was happy for him, because at least he would not have to continue bearing the shame of seeming to be "turned on" by his very own sister.

After I thought he had fucked himself enough I told him to stop. I then got the belt off the coffee table, and fastened it around him so that it held the base of the dildo firmly into him. The front of the belt went around his high upper thighs, just underneath his balls. I had to lift his cock and balls and fasten the belt high underneath them. Even though david was no longer erect, the belt pushed his balls up and his balls pushed his flaccid penis up so that it stuck straight out from his body, tip first. So funny. But the belt served its function of holding that dildo firmly into his ass. Unlike the butt plug, there's really nothing for david to clamp onto on the dildo, and it is liable to go squirting right out of there without the belt holding it in.

It was all well and good that the dildo was sunk into him balls deep, but he needed his outer and inner sphincters to relax as he was still in some considerable discomfort. We made him walk back and forth and back and forth. His sister made him step like a model, even, one foot crossing over in front of the other. Hips swaying. Privates swinging. Ha ha! But despite our fun, he gradually became more and more physically comfortable with that giant dildo inside of him (if not psychologically). It was time to step it up a notch.

We took him to the marble topped island in the kitchen, and we had him sit up on it with his feet dangling. This really pushed the dildo deeply into him as all his weight was on it. He tried to relieve the weight by holding himself up with his hands. We allowed this for a while, but gradually made him lessen the pressure on his hands and eventually remove them completely and put them on his head. He was now looking to be in some very considerable discomfort as he rocked back and forth on his butt trying to escape the deep penetration. The tip of that big dildo was pushing right up into and through his inner sphincter, and this was what was causing the discomfort. Pretty soon it would relax and open, and then he would be more comfortable. So we left him like that to stretch as I put on my rubber gloves at the kitchen sink and washed the toys he had used as I chatted with david's sister about our lifestyle and some of our adventures.

I cleaned all the toys, and david's sister and I went upstairs to the bedroom to put them all away while david continued his stretching. While we were up there, I showed her some of the other toys we had, and showed her david's "panty drawer" which also contained his bra, his skirts, his stockings and garters, and his pink baby doll negligee. From the toy bin I selected a riding crop, and his sister, unprompted, selected a little wooden paddle and we went back downstairs. I don't think she was done with spanking him yet.

"How's it going, baby? All stretched out?" I asked him?

"It's, it's, better now." He said. He was sweating and looked wrung out from the stretching. No wonder he resisted doing it every day.

I took the crop and ran it around all over the fronts of his thighs and his cock and balls which were pushed up against his tummy by the belt. "I think you still need to be punished for disobeying me about doing your training in the first place, ok?"

"y…y…yes ma'am," stammered david.

I took the crop and whipped it down onto the front of his thighs. david straightened up and yelled in pain. The sudden movement caused the dildo to go in deeper as well, which was part of the punishment (and training, all at once – how efficient!). I repeated that again and again. I also targeted his cock and balls, and gave them a little whipping as well. I looked at his sister and she smirked and asked "he likes this?"

"He likes the idea of it." I said non-committedly as I continued punishing his penis, both tip and shaft.

It was a fairly short punishment, and at the end of it I shook the crop in his face and asked if he was inclined to obey me from now on? He was very quick to say he would. We had him hop off the counter. I unfastened the belt. The dildo stayed up in there of its own accord, which meant he was well stretched. We told him to pull out the dildo.

"May I, um, do that in the bathroom, please?" Pleaded david.

"Why?" I asked innocently.

"Well it was in there really deep, and I'm, you know, afraid of what might come out if I pull it out." He responded.

"Oh it better not be dirty," I told him, "or else I'll clean you up right here in front of your sister and then let her paddle your little buns black and blue."

His sister nodded and slapped the paddle into her palm.

david blushed and began slowly pulling the dildo out from his bum. He bent over the kitchen island as he did this and I stood by with toilet paper in hand. Out came the dildo and it was pretty clean, but there was a tiny bit of mess on the very tip, and a matching bit of mess just sticking out of his bum. I made david turn his head and showed him the dirty dildo. I showed it to his sister as well. It smelled bad. I took it to the sink, cleaned it off with paper towels and then washed the dildo.

"You are in trouble now!" said his sister continuing to smack her palm with the thick little hardwood paddle. As I anticipated, I think she appreciated the excuse to blister his buns.

"tsk, tsk" I said, as I used one hand to spread his ass cheeks while I cleaned his anus with toilet paper with the other. I threw the paper into the recycling bin and wrapped it up for disposal. I then used an old kitchen rag and some kitchen detergent to give his anus a polishing while his sister held his cheeks open for me.

"He's all yours," I said to david's sister as I finished drying him off.

"Messy, messy, boy," she said to him as she dragged him by the ear off the counter and to an armless dining room chair. She sat and pulled him across her knee. Then she started using that paddle hard, and I do mean hard, on her brother's poor abused backside. "Imagine shitting like that in front of me! Naughty Boy!" Before long he was howling across her knee as he took his spanking. His sister really toasted those buns! They became fire engine red from the intense paddling. "I've always wanted to do that to him," she declared as she allowed him to rise and clutch at his punished hindquarters. I grabbed him by the arm and conducted him to his timeout corner, where he was required to stay after his spankings to process his emotions.

"Before I leave," she said, and went fishing for something in her purse. "Look what I have in my hand, david." david turned to look. It was a tampon! "Bend over," she said, her intentions clear.

"noooo please!!!!" pleaded david. Despite everything he had been put through, the final humiliation of a tamponing from his sister seemed almost too much for him. I guess there was some psychology there.

"Bend over, david," I commanded, "it's a fair punishment. You've earned it."

david pushed himself away from the wall and bent forward to touch his toes. I went to him and held his cheeks apart. His anus was wide and lubey inside already. The tampon would have no trouble penetrating him. His sister unwrapped the tampon and placed it up against his anus. She pushed on the applicator and slid it slowly into him. He moaned in humiliation at this final, most fitting, degradation at his sister's hands.

"You liked my tampons so much," she said, "that I thought you should have one before I left." Nobody can say the punishment did not fit the crime.

I gave david's sister a huge hug and she hugged me back. It was so much fun! She then went over to david, patted his blistered bottom, gave him a sisterly peck on the cheek, and told him that she was looking forward to her next visit with us and guaranteed him that she would dress him like a schoolgirl and give him "a girly tamponing" and then several old-fashioned bun-toasting sessions across her knee to "make up for lost time".

What a sister!


Chapter 10:   Next Door Neighbour

As you have read, I never hesitate to bring other women into our play, including strangers, friends, and even david's and my sister. On the other side, david is not the only man I punish. I do have some further experience beyond him. Not a lot, but some.

One of my more particularly interesting experiences involves our next door neighbours, Tadd and Linda. They married ten years ago, but in that time she has increasingly grown away from enjoying men sexually, and now exclusively prefers women. She and I have fooled around a bit, in fact, which is how we became close.

Her husband Tadd, like my david, has a pretty wide submissive streak. He has asked if he can be her submissive: do the housework, be made to dress like a girl, and receive discipline with spankings and such. Only thing is she is not into it at all. The most she has agreed to is to keep him in chastity and to let him do all the housework. She won't allow him to dress in women's clothes in her presence, and won't punish him at all. She was pleased to no longer have any housework to do, and relieved that she didn't have to deal with his erections anymore. She still occasionally uses his tongue to get herself off while fantasizing about making love to a woman.

So, feeling a little sorry for Tadd, I once suggested to Linda that next time he is less than perfect on the housework that she send him to me for punishment. I mean, I have experience and really enjoy it. I also suggested that she allow him out of his chastity cage for his visit to me. If he obeys me I would let him have a release after his discipline. If he's nothing but trouble, he gets a good beating anyways, but no release, and is sent home hard to be locked back into his cage by Linda until the next time he screws up and gets another chance at obeying me properly.

Well, Linda loved this concept! She was feeling a bit bad in that she was so disgusted by his "needs" that she didn't do anything at all to satisfy them. When I offered, she saw that as a perfect outlet. She wants the marriage to continue as she likes him as a person and friend and companion, for financial reasons (he earns a good salary and does not spend a lot as she has him on a strict allowance), and because of his housekeeping (imperfect as it may be). She really feels guilty that she ought to satisfy his needs, but just can't bring herself to do so herself.

She was also relieved that I offered to oversee his release for the same reason. She has developed a real ambivalence towards the male genitalia, and would rather have nothing to do with it (short of locking it away, that is, which is something she does take pleasure in). She is discomforted even knowing a male is rubbing one out in her house. I mean, if she had her druthers, she would be all for a more permanent solution for her husband than the cage, but it turned out he wasn't as keen on the surgery as she.

I, on the other hand, am very amused by the male genitalia. Teasing it. Watching it quiver in the air. Rubbing it to almost the point of release. Watching the knees shake and the begging. Maybe even giving the tip a tiny little kiss? Ha Ha. No better way to ensure a male stays put for his ass whipping, and even raises his ass high in the air begging for stroke after painful stroke. I mean, why get rid of something that can so usefully be used as an obedience tool?

By the time of this event I had already punished Tadd several times (four in the past six months). He was only batting 500 for his releases, so he knew I was serious about sending him home hard (I don't care - you think he should care). In fact, I have the most fun when I sentence him to no release because of less than stellar obedience, and then take him back to Linda through our shared backyard, nude, red assed, totally erect, crying and still begging for his release and not to be locked again. Too bad Tadd. Should have tried harder, I say as I smack his cocktip and balls with Linda's wooden ruler and she locks him back into his device when his cock shrinks sufficiently. For all her distaste with carrying out the beatings herself, she does not seem to mind performing this operation, nor having him stand locked and nude in the living room corner showing off his well-beaten buns for an hour of post-punishment timeout before being allowed to get back to his housework (which he must then complete in double time having wasted precious hours being punished).

And as a fringe benefit, Linda has even encouraged me to make use of his well-trained tongue for my own pleasure. At first I demurred, but Linda was so adamant about how talented his tongue was I just had to take it for a spin. And oh my goodness was she ever right! Best damned human tongue dildo ever! Maybe him being so great with his tongue is somehow related to his chastity? And I get so excited punishing a deserving male that the immediate orgasms are great. Does my husband care that I sit on my next door neighbor's face to be gotten off by his tongue? Who cares.

So the other day Linda called and set up an appointment for her Tadd. He showed up right on time ringing my front door doorbell. He had a note from Linda pinned to the front of his shirt. How cute! It read,

"Dear Julie,

Well here we go again!

I got home today a bit late after work and there he was, his ass on the couch watching TV, and the kitchen was a MESS. Dirty dishes from yesterday still piled on the counter. The dishwasher not emptied. The garbage filled to the brim. And this is the third time in the last month. I've let it slide the first two, but this was blatant.

Clearly he's just begging for his ass beating. I have no idea why he craves to have his ass beat by a woman, but he clearly does, and it does seem to straighten him up for a bit, so please feel free to have at him and don't spare the tears. I know you love it (unlike me).

I haven't allowed him a release since the last time I sent him over to you so he should be prepared to take just about any punishment you choose in exchange for it. I know how you enjoy teasing his ridiculous penis and watching it spurt, but please don't unless he is very obedient to you and you think he has learnt his lesson. If not, send him home as is and he will get zero relief until after his next beating from you at a minimum.

As always feel free to use him however you want. At least we've got his tongue pretty well trained. You shouldn't let that go to waste. I use it less and less myself.

Good luck and give him hell. I am PISSED this time so no mercy.

Linda"

Oh Yumm! "No mercy". "Don't spare the tears". "Learnt his lesson". "Use him however I want". All music to my sadistic ears. No mercy for Tadd. And it will be that much harder for him to remain obedient, so the more chance Tadd will be making his sore bare ass "walk of shame" back to Linda with a quivery wet erection leading the way. Ha Ha! Poor baby, locked for another whole month after we beat his balls. Linda will love it!

I greeted Tadd warmly with a big hug and took the note from his chest and read it all through. The whole time Tadd is standing there in his tan colored pants and it was sooo pathetic as I could already see his erection under them. Tadd tends to stay quite erect from the moment Linda takes his cage off.

I read Linda's note back to him aloud, emphasizing certain key phrases. I scolded him for his sloppy housework. I especially commented on Linda using and even capitalizing the word "PISSED", which she had never used before, and the "no mercy" part. I told Tadd that if that was what Linda wanted, that is what he would be getting: a real "no mercy" punishment from me. Tadd looked like he would start crying right then and there. He had already experienced four ass whuppings from me that presumably were "merciful". He was very justifiably worried therefore what a "no mercy" ass whupping from me would be like.

I took him upstairs to my bedroom where the spankings happen. I sat on a folding chair at the foot of my bed. I made Tadd fully undress to nude while I watched. Linda insists on Tadd being completely clean shaven beneath the neck, so he is bald as a baby. This includes chest, back, armpits, pubis, ass, and legs. I teased him on his bald state and told him it made him look like a woman. In fact, Linda likes no reminder of Tadd's hairy maleness, so that is why she insists he keeps himself like that, including being made to take full Brazilian waxings from the lady down the street from us. Apparently, in Tadd's case anyways, and at Linda's insistence, the ass crack waxing is performed "diaper position" with feet well over head, a second female assistant present to hold him like that as the hairs are ripped away. Of course, she and her assistant have to work around his cock cage, removing it for the final bits of his waxing and then locking it back on again after using hard finger flicks to his penis head to soften his excited erection. Poor humiliated Taddy!

Having sufficiently amused myself by teasing him about his feminine hairlessness, I beckoned him over to stand facing me, between my spread knees. I reached out and touched his quivering rod. His knees buckled and his eyes almost rolled up into his head. He had not been touched there by a woman for over a month, and last month it resulted in no release at all for him. I spat on his cocktip and started rubbing my spittle in with my hand. I asked him if he was going to be a good boy during his spanking this time? He swore he would be. I told him how hard it would be for him to live up to that during a "no mercy" Julie ass whipping. He swore he would. I told him that was great, because if he was a good little boy I would personally give him a lovely release before Linda locked him back into his cage. He swore again that he would be obedient. He would be! I told him it made me happy to hear it, because I enjoy giving him his release. To emphasize the point I slid my mouth over his cock and started giving him a little blowjob. I only did a tiny bit because I could already taste his bitter pre-cum in my mouth, and goodness knows I didn't want any premature "accidents".

I'm sure this fucked with his head royally, as I had never had his cock anywhere near my mouth before, let alone in it! Out of four punishment sessions I had only given him two releases to date. The first was the very first time I had to give him a spanking, and I milked his cock with my hand (which he seemed to like a lot). The second was him jerking himself off into his underwear as I stood behind him whipping his ass with my crop (he was only "half-obedient" during that punishment session). He went home with cummy pants. The other two times I judged his behavior sufficiently bad that there was nothing but swollen blue balls for him dangling like engorged plums beneath his cage: a fine lesson in obedience if ever there was one. So I figured the "possibility" of a blow job from me for his release would drive him to heroic efforts to take his punishment well. Sad as it is, I'm the only "action" he's likely to get.

I guided him around to my right side and had him down across my lap. Having my shorts on, I could feel his hard and wet cock sliding against my bare thighs. I spanked him with my hand as he dangled across my lap. I hiked him further across my knee so that his head was down on the ground, his feet were dangling, his ass was high, and his balls and asshole were well displayed, and continued his spanking. I find it so much more enjoyable when the boy is fully humbled by being so "on display" for his spanking. I mean, he is butt naked after all. This is no demure "underpants lowered slightly" spanking. This is a fully nude spanking across a clothed woman's knee. He should be made to experience this fully.

I told him that to help him through his spanking he should gently grab my ankle with his right hand, and reach around and grab my low hips with his left hand. He had to clutch at my hips fiercely to keep from toppling forwards. And by "hips" I do mean "ass", so he was clutching at my ass for sure. And yes, this contact was indeed still part of the foreplay. I could feel him bucking across my hips wildly, despite the relatively light spanking, attempting to rub his slippery cock across my thighs to get his release prematurely (I guess he thought a bird in hand is worth two in the bush?)

I took pains to separate his cheeks with one hand while spanking his inner cleft with my other. I made sure that my fingertips brushed against his exposed anus and balls as I spanked. This drove him crazy with lust, and the leg-humping intensified. I would then grab his balls and squeeze and tell him to settle down because if there was an accident across my legs he would spend, like, a continuous year in chastity paying that off.

I reached for my hairbrush and started the punishment part of the fun. I whacked him hard, but not as hard as I do david. david has had years of spankings and is by now a tough nut to crack. Little Tadd is still a baby in this regard, and needs much less for me to get the same effect. Nonetheless I reddened his ass appropriately with my hairbrush.

By the end, Tadd was crying out and carrying on, but held position. And this is important to me. I like my males to vocalize their experiences. So long as their asses stay put, and they speak respectfully to me as they beg and plead, and the kicking and wriggling is within bounds, I am fine with it.

I brought his hairbrush spanking to a close, but Tadd was not done yet, not by a long shot.

I stood him back up to face me. I again fondled his privates which, remarkably, had stayed hard throughout his hairbrushing. Just enough fondling to make his knees shake, and then a little kiss to his cocktip was all he got this time.

I took him over to the bed and put him face down across three pillows. The next phase of his beating was to be the dog whip (I don't know why they call it that. Anybody who whips dogs should go right to jail if you ask me). I once showed Linda my collection of toys, and she specifically requested that I use the dog whip on him at every opportunity. So out it came. On previous occasions I had done little more than tease him with it. This time he would be feeling its bite.

I used this cruel implement on his ass, marking him up severely. His loud screams attested to the little dog whip's effectiveness. His legs shook and spread uncontrollably as the lash landed. He kicked them out behind him like a little froggy trying to swim away. After particularly hard lashings he would pump his ass in the air. What a lewd little dance of pain he did for me! I told him to stick his ass up high, higher, for the next lash. Unbelievably he did exactly that, arching his back to more prominently display his punished cheeks, his dangly balls, and his anal entrance. His only reward for his obedience was another lash of the dog whip.

I deliberately allowed the tip of the lash to wrap around his hips from both sides, severely marking his flanks. I also allowed the tip to snake in between his cheeks, stinging the bullseye of his asshole and leaving welts on the sensitive inner skin of his bum crack. When the lash landed to his upper thighs, his balls were not left untouched. I deliberately allowed the light tip of the heavy short whip to whiplash against his sac as the meat of the lash bit into his near thigh. These light whiplashes to his scrotum elicited the most musical screams of the evening. I ended his dog whipping with twenty of the most severe strokes directly across his ass cheeks. After each stroke he was required to count it aloud, thank me for it, and ask for the next stroke using both his words and by arching his back and sticking his ass up high for me.

I must say, I was impressed. I did not realize Tadd could take such a beating so well! Perhaps the "promise" of that blowjob overcame all? I guess when a boy is kept caged for six months with only one meager hand release and one supervised masturbation into his underpants in between, he is well motivated. Especially so when his releases are overseen by two women who frankly could not give a damn if he was ever allowed to cum again. For my part, I was delighted. I enjoy giving a man a very hard whipping, and this one fully satisfied me. His ass was a total mess, with whip marks all over it at higgledy-piggledy angles wrapping around to his flanks, along the high backs of his legs, snaking into his crack, and a couple of painful looking ones right on the undersides of his scrotum. I couldn't help but run my hand along the raised welts on his ass, legs, and balls. Tadd continued "presenting" ass for me as I did this, unsure if the dog whipping was yet over.

His head remained buried face down in the pillow in front of him. I heard what I thought was sobbing. I grabbed his head by the back of his hair, lifted it and turned it to face me. A big smile of wonderment came over me as I saw the great big juicy tears streaming down his cheeks. Mission accomplished!

I helped him get to his feet. His legs shook as he stood on them, and he winced in pain as he moved. His ass would be sore for days to come, and the marks would not completely subside for a couple of weeks. I think Linda would be satisfied and the standard of housework would rise considerably while his ass healed at least. No matter how submissive a male, a whipping like that is not something they eagerly wish to repeat. Perhaps as the memory of the pain fades he will be seduced by the submissiveness of it all and think he wants another. We will have to see. For now, however, I was quite sure the housework standard would improve dramatically.

I sat at the foot of the bed and pulled Tadd face down across my lap. I made him spread his legs, pulled his cock and balls back behind his thighs, and told him to lock his legs together. I wanted more time admiring those lovely whip marks. I ran my hands all over his ass, legs, flanks, and genitals. I squeezed his punished flesh which made him yelp. I spat on my hand and fondled his genitals which made him cry out in lust. Once I had restored that erection fully, which took a surprisingly short time given the sorry state of his poor fanny, I knew that just one or two firm tugs of my hand was all it would have taken to secure a massive release. But no. The time was not yet ripe for his release. Ladies first.

I stood Tadd up as I continued sitting on the bed. I made him face me standing between my legs and told him that his punishment was over and that, against all odds, he had been an exemplary obedient boy and had earned himself a release. I stroked his cock with my hand and asked him, "how do you want it? Do you want to use your own hand while I watch you? Do you want me to use my hand? Or do you want something else?" I asked him this last as I licked my lips and also rubbed my pussy through my shorts in a very suggestive way.

"However you please, Ma'am" Is how he answered. I wasn't letting him get away with that. I told him he had to choose, and reminded him that if you don't ask, you don't get.

Well little Tadd went for broke: "may I f…f…fuck you, Ma'am?"

"Oh Tadd!" I said, sounding disappointed in him. "You know you're not allowed pussy. You're barely allowed out of your cage. A woman's pussy is too good for your cock. When I get fucked I want a real man to do it, not a submissive little sissy like you who gets spanked by a woman and has his cock locked most of the time. Do you want me to tell Linda what you just asked for? No? Ha Ha! Ok, I won't this time. Try again, baby, how do you want your release?"

"Ok. Yes Ma'am, please just your hand then? Please?" I guess he was just hoping to come away with something!

"Whattttt? You didn't like that little blowjob I gave you earlier? You didn't think it was nice?" I teased him.

"Oh no. It was great Ma'am. really. I just don't know if I'm allowed that, Ma'am?"

"Well… not usually, but I might make an exception just this one time. You behaved so well under the lash. Tell you what. Let's use that tongue of yours to get me off first, 'cause I am very horny after that beating you just took, and if you do a good job on that, three orgasms for me and nice ones, then I'll give you oral release and let you cum into my mouth. Is that a deal?"

"Oh yes Ma'am!" said Tadd, very excitedly.

"But if I don't get my three good ones, then don't think it will be my hand, or even yours. You'll be making your walk of shame back through the backyard hard and wet and Linda will lock you back up into your cage after your cock and balls catch their beating." Tadd looked very nervous at that condition. Talk about performance anxiety! Todd would perform or he would get nothing.

I got out my Hitachi and plugged it into the wall. I might need that. I made Tadd lie face up on the bed, with room above his head for me. I then stripped off and straddled him, facing down his body. Tadd's eyes followed my stripping off and the subsequent movement of my nude body with total lust, including no doubt the lowering of my pussy towards his face. I bent forward putting my elbows on the bed and told him to start licking. Well, I must say that his tongue truly is talented. He knows just where to push on a girl. Orgasm one came quickly. Orgasm two took a bit longer, but it came as well after about five minutes, and was a good one. However I felt my pussy was a little spent at this time.

"That was two Tadd, but I don't know if my pussy is up for a third. Maybe you were too rough? Too bad about that blowjob, eh?"

"No! Please Miss Julie! Please! I'll be gentle. I can do it again. I promise I can!"

"No. As good as it is, I'm tired of your tongue on my pussy. I'll tell you what, Tadd, maybe if you lick my asshole I can get myself off a third time with my Hitachi."

"Ummmm...."

"What's the matter Tadd? Never eaten ass before? It's your choice, but I thought you really wanted that release?"

"Oh yes Ma'am!"

"Good boy," I said, construing that statement as consent. I sat up and adjusted my posture so my bare ass sat squarely on his mouth and nose. "Use your hands on my ass, Tadd, to relieve the pressure and spread my cheeks so you can really get in there."

Tadd frantically freed his arms from his sides where they were pinned by my legs to grab my bottom cheeks and push up a little so he could breath. He also started half-heartedly licking near my anus.

"No Tadd." I said. "Get in there properly or there'll be NO RELEASE for you!"

That seemed to motivate Tadd and he buried his tongue right up my asshole and wiggled it around.

"Not just inside, Tadd. Lick back and forth across my asshole. Up and down, around and around. And then stick it in again. Polish it up nicely for me, Tadd. I like a nice squeaky clean asshole, inside and out!"

As Tadd renewed his efforts I reached for my Hitachi, turned it on, and pressed it up against my clit. I do get very turned on making a man do that to me, and I actually came quite quickly, grinding my ass into poor little Tadd's face.

When I was thoroughly done I hopped off of Tadd.

"Good boy, Tadd. I'm a woman of my word, so time for your reward!"

I slid down between Tadd's legs and took his hard member into my mouth. Tadd reached down and touched my shoulders. Na ah.

"If you touch me again, Tadd, I stop." I said.

"Sorry Ma'am!" He yelled, frantically returning his hands to his sides.

"And one more thing, Tadd. You're going to cum into my mouth. As soon as I suck you dry I'm going to crawl up to your mouth and give you a great big French kiss, and all that cum will go into your mouth for you to swallow. Are we agreed?"

"Oh dear..." Said Tadd, "oh yes Ma'am, if you say so Ma'am."

With that cleared up I went to concentrate on Tadd's blowjob. Now I must confess to being a bit rusty as my husband hasn't enjoyed my mouth on his cock for quite some time. For some reason, though, giving Tadd a blowjob and letting him cum into my mouth was something I wanted to do just then. I used to be very well practiced at giving great head to a variety of men, and it came back to me like riding a bicycle. I used his cock to tickle the back of my throat to generate a lot of saliva. In my experience men seem to like a very wet and slurpy blow job. I'm also pretty accomplished at deep throating, and went down very far on Tadd. I alternated that with lots of sucking and slurping up and down his rigid cock and pretty soon I could feel his body tensing and starting to go. I could also taste the pre-cum in my mouth, harbinger of the massive spurts soon to follow. Tadd stiffened and yelled out as I felt the powerful warm salty spurts striking the roof of my mouth. There was A LOT of semen! I guess a couple of months in a cock cage will do that. Ha Ha!

I held the semen mixed with my saliva in my mouth as I sucked his dick clean and then pulled out, holding his massive load in my closed mouth. Like an evil little kitty cat I crawled up Tadd's body towards his face, allowing my bare breasts to brush against his spent member, his belly, his chest. I bent over him to give him his kiss and he opened his mouth for me. I allowed the heady mixture of cum and saliva to flow into his mouth, pushing the last bits with my tongue.

I backed away from the kiss and looked Tadd in the eye. His mouth was full of his own ejaculate. He closed his eyes, made a face, and I could see his throat move as he gagged on it but managed to swallow his load down nonetheless.

Not wanting to get lovey dovey with Tadd, I hopped up quickly and started pulling my clothes back on.

Tadd looked totally spent and just repeated over and over again "That was fantastic... Amazing... Thank you so much... That was the best orgasm I ever had" and so on. Nice to know this lady's still got it!

When I was fully dressed I handed Tadd his clothes in a bundle. Then I grabbed him by his ear and led him out of my bedroom, down the stairs, and out my back door into our backyard. Tadd was completely nude, holding his bundle at chest height. He was bent over a bit from the ear pull, mincing his steps to follow me without tripping. Each time he faltered I gave his ear a tug which brought him stumbling back up closer to me.

This was part of his ritual, the "walk of shame" back to his house through the great outdoors. In fact, there was little chance of him being observed as the far neighbours were elderly and rarely came outdoors, especially as it was already after 6pm though still light outside, it being summer time.

As we neared Linda's back porch, Tadd's little surprise appeared. Out walked Linda with a glass of white wine in her hand, followed by her sister Cheryl, and Cheryl's daughters Brianan (21) and Lucy (18). Upon seeing his sister-in-law and two young nieces, Tadd got white as a sheet and froze in his tracks. I gave his ear a good tug and said, "Oh, didn't you know you were having company tonight, Tadd? It must have slipped my mind to mention it to you."

"Oh my Goodness!" said Lucy upon seeing her Uncle Tadd in his "altogether". A sentiment shared by her big sister Brianan and their mother Cheryl as well. I took the clothes from Tadd and tossed them onto a lawn chair. Poor Tadd stood frozen in his tracks hyperventilating on the lawn in front of Linda's back porch, desperately trying to cover his genitals with his hands.

"Hi Tadd," said Linda sweetly, "back from your punishment session I see. How did he behave, Julie?" She asked me, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

"Oh he was as good as gold. He earned himself a nice reward even." I said.

"Well that's good," said Linda, "there'll be less carrying on later. Tadd, say hello to Cheryl and the girls."

"Linda! No! Please!!!" said Tadd, blushing shades of pink and red and no doubt wishing the ground would swallow him up.

Linda then explained their guests' presence. "Brianan and Lucy were asking Cheryl how it was that I got you to do all the housework. Well Cheryl knew the answer, but asked me if I thought it was ok to share it with them. Share it? They should see it, I thought. They're old enough. Aren't you girls?"

"Sure!" They both chimed in unison.

Linda continued while I watched the scene unfold with great amusement. "Tadd is what's known as a natural submissive," she explained to the girls. "He likes it when women order him around and such. He gets a sexual thrill out of being humiliated by women, dressed up like a girl, spanked on his bare bottom, that sort of thing. Only thing is, I really can't get into it at all. Fortunately I have Julie next door who really enjoys doing that sort of thing with her husband and so does it for Tadd as a huge favour to me. Tadd, come up here and turn around. Let the girls see how their Aunty Julie punishes you." I've known Linda's nieces since they were little girls, and they knew me as 'Aunty Julie' as a result.

"No! Linda no! I'm putting my foot down!" said Tadd, almost in tears, hunched over and still covering his genitals with his hands.

I was just a little bit behind Tadd at this point, not wanting to obstruct the ladies' view. As he crouched and covered, he inadvertently pushed his balls back between his legs where I could see them clearly. This was too good to pass up, so thinking Tadd needed a little encouragement I reached between his legs from behind, got a good grip on his balls, and pulled them up behind him with a tight grip.

"Ahhhhh!" screamed Tadd as I squeezed his testicles with my hand. There's no better way to control a man than by a firm grasp of his testicles!

"Up you go, Tadd," I said, "or I'll pop them like ripe grapes."

Tadd, contorted with ball pain, awkwardly climbed the stairs from the lawn to the deck. All the ladies stifled a laugh at Tadd's naked and humiliating behaviour correction at my hands.

I turned him around to face the deck railing, and while still squeezing his testicles told him that I would let him off this time, because no doubt the shock of having his sister-in-law and nieces as witnesses caught him off-guard, but that if he disobeyed again there would be severe consequences.

I continued with my scolding of Tadd, "And here's Linda doing you this immense favour of inviting Cheryl and her daughters over which plays right into your submissive little kink –  and don't deny it – and you disrespect her like this? Now you will behave yourself and you will submit to this shaming in front of your sister-in-law and nieces. Am I perfectly clear, Mister?" I emphasized my last question with a hard squeeze to his balls.

"Yes Ma'am! Yes Ma'am!" Cried out Tadd in complete agony.

I released his balls and stood back. Tadd writhed in ball pain up against the deck railing. "Hold still, Tadd, and let your wife and her guests see how you've been punished."

"Wow!" said Cheryl, getting a clear and up close view of his lashed ass and legs. "You did a number on him!" said Brianan to me. "Look at all the whip marks," added Lucy unnecessarily. "You sure whipped him good!" said Linda.

"Hi girls. Hi Cheryl. Linda." I said, acknowledging their presence. "Linda wanted this one to be 'no mercy', so I happily obliged with my little dog whip."

"Ooooh! Whipped like a DOG, Uncle Tadd! Way to go Aunt Julie!" said the younger Lucy.

"Not like a dog," clarified Linda, "with a dog whip. I would never condone a dog being whipped like I get Julie to whip your Uncle Tadd. Submissive husbands who can't seem to concentrate on their housework? They're fair game."

"What did he do?" asked Brianan with that "voice" only a young lady can affect. Brianan is a fantastic athlete and seems always to be dressed in her workout wear. This time it was athletic shorts, ankle socks, sneakers, a tank top and a track suit top open to the waist showing off her high breasts and toned "six-pack" athlete's abs. Just gorgeous and very strong and fit looking. She does track and field, the very demanding decathlon disciplines, at her college at near Olympic level.

"Flagrant defiance," stated Linda. "The latest was a filthy kitchen when I got home, and none of his chores done." said Linda. "Third time this month. After he was already punished for it last month. That's why I asked for a more strict punishment than usual from your Aunt Julie."

"Oh Uncle Tadd," said Brianan in a mocking voice, "were you a bad little boy who didn't do his chores and got a good whipping?"

"yes miss…" said Tadd weekly.

"Oooh! 'Miss'. I like that!" said Brianan.

Linda continued: "But it's not really the punishments that keep him in line. He seems to crave those."

"Why don't you show them the real secret to keeping Tadd in line?" prompted Linda's sister Cheryl.

"Turn around, Tadd," said Linda. "And leave your hands at your sides. Let the girls see your ridiculous bald little penis."

Linda ducked into the house momentarily leaving Tadd to follow his wife's humiliating command in front of us. Tadd turned slowly, and visibly shaking kept his hands away from his dick, holding them tightly at his sides balled up into little fists. Despite his age, he looked like a little boy with no hair at all in his pubic area.

"I see Linda keeps you shaved and as I understand it waxed at the salon down the street," commented Tadd's sister-in-law. "You look pretty pathetic standing there like that, all naked with your tiny bald thing hanging out for all the world to see. Are you learning your lesson Tadd, about the housework? Is this shaming in front of me and the girls helpful?"

Cheryl's daughters agreed that their Uncle did look pretty pathetic, standing there blushing and shaking with his hands glued to his sides at his wife's command, denuded as he was with his hairless pubis, penis, and testicles all on full, humiliating display, tiny and limp dicked after his ball draining for all us ladies to see, and comment on, and laugh at.

Linda soon returned holding Tadd's cock cage. Tadd looked like he would cry realizing the girls would be told about his enforced chastity regime.

"I'm going to put you back into chastity now, sweetie," said Linda. "Yes, right in front of Cheryl and the girls," she said, seeing the pleading look in Tadd's eyes. The indignity of this must have been practically unbearable for him. He was to be made a complete example of, and have his cock caged right in the presence of his two young nieces, Brianan and Lucy, and their mother Cheryl, Linda's own sister.

While I am quite sure that in that moment he genuinely wished it was not happening, in fact this type of public display of submissiveness plays right into his kinky fetish. Had he free reign of his cock, despite the extreme humiliation he was experiencing now, he would no doubt have been jerking off to the thought of this shaming every day for a month.

Linda walked up to her still limp dicked husband and in full view of all of us began fitting the cock cage onto Tadd's shrivelled hairless dick.

"Linda, please, no," begged Tadd, tears of humiliation filling his eyes as his small pathetic penis and big sore looking balls were manipulated and locked away.

"There we go," said Linda, "all put away for another nice long month of chastity. And if I don't see an improvement in the housework, young man, it will be two months with a visit to Julie while in your cock cage for a sound spanking in between."

"Please, Linda," begged Tadd. "Please let me get dressed and don't talk about it anymore!"

"Nonsense, Tadd," replied Linda. "you always complain that I never punish you. Well you're getting punished now. This treatment in front of Cheryl and the girls is just what you need. They now know about your cock cage and they've seen me put it on you. Now you will stand there and they will look at it."

This humbling of Tadd I found to be exquisite. I imagine it's one thing for a man to be forced into chastity by his wife. I imagine it's quite another to have the humiliating procedure performed on his bare genitals in full public view of his young nieces and their mother!

Linda went on to explain a few things to the girls, "Your Uncle Tadd used to waste all his energy masturbating constantly. I put a stop to that. Now he has plenty of time and energy for both work and for the housekeeping." Linda locked the cage up tightly and made a show of putting the key on its gold chain around her neck. "He only gets his balls emptied on special occasions now. Like after he submits to a good beating from Julie, for instance."

"Did that just happen?" asked Lucy to me. Lucy, in contrast to Brianan, was a real "girly girl". Delicate features. Hair coiffed. Makeup flawless, in a stylish knee-length skirt, a nice blouse, and a pastel-coloured cardigan on top. She's quite an accomplished dancer, and seemingly as innocent as the driven snow.

"Yes indeed," I confirmed. "That's the only reason he's not erect now. After he's been locked for a while, then when he's let out your Uncle Tadd would be sporting a big boner right up until he's allowed an ejaculation."

"Would he get hard even in front of us?" asked Brianan.

"Your Uncle Tadd gets excited in front of ANY lady who gives him a good shaming," replied Linda.

"That's, like, totally pervy," said Brianan.

"When he, ummm, ejaculated, did he shoot a big load?" Asked Lucy coquettishly, belying her feigned innocence.             

"Huge!" I answered, treating the question at face value. "He hadn't had a release in a couple of months at least. Poor Tadd had to put that whole load into his mouth and swallow it all down, didn't you Taddy? Just like the naughty little slut you are?"

"Oh that is so GROSS!!" said Lucy, making quite the face.

"What happens if he gets hard when he's in his cage?" asked Cheryl.

"Oh it's very funny," said Linda, "it grows until it completely fills the cage, bulging out in spots, and also pulls his balls up tight, both of which are very painful for him. So you girls can believe that your Uncle Tadd has plenty of cold showers!"

We all laughed at that. Tadd stood there looking miserable, nude but for the chastity device drawing attention to his shrivelled and caged "manhood".

"So he never gets to jerk off again?" Asked Brianan.

"That's right, dear, not by himself at any rate," answered Linda, "that's the whole point. He only gets his balls emptied when I allow it and how I allow it. That's why he's so eager to please me and do as he's told, most of the time anyways." Linda patted Tadd's cheek as she said this. "And no whining Tadd. You know it stays on no matter what so please spare me the begging this month."

I then addressed Tadd. "Tadd, go back to the railing and bend over it. I think we've seen enough of your little front side. Let the girls admire that spanked fanny again." Tadd turned back to face the railing and bent over it a little. "Further over Tadd. Reach down with your hands and grab the rails right at the bottom. Let the girls have a good look at you." Tadd moaned upon receiving this instruction, realizing that his anal area would be publicly displayed to the girls and their Mom. Nonetheless, he reluctantly did as instructed, and his hole came into view. It actually looked quite raw and red from the abuse it had suffered from my little whip.  This view also gave a new perspective on the whip welts that went right down into his crack and even those couple across the backs of his balls which were vivid welts by now.

Cheryl asked, "has he ever, you know, taken it back there?"

"You mean, received anal intercourse?" I clarified, and then answered, "not to the best of my knowledge. Linda?" I asked.

"Goodness no," said Linda, "he's not gay, and I don't have the proper equipment."

We all laughed at that.

"Well I do," I said. "I own a big, angry veiny strap-on dildo. You know what that is girls? Yes? Good. I could put that on and make him give me head first. Suck me off like a little porn star while I gave that cute mouth a real what's for face fucking. Then I could bend him over and deflower that virgin tight asshole of his. Give him a good jackhammering into his poor bum. Is that something you would like, Tadd?"

"no ma'am" he answered, pathetically, still bent over and presenting his anus for his niece's education and amusement.

"Well then you better start seeing to that housework, Tadd," I said.

"That's right, Tadd. I'll ask Julie to give that bottom-hole a real seeing-to after your whipping next time unless I see some major improvement." Then she added for her sister and nieces, "I don't know how Julie does it. She's a Godsend. I didn't know it when we got married, but it turns out your Uncle Tadd craves this sort of treatment, but I just don't get it at all. Hey, I don't judge, but I don't want to do it either, so thank the good heavens for Julie who doesn't seem to mind."

"I enjoy it," I said. "Putting a man in his place? What's not to like?"

"I'm with Julie!" said Brianan, the older of the two daughters. "It looks like fun".

"I'm with Aunty Linda," said Lucy. "If I ever marry a guy who turns out to be like Uncle Tadd, I can send him over to you, Bri."

"Sure!" said Brianan, "or maybe I can even help out with Uncle Tadd?" she said as she approached him and put a hand on his low back and another tracing the welts on his legs.

"Tadd," I said, being the 'chief disciplinarian' in this crew, "keep holding onto the base of the railing. Go ahead Brianan, give your Uncle Tadd a little spanking."

Brianan's eyes lit up. "Can I Mom, Aunt Linda?" she asked.

"Fine by me." Said Cheryl.

"By all means," said her Aunt Linda, "but just be warned. I think he'll enjoy the attention!"

Brianan kept one hand on her Uncle's low back and started using the palm of her other hand to smack her Uncle Tadd's already bruised and whip-marked cheeks. Tadd seemed to be feeling the effects of this hand spanking to a ridiculous extent and started quickly yelling out and squirming around as his niece's palm connected to his already well-punished bottom.

"I think he's a little sensitive back there!" Said Cheryl, stating the obvious.

"Take him across your knee, Brianan." I suggested.

She immediately grabbed her Uncle by his arm and pulled him away from the railing. Staying standing, she put one foot up onto the seat of the wooden picnic table and yanked her Uncle across her elevated knee. Brianan is quite the athlete! She seemingly had very little trouble manipulating her Uncle into this compromising position. She then started whacking away at his already super sore ass, giving him a real "what's for." Tadd's legs dangled ridiculously in the air as he was spanked like a child draped face down across Brianan's super hard and fit thigh. Poor Tadd's big blue balls and cock cage were prominently visible, bent double across Brianan's thigh as he was, as well as his backdoor, the extreme jackknifed angle showing his hole off well. Brianan had intuitively selected what I consider the ideal spanking position for her Uncle Tadd (if only I had her athletic abilities!)

For my part I wondered if Tadd's embarrassment would ever end, subjected now to the extreme indignity of being upended like a baby and spanked across his pretty young niece's knee in the "great outdoors" as his wife, his sister-in-law, his other niece, and me, his next door neighbour, all looked on with amusement. It did not help his case that he was making a, quite frankly, "girlish" spectacle of himself, crying out and kicking his legs like a well-spanked teenaged brat across her young adult babysitter's knee.

Brianan's spanking turned into a "no joke" affair as we watched her Uncle Tadd's ass turn fire engine red under her strict palm. Brianan's shoulder and arm muscles were quite well developed and obviously capable of packing quite a punch! He struggled futilely kicking with his feet and shaking his arms in midair, and finally the sobs starting to rack him as he turned on the waterworks for his fit young niece to revel in and spank him all the harder for. Brianan was a very fit and powerful young lady, and showed no mercy whatsoever.

Linda eventually had to step in as I'm sure Bri, world class athlete that she was, could have gone all day scorching her poor uncle's bum. "That's good for now dear. Let your Uncle Tadd back down. I think his bare bottom has been spanked enough for one day.

"Awwww!" Said Brianan, only reluctantly stopping the hard hand spanking, but still keeping her Uncle hoisted high across her knee.

"Tell you what, Bri," continued her Aunty Linda, "next time I'm away on business how about if you stay over here and babysit your Uncle Tadd? Maybe Julie can even show you the ropes."

"Awesome! I'd love that Aunty Linda, Aunty Julie!" said Bri.

"Sure," I said. "It would be fun to have such an enthusiastic pupil. Maybe you can even help out with my david, Bri?" I added.

"Uncle david's dishy," responded Bri, "I'd be happy to help out with him if you want me to. Maybe we can even bring our boys together, make them 69 each other and dog whip the one who cums first?"

"Good idea! You're so creative, Bri," I said, praising her. Young women always need plenty of praise and encouragement. "Your Uncle david is a bit of a premature ejaculator, but your Uncle Tadd will have been locked for a month or two, so I don't even know which one would spunk into the other's mouth first. Should be fun to find out, though!"

"Yeah. One of them gets his rocks off but gets dog whipped, and the other gets to swallow a mouthful. I don't even know which one they'd want less. Ha ha ha. We will make them swallow, won't we Aunt July?" asked Brianan.

"Of course. Always," I answered.

"Do you hear that Uncle Tadd?" said Brianan, and then bending down to talk into his ear. "You have a sausage fest 69 contest coming up. And I'm going to be your babysitter. Would you like that, huh?" She asked as she rubbed and patted at his bulging testicles. "I'll give you really hard spankings if you don't obey me. You know I can now, don't you? Maybe I'll even borrow Aunt Julie's strap-on dildo and give you that fucking you need so much? I'll dress you like a girl the whole time I'm here 'cause that's what you like. The FULL bra and panty treatment and everything. Maybe I'll have a few girlfriends from the track team over and show you off like that. Make you pull down your panties and hold up your skirt to show them your tiny little cock cage and rosy red bum? So cute! And I'll put on that dildo and spank you across my lap with your little panties pulled down around your ankles before I give you that fucking up your keister," she said as she probed her finger lightly against his anal opening. "He's so tight!" She exclaimed.

"We'll stretch him out." I said by way of encouragement, "And if he can't take our big strap-ons, maybe I'll make my husband give him a fucking first with his little dick and shoot a load right up inside as extra lube."

Brianan allowed her blushing Uncle to extricate himself awkwardly from across her upraised thigh. He was crying and dribbling snot like a punished child.

I was inspired by Bri's enthusiasm, and determined that before the summer was over david would receive Tadd's cock in his mouth and up his ass and vice-versa, complete with a full spunking in both fuck holes for each of them.

"Oh you kids," said Linda, and then to Tadd, "you know where to go stand now."

Tadd shamefacedly shuffled into the house through the big double glass doors, rubbing his punished ass cheeks and sniffling as he went, and marched himself face first into his timeout corner.

I called after him, "Feet a little further away from the wall than usual. Make sure your nose is buried in that corner, touching both walls. Arch your back. Good. Now reach behind you and pull your cheeks apart and keep them like that. You have a full hour of corner-time Tadd, and don't you dare move before then or we'll let Bri have at you with my strap. You can just hold those cheeks apart and show off that little bottom hole of yours to remember what you have coming from Brianan when she comes to babysit you. You just think about that as you hold it open for us to see."

With Tadd cornered for the next hour, prominently displaying his punished cheeks and fuck hole, Cheryl and the girls said their goodbyes. Linda and I sat down in the living room where we could keep an eye on Tadd and polished off her bottle of wine.

When his long hour was up we released him from his discipline corner and had him stand in front of us.

I asked Tadd, "Aren't you glad Linda shared your chastity and discipline with her sister and family? Now we've found a second woman willing to punish you. And a very young and attractive one at that, isn't that so, Tadd? I bet you could think of a lot worse things than getting your next release from young Bri? You dirty old man."

"Hallelujah," said Linda, "just so long as I don't have to do it, you and Bri can go nuts as far as I'm concerned."

It turned out to be a very long summer indeed for poor old Tadd and david both!


Chapter 11:   In-Home Personal Training

As fun as spanking other submissive men can be, my main focus is always my husband david. Some of the most fun we have together is when we involve other women in our play.

If you are as into seducing other unsuspecting but eager to oblige young women in your play as we are, a fertile source is in-home personal trainers. david has had a series of in-home personal trainers over the years, with all of them to a greater or lesser extent drawn happily and willingly into our kink. Personal training tends to be an activity that attracts young fit attractive dominant self-assured women. However they tend to not last too long in the profession as it's usually a stop on the road to something else for them.

Our first two were more vanilla personal trainers whom we gradually seduced. Our third was a part-time pro-domme, part-time personal trainer met through a pro-domme connection we played with. Our latest is a personal trainer I found online. I found several online in fact, and e-mailed them all anonymously describing what I was looking for: training plus spanking kink. We got the one taker and she has been an absolute delight. A young lady who had never done anything like this before, but has gotten into it with a passion, and now wields implements such as doubled-up leather belts, heavy straps, wicked floggers, and fierce canes to my husband's bare ass, legs, flanks, and genitals with sublime cruelty and mirthful delight. My husband now both looks forward to and dreads his training sessions in equal measures.

I myself am very fitness oriented. I belong to a health club near where I work, and I try to get in two or three personal training sessions a week augmented by my own solo workouts. I am also disciplined when it comes to food, eating only healthy natural foods, avoiding processed flour and sugar, and getting plenty of colourful fruits, berries, and vegetables in my diet. As a result I am healthy, lean, toned, fit, and have lots of energy for work and play.

My husband on the other hand...

If left to his own devices he eats as if he's a child, and unless I force him to he does not exercise of his own accord. When we met and then married he was in fairly decent shape despite these lifestyle shortcomings. However, as the years marched on and as he was getting (what he calls) "free pussy" from me, he definitely deteriorated. He became overweight (not grossly so, but developing a definite belly); became out of shape to the extent that a walk up a long series of stairs winded him; and generally lacked energy: coming home after work, throwing himself on the couch in front of the TV and napping.

This was all very concerning to me. It's not that I care so much what he looks like. I care a lot more about his general health and wellbeing. He is my lifemate, and I want him around and vigorous for a good long time! I tried suggesting he make some changes, but my suggestions fell on deaf ears.

But then, as you know, one day he revealed to me his desire to be spanked, humiliated, and dominated by me. As his favourite was to play act a Female Led Relationship where I was the dominant wife who punished him and made him do things "against his will", very quickly I came to realize some of the fringe benefits of such play.

The first fringe benefit I realized was that all I had to do was put him into a pair of panties, spank him for motivation, and then set him off to do all the more unpleasant housework. If I didn't like what I saw (and I became very picky for such "play sessions"), I would bend him over the back of the couch, lower his panties, strap him until he was frantic, and then set him back to work to "do it properly", this time with a great big butt plug shoved up his red ass, and the promise of another good belt whipping and ass fucking after my "little lady" was done her "womanly" chores. In other words, in exchange for unpleasant housework, all I had to do was spank and dominant him, occasionally fucking him in the ass: a fraction of the time from me and infinitely more pleasurable for the both of us (especially for me, I think, but he begs to differ).

At a certain point I put two and two together and came to realize that I could deal with his health and fitness in a similar fashion. If he was willing to do housework in exchange for being dommed, why not diet and exercise as well? Only thing is, I did not want to be his dietician and personal trainer. For one thing, I am not qualified. For another, I just don't have that kind of time (making him do housework frees up my time - the domming is minutes on the hour - this would be going in the opposite direction).

So I decided to approach my personal trainer at the club, Rebecca, to see if she knew anybody who would be willing to do in-home training for my husband. I figured that the trainer would provide the expertise and do the time-consuming side of it, and I would domme him according to progress feedback from her.

I knew I wanted an attractive young woman. Trainers must naturally be a bit aggressive and dommy (as I have personally experienced) in getting their charges to get through a tough training session. I knew a female trainer would appeal to david's subby side and he could fantasize about getting a spanking from her. I thought we could even roleplay me being his trainer and spanking him. It was my intention to gradually seduce the lady in question to take a more active role in the domming if she appeared cool with it - but baby steps in that regard.

As it turned out, Rebecca herself was more than willing to do a session a week at our home. Rebecca was perfect. Fit, pretty, smart, fun, and no nonsense. Moreover, she and I already had a good relationship, and she therefore had no issue coming to our home to train my husband.

I had already gotten david to agree that he needed to be doing something about his health and fitness, and to agree to start with a personal trainer. I told him I would find him a pretty young lady to whip his ass into shape. When I put it like this, he didn't seem to mind at all. When I came home after my discussion with Rebecca and told him I had found him a trainer, he got quite excited and even got a little chubby in his pants thinking of an attractive young woman in spandex coming over to "train him" at my behest.

For the first meeting we would sit down the three of us in our living room to discuss david's health and fitness goals and the regime he would follow. Rebecca would then take him downstairs into our home gym to assess his physical fitness and come up with a program for him. They would start in earnest the week after.

When Rebecca arrived david was not at all disappointed. She is compact and curvy, a brunette, and she was indeed clad in spandex exercise attire showing off her curves and cleavage. She started by asking about david's health and fitness goals. I jumped in right away with what his goals were to be. I described the deteriorating situation, and said that first and foremost I needed him healthy, fit, and energetic. And especially in bed, I added with a wink. I told Rebecca he had accumulated too much fat on his body and we needed to get rid of that through a combination of diet and exercise.

david was dressed in his exercise gear: blue silky shorts and a red T-shirt. I told david to stand up and take off his shirt. david looked a bit embarrassed at that command, but did as he was told. I grabbed the fat around his belly, shook it, and told Rebecca that we needed to get rid of that. I then poked his chest and arms and said we needed to build up some muscle definition in there, as he was looking a little "shrunken in" where a man should be strong. Rebecca agreed and assured us that we would see some results along those areas if david applied himself.

Emboldened, I spun david around and pointed out his butt. I told Rebecca that when we first started going out there seemed to have been more muscle definition in his butt, and it seemed smaller as well. I then pulled his gym shorts and undies down to just beneath his butt cheeks, baring his buns (!).

"Julie! Please!" shouted out david.

"Oh hush, silly. Rebecca's a professional. Don't be so full of yourself." (Later on david said he couldn't believe I would do that!)

"See? Fat," I said, grabbing his bared nates and shaking them. "When we first started going out he had a much more compact butt. He's really let himself slide. Good for slapping," I said as I matched action to words, "not so good for his health."

I pulled his pants back up his cheeks and told him to put his shirt back on. Rebecca had a broad grin on her face and david a big blush on his. This would work out fine!

"We'll be sure to get some work in on his butt too," Rebecca assured me as david was pulling his shirt on.

david sat back down awkwardly, doing a competent job of hiding a burgeoning erection in the process, blushing and refusing eye contact. He loves/hates being humiliated like this!

I went on to outline the regime Rebecca and I had collaborated on.

I told david he was to keep a log of his daily food intake and exercise output with caloric estimates for each; and his morning weight, waist size, and body fat measurement as per our fancy bathroom scale. The night before his sessions with Rebecca he was to write it all up in a report. They would spend the first few minutes of each session reviewing it. Rebecca was to coach him on his diet, make suggestions, scrawl comments on the report, and assign a letter grade to give him feedback as to how well he was doing. He was to show me the report and get me to sign off on it.

david said that it sounded like a lot of work. I told him that if he did not do it, he and I would have a serious problem. He submissively said "yes ma'am" bringing a fresh smile to Rebecca's lips, and we moved on.

Next, we established a goal of under 20% body fat for him within a year. Knowing how unreliable the bathroom scale is for body fat, we translated that into a weight target assuming he would increase his muscle mass modestly at the same time. We then set thresholds at each five pound interval towards his goal. If he was able to spend an entire week under the threshold, Rebecca would get a cash bonus.

The cash bonuses were nice for Rebecca, but paradoxically also motivated david. david is very submissive towards women. The thought of him being the cause of Rebecca losing an expected bonus and disappointing her was painful to him, and therefore motivated him all the more.

After this goal setting session Rebecca took him down to the home gym in our basement and put him through his paces observing his reaction. When they came back up, david looked wrung out. Rebecca cheerfully said that the good news was that there was plenty of room for improvement!

david's sessions proceeded. After a bit of a rocky start, and with the help of several heavy doses of strap oil seared into his lazy rump in the privacy of our bedroom, he eventually started doing a good job recording things in his diary. Initially his progress was slow. I remember reviewing one of his reports where Rebecca had circled three times a Kentucky Fried Chicken sandwich and then wrote "KFC IS DEAD TO YOU!!!" Rebecca was quite demanding, and if david did not live up to her strict diet and assigned mid-week exercising he received variously a C, D, D- or even an F grade.

The dommy aspect, beyond the mere fact of him being graded like a child and having to show 'Mommy' his report card each week, was that on those occasions he did poorly he would receive a spanking from me, the severity of which depended upon the grade. He never received an 'A'. Occasionally he received a 'B', but only rarely, and this got him a sexual favour of some sort such as a blow job, or a nice massage and hand job from me. I suppose an 'A' would have earned him vaginal sex, or maybe even anal? Ha ha, we'll never know! A 'C' would earn him a hand spanking across my knee. A 'D' would involve a lengthy session across my lap feeling the back of my hairbrush on his ass, with a belt whipping added on for a 'D-'. The 'F' grade only seemed to be doled out when his diet was particularly horrendous (for example, inhaling an entire bag of salty snacks at a sitting). Unfortunately for him, this did happen on several occasions. At least david never lied.

For an 'F' I would take out all the stops. It was usually an extended punishment session that at some point would see him ball-gagged and bound face down on the bed receiving a very hard and sustained strapping from my heavy leather tawse to his ass and thighs, and a heavy dose of the cane on top of that. I would usually end such a punishment session with a disciplinary-grade ass fucking.

All of these punishments involved elements of corner time before and after, and embarrassing dress such as skirt, stockings, panties, and later bra. I often threatened that if he did not shape up, I would make him wear these clothes during his exercise sessions with Rebecca, and even spank him in front of her.

I made it so that he almost looked forward to the attention of a 'C' or 'D' spanking (Rebecca was a strict marker - so 'C' or 'D' was actually a big improvement for him over previous diet). But I also made it such that an 'D-' was something he would rather avoid, and an 'F' was something to be avoided at all costs (and yet he still scarfs an entire large bag of chips?!!?).

You may wonder why david puts up with it. Or alternatively why does this modify his behaviour if he craves it so? Would he not seek out an F? The answer is subtle and deals with the psychology of the submissive male. It excites him tremendously the concept that his wife would subject him to such harsh but well-deserved punishments. But when they actually happen, he hates them. So why put up with it? Because without the following through, it takes away from his exciting belief that his wife would actually, for real, subject him to it. Very strange, I know.

As the relationship between Rebecca and david grew, the assigning of the grade became an interesting interaction. Given my dommy ways with david, she strongly suspected that the grades had sexy disciplinary consequences for him. Sometimes david would try to talk her out of giving him a 'D-' or an 'F'. But she would not budge. She would smile at him, write out 'F' in a big bold hand, circle it three times, and tell him that if didn't want an 'F' he knew darned well how to avoid one.

As time passed, Rebecca deciphered the consequences of her grades, and it became more open.  david would say "Please not an 'F'. Please!" She would just reply that he should have thought of that before eating the fast food and gleefully wrote the 'F', effectively sentencing him to a severe butt whipping. She would also tease him afterwards, asking him how his butt was feeling after I saw his report.

As it became increasingly clear that Rebecca was fine with this type of play I decided to up the ante. One day I came home when they were ending their session. I went down to the gym and asked how he had done that week. I took a look at the report that had a 'D' on it. Worse, however, was that his weight history showed six days in a row under a threshold, and then he blew it on the seventh day with a Chinese food binge costing Rebecca her bonus that week. I told him just for that I would give him a paddling across my knee right in front of Rebecca. "I'd love to see that," said Rebecca, perhaps feeling a bit miffed herself at the delay in her bonus.

After they were finished I came back downstairs with a paddle and folding chair to give him his spanking in front of her.

When I got back down I set up the chair and told david to come stand beside me. Rebecca had found a comfortable perch on the seat of the weight machine directly facing us. She had a little grin on her face and seemed to be looking forward to the show and seeing what all the fuss was about. I reached out and pulled his shorts down to his ankles and his underpants as well. Seeing his erection I just said "oh david!" and pulled him down across my lap. It was the first time Rebecca had seen his penis. She looked amused if anything despite (or perhaps because of?) the hard-on. I then started using my little wooden paddle on his bare butt.  I spanked strictly, but did not want to freak Rebecca out.  She was still smiling and enjoying the show, however, so I went harder, eliciting the usual reaction from david including many apologies and frantic promises to do better.

With him still across my lap I told him to look at Rebecca and apologize to her for missing the bonus weight. I then told him to apologize to her for having to see him spanked like a child for his childish food choices. He delivered both apologies head on carpet red ass raised high. Rebecca just said "maybe you'll try harder next week?" in a sing-song voice.

I told david that I'll give him another twenty smacks of the paddle to "the insides" to drive the lesson home.

"No! Please! No!" begged david. He knew what "the insides" meant. It meant paddle smacks to the tender insides of his thighs and to the equally tender insides of his ass crack. It also meant that Rebecca would be exposed to a view of him that only his wife and doctor had any right to see!

"Spread your legs," I ordered him. He seemed reluctant. "Spread your legs or you'll be spreading them for fifty from my strap, not twenty from the paddle." Fifty harsh strappings to "the insides" would be pure fiery hell and he knew it. He also knew that I never backed down from a threat. His legs spread instantly. Rebecca smiled at this show of obedience.

I reached to grab his balls and pulled them up and to the side. I then applied five paddle strokes in quick succession to high inside his near thigh in a spot usually covered by his testicles, and then rearranging his balls, five to the high insides of his far thigh. These ten had him shrieking and begging. Then, releasing his balls, I pulled his cheek wide fully exposing his anal area, and gave him five smacks to the fleshy insides of his ass cheeks nearest his rosebud. Switching my hand to his other cheek and pulling wide again, I delivered another five to the far side in quick and painful succession. I quickly ended his punishment, stood him up, and made him face the wall, pants down with hands on head.

"Bonus next week for Rebecca," I said, "or I'll make you exercise in your panties and bra and then you'll get the strap in front of her."

"Oooh! Panties and bra?" Queried Rebecca. "I'd like to see that," she said with a pleasant laugh.

And so began the kinky phase of david's training regime.

Over time, Rebecca gave way to Amanda, Amanda to Michelle, and Michelle to Mags. I had to start from scratch with Amanda, and she was never as much fun as Rebecca. Michelle was a connection of a pro-domme, and a bit of one herself. A lovely girl but more into yoga than personal training. She did get him more flexible, though. We even managed to achieve a bent double position for him that allowed me to hand job his cock so that the sperm went directly onto his face and into his mouth. That was cool, and a real milestone for Michelle and I. Mags is his latest, a young woman hired from an internet ad and interviewed by me specifically to mix a bit of spanking with the training, but training first. Mags was totally game and has developed into a fiery and cruel disciplinarian.

Backtracking to Michelle first, the in-home introduction of her to david was a hoot. After Amanda, david feared we would be back to scratch on the kinky front, and I strongly suggested this was the case with this new one as I was sneaky and kept david completely in the dark about her pro-domme background. So it was a big surprise to david when his first session found him in a highly compromised situation!

She and I had arranged in advance how it would play out. For the week leading up to her first visit, I made david get back into logging his food and weight. So on the first session he already had a printout of the report. Michelle looked it over and was not pleased. She asked me what we should do about him? I told her that when he misbehaves with me, I spank him, but that she was in charge of his personal training, so her discipline methods were entirely up to her. After a bit of back and forth we agreed that spankings from her would be best, and no time like the present, so he got his pants taken down and got hand-spanked bare bottom across Michelle's knee right in front of me. Blew his mind because he was NOT expecting that at all. Ha Ha!

One of the best parts about the Michelle days were the weigh-ins. She had a thing about taking him up to the bedroom en-suite, making him strip completely nude, and then having him stand on the scale to get his weight and body fat measured as if she did not fully trust his weekly reports. I myself witnessed a number of these nude weigh-ins, and he never failed to develop a full blown erection when standing on that scale as she scowled at him for his slow progress.

On one occasion right after a weigh-in that saw him gain several pounds, Michelle decided she needed to make a point. She put him face down on the bed in our bedroom. She went into the bedside drawers and pulled out my thick leather twin-tailed Scottish tawse. You have to understand that Michelle was a part-time pro-domme, so she knew how to wield an implement safely yet so as to leave an impression. He only received five strokes, but david told me they were the hardest he had ever experienced. She really got her whole body into the swing and snapped the heavy leather with dead aim across his lower ass cheeks. His strap marks were vivid for days after. He was scared after that and did pull up his socks so that punishments could return to "normal grade".

Michelle also introduced a number of training innovations, such as pants-down plank, stair runs with "six of the best" at the bottom (and on the bottom!), bare-bottomed elliptical runs with a switch to the ass and legs for motivation, and flexibility drills to see how close she could get his teased erect cock to his mouth. With my full endorsement, she also occasionally rewarded him with a "handy" after training.

After Michelle came Mags. Mags has been most fun as she was a young and innocent girl willingly corrupted by us. Her thing is whippings between exercise sets. She took it quite literally that in exchange for the extra pay we had an expectation of spankings. So between each exercise set she spanks. We have supplied her with a variety of implements that she can use, and she is strict and cruel, cruel, cruel, and hubby has a real love-hate relationship with these sessions. I don't think she gets the nuances of the spanking fetish, and takes it at face value that david somehow craves these extra strict whippings despite his cries for mercy. She thinks it's her job to make sure he takes them.

Beyond these training sessions, Mags gets educated and helps out in other ways as well. Once I caught david with a wandering eye staring at a lady's cleavage in the street. A perfect excuse to scene him. It so happened Mags was just about to come for her session with him. I decided I would punish him first in front of Mags, as she had never really seen me do that to him, and then they could have their regular training session after (and Mags was not to spare the lash despite his prior punishment).

Part of his punishment would be a "brassiering" in front of Mags. This is where I make david put on a bra with silicone inserts. This is a very appropriate punishment for a male caught staring at a lady's breasts!

So I dressed him in panties and bra, ball gagged him as I was not interested in his excuses, tied his hands behind his back, and then made him hold up a Post-It note with his nose against a wall in timeout until Mags came (which took an hour – she was late – Ha Ha!).

When Mags finally arrived I told her about what he had done and asked if she wouldn't mind watching his discipline before she trained him? She was happy to. She added that she particularly dislikes it when strange older men leer at her tits in the street, and that she had even caught david staring at her cleavage during training. I got david out of his corner and scolded him for his behaviour. Mags does not know if it was "for real" or for play, so I made it as real as I could. I thought it increases david's embarrassment if this young woman believes that he is punished for real by me. I told him his sexualisation of women was out of control and maybe I needed to lock him into a cock cage to keep him under control? Mags agreed that would be a good solution. I "let him off" saying this time he would just get a belt whipping, but if it happens again…

I made him bend over the back of the couch and asked Mags to hold him down as I used a heavy doubled up brown leather belt to sizzle his bare backside. Mags loved this! I gave him his first twenty to the seat of his panties. Then I took them down and gave him another twenty. He still had his hands tied behind his back, a ball gag in his mouth, and was sporting his bra and inserts. Then I removed his panty and made him spread his legs. I gave him the last dozen vertically down the center of his ass crack. That area is tender, and these strokes tend to leave bruises down the insides of his cheeks where they kiss one another.

I took off his ball gag and untied his wrists, and after apologizing to both me and Mags, allowed him to get on to his exercise session in his regular gym clothes, but I told him the breasts and bra stays on during training this week as a reminder to be more sensitive to these issues in future. Turns out Mags does have a bit of a heart and took it easy on him in terms of the spankings during his session (but never easy on the exercising). As she feels she is being paid for it, she did of course spank him, but it was across her knee and with only her hand, and she spent time rubbing his ass, peering between his cheeks, and commenting on the bruising from my belt whipping.

The scolding session immediately prior to the belt whipping was immortalized by an artist friend of mine, lill jo. We went back and forth on it until it was perfect. With permission, I use it as cover art for this book (so if you haven't flipped to the cover yet, you should as it really captures the scene perfectly). I have a gallery of lill jo's work linked from my blog home page, and it has a whole section on kinky personal trainer art, all scenes inspired by such events. You can find his blog from there as well.

Being so game, I have helped Mags a bit with her further education. Lest she think spanking is nothing but cruel whippings, I have allowed Mags to see me spank david sensuously as well, and seen me get him off with my hand within that context. I'll describe these more sensuous types of spanking I give david in the next chapter.

Not having a lot of experience with men's bum holes, I encouraged Mags to explore david's with her fingers, to find the prostate and rub on it, and to use toys up his bum. From there she graduated to her first ever strap-on sessions, making david first perform fellatio on her cock and then fucking him anally in several different positions with her usual devil-may-care vigour.

Mags is great, and all his personal trainers have been amazing as well. Certainly a very welcome enhancement to our kinky play.


Chapter 12:   Good Boy Spankings

In the previous chapter I touched on a more sensuous kind of spanking I use on my husband. It would be remiss of me if I did not go into greater detail on this.

Most of the spankings I describe in this book are on the harder side as we roleplay a strict wife dealing with a misbehaving husband. Going easy would not be part of that. However, there is another kind of "strict wife" scene I play as well: a strict but benevolent wife who gives her man a reward for being a "good boy".

In one variant we both get naked. I have him stand in front of me as I sit on the side of the bed. I get some baby oil and start rubbing his cock and balls with it. Then I rub some more of it on my bare thighs. Then he goes across my knees, his upper and lower body both supported on the bed, his hard slippery cock rubbing against my soft slippery thighs.

I start spanking him with my hand. Lightly at first. Sensuously. He starts rubbing against me, humping my lap. I keep spanking as he keeps humping. I start spanking harder, which he wants, and excites him more and more. He then ejaculates just like that, right over my thighs, just from his humping. After, he slides off me, without needing to be told, he licks his cum off me and swallows it down.

This of course turns me on, and I wind up putting him flat on the bed and riding his face with my pussy to several mind blowing orgasms, and then usually one more orgasm with him licking my asshole and me using my vibrator on my clit. Yummies!

I don't usually want david in my pussy (and certainly not in my ass), and can take or leave a blowjob (sometimes I'm in the mood). I'm more a "lick my clit" gal. So this sort of "lap relief" is very much welcomed by him as an alternative to the usual tease and denial I enjoy so much subjecting him to.

In addition to getting off on my lap, it's also a treat for him to just receive a hand job from me. He says it's much more exciting when it's my hand as opposed to his own (when that's allowed him). He tells me that in his mind a hand job is a very passive and hence submissive thing for him. I'm the one in control and he's the one losing control, leading to the ultimate loss of control. Of course, sometimes I just get him super excited with my hand and then don't finish him off. He both loves it and hates it when I display my dominance like that, and makes it all the sweeter when I do allow him to get off.

A hand job will often follow a spanking and perhaps a sensuous missionary style fucking (him getting fucked, not me). For his fucking I usually put him in lingerie: bra, panties, stockings, garter belt. I mean, he's not gay, and he's getting cock up the ass from his heterosexual partner, so he may as well play the role of the heterosexual girl to the hilt.

After fucking might come the hand job. A favourite position of ours is him bent over several pillows, ass in the air. When he's bent over like this, his penis and testicles can be pulled back behind his legs, and then he can clamp his thighs together to keep them there. The nice thing about this position is that the pressure on his cock and balls can keep him from cumming for longer. When he wants to cum, as he inevitably does, the only way that can happen is if he puts his ass way high in the air to relieve the pressure. As well, in this position I can easily reach and play with his asshole and his genitals both. I will often insert a toy in his ass. Usually something with a vibration mode to stimulate his prostate, and then I'll hand job his cock until he disgraces himself down the backs of his thighs. It's then a nice treat for him if I get a warm washcloth and clean up his thighs and ass crack and hole with it. This is something "Mommy" would do for him, and deepens his submissiveness.

On several occasions I've invited other women in to see him receive this humiliating treatment. It really embarrasses him to receive his hand job like this in front of other women, especially since he has to raise his ass so submissively high in the air to cum, making it look like he's really begging for it. I've also allowed other women to participate, and use their hands on him as well. My sister has given him several ejaculations like this, as have some of my friends, his ass high and fuck hole fully on show in every case. I've arranged for him to receive a hand job from a man as well, and look forward to more interactions of this nature for him, culminating in him performing oral sex on a man, or even receiving spanking and hard anal sex from one, to please me.

In the next chapter I'll describe an exciting encounter that takes place during a beach vacation where several young bikini-clad women saw him get his rocks off (amongst other things) courtesy of my hand.


Chapter 13:   Beach Vacation

Beach vacations are always a fun time to get up to a little public play mischief. We've been on several and usually I manage to sneak something in, such as a public swat to his ass, a gentle scolding in front of witnesses, or on one occasion at a topless beach some slightly inappropriate nudity for him swiftly "corrected" by me: "what on earth are you doing? This is NOT a bottomless beach. Get those swim trunks back on immediately!" SMACK! That was fun.

However, one particular event stands out head and shoulders above the others, where I very unexpectedly got a little posse of attractive young women to watch and even join in.

We had a room in a resort that opened directly onto the beach. We were sitting on the beach on lounge chairs when a group of three very fetching young ladies in skimpy bikinis and scanty cover-ups assembled a dozen feet in front and to the right of us. I recognized them from a wedding party the previous evening. This was a "destination wedding" and these were friends of the bride. They were all in their early twenties. My husband and I are in our later thirties.

Seeing the girls there I very much suspected david was perving on them and so turned to him. Sure enough, I caught him red-handed openly ogling the girls. He looked away guiltily as I caught him. I'm always looking for an excuse to scene him, and this one seemed to fall in my lap. I thought a little scolding in front of these young women would cater to his public female domination fantasies quite nicely.

"david!" I said in a loudish voice, "what on earth do you think you're doing, staring at those young women?"

"What? Nothing. Sorry honey," he responded feebly.

"Do you think they enjoy being stared at by the likes of you? Do you think that's why they come here, to be openly gawked at by older married men?"

By this time, my scolding had attracted the girls' attention. I'm sure there's nothing quite so humiliating for a man as being dressed down by his wife in front of a group of young hotties in their bikinis! Honestly, that was the extent of what I was aiming for, followed by a little private play afterwards.

However, as I looked at them they did not run away and even looked amused, so I decided to try and see if I could involve them a bit more directly: "I'm so sorry, ladies."

"That's ok," one of them said, sounding amused but also a little embarrassed by the whole thing.

"It is definitely not ok," I said to them, and then turning back to david I proceeded to take another strip off him: "can I not take you anywhere? Are you going to stare at every woman in a bathing suit on this beach?"

I was afraid I had maybe taken the scolding a little far. But no, the girls were still with me, openly watching my husband's public dressing down and smiling at his wifely comeuppance. Continuing to be encouraged, I thought "in for a penny in for a pound".

I stood, grabbing david by the ear and marching him over to them.

"Apologize!" I ordered him. "Eyes down!"

david blushed mightily, and looking down at the girls' sandaled feet muttered an apology: "I'm sorry for staring at you," he said. I looked at them to gauge their reaction, and they were still having fun with it.

So why stop there?

I went on speaking to david, in effect publicly sentencing him: "And don't think this is the end of it. You will march back to our room, you will pull your bathing suit down to your ankles, and you will stand with your nose in the corner and your bare bottom on display until I arrive. Do you understand me?" I said, emphasizing my words with a painful twist of his ear.

"Yes Ma'am!" he said.

"And then I'll see to you," I added.

With that I released him to scamper off to do as he was told. I softened my expression and turned back to the young ladies: "That should teach him a lesson!" I said with a big smile on my face indicating I was having fun with it.

The girls all looked very amused. One said, "it really is ok, we are on a beach."

I didn't want to leave them with a false impression, so I decided to level with them: "I was just having a little fun with him. When I saw him sneaking a peek I took the opportunity. It turns his crank to be scolded like that by me, especially in front of other women such as you guys. Pervy, I know. When I get back to the room I'll pretend I'm still angry with him and give him a good spanking. He loves it. Thanks for being fun about it."

"Really? You'll spank him?" One of them said. "How hard? Like for real hard?"

"Sure I'll spank him, and for real hard!" I answered.

"That's actually pretty hot," one of them said. Her friends scolded her good naturedly for being so forward.

Further you ask? Why not!

'If you'd like to," I suggested idly to them, feigning nonchalance, "you can come back to our room and watch me spank him? Join in on our little scene. Pretend to be angry with him and all that? It would make his year."

"I'd love to!" said one of them. "No!", "Come on Karen!", "Let them have their privacy!" said her friends. I was hoping young "Karen" was their ring-leader.

I laughed and said, "tell you what, go freshen your drinks at the bar and discuss it amongst yourselves. If you decide you want to watch, then you're very welcome. Its room 172, right on the beach, 3rd from the end, just tap on the beach-side glass doors. I'll be sitting just inside. I'll keep him in the corner for up to an hour or so, letting him know you might show up. That'll royally screw with his head." I was trying to get them on my side by involving them whether they showed up or not.

"But I'll start in early on him if you decide to drop by to watch. Otherwise he's getting spanked an hour from now either way. You don't have to participate at all. Just watching would be amazing. But he will be naked, there will be some blazing hot buns, and goodness knows what else might pop into my kinky mind, so be warned."

"We'll definitely think about it," said Karen.

"No pressure either way, but if you come we will for sure have some fun."

And with that I gathered up my stuff from the lounge chair and followed david back to our room. I was thinking there was maybe a small chance that they would show up, who knows?

When I got back to the room, david was standing there with his swimsuit lowered and with his nose in the corner. I went up to him and cupped his cute little butt and kissed him on his neck.

"Did you like getting scolded like that in front of all those hot young babes in their bikinis?"

"yeah…" he whispered breathlessly, my little shame slut.

I reached around and started fondling his cock.

"Well I invited them over to see what comes next," I told him.

"You didn't!" he said.

"I did. I told them I'd keep you in the corner for an hour, and if they arrived before then, we'd start early and they could watch."

This was completely truthful, but I've been known to make up things like that for his ears. He always underestimates what I am capable of, so he was thinking that I was toying with him. That I'd make him stand in the corner for an hour not knowing for 100% sure either way if a posse of bikini clad babes would come in to see him dealt with. Mind you, I did not know myself if they would show up or not. It all depended on how adventurous they might be, and how convincing Karen would be. I gave it only a small chance. Regardless, it would still be a fun and agonizing hour of anticipation for him with sexy "what if?" thoughts running through his mind while standing in that corner. I gently pushed the back of his head so that his nose was touching both walls in the corner which made his bare butt jut out.

"Stick out that bare bum for those girls to see when they get here," I said. Now he could spend the next hour thinking about three strange young ladies walking into our room and seeing him being punished like a little boy in timeout, nose in the corner, except bare naked and ready for a spanking from his wife.

About forty five minutes later: Knock Knock Knock

"Oh my! There's someone at the door, david! Whoever could that be?" I asked gleefully. My heart started beating fast. It was either the girls, the resort manager, or the cops, I figured! I went to look. Oh yes!!!! All three girls had decided to come by. They were standing nervously outside with drink concoctions in their hands (little umbrellas and such).

I went to the glass door and slid it open. "I'm so happy you came," I welcomed them warmly. "Please, come in. Make yourselves comfortable." They filed in giggling and laughing and took a seat on the L-shaped sofa. Once they entered, they could see david facing the corner, bare butt and all.

"Oh my!" one of them said. "All ready for his spanking!" said another. I think they had more than a few drinks.

At this point I was so happy we had splurged for the big suite by the sea. It was decorated all in white and was light and airy. There were big double glass doors in the living room area where the girls were seated. Right next to that was a dining area. That was where david had his nose buried in the corner. There was a little kitchenette adjoining, and then a big bedroom with a king sized bed with large double doors leading into it. Very deluxe.

I could only imagine at this point how mortified david must have been. There he was bare naked except for his swimsuit pooled around his ankles and with his nose buried in the corner while three lovely young ladies were sitting there enjoying their cocktails, waiting for his spanking to begin. Knowing my husband, his penis was likely quiveringly hard at this point. I hoped he wouldn't humiliate himself all over the tile floor when I made him face the girls with his hands pinned to his sides in nothing but his birthday suit.

It was lucky that there was just the right number in their group. I have often found that we girls are more adventurous in bunches. They had talked themselves into doing this at the bar, it seemed. I guess what swayed them was safety in numbers, a bit of liquid courage, and an interesting experience not likely to ever come around again. And, if you ask me, sexy as hell to see a man be dominated by his woman.

"So there's my naughty husband with his nose in the corner all ready for his punishment. I warned him just before we left our room about staring, didn't I david?" I asked him. As I said this I winked to the girls to let them know we were play acting the scene.

"yes ma'am," he said meekly from his corner.

"I have to warn you, though," I said, speaking to the girls, "you'll see when I call him out of his corner that he'll be sporting quite the erection. Being dominated and humiliated like this is his kink. Isn't that so, david?" I called out to him.

"Yes ma'am," he said again.

"Step out of your swimsuit, come out of your corner and stand here and face us. Hands at your sides, young man, so all the girls can see what a total perv you are," I ordered.

david groaned and came out of his corner with mincing steps and stood facing us, eyes looking down. As predicted, he was indeed highly aroused. The presence of the girls was clearly having an impact. He's circumcised and his glans was swollen and purple-red. The shaft was as rigid as I've ever seen it, quivering and pointing slightly upwards. His big balls were a compact package underneath his penis.

The girls smiled and laughed at his aroused state. "Pathetic!" one of them said. They were all still in their bikinis, and some had let their wraps drop showing more skin. This no doubt contributed.

"As I said earlier," I explained, "he gets off on being dominated. But the humiliation of standing in front of you with his hard-on is very real. Just look at him blush. Like a little schoolgirl," I added, for a deep blush suffused his body up his chest and neck and deep into his cheeks, painting them rosy red.

"Doesn't look like this is going to be much of a 'punishment' for him, though," stated one of the gals, eyeballing his erection.

"You'll see it is," I answered. "He wouldn't allow me to dominate him like this if it wasn't his kink, but no reason I can't use his little cravings to correct his behaviour," I said. "He'll feel his spanking all right, and be genuinely begging for it to be over before I'm done with him," I added. "Isn't that so, david?"

"Yes ma'am"

And then I had a really evil little thought.

I continued, "but that level of excitement does help him to get through his spankings more easily. When I really want to punish him I start with a 'ruined orgasm' and then I spank him. That gets his attention. And in case you don't know, a ruined orgasm is where I give him a hand job, but just before he cums I let go completely and it just sort of dribbles out into the air. Very unsatisfying for him. Then he feels that spanking a lot more after that, don't you david?" I asked him.

"Yes ma'am," he answered again. Broken record my boy.

"You know what?" I continued. "You're being punished for staring at these girls in a sexual fashion. Do you think it's right that you should be allowed to be sexually excited while you're being punished for that? What do you think, girls? Should I empty these balls and spank him limp-dicked?" I asked as I fondled his testicles.

"Please no, Julie!" begged david.

I feigned instant anger with him. I grabbed his balls hard which made him cry out and said, "Was that back talk? Did you just back talk me, little man?" I squeezed harder.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" he cried out.

"That's ok, sweetie," I said, instantly softening my voice and loosening my grip. "I was just playing with you. I wasn't going to really empty your balls in front of the girls."

"Thank you ma'am," he said.

"UNTIL THAT BACK TALK!" I yelled squeezing his balls again. "Now that's exactly what's going to happen. Just couldn't keep that mouth shut, could you?"

I was putting on a real show for the girls and enjoying it. They were paying rapt attention to the little drama unfolding.

I instantly went back to being soft spoken again. "Now tell the girls why you're being punished," I said, releasing his testicles and walking away. david was hunched over a bit from the residual ball pain.

"I'm being punished for staring at you when I shouldn't have…" he said.

"What parts of these young ladies were you starting at, david?" I asked, elongating his torment.

"Just them, ma'am, they're very pretty," he said hoping to get out of more.

"Sweet talk won't get your anywhere," I said. "What specific parts of them so fascinated you david. I know how your dirty mind works. You better tell the truth," I pressed.

"Their breasts, and their bottoms, ma'am."

"Is that all david?" I asked in a way that suggested there better be more.

"and their tight tummies and… and… the fronts of their bikinis." he continued.

"And what do the fronts of their bikinis conceal, david? What was on your dirty mind?" I asked him.

"their… their... vaginas, ma'am." That's what I was fishing for!

The girls looked mock horrified at these admissions.

"Thank you for being honest, david." I said. And then to the girls, "I'm so sorry you had to hear that. But that's how he thinks about strange girls on the beach. He objectifies them. I did that so that when you see him get the paddle later you won't feel at all sorry for him.

"So, you like to imagine the girls' vaginas under their swimsuits, do you? Well no reason for them to imagine yours, david, as you don't have your swimsuit on. Turn around, bend over, and show them what passes for your vagina."

With a mortified groan, david turned and bent over. I walked beside him, patted him on the bottom and admonished him to spread his cheeks so the girls could see. He reached behind himself and spread his cheeks widely, displaying his well waxed and bleached boy hole to them all.

"This is what passes for his vagina in my home," I told them. "Notice I even have him get his little opening waxed and bleached at the salon." And then to david, "should I get out my strap-on dildo, david, and show them how I treat your tight little boy hole like a lady's vagina?"

"No, please no!" begged david.

I licked my finger behind his back and touched his exposed hole with it. david jumped two feet forward and one foot high at the unexpected intrusion, but kept displaying.

"Well then you better behave today," I added, "if you don't take your punishment like a man, then after it's over I'll just have to flip you over and treat you like a woman."

"nooo... please..." said david, actions not matching words as he continued bending over and holding his cheeks apart like a little slut begging for her fucking.

"It's not up to me," I said, "it's up to you. If you kick and cry like a little girl when you're across my knee, then your tight little vagina will suffer the consequences. But I'll tell you what, we have the girls here, we'll let them decide. If they think you took your paddling like a man, then fine. But if they don't, then you'll get fucked, like a woman, while they watch."

Poor david, when was there ever a time when he did not kick and cry like a six year old girl while across my knee? He was "doomed".

"Stand up and face the girls again."

david complied, his erection as strong as ever.

"I'm afraid we'll definitely need to take care of that before your spanking," I said pointing to his erection.

"Please no," begged david, "it hurts so much more like that."

"More backtalk, david, really?" I asked.

"I'm sorry ma'am" he said, chastened.

"So ask me nicely to empty your balls before your spanking, david."

"Ohhh… Please Ma'am, would you please empty my balls for me before my spanking..." asked david.

"Would you like me to do that in private or while the girls watch?" I asked him.

"In private, please ma'am..." begged david.

"Oh no, david. You objectified these young ladies at the beach in a sexual manner.  Now it's your turn to have that done to you in front of the girls. Ask me again, david, for it to be done while the girls watch."

"Could you please empty my balls for me Ma'am, while.... while the girls watch..."

"Of course, sweetie," I replied with a saccharine tone, "I'd be happy to do that for you. Do you girls mind?" I asked, addressing them.

They were fine with it. I guess they figured they were in it now.

Turning to the girls I asked, "would one of you mind getting a big towel from the bathroom and laying it out on the bed." Karen, the most enthusiastic of the bunch, hopped to it leading the way, as I pulled david along by his ear to the bedroom. She laid out the towel on the bed and I directed david to lie face up on it. All three girls were gathered around the bed, ready to see my husband forcibly drained of his semen.

I got out the travel sized bottle of baby oil I keep by the bed, and dribbled it onto his cock and balls from above. I then sat down next to him and began rubbing his very hard penis.

"He's a bit of a premature ejaculator," I told them, "so this won't take long."

And then I added, "some women would make their subs do this for themselves, but he's not allowed to touch himself at all, much less masturbate. That's just my rule. Isn't that so baby," I asked rhetorically, "my husband, my cock, my rules." As I said this I kept rubbing his penis shaft up and down and up and down. He started moaning.

"Look at those ladies looking at you david. Aren't you ashamed?" I asked him. "Look at them david. Look at them. Aren't they sexy in their little bikinis?"

I know it is one of david's fantasies to be "made to" cum in front of lady witnesses. He very much gets off on the passivity of a hand job at the best of times. There's little he can do to influence the outcome. I often just tease him that way and leave him hard. I love how his body bucks and how he begs me for his release. Alternatively, the result of continued administration of my hand is that he loses control of his body in one of the most humiliating ways possible. And of course, not for the purposes of sex this time, but for the purposes of more effective punishment.

He was on the verge of cumming so I stopped rubbing him and just observed his cock twitching in the air, but not quite yet ready to spurt.

"please!!!!" he moaned bucking his hips. Reduced to begging for his release from his wife in the presence of these three beach beauties.

Turing to the girls I said, "pile a few of those pillows up there in the middle of the bed and cover it with another bath towel, if you please." The girls did that. "david, bend across those pillows, ass nice and high."

My husband draped himself across the pillows. I reached between his legs and pulled his cock and balls out, and then told him to close up his legs. This trapped them just where I wanted them. He would be dribbling his semen down the backs of his legs today. I got some more baby oil and poured it out onto his genitals and his ass crack and right into his hole, parting his cheeks further. david's face was now turned away from the girls in abject embarrassment at this treatment. He knew what was coming next. I slid my middle finger into his anus and started massaging his prostate gland as I rubbed his cock.

"Boys have a little P-spot up their bums. It makes them cum nice and fast when it gets rubbed," I said.

"I read about that," said one of the girls, "but my boyfriend won't let me anywhere near his ass." It seemed they were woefully uneducated about the sexual possibilities of the male prostate. I thought I would take the opportunity to enlighten them.

"It's just up in here, just about at finger depth. It's on the penis side of his asshole, just remember that. It's a smooth dome. It tends to get bigger as the man ages, so it's easier to find on my husband than it would be on your boyfriends, assuming they let you finger them at all. They should. It's very pleasant for them. Would you like to feel it?" I offered the girls. I pulled my finger out and showed them. "See, he's clean in there, and you just wash your hands afterwards."

I of course had a taker: Karen! I guided her finger gently into my husband's anus so as not to scratch him. After rooting around a bit she said. "There it is!"

"david, is she touching it?" I asked my husband.

"Yes Ma'am," he answered in a pained sounding voice.

"You just rub that in a back and forth motion as I rub his penis." david was moaning like a little slut by now. "Anybody else care to try?" One of the other girls did and she switched places with her friend and also promptly found his spot.

"I think he's almost ready to spurt, girls." I held his penis out and showed the clear strands of pre-cum dripping from his tip. "david, look at the girls now." david turned his head which was mashed down onto the bed to face the two of them without their finger currently up his ass.

"If you girls want to put on a little show for him, be my guest," I suggested, sensing they were getting into it.

One of the girls dropped her wrap and struck a pose for david. The other followed suit. The first pushed her breasts together under her top. Karen pulled out her boobs and lowered the front of her bikini bottoms until they were practically at her slit. The two of them turned to each other and kissed. This of course got him extremely close to orgasm. I kept him under control by edging him closer and closer with the occasional tug on his cock while his "new girlfriend" kept massaging his prostate.

This was all too much for david, and he started to buck and cry out. I released his penis and his girlfriend pulled her finger out of his ass.

"Oh oh oh," he moaned as he humped the air helplessly, ass wiggling. We all watched intently as his gooey white semen began dribbling unsatisfyingly out of his cocktip onto the backs of his thighs. When he was mostly done, I grabbed his cock and squeezed any remaining ejaculate out of him. I scooped it all up in my hand and I brought it up to david's face in my open palm.

"Lick it up, sweetie," I told him. He obediently started lapping at this goo in the palm of my hand. "It's another of my little rules," I told the girls, "he swallows what he spurts. No spitting allowed for this young lady," I added as he dutifully choked down all his nasty ejaculate.

"Can I check out his prostate?" asked the remaining girl who had not had a chance.

"Of course!" I said. I kept david bent over as she explored his bumhole as well and identified his prostate after some fumbling.

I stood david up and we all had another look at his penis. It was now very small and very soft.

"There we go!" I said. "That's a proper little penis for a paddling. Are you going to enjoy your limp-dicked paddling, david?" I asked him.

"No ma'am. Not at all, ma'am" he said, quite piteously. He knew what was in store for him now. He'll go through with it, though, because it's important for his submissive needs to know I will follow through as this fuels future fantasies.

"I love how tiny and scared it looks now," said one of the girls. We all agreed with that assessment.

The girls and I washed our hands and then I led david out back through the living room and into the adjoining dining room area where I put him back into his corner.

As the girls arrived back I offered them a drink from our mini bar which they accepted. Thus freshened, they took their seats on the couch to watch david's paddling.

I made david come out of his corner and bring a high backed armless dining room chair into the living room, facing the L-shaped sofa. As he did this, I fetched my little hardwood travel paddle. I took a seat on the chair. I was still wearing my bikini swimsuit with a wrap around the bottom. I had slipped on my high-heeled shoes in order to get a little extra height to my lap. I slapped the paddle against the palm of my hand and beckoned david across my knee. He looked very hesitant and said "please, not hard, please!"

"Oh you better believe it will be hard," I told him. "We didn't spend all that time emptying your testicles so you could have a picnic across my lap. You're going to be spanked, and you're going to know you've been spanked." With that, I pulled him by his arm face down across my lap. His head was almost at the floor, and with my heels on, his little feet dangled in the air. He was perfectly positioned for a humiliating butt-blistering application of my paddle to his bare.

The girls looked on this scene with anticipation in their eyes. They genuinely wanted to see him spanked. This egged me on considerably. I was determined to give them a show, and reduce my husband to the status of a bawling little girl across my knee. I started in.

I aimed the evil hardwood to strike the undersides of his bared buttocks. I started slowly, one stroke every three seconds or so. But hard strokes. He was already complaining and kicking his feet after just the first dozen or so. I knew that receiving the hardwood to his bared nates with no warm-up while in his current limp-dicked state was excruciating for him. Add to this the humiliation of being upended across his wife's knee in front of three lovely bikini-clad young ladies, and you get the picture. I picked up the pace without lessening the force, and was soon raining a tatoo of paddle strokes on his bare butt.

To me, a spanking is always at the center of domme play. Despite all the humiliations he had already received, and all that were still to come, the simple act of a grown man being taken naked across his wife's knee and spanked like a child still does it for me. I especially enjoy his reactions, and I insist david express his feelings as he is being spanked. I expect no faking, and I do not want him to stoically remain still and silent despite everything. He is on notice that he must convey what he feels, even if that means humiliating himself in front of his young lady witnesses. And humiliate himself he did. Before too long, he was bawling like a baby across my knee, kicking his legs, apologizing, and begging for it to be over. And all this despite the embarrassing fucking he knew he was earning in the process.

Of course, when I spank, I spank! So our guests saw a husband being soundly spanked by his wife without a doubt. He was bare naked, so as he bucked and wiggled they could see his limp penis and drained testicles dancing across my thighs, and his bleached "vagina" winking at them. If they thought this was only "play", they now knew there was a very real element of punishment involved in this play as well, as testified to by his newly crimsoned ass and increasingly frantic cries for mercy.

I ended his paddling and stood him up. He right away clutched at his punished backside and began rubbing it.

"Did I say you could rub it?" I asked him pointedly.

"No ma'am," he answered and stopped.

"Anyone else would like to take a turn paddling him?" I asked.

The bold one, Karen, immediately volunteered. I asked how many others would want a turn as well so I could gauge the number of strokes each should get. Karen was the only taker.

She slipped off her wrap stripping down to just her rather tiny yellow string bikini and sat on the chair. I directed david across her lap. His still limp penis settled onto Karen's sexy bare thighs. If there's perhaps one thing worse than being spanked by your wife, it's having your wife invite a girl almost young enough to be a daughter to do the same. I handed her the paddle and gave her some basic instruction on striking only his spank spots: the soft undercurves of each butt cheek. She started in on him. I egged her on and her intensity grew, and before too long she was delivering a grade-A punishment paddling to my mewling little baby. I let her give him about 100 solid strokes and then declared he was well paddled.

"Are you sure," I asked the two on the couch, "neither of you want to take that paddle for a spin?"

Well, what do you know, but they changed their minds!

"no… please no more…" begged david.

"david! How rude!" I said. "These young ladies were victims of your gawking eyes, and then they took the trouble to come here and help with your punishment, and then you object when they wish to paddle your pervy little ass? Really?"

"sorry…" said david.

"I'll give you a choice," I said. I once read in a parenting magazine that you should give the appearance of letting the child decide. "Fifty from each of them, or one hundred from me first and then we'll ask you again if you'd like to be paddled by them. What will it be?"

"Fifty from each of them now, ma'am," chose david, most wisely.

They each took their turn. They were both quite fierce and david's bottom was getting severely messed up by the time we were all done. All the ladies looked very pleased with themselves. It is very empowering to deliver a real no joke punishment paddling to a deserving male.

I stood him up and made him face the girls again.

"What do you think ladies, did he take his paddling like a man?" I asked.

"Not at all" said one of them and the rest agreed.

"Oh david," I told him, "I agree with them. Now you're going to have to face the music."

I left him there as I walked off. He no doubt had an embarrassing moment standing nude in front of the ladies, knowing what was to come. I came back in with just my bikini on, but wearing a fairly challenging-sized strap on dildo on top of it. "What do you think, ladies?" I asked them as I fondled my large realistic looking pink cock.

"Please honey, that one's too big…" whined david.

"Oh I know honey, it is too big, that's why it's punishment and not just a sexy fuck," I explained patiently to him.

I told him to kneel up in front of me. I then poked my large dildo into his face and told him to get busy with his lips. He did as he was told, blushing like crazy as he knelt and took the big cock into his mouth. It's quite wide, so it really fills his mouth, and quite long, so quite capable of making him gag.

"Suck it," cheered one of the girls.

"You go girl," said another.

I guess he was distracted, but his oral efforts left a lot to be desired.

"david, if you don't start sucking my dick like a fucking porn star I will whip the skin off your ass while these girls hold you down."

david redoubled his efforts and started bobbing up and down on my dick, pursing his lips nicely, rotating his mouth, and even fondling my realistic looking balls. He also attempted to deep throat from time to time which caused him to repeatedly gag.

"Just open your throat," said one of the girls helpfully.

It was nice these girls were learning what it takes to keep a husband in his place: a steady diet of large cock!

I gave him the lube and told him to lube my cock and his asshole thoroughly for what was coming next. When he lubes these himself he can't blame me if there's too little. He used a very generous quantity of lube in both places. Ha ha!

"You know this is going up your ass?" I asked him as he was lubing my cock.

"Yes ma'am," he answered obediently.

"Up your ass and I'm going to fuck you like the little slut you are, right in front of our guests. Why are you getting fucked like a slut today?" I asked him.

"Because I couldn't take my paddling like a man," he answered.

"That's right, so now you're going to get fucked like a woman," I told him, "and these ladies are going to watch every inch of this big fat cock going into your tight little lady hole whether you like it or not."

I asked Karen if she would please grab a towel from the bedroom and drape it over the back of the sofa they were seated on. When that was done I directed david to the back of the sofa, and bent him over it. I told him to wipe his luby hands on the towel and then to reach behind and spread his cheeks for his penetration.

The ladies positioned themselves behind him and to the side so they could see it go in. I pushed up to him and bumped the tip against his hole gently a few times to wake it up. I gave a running commentary by way of instruction to the young ladies for such a time in their lives as they would dildo a man. Then I applied gentle pressure and slid it in a bit. He cried out. I took it out and repeated the procedure. I was in longer and deeper this time. On the third time I pushed all the way in, filling his bowels with my big hard cock. I kept motionless with the cock buried half way in. david was sweating and hyperventilating. It got too much for him and he begged "no no please, take it out, take it out".

"Just relax," I told him. "Make like you're going to the toilet." I could see him struggle but then visibly relax. I started slowly and gently thrusting in and out a few inches only. "That's it. Take it. Take it," I told him.

"You can do it," whispered one of the girls. "It'll feel good after a while," said another. I wasn't so sure about that.

I was now starting to get deeper and deeper and faster and faster. david let out a moan with each thrust, but it was not a moan of only pain. "Now you're taking it like a woman, aren't you?"

"He sure is," answered one of the girls on his behalf.

I grabbed his hips and kept going faster and harder and deeper and by now I was pistoning into and out of him like a jackhammer. He started crying out.

"You take it," I told him. "It's over when I say it's over and not a second sooner."

It was by now clearly beyond the bounds of comfort for him, and he was genuinely wishing it was over. This is the point where a fucking becomes a "punishment fucking". The girls continued looking with rapt attention at his anal violation.

"Please stop!" he yelled out, broken.

I took mercy on him, stopped his fucking, and cleaned his ass up like a mother would her baby.

"That fucking made me very horny!" said Karen, shamelessly rubbing the front of her bikini.

"Karen!" yelled one of her friends.

"Do you have a partner here to take care of that," I asked?

"Nobody here," she answered.

I asked myself if I should offer up my husband to see to her needs, and possibly those of these other young ladies as well. If it was just his tongue, I thought I might as well do it. I thought we would both enjoy him being used in this manner.

"I'm sure you would have no trouble at all attracting any number of willing men," I offered, "but that sounds like a terrible bother. My husband does have a well-trained tongue if you'd care to borrow it for the next few minutes? A human dildo if you will? He's STD free. I assume you are as well?"

Without missing a beat, she said, "Clean as a whistle. And I'd love to!" She took david by the hand and went towards the bedroom. In the doorway she turned to look at him and said, "you don't touch me except for your tongue on my pussy, and your cock gets nowhere near me. Understood?"

"Yes miss," david answered meekly.

I was pleased that she was thinking along the same lines as I. If she had not said it, I would have. I loved that we were in sync like that. Her friends rolled their eyes at Karen's wanton behaviour.

Without even closing the door, Karen stripped off her swimsuit and sat up at the headboard of the bed with her legs spread and her knees bent. With her index finger, Karen pointed to where david needed to get busy. He crawled to her like a little puppy. I gave them a little privacy by shutting the bedroom door.

"She is so bad!" said one of her friends.

"She certainly is. I love it," I answered.

And truly I did. If he had seduced a girl and went down on her like this, I would have been seriously upset. But my having arranged it makes me the boss, and so I actually enjoyed the thought of him pleasuring our young adventurous guest at my command.

Through the doors we could hear Karen saying, "lick it, you! That's it, bitch, you're my human dildo, aren't you? You better get me off or your wife will whip that ass again." Then we heard the sounds of her moaning and orgasming several times. She was not at all shy about it! Pretty soon she emerged, still naked, and looking very contented indeed. david meekly followed behind, his face wet with her juices.

"Did you lick Miss Karen's asshole also david?" I questioned.

"no ma'am," answered david.

"He does that???" Karen asked.

"He certainly does," I answered, and then elaborating, "I sit on his face facing down his body. I make sure he gets his tongue in nice and deep and cleans me out properly. I usually have a vibrator on my clit or just use my fingers. Good for another couple of orgasms."

Karen did a prompt U-Turn, grabbing david by the arm again and marched him back into the bedroom. "Well, well, you're going to lick my ass, are you?" she asked rhetorically as she did so. I again followed them and shut the door, but could see Karen start to lower herself onto his face.

Through the door we heard Karen clearly say "Deeper! Deeper you little ass licker! Deeper, or it's the whip again! I'll whip that limp little dick!" Then we heard her cry out again with another orgasm.

"Nice!" she said as she exited the room now dressed in her swimsuit again. "You should try him, he's talented," she said to her two girlfriends.

"That's ok," they both said. "We're good," surprised themselves at their wild friend's behaviour.

The girls dressed in their wraps, and thanked me for the fun time.

And so ended my husband's most thorough punishment and public humiliation. After the girls left, I escorted him back to our bedroom where I had him do to me exactly what he had just done to his new gal pal Karen. Pussy first, then ass. I asked him whose was sweeter and he assured me mine was. As he was reaming my asshole, I allowed him to touch himself. I reminded him of everything he had gone through, and everything the girls had seen and done to him. He hardened and came strongly for the second time that day, this time by his own hand as I experienced another orgasm with my fingers on my clit and his tongue buried up my ass.

Karen and I exchanged contact information afterwards and we have stayed in touch. She went to college and paid for it by doing escorting work, which she loved. She eventually became a professional dominatrix of all things. Anytime we are in the same city as Karen, we never hesitate to book a session with her.

What did I tell you, was that not a truly amazing experience? Sometimes I just luck out with the ladies I meet. But other times I leave nothing to chance, as the next couple of chapters will demonstrate.


Chapter 14:   Massage Parlour Spanking

Ladies, I have something I need to share with you. Boys, you go away for a moment and come back in a few paragraphs.

I'm afraid there's an institution called the "massage parlour", apparently well known to men, which we wives assume no self-respecting man ever goes to. Well, we would be wrong. I once read a survey that said at least 1 in 2 married men seek out the services of the women at massage parlors on an occasional basis. In other words, it's either your husband or your friend's husband who does it!

In the massage parlor the man undresses to naked and lies face down on the massage table without a cover. The woman rubs oil or powder on him, especially teasing him around his ass and between his legs. Then she has him turn over, continues the teasing, and eventually finishes with what is known as the "happy ending", where he is made to ejaculate into her hand and onto himself. This is the basic service. If the man pays more, the woman will undress. If he pays even more, he will be allowed to fondle her as she goes about her business, or the woman may drag her breasts over his body. She may also slide her body over his. Occasionally other acts, such as oral or vaginal are on offer, though I understand this is rarer as the legal risks to the provider are higher.

Most men do not consider a trip to the massage parlor for a happy ending as "cheating". Not like taking up with a girl, or paying a prostitute for straight up sex.

I know!

The attendants at these places are definitely sometimes forced into it by organized criminals. But there are also a considerable number of establishments where the ladies are more than happy to provide these services of their own free will, and are very well paid for them. A successful lady can pull in several thousand a week.

Far from feeling exploited, these women feel as if they are the ones exploiting the men, filling their bank accounts with the cash the men hand over in their desperation to ejaculate at the hands of a strange young woman. If a man gets fresh, they know only too well how to put him back into his place.

Most of the clientele are married men, and the girls do feel a little bit guilty about that, as our following adventure demonstrates.

As I mentioned earlier, one of the early crises in our marriage was when I had discovered that my husband went to the massage parlour. This was before I started spanking him.  Many years later, well after the wound had healed, I decided I needed to close the loop on that episode. So I therefore planned an outing for david without his knowledge. I did some online research and then I phoned around, and I found a very upscale seeming massage parlour with "girl next door types" as the attendants (I wanted to make sure we were not exploiting anybody, and this seemed the best bet). I discussed it with the lady taking the appointments, and told her I wanted an open-minded lady who would play with a couple, as I intended to bring my husband in. We agreed on a girl named Robin, and we agreed on a price.

david knew we were going out, but I had told him it was to a work party where spouses were expected. My husband never enjoys these types of events. For fun, I told him to wear a pair of panties and it would be our little secret at the party. He complied.

I setup the destination on the GPS, and he drove us there. He got suspicious when we headed quite far away, and even more suspicious when we turned into an industrial mall. I pointed him to the place, and at this point it was clear it was a massage parlour. I told him this was his surprise! It was not a work party. I had decided to buy him a massage like he used to get in the old days and that I would sit there to watch so I could see what the fuss was about and to perhaps learn how to give a sexy massage myself.

david was pretty dubious. He knew I had not approved at all of his earlier dalliances. But I tried to tell him that he had been very good since then and he deserved a reward. I convinced him and he was then very happy with this turn of events. He thought he would get a nice hand job from a sexy young lady with my approval and while I watched. Sucker!

We went inside and registered with the receptionist who conducted us to a very nicely decorated seating area. From there I could see men, married men, coming out of their sessions. They did not even bother hiding their wedding rings! I am sure they were surprised to see a well-dressed woman sitting there, glaring at them as they left. Ha Ha! Cheaters.

We were then conducted to the room, and david was told to take a shower. I supervised as he showered, and then asked him the drill. He guiltily said he was now expected to lie face down on the table, nude. I told him to go ahead and do that, but to leave his panties on. He blushed at that.

Pretty soon Robin opened the door. She knew this was to be a couples session where the wife would watch, but knew little else. I asked if we could discuss a bit and she wanted to as well. We went outside the room into the corridor to do that. I described to Robin what I had in mind for my husband, and she seemed thrilled (and relieved). We went back into the room to carry out the plan.

"What are these?" She asked in a teasing way, patting the seat of his panties.

"I like to keep him in panties," I said, "to remind him who's in charge."

"I think there's no doubt about that, eh panty boy?" She teased david. "Well, shall we have these off?" Robin asked me.

I told her that we'll keep them on at first and asked if she could work around and under them for the first bit. Later on, when he was face up, he could ask her politely to have them lowered, and then it would be up to her.

"Works for me," she said.

Robin started in with a teasing massage. She told david what a lucky, lucky boy he was that his wife allowed this to happen. She used oil on him. She frequently slid her hands underneath the leg bands of his panty when working from the legs, and down the waistband when working from the back. david moaned like a little slut each time she got near or brushed by his genitals or ass. I also noticed that she let her hair dangle down and tease david, and her covered breasts as well. At one point Robin grabbed the waistband of his panties and pulled them "wedgie" fashion up between his cheeks. She then focused on rubbing his ass, getting quite close to his anus. I found the whole thing to be very sexy. I enjoyed the scantily clad young lady giving david a good old-fashioned warm-blooded teasing! She pulled his panties out of his ass crack and said it was time for him to turn over.

That's when I jumped in. "Before we move on," I said to Robin, "there's just one little thing I want to do first. Can you believe that at one point, early in our marriage, he actually came to places like this without my permission?"

"No!" Robin said in mock outrage.

"Yes!" I said. "Obviously I've forgiven him for it, but I still think he needs to be punished for it, and what more fitting place and time than here and now? What do you think?"

"Absolutely!" She said.

"Hear that david?" I asked. "Hop down off the table and come over to me. I'm going to put you over my knee for a good spanking in front of Robin for what you did earlier on."

david groaned aloud.

Robin coaxed him saying "come on, that only sounds fair," and helped him off the table by his arm.

I sat on a chair in the massage room with my big purse next to me. I reached in and grabbed my little hardwood paddle. Robin conducted him to me by the arm, and I pulled him across my lap.

I lowered his panties to beneath his butt and said "this is a spanking for cheating on me in massage parlours!" and I proceeded to toast his buns with the paddle.

Robin looked on positively gleefully. "Yeah! Give it to that cheater!" She said. "Spank his ass!"

I carried on for a good couple of minutes, spanking hard the whole time. The spanks echoed out like gunshots in that small room. His ass turned bright red.

When I was done I restored his panties and made him stand. "Would you like a turn?" I asked Robin, offering her my seat and the paddle. She said sure, took the paddle, but told me to bring him over to the massage table. She made david face the side of the table and bent him forward onto it. david was unsure what she wanted, and looked a bit confused as she told him what to do. Interpreting this as nervousness on his part, she said to him "Don't worry, baby, I didn't bring my strap-on today." Ha!

She jumped up onto the table and straddled his back. I lowered his panties for her and she gave his ass a few smacks from there with the paddle. They were pretty tentative, but she had fun. She only gave him a half dozen or so. She hopped off him. I restored his panties again, and then we had him back on the table, this time lying face up in his frilly little panty.

She massaged him a bit on his legs and tummy and then, playing with the waistband of his panty said, "Well? Is there something you want to ask me?"

"Ummm. Yes Ma'am. Could you please, ummm, pull them down?" he stammered.

"I'm sorry? Pull what down?" She asked him.

"Would you please pull my panties down, Ma'am" He asked again.

"Whatever for?" She teased.

"Would you please pull my panties down so you can rub my cock and make me cum?" He added.

"Well I can pull your panties down but we'll have to see about the rest." She lowered his panties, exposing his genitals, and then continued their descent down his legs and right off his feet. She dropped them to the floor. He was hard as a rock.

She jumped up to standing on the table. And in what I can only describe as an athletic feat she did a complete striptease up there while david salivated below. When she took her panties off, she twirled them around and then launched them towards me for me to catch.

She then sort of squatted on david without touching him at all, putting her pussy inches away from his face and saying "I bet you want this, don't you? Well YOU CAN'T HAVE IT. Ha Ha Ha!"

My husband seemed enraptured by the naked young lady. She jumped down off the table, and now nude began rubbing him and teasing him and dragging her nipple across his skin. david asked me if he can touch her.

"Don't ask me!" I said in an exasperated tone. "Ask Robin!"

"May I touch you, Ma'am" he begged Robin.

Robin looked at me, and I at her, and looking me in the eye she said "Ummmm. No. I don't think so," and then gave me a big smile.

She continued teasing him, and every now and then ran her hand on my husband's penis, keeping him in a very high state of arousal. After a lot of this teasing, during which time david was consistently hard, Robin suddenly turned to me and asked, "what do you think? Is that good?"

"Yeah, that's good." I said.

And with that Robin stood away from the table and started getting herself re-dressed.

"No! Please!" Begged david, realizing what was to happen. Ha Ha! This too was part of his punishment that I had arranged with Robin out in the hall. Poor baby was hard and throbbing and would be going home that way as far as I was concerned.

When Robin was dressed, I made david stand in front of her with his raging hard on and I handed him the bills to pay Robin one at a time. As he handed each bill to Robin I gave him a prodigious slap on the ass which made his erection bob and wiggle in the air.

Robin asked if he wanted a shower, and then said to herself "Oh, I guess he's not gloopy or anything". No shower. I wanted him hard all the way home!

As david was dressing, Robin and I chatted a little. She wanted to know a little about david. Had he always been subby like that, or did I turn him into it? A little of both I told her. I asked her about the job, and if it's ever dangerous if guys get aggressive. She laughed at me and said the part of her job she enjoyed most was putting men in their place when they tried anything.

When david was dressed we opened the door to go out into the corridor. Just then the receptionist happened to be in the corridor as well.

"What was going on in there?" She asked playfully.

Robin jumped in and said that he got a spanking! The receptionist said that she had heard it clearly. Just then several other girls also emerged from nearby rooms and wanted to know what had gone on as well. I overheard Robin say, "she's his wife, and he got spanked from being a cheater in a massage parlour before."

One of the girls answered, "good! I hate cheaters. They're such pigs!" My, was she vehement.

Another girl seemed confused and asked, "did he cum?"

Robin answered, "no! She's making him go home hard!"

"Ha! Serves him right," said another.

Altogether there were about six girls in the hallway congratulating me on my handling of my cheating husband.

I very much got the feeling that these girls were forced by their job to aid and abet cheating men every single day, and that it was great for them to see at least one of them get his comeuppance from his wife.

That's when I got an idea. I said to the ladies, "You know what, he got a bit of a spanking in there, but I think he could use more. Anybody care to help?"

There was a chorus of affirmatives. I took david back into the massage room and asked one of the ladies to take his pants down. She unfastened them with a flourish and whipped them down. I immediately bent david over the side of the massage table and flipped his shirt tails up. Remember he was still wearing his panties.

"Oh yeah, and she keeps him in panties!" said Robin to the other girls.

"Awwww, so cute!" said one of them.

I grabbed the waistband of the panties and pulled them hard and high, cutting the material deeply into his ass crack and anus and compressing his balls. "Owww!" david yelled. I kept the pressure on, pulling them up high. I asked Robin for my paddle. She handed it to me. With one hand I kept him, literally, on his toes, and with the other I gave him a dozen hard paddle strokes, showing the way.

I passed the paddle to one of the girls, and passed to david's right side continuing to hold the panties tightly into his ass crack. He was dancing from side to side due to the testicle and ass crack pain he was in. The lady with the paddle lay into him good and hard for the same number of spanks I gave him. She then passed the paddle to the next who exclaimed "Cheater!" and spanked my husband hard as well. This was repeated for each of the ladies. His buns were nice and red after each had their turn!

I released david's panty, and he painfully picked it out from his ass crack. He then restored his pants as the ladies high fived me and one another.

Rather than let him walk by himself out, I reached into the back of his pants, and again pulled the panty up into a wedgie. Holding him like that I walked him out of the room, into the hallway, into the lobby, and out to the car, slapping his ass with my paddle the whole way. I also said, in front of all the ladies, that he would still be getting the doubled up leather belt when I got him home, and that he'd be bending over for a long hard session with my strap-on dildo after that.

And of course, I was true to my word!


Chapter 15:   Mommy Roleplay

Roleplay is a lot of fun, especially when you get into your character and out of your own skin. It feels like childlike play! david and I very much enjoy roleplay, but especially so when we involve other women. This chapter and the next two will describe three diverse roleplays we engaged in, all of them involving other women in addition to myself.

For this first one, david wanted to roleplay a naughty boy punished by his Mom with me as his sister. It's very incestuous, I know, but no actual Mom's or Sisters were hurt in this production! david wanted an older lady to play his Mom. We eventually found a perfect person who was willing to play. We adapted our scene and asked my sister Sue if she wanted to join in as well to play david's other sister (playing my older sister was no stretch for her!)

When we do a more intricate scene such as this, david and I collaborate on writing a story that we share with the other players. We do not insist we follow any script. The story is more for inspiration and so that all players understand their roles and motivations better, and take it from there. In this case the scene worked out pretty much according to our story. I present the original story here now, only edited to reflect more how the scene actually unfolded.

Remember this is fantasy. In real life, I would not actually condone a Mom spanking her son like this. But as a fantasy, if it turns us on and nobody gets hurt I have zero problem role playing it. Our psycho-sexual nature is not to be judged, but to be explored, in this case through role play.

I hope you enjoy reading our scene as much as we enjoyed playing it.

My siblings and I were brought up by my single Mom who believed in spanking us children. I have a two year older sister Susan, and a one year older brother david. My older sister and I were both good as gold, and were hardly ever spanked. My older brother, though, was spanked frequently. We could hear his spankings, but they were always conducted in private, behind closed doors. Until this one time, that is.

My brother and I tended to fight a lot. He was incredibly obnoxious. When he was spanked, I delighted in it. When I was the cause of his spanking, even better. My older sister and I would tease him mercilessly afterwards about being spanked by Mom. We knew from experience that it was always across her knee with pants and underpants pulled down.

Our household was a traditional religious one. My Mom was a pillar of the Church community. She was especially strict and watchful of my brother. She considered girly magazines to be sinful, and they were banned. Mom even made periodic inspections of my brother's room looking for such contraband. He knew he could expect a spanking to end all spankings if he was ever caught with such material, and so never had any.

But I guess teenaged boys can be very horny, and will figure out a way. I remember like it was yesterday when the hammer came down on my big brother. Mom was at work, and my sister and I had after school activities. So david got home from school and found the house to be empty. So what did he do with this freedom? He snuck into the room I shared with my sister (and that is not allowed him – a spanking offence in fact), and stole a pair of her panties. How do I know this? Well my after school activity was cancelled last minute, and I got home fifteen minutes after he did. I walked into my room and I saw david there, facing away from me, completely undressed, wearing only a pair of my sister's cotton patterned panties, and he looked to be rubbing himself!!!!

"You are in such deep shit," I told him. "Just wait until Mom comes home!"

He turned around instantly and had such a look of panic in his face! His hands were covering his crotch and he was bent over. Even at that age I knew he was hiding an erection, and I knew he was being a pervert with our sister's panties.

He tried to beg me not to tell Mom, and threatened me if I did, and he called me some bad names, but he was mostly just beside himself with fear so he wasn't very convincing. Besides it's hard for a boy to be intimidating when all he's wearing is a pair of girls' panties! I yelled at him to get out of my room. He picked up his clothes and ran out still wearing Susan's panties.

I stayed in my room doing homework. david was no doubt shitting himself waiting to see if I really would tell Mom and if she would believe me.

My sister got home before Mom. I told her what I had discovered david doing. She couldn't believe it. I described the panties he had on and she went to look for them in her drawer. They weren't there. She stormed into david's room and demanded her panties back. I guess he was flustered and not thinking straight, because he held them out to her. She wouldn't take them, but made him walk them to the laundry hamper and throw them in. david was so stupid. Now I had another witness!

When Susan was back in our room she asked me if I thought we should tell Mom. I said that if we did, he would get the worst spanking ever. Susan smiled and said, "well I guess we tell her then," and we high-fived. What incredible bitches we were at that age! Ironic, because that was what david had called me.

Mom came home a bit later. Susan and I pulled Mom aside, and told her what we had seen, and about the arguing and bad names that david had used on me. We were all, "we didn't really want to tell you, but we're worried about david…" She thanked us for telling her and told us we had done the right thing. She looked really calm. She asked where the panties were now, and Susan showed her in the hamper. Mom picked them up and looked at them. There was a little stain at the crotch. Ewwwwww!

Mom told us to come with her to the living room. She then yelled, "david! Get out here this instant!" That was very strange. Usually scolding and punishment was a private affair. Even then I didn't think he was actually going to get spanked in front of Susan and I, just maybe that the facts would be presented.

He came into the living room and he looked sheepish as all get out. Then Mom started scolding him. And I mean scolding him. Right in front of us. He was crying from almost right away, saying how sorry he was, that it was the only time, and promising to never ever do it again. Mom listed off his offences. She said he had gone into our room without our permission. Strike one. That he had stolen something that belonged to Susan. Strike Two. That he had fought with me and called me a filthy name that she would not repeat. Strike Three. And that, worst of all, he had been "naughty" in his older sister's panties. Strike Four. He was more than out.

"This is disgusting," said Mom, crinkling up her nose as she held the abused panties up for us all to see, wet stain in front and everything.

Now Mom had her rules and there were consequences for breaking them. She told david what they would be. For going into our room without permission it was a spanking across her knee. For the language it was a mouth soaping and a hairbrushing. For the stealing it was the strap. For the naughtiness, it would be the bathbrush, and then he'd be standing in the corner until bedtime.

Holy shit! In Mom's house, if one of us breaks a rule we get the punishment. If we break multiple rules, we get all the punishments, one after another. For this, he wouldn't be sitting down for a freakin' week after Mom beats his ass! david was crying as Mom spelled out what would happen to him. I almost felt sorry for the little shit.

But then, to top it all off, Mom said that because all of his rule breaking involved Susan and me, that we would be present to watch his entire punishment. This was going to be cool!

david cried out "No! Please No!", but Mom stood firm. We had heard him getting spanked before, and we had seen him standing in the corner after a spanking with his pants pulled up. Even once, because he was fidgeting, Mom pulled his pants down and he had to stand there in the corner in his underwear and Mom said if he kept fidgeting the underpants would come down as well, and then he stood still as a statue despite Susan and I teasing him. But we had never seen him get it live and in full colour before. I guess we would now. In fact, there was a good chance he would get his spankings bare bum, as Mom always spanked like that. We were a pretty modest family, and I had never seen my brother with his pants and underpants down. I was looking forward to that. Yet maybe, because of us, he would get to keep at least his undies on? I hoped not!

First thing Mom told him to do was to strip. Strip bare. OMG! She was mad. I had never even heard of a bare naked spanking before. Spankings were always on the bare, but usually Mom would just have us drop trou, go over her knee, and then she'd pull the undies down. And that was in private. This was going to be super embarrassing for him, to be totally freakin' nude in front of Susan and me (and Mom I guess). He whined and begged her not to, but Mom hauled off and slapped him across the face! She asked him if he would obey, or did he want the same punishment every day for the next week? He decided to obey, and starting shaking like a leaf and clumsily taking off his clothes.

I looked at Susan and Susan looked at me. Oh my gosh, we both thought, he was going to be as bare as a bunny in front of us. I could only imagine the humiliation if it was me having to get bare naked in front of my brother. Ugh! And here he was having to strip to nude in front of all three of us. We would see everything there was to see of him.

When he got down to just his undies Mom pointed at them and said, "them too." david turned away from us and slipped his undies off. We could see his bare butt! Ha Ha! He turned back to face Mom so we could see his front, but he was all hunched over and covering up his junk with his two hands. Mom grabbed him by his ear and marched him over to the spanking chair. She sat down and pulled him right across her lap.

Now, you have to understand, our Mom is a big lady. Not exactly fat, but big. Tall and big boned. And david was pretty small by contrast, so he really had no say in the matter as Mom hauled him right across her knee. His hands hit the ground in front of him and his legs dangled in mid-air with his little bare bum hiked up right across Mom's big lap. As he went over, Susan and I both definitely caught a glimpse of his little weeny. Sweet! I was a bit fascinated by boys at that age, and had never seen a live penis before.

Mom told him that this spanking was for going into our room without permission. Yay! This'll learn him! Mom started swatting his ass with her hand. Mom has a strong hand, I know from experience, and her spankings hurt. Pretty soon Susan and I could see david's ass turn from white to pink to red under Mom's palm. He started crying and begging and generally carrying on like a six-year-old. His little legs kicked in the air, I thought "like a girl", as he was getting his spanking. I somehow expected more from a boy, and this was just the hand spanking.

Mom put her one hand on his cheek, and pulled the skin up tight so she could smack him down low where his ass and thigh meet. As she did this, his bumhole was totally on show! And as he kicked and wiggled, we could see his penis and balls dancing around across Mom's lap. Ha! This was really a bare naked spanking! Susan and I again smirked at one another at the boy anatomy show david was putting on for us.

Mom stood him up and he immediately grabbed his red ass with his hands. As he did this, we could totally see everything there was to see of his private parts. And let me tell you, there was not so much to see. It looked really small and shrivelled up.

Then he locked eyes with us and he seemed to realize the show he was putting on, and his hands flew back to cover his privates again. Too late, baby. Susan and Julie saw your tiny shrivelled junk!

"That was for going into your sisters' room without their permission," she said. "Now I'm going to deal with the filthy language you used on Julie." With that, she again grabbed his ear and marched him over to the kitchen sink.

"Julie, dear," she said to me, "Please go fetch me a fresh bar of soap from the bathroom." Oh shit, he really was going to get his mouth washed out! We had been threatened with this, but never actually had it been carried out. I hurried to the bathroom to fetch a fresh bar and took it out of its package, hurrying back so that I wouldn't miss a single moment of the brat's well-deserved punishment. I handed the fresh bar of soap to Mom. She made david kneel on the floor in front of the sink, and put his hands on top of his head. He was sobbing big tears like a baby.

Mom ran the water and lathered up the soap in a washcloth. "Open!" is all she said, and then she scrubbed his mouth with the soapy washcloth until it was full of suds, and then continued with the bar of soap right into his mouth. He was crying and gagging at the same time, but Mom kept up the mouth soaping for a good minute. When she was satisfied and his mouth was all sudsy, she shook her finger at him and asked him if he would EVER use a word like that again? He shook his head and sort of said "newwww" through his soapy mouth and tears.

Mom took the bar of soap, lathered it up some more, and made david hold it halfway into his mouth, and bite down on it with his teeth. She made him stand up and face me. He was covering his little crotch again. But Mom smacked his butt and said "who told you that you could put your hands down? On your head. Now, mister!" So there david stood, with lathery mouth, holding a bar of soap, and totally bare naked in front of me and Susan. "Now apologize to your sister. Right now!"

david said "I'm sorry for calling you a name", or at least I think that was what he said as far as I could make out because he was still crying and had a mouthful of suds and a bar of soap he was biting down on.

I still couldn't even believe this was happening. Mom was for sure pissed. No way would she ever make him be totally butt naked in front of Susan and me otherwise. And with his hands on his head his cock and balls were, I mean, right there! On full display. A basically grown boy's penis and testicles just dangling there for us girls to see. And we could tell he was just miserable. Mom had decided he was 'gonna get a shaming, and that's just what he was getting. I thought again about how I would feel if my spanked bare butt, tits and pussy were hanging out for him to see. I could barely even imagine it, it was so horrible, but that was exactly what was happening to him.

Mom marched him back to the spanking chair by his ear again, and again pulled him back across her lap. I guess that when you say a bad word the soap stays in until the spanking is finished. She picked up her hairbrush and started in on his bare rear end with it. david was frantic from the first spank to the last, and making a blubbering sobbing mess while he was at it. Mom had to hold him tight around his waist with her one hand as she hairbrush spanked him with her other.

When she was done, she stood him up again and told him that she better not ever hear that he used that sort of filthy language ever again. She told him to open, and Mom basically had to pry the bar of soap out of his mouth. His teeth had really dug into it and during the spanking he had practically bit it right in two. The soap must have been totally coating his teeth. Mom told him he may now go to the bathroom and rinse his mouth. He practically ran there and we could hear the spitting and wretching as he rinsed.

Mom took this time to check in with me and Susan. She was so angry when david was being scolded, but was super calm talking to us. She asked if we understood why he was being punished so harshly, and why in front of us. We both said we did. I added "it's for his own good, isn't it Mom?" Mom said that was exactly right, but so far he had only received the first two of his four punishments, and it was going to get worse for him as she went. She asked if we wanted to be excused? Oh shit. I wanted to stay and see it all. Susan actually said, "he needs to learn his lesson Mom, and Julie and me watching him get it is part of his lesson, isn't it? We'll stay, won't we Julie?" I agreed it was for the best (ha!), and we got to stay.

Mom yelled for david to stop his time wasting and to get his little bare butt back to the living room. By the time david had gotten back, Mom had already picked up her thick leather spanking strap. She told him he was now getting the strap for stealing. That strap only came out for special occasions. Neither Susan nor I had ever gotten it, but we knew david got it once before when he shoplifted something.

david started shaking and blubbering at the sight of that strap. It was vicious looking. I think it was called a "razor strop" and was something my Grandad used to have. Last time david caught it (for shoplifting) he was crying in his room for an hour afterwards and was sore for a week. david tried to argue that it really wasn't stealing, it was just borrowing. He was always going to give them back. My Mom said that was nonsense. He had stolen the panties right out from Susan's drawer and had used them. She asked if he thought Susan would ever want to wear that pair again? david said no, and Susan heartily agreed. It looked like david was losing that argument. It was pitiful watching him try to argue the point, pretty badly I thought, sniffling and blubbering, and all bare naked and red-bummed as he was. Pathetic that he was trying to escape the licking he had coming.

Mom got fed up and grabbed him by his ear again. That ear must be pretty sore by now! Mom made him drape himself across the arm of the sofa. It was a big wide and soft arm on an overstuffed old fashioned sofa. His head was down on the sofa seat, and his feet were dangling. The way he was draped, we could see his balls poking out between his legs. Mom said that she didn't want to smack those, made him raise up, and she used her own hand to tuck them up underneath him!!! david cried out at having his Mom touch his junk, and in front of us no less.

Mom raised the strap and started in on what I can only describe as a totally epic butt sizzling! The first stroke landed with a huge CRACK on his already totally red ass, and left an even darker red perfectly rectangular mark right across both cheeks. He screamed out at the top of his little lungs as Mom made him pay for stealing from Susan. CRACK after CRACK after CRACK and his butt got angry red all over from the super strict leathering. He not only got it on his ass, but he got it halfway down towards his knees on the backs of his legs as well. He shrieked at those and spread out his legs, but that only got him leathered on the backs and insides of his thighs as well.

Of course, by this time we could see his bumhole pumping in the air, puckering and loosening as he wiggled his ass like crazy in a totally useless attempt to avoid Mom's strap. His cock and balls were also flopping around between his legs, but Mom took care to spank him everywhere but there. But at one point she got fed up. She told him to keep his legs together for the rest of his strapping or she wouldn't be so careful where she hit. He glued them together as she ended with a final bunch of whacks to his ass. As Mom finished up she was looking a bit worn out and was breathing hard. I think Mom needs to hit the gym!

Mom threw the strap down and told him to get up. He stood up and faced Mom. His hands were clutching at his strapped ass, he was crying like a baby, and he was by now at the point that he didn't even care that he was showing Susan and me his little wee wee and grapes.

Mom said he had already been spanked for going into our room without permission, for saying a filthy word, and for stealing. But he still had not been punished for being naughty in his sister's panties. Mom said that to drive the lesson home, to remind him of how shameful he had been, he needed to put the panties back on again. She told him he was going to be getting a "good old fashioned blistering" (her words) with the bathbrush, and she would make sure that after this last time he would NEVER, EVER, put on girls' underwear again.

She handed him the same pair of panties he had been caught in, and still in tears from his strapping he pulled them up his legs and up onto his sore ass, finally getting to cover his privates, only in Susan's panties is all!

Mom made him stand there in the middle of the living room as she commented on how adorable he looked in "her" little panties. Mom got us to contribute to the teasing as well, and we commented on the colour, the size, the cut, and the fit. We told her what a "cute little girl" she made, standing there and blushing up a storm like that.

Then Mom got an idea. "Julie, do you remember that Halloween costume you wore last year? The Marilyn Monroe outfit you put together? Didn't you have a pink lacy brassiere with inserts to fill it out? Go fetch that for me would you please. I think if david wants to dress like a girl, he should have a pretty brassiere on him at least."

We smiled and clapped in glee at that, and we both rushed off to find it. We found it quickly and came back with it. Mom took it from us and fastened it around david's chest. She adjusted the bra straps, and put the inserts into the cups. OMG. My brother had way bigger boobs than I did!

"You should be ashamed of yourself,' said Mom, "and now you really know how it feels to dress like a girl. Are you ever going to dress like that again?"

"no mommy," he cried. So pitiful.

"I certainly hope not. Now it's time for your last punishment, little girl. Get across my knee. You're in for a blistering, young lady, right in your pretty brassiere and with your panties pulled down."

Susan and I laughed at Mom talking to him as if he were a girl. He 'kinda looked like one, though.

She went over to her spanking chair and picked up the heavy wooden bathbrush from the stand next to the chair where she kept all her implements. She sat and smacked the bathbrush into her own palm. It made a sickening thud as she did so. She told him to get across her lap. He was clearly terrified of Mom's bathbrush on top of the leathering he just caught, but he obeyed her. Wise move. Mom took him over her lap, bra and panties and everything. Who would have thought Susan and I would ever see our brother spanked across Mom's knee wearing a bra and panties and with DD cup boobs dangling down off Mom's lap!

Mom directed him over her left knee, and then put her right leg across the backs of both of his. david was hiked up high so that his butt was way up and his head was way down. Mom made him give her his right arm, and she bent it behind his back to hold him in place. As Mom was doing this, david was muttering "no, please, no, please, no, ..." and crying tears. He was being prep'd for the Mother of all bathbrush ass blisterings and he knew it.

Mom lowered his panties down to around his knees, baring his angry red and strap-marked ass. Jackknifed over Mom's one knee, his anal pucker was totally on display as were the backs of his balls poking out between his legs. I still couldn't believe that I was being allowed to see my bratty brother disciplined like this. And now my sister and I would see what a good old fashioned blistering looked like.

Mom whacked that bathbrush hard on his bare nates! It made a horrible thud. Mom spanked cheek to cheek and on the backs of his thighs as well. The sounds coming out of david's mouth as he took his blistering were out of this world. It was not very long. It did not need to be, but it was super hard. And we could see his ass turn black and blue and purple and even pale white right in front of our eyes. He was being scalded with that bathbrush.

Mom paused and asked "will you ever wear girls' underwear again?" He blubbered out that he would not, that he would never again. He swore to it.

"Eight more," said Mom, "and you say 'I'll never put on girls' underwear again' after each one."

One… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Two… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Three… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Four… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Five… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Six… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Seven… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Eight… CRACK! … I'll never put on girls' underwear again!

Mom put down the bathbrush, let go his arms and his legs, but kept him lying across her lap as he cried big wet tears that puddles on the floor in front of him.

"There, there," said Mom, patting his behind, "the spankings are finished."

Mom asked me to fetch her the lotion, which I did. Mom rubbed some lotion onto her hand and rubbed it into his butt and down his thighs. She also rubbed it around his butt hole and also reached between his legs and rubbed it into his cock and balls (Ewwwwww!).

"I'm sorry Mommy! I'm sorry Mommy!" Said david frantically. We did not know why, but Mom did.

"That's ok baby, that's normal when it gets rubbed like that, even by Mommy," she said. OMG! He was getting hard from Mom rubbing the lotion on his cock and balls!

"Lift up," said Mom, "let the girls see."

"no! please!" pleaded david.

"Lift up," repeated Mom, and he did a bit and she pulled his hard cock back out between his legs so we could see it. Mom kept rubbing his cock and balls as we watched.

How humiliating that my big brother would get sexually excited in front of his Mom and his two sisters!!!

"I can see I made a mistake with you," said Mom as she kept rubbing. "It's clear that boys your age need to empty their testicles every now and then so that they won't be tempted to get naughty with their sisters' panties. You do a nice little cummy for Mommy, right now."

"no Mommy, please! Not like this! Not like this Mommy! Not in front of Susan and Julie. Please!!!" said david as he was brought closer and closer to his climax in front of us girls. I must say, as a sex ed lesson, this was awesome!

"Nonsense," said Mom, "from now on we'll do this once a week. But let's be clear, there'll be no girly magazines, no sisters' panties, and especially no masturbation, young man. This is how we'll do it, across my knee once a week. Susan, Julie, if I'm too busy, would you girls be willing to do it instead?"

"Sure Mom!" we both said. Jerking off our brother? Cool! We could practice our handjobs for when we have boyfriends without getting into trouble.

"no!!!!" said david.

"Now girls," said Mom, "use lots of lotion and keep rubbing it like this for as long as it takes. It won't take long. At a certain point you'll notice it getting much more slippery. That's his pre-cum. That's happening now, here look at my hand." Mom stopped rubbing him and showed us the palm of her hand. It shone with clear sticky strands of boy goo as his cock twitched behind his legs. "Fetch a few tissues, Julie, he's almost ready to ejaculate now. You catch it in the tissues when it happens."

I went to get the tissues and bent down so that I was holding them near his cocktip. I had heard about this but never seen it. Mom kept up the rubbing and david just cried out "no, please no" in a pitiful little voice. In fact, he hadn’t stopped crying since the bathbrush blistering and was still going, even while he was getting his dick rubbed.

"Don't complain so much," I told him, "you're getting your little dickey rubbed. Doesn't it feel nice?"

Mom continued rubbing his boner. "At a certain point you can feel it start to throb a little. Just a few more rubs after that. There! And then you let go completely." Mom let go his cock to spurt and dribble into the tissues I was holding.

"Careful that you let go before he spurts so that he does not receive any sexual pleasure from it. All we're trying to do is to empty his testicles, not have sex with him. Perhaps one day he'll marry a nice girl, and then he can ejaculate in a sexual way with her hand still holding him, but not until he is married, and certainly not with his own hand! Do you think you can do that girls?" asked Mom.

"Oh yes!" we said. It looked easy.

"And one more thing," said Mom. "Given david's bad behaviour today in relation to you two, I've decided to give spanking rights over david to you two girls. If in your sole judgement, either of you, if he ever misbehaves when I'm not here then you may spank him with your hand or with the hairbrush, and make him do corner time. If he doesn't obey you, he can expect the strap and the bathbrush when I get home."

"Can we spank him bare bum?" asked Susan.

"Yes, absolutely," said Mom.

"What if we have friends over when he misbehaves," asked Susan. "He's always bugging my friends when they come over. I think he has a crush on Mandy, but she doesn't like him at all."

"He shouldn't misbehave, especially when you have friends over, so if he does you're free to spank him on the spot, bare bum and everything. And if you think he needs to cool his jets with Mandy, Susan, then empty his testicles while Mandy and your other friends watch. That should put him in his place and stop any future harassment of that poor girl. That will nip this potential little rapist in the bud."

Mom thought all men were rapists, and all boys potential rapists, so no surprise there, especially because of the perving in Susan's panties.

Poor david. His life had just turned into a living hell. What fun we would have with him, with the threat of Mom's strap and bathbrush backing us up. I'm sure it was a tough pill for david to swallow. It was probably one thing for his big sister to be allowed to spank him. How much worse that even me, his little sister, would be allowed to also.

"This little girl," said Mom smacking david's ass, "still has corner time to do."

Mom stood david up and directed him towards the living room wall. She held up a coin and put it against the wall and told him to hold it up with his nose. She made him put his hands behind his back, and she tied his wrists together with a light rope. david was there in the living room, bent over with his back arched and his bum sticking out, holding up a coin with his nose, in a bra, with his panties down at his ankles. He had still not stopped crying like a baby.

Mom then let the final hammer fall. "You're to stay there like that until bedtime, young lady. No complaints, missy. If the coin drops you are to come to any of us and politely ask that we set you back up again, after asking us for another spanking, that is. If we come in here and discover that the coin has dropped to the floor it won't be just a little hand spanking over our knees, it will be the STRAP young lady. Do you understand me?"

"yes Mommy" said david pitifully.

"Use a high-pitched voice, david, like a girl," said Mom.

"yes Mommy," he repeated, an octave higher, still sniffling and crying.

"You'll keep those panties and bra on until bedtime, and you're to use your girl's voice if you need to ask for your spanking. If I hear your boy's voice at all this evening, it's the strap. After tonight, I'll never expect you to wear women's underwear again. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes Mommy," he squeaked in his girl's voice.

It was only around 7pm. bedtime wasn't until 10pm. He'd be standing there for three full hours.

As it turned out, he did drop the coin quite a few times, but he ran to Mom each time and asked her for a spanking and to set him up again in his little girl's voice. How humiliating for a big boy to have to run to his Mommy with his panties around his ankles and ask for a spanking in a high pitched girls' voice. Then go right across her knee and get spanked legs kicking like a little kid while his sisters watched. Though Mom went pretty light on him these times, I thought.

Once Mom was busy and so she asked Susan to give him his spanking, which she did, the same way Mom had done, and then she set him back against the wall with the coin.

I didn't want to miss out. So when nobody was looking, I went up to him and whispered "how does it feel to be a girly, david," as I squeezed his tits and pinched his beaten tush. I even reached around and started fondling his little cock and balls. I told him "next week you come and ask me to empty your little balls, or else I'll make up something bogus and spank you with Mom's hairbrush."

"please no," he begged me.

"Come on, it'll be nice," I cajoled him. Maybe even I'll hang on to it when you spurt and let you have sex with my hand?"

"Ok. Just please don't touch me now." He did remember to use his little girl's voice in case Mom heard, but I did not think he addressed me with the respect he owed.

"ok, MISS", I told him. "Say it!" I hissed as I squeezed his balls. I've always been the precocious one!

"yes Miss, yes Miss!" he said, whispering frantically in his high pitched voice. I loved doing this to my big brother!

I loosed my grip on his balls and started stroking his cock again. It was hardening. "And why don't you want me to touch you?" I asked all innocently.

"Because… it'll get excited, Miss," said david.

"Oh My Gosh," I exclaimed in mock surprise. "It is getting hard! Are you thinking naughty thoughts again? Are you thinking naughty thoughts about your little sister??? What would Mom say?"

"Please don't tell her!" pleaded david.

I grabbed his balls and squeezed again.

"Please don't tell her, Miss!" he corrected himself.

"I won't tell her," I said as I kept rubbing, "if you drop the coin right now and then ask me for your spanking."

"Oh! I'm already so sore!"

"DO IT!" I hissed at him.

"Yes Miss," said david, totally broken. He allowed the coin to drop. It made a loud clang on the wooden floor. "Please would you spank me, Miss, and then help me put the coin up again?" he pleaded again in his high-pitched voice. I grabbed him right away and pulled him across my knee on Mom's spanking chair. He still had on his bra and boobs, his panties were around his ankles, and his wrists were still tied behind his back. I could feel his hard cock on my legs!

A few seconds later Mom came into the room, having heard the coin drop, and not having seen david run to her.

"It's ok, Mom," I said. "I happened to be here when it dropped and he asked me for his spanking."

"Oh, well that's fine dear," said Mom, sounding relieved. I didn't think she really wanted to strap him again that night. She stood there and watched as I used my hand to give him a nice little spanking.

"I understand your reluctance, given the state of his bottom," said Mom to me, "but you should really spank him harder than that for dropping the coin."

"Ok Mom," I said, as I dialed it up a notch.

"That's better," said Mom.

Meanwhile, my big brother was across my lap and I could feel his hard dick poking into my thigh! It would be bad news if david had to stand back up while my Mom was still there. Fortunately, she nodded her head and walked away saying to me "just a few more spanks and then back against the wall." Phew!

When it was finally bedtime, Mom let him loose. She took off his bra and panties and told him once more that she expected to never see him dressed like that again. She then pointed to his penis and said that if he rubbed it at all for his own pleasure, he would get the strap and the bathbrush again. But that if he thought he needed his testicles emptied, he should come to her, Susan or me to do it for him the right way.

Over the next little while david got many, many spankings from Susan and me, some even in front of our friends. And once a week, on Sunday usually, either my Mom, or Susan, or I, his little sister, would put him across our knees, get out the lotion, and empty his balls of all that nasty boy juice.

And not even this was necessarily a private affair. In fact, after his epic spanking, the very next time Mandy was over Susan made him strip bare and apologize to her, hands on head, facing her, little cock showing, for perving on her for all those years. Then she spanked him and emptied his balls right in front of her, and made him stand nude in the corner facing outwards, hands on his head, his tiny dribbly cock showing (she didn't even let him clean himself off!) until Mandy left.

david is now happily married, and to none other than Mandy! Mandy keeps him on a real tight leash. He is spanked, like, all the time, he has to wear a cock cage, and, ironically, is now in panties 24x7 and wearing brassieres with big boobs for punishments. It's an open secret in my family, and Susan and Mom and I all spank him on occasion. Mom does not seem to mind his panty wearing anymore, seeing as it's Mandy's orders, and definitely approves of the cock cage and the brassiering for punishment. Me, as his "alternate keyholder", when Mandy is away on business I sometime visit him and drain his balls for him with my hand, and even let him have sex into my hand for old time's sake.

All's well that ends well!

So that was the story behind the Mommy-Sister roleplay we carried out. As I mentioned before, it pretty much went down like that as we acted it out. His poor, poor bum! That lady spanked hard. And the mouth soaping? Blech!

The roleplay also actually included the hand job while across "Mom's" knee while his "Sisters" watched. It was a pretty rough handjob that left him a bit sore after, and of course was deliberately "ruined" by her letting go. I got to catch his spunk in a tissue.

Even with him sore and spent, he still had to stand in the corner and deliberately drop the coin three times and ask in a high-pitched girl's voice to get spanked by each of us in turn as the finale. After that point was where we agreed the roleplay would end.

The part at the very end with "Mandy" was just made-up of course, to give the story a happy ending!

Sometimes david and I still continue this roleplay. He will show up in front of me totally nude and with a big boner and ask me if I would please empty his testicles for him? That is the cue that we continue just the two of us. For some odd and perverted reason, we both really love playing the roles of little dommy sister and big submissive brother!

He never knows what to expect. Often he gets spanked by his "little sister". Sometimes he gets roughly rubbed to a ruined orgasm as well. Sometimes he just gets a teasing and then "sis" decides that she's tired and that's enough for today, maybe tomorrow. Sometimes he gets to have "sex with her hand" and ejaculate while I rub him. His "sister" has even been known to make him lick her pussy, give him a blowjob, ass fuck him with a strap-on, and even mount him and "make him" cum from pussy sex with his little sis on top. So rude!

One of the first times we did this extended roleplay I told him to go to his bedroom and lie face up on his bed. I put on a plain nightgown and nothing else and went to him. I knelt on the bed beside him and using soft slippery lube stroked his cock with my hand.

"Do you like this," I asked him. "Do you like it when your little sister rubs you like this with her lube?"

"Oh, yes, Miss," he answered.

"Should I let you have sex with my hand today, huh?" I asked him.

"Oh yes, please Miss, please!" he pleaded, because sometimes his little sister took mercy on him like that and very naughtily allowed him to cum while her soft little hand still held him bucking and writhing from the friction on his hot and needy cock. So much better than just letting go and letting his cum dribble out the tip while laughing at him as his Mom and big sister would do; and also so much naughtier: sex with his little sister's hand!

"Okay," I said with a hint of forbidden excitement in my voice, "don't you dare tell Mom or Susan."

"I won't, I promise!"

"You better not, or it'll be me getting a spanking in front of you, you bad boy. You double promise? Cross your heart and hope to die?"

"Yes! Yes please!" he answered, a little frantic by now due to the attention his cock was receiving from his "sister's" hand.

"Take your hand and put it under my nightgown," I told him in a whisper, "and grab my ass."

He did that eagerly.

"Have you ever touched a girls' ass before, big brother? A girl's bare ass? Touched it and squeezed it?"

"No Miss, never," he said, feeling up my tight and petite bare ass under my nightgown.

"Can you tell my pussy is wet? Go ahead, feel it." david's hand lowers to my thigh and his fingers begin exploring my hot wet snatch.

I pull off my nightgown so I am bare kneeling up beside him. "Do you like what you see?" I ask him.

"Oh yes, Miss," he says, looking up in awe at my hot little body, my flat tummy, my creamy breasts.

"Feel my tits," I order him. He takes his hand away from my pussy and ass and feels up my tits. "Now my pussy again," I order him. He reaches back behind to my ass and I feel his eager and insistent fingers pushing into me from behind.

"Now cum for me, make love to my hand, come right inside my palm. Pretend it's your little sister's hot wet cunt. Cum. Now!"

And lo and behold he shoots his load right into my palm, fingering my pussy hard and bucking wildly as he does so. What a nasty little pervert my husband is thinking those dirty, filthy thoughts about his sweet innocent little sister!


Chapter 16:   Wife's Boss Roleplay

Exploring the power dynamic in roleplay is a blast. The last one was about a Mom and Sisters taking charge. In this chapter it's a wife and her boss. For this one I invited a kinky friend of mine, Vivien, to roleplay with us. I had met her through a mutual friend, and we had got to talking, and we learned of each other's joint interest in domming guys, so it was a natural to invite her to play.

For this roleplay david played my husband and I played his FLR wife (I know, big stretch there!). My friend Vivien played my boss, Ms. Vivien Blake, the US based CEO of the multi-national corporation I work for. I was a Senior VP in Canada, and being considered for a big promotion by her. During a trip to Canada she invited herself over to my place for dinner to further assess my character. I am a very busy executive, especially when the CEO is in town, and I counted on david to ensure the house was spotless and dinner was perfect. I mean, if a Senior VP can't manage her own household, how can she manage in an even more senior leadership position within the company?

So that was the background, and then the scene took place.

Ms. Vivien Blake and I arrived home. As soon as I got in the door I started silently fuming. It was apparent that the house, while not a disaster area, had not been properly seen to. It also appeared as if my husband was not even home, and heavens only knew what was going to happen with dinner. I acted the gracious host despite my inner dismay, brought Ms. Blake into our living room and offered her a drink which she accepted.

I decided I had better let my boss know of the situation and that I was dealing with it. "I'm really not sure what's happened to my husband," I said, "he was supposed to be home and seeing to the housekeeping and the cooking."

"Interesting," said Ms. Blake, her ears perking up. "You have your husband do the housework and the cooking, do you?"

"Oh yes. As you know, I'm extremely committed to my job," I responded in full sales mode with my boss, "and ambitious." She smiled. "And so I have certain expectations of my husband," I stated with a smile.

"We'll get along fabulously," said Vivien upon hearing this, "that is exactly how I think of my husband as well. It comes with the territory, I suppose. But now you had best check on yours and make sure he's safe," said my boss.

That was very thoughtful of her. I excused myself and went into the den and rang david's cell phone. He answered with a "Hi sweetie!" as if he didn't have a care in the world. I played it cool, asked him when he would be home. He said he was just in the car now, driving back from the hobby shop. I told him to hurry home and left it at that. I then called a local woman-run catering company I do a lot of business with and told them I had an emergency and that I needed a gourmet dinner for two catered to my house immediately, and that I would make it worth their while if we were able to eat within the hour. As one of their very best customers they assured me they would pull out all the stops and accommodate me completely.

I went back to Vivien and explained that my david was fine, but that by all accounts seems to have quite forgotten that we were having company tonight, and he would be home shortly. I reassured her that I had taken care of dinner, and we could expect to sit down within the hour.

"Good recovery, Julie," said Vivien, but sensing the extent of my anger beneath my cool and controlled exterior added, "but I wouldn't like to be in your husband's shoes when he walks through that door."

"Oh I won't want to make a scene with you here, Ms. Blake. I'll deal with him afterwards."

"Call me Vivien," she said, "and please don't hold back on my account. In fact, I'll be very interested to see how you deal with your husband in this situation. Perhaps it will be similar to the way I would deal with mine given the same circumstances?" she asked very pointedly.

This created a dilemma for me. Under normal circumstances, as soon as he got in that door he would be subject to a spanking and corner time. However, it's not every woman that would feel comfortable seeing me discipline him like this. But I had a hunch about Ms. Vivien Blake. Based on what she had just shared, I strongly suspected she was an FLR wife herself who would heartily applaud my methods. My cloud might even have a silver lining. My dealing with my husband may even impress her sufficiently to get me that promotion. I decided to go for broke and risk it all on my hunch.

"Of course, Vivien, as you please," I responded calmly, "it will be very interesting to compare notes."

We sat and talked about the business for the next few minutes. Not too much later I heard david coming in the front door and yelling "I'm home!"

"In the living room," I called back. He made his appearance and then seeing Ms. Blake was caught up short.

"Oh, Ms. Blake, I thought you were coming over tomorrow?" said david.

"No sweetie," I responded, "it was today. There's a notation in the kitchen calendar, in fact."

david blanched. He instantly knew he was in very deep shit.

"Oh dear. What a screw up. I am so sorry, Ms. Blake," said david, "I'll, I'll order some dinner quickly, and, and I apologize for the mess."

"Dinner has been taken care of, david," I said, "now it's only you who needs taking care of. Ms. Blake has graciously allowed us to take care of this situation right away."

"I… I'm not sure what you mean, honey," said david.

"I think you know exactly what I mean," I answered. I could see the realization dawning on his face as he first blanched and then reddened.

"Not with Ms. Blake here, honey, please. She wouldn't be interested in that," he pleaded with me.

"That's precisely what she is interested in david," I said in answer to him. "We'll handle this exactly as we would if she were not here to witness it. You know what to do. Go prepare yourself and get back here on the double."

"What? No, honey, please!" begged david. He had never been disciplined in front of another woman before. He seemed glued to his spot and speechless, not knowing what to do.

"Right now, mister, or you'll be even sorrier than I planned on making you."

david seemed glued in place for a moment considering his options. Knowing he had no choice, and that he was only making things worse for himself, he submissively acquiesced as I knew he would. "yes ma'am," he said in a small voice and turned away to go do as he was told.

When david had left, Vivien said to me, "well done Julie. It's a bitter pill for him to swallow, I'm sure. It's wonderful that you command such obedience from him."

After a few minutes david made a sheepish reappearance. He was nude except for a skimpy pair of woman's panties. These, his special "punishment panties", were pink and red patterned, with a touch of lace around the leggings and waist, and a dainty little bow in front. They were the most "feminine" ones I could find for him.

"Come closer, david," I told him, "let Ms. Blake have a closer look at your punishment panties."

"How Darling!" she said. "I can see how deeply submissive he is to allow himself to be presented this way."

"I find the panty knocks him down a peg or two when he gets too big for his britches, isn't that so, david?" I asked.

"yes ma'am."

"Fetch your spanking chair, david, and set it up right here in the living room in front of the couch so Ms. Blake will have a front-row seat to see a careless and forgetful husband get his due."

"yes ma'am," repeated david as he went to do so suffused with a deep red blush all over his chest and face.

He brought the small folding chair I favour as his spanking chair and set it up directly opposite the couch where Vivien and I were seated. He did not look up the whole time he was doing this. Then he shuffled over to me still looking at the floor.

"If you please, Ma'am?" said david as he curtsied, "Will you please, ummmm, please spank me, Ma'am?" This was all part of his ritual. Any deviations he knew would have earned him additional punishment.

"You have him curtsy and ask for his spanking," observed Vivien. "I like that. I'll have to add that to my husband's ritual, along with the punishment panties which are a terrific idea."

This was great. Ms. Blake was clearly on the same page. Moreover, I was showing her things she hadn't seen before and she liked what she saw. I saw that promotion getting closer and closer. I would have to make sure not to blow it with this next part.

I stood up from the couch, and as regally as I could walked slowly to the spanking chair and sat. "Over my knee," I told david, pointing towards my lap.

david scurried to me and bent across my lap. I adjusted our positions and then measured my palm against the seat of his panty.

Poor david. Serves him right. I know that when he goes across my knee like this, in his little panty, he feels for all the world like a naughty little girl due a good dose of punishment. This humiliates him terribly even when it is just me doing it to him. How much more so for this to be done in front of another woman. I knew there would be tears welling in his eyes.

I looked up at Ms. Blake and she gave me a nod. I brought my hand down hard, making a resounding SMACK across my husband's pantied backside. I waited several seconds and brought it down again on his opposite cheek. Then another, low across both cheeks. I continued in the same manner for about thirty swats and then I paused. His bottom was glowing pink through the diaphanous material of his panty.

He was actually grateful that he was apparently being allowed the small bit of modesty afforded by his panties. I usually spank on his bare bottom and he could only believe that his panty remained up as a concession to his modesty due to Ms. Blake's presence. Actually, it was less for him, and more that I did not want to potentially offend my boss.

I asked david, "why are you being punished?"

"Because I was lazy and forgetful and careless, Ma'am."

"That is correct, david," I said. "How much more of a spanking do you have coming?"

"As much as you think I need, Ma'am, to teach me my lesson," he answered.

"Very obedient and well trained," said Vivien to me, "but tell me, do you always spank him on top of his panty like that?"

"Well, funny you should ask," I answered. "Usually I pull them down, but I was concerned about offending you with the sight of his bare bottom."

"Don't worry about me, dear," said Vivien, "I've seen plenty of naughty bare bottoms spanked over the years. Please don't hold back on my account."

"ohhhh" said david softly across my lap, anticipating the humiliation of what was now sure to come.

"Thank you, Vivien; in that case I'll do just that." I put both my hands to either side of his panties. I slowly lowered them in back, fully exposing his spanked rear cheeks to Ms. Blake's gaze.

Though my actual husband had been spanked many times in front of other women, for the sake of this scene we were roleplaying that he was a virgin in this regard. So in the scene this was intensely humiliating for him. This man had never been spanked like this in front of another woman. Moreover, in his mind his upbringing was such that he was very ashamed of his own nudity. Thus it was very humiliating already for his character to be made to appear in front of Ms. Blake in only his skimpy woman's panty.  To then be subject to a slow and drawn out panty lowering in front of her so that he could receive the remainder of his spanking to his bare bottom therefore mortified him. As he roleplayed this scene, the embarrassment penetrated through to him for real.

I could feel him holding his breath throughout the entire operation and then mewling softly as he was bared to Ms. Blake's gaze. His character no doubt thought that Ms. Blake's presence would have averted this baring, as it very nearly had, but no such luck for him.

"I'll continue on your bare bottom, young man, to teach you to be less scatterbrained in future." I then went ahead and spanked his bum. A couple of hundred spanks with no pause, one after the other. These had him crying out and wriggling across my lap while his previously pinkened bottom rapidly reddened. Ms. Blake looked on with a satisfied grin as my husband was taught his lesson through a strict application of my palm.

When I restored his panties before standing him up, he was once again hopeful that his degrading nudity would be confined to the rear end exposure to date and nothing more.

Sensing that Ms. Blake was more than interested, I thought it only polite to ask her if she would assist by putting him over her knee as well. I thought that an over-the-knee hand spanking from a woman he barely knew under my watchful eye would really bring home for him the extent to which he had seriously disappointed me and inconvenienced her.

She readily agreed, we switched places, and she brought my husband down right across her own knee. Not sparing his modesty at all, she immediately subjected him to the same humiliating panty-lowering as I had, and then spanked him on his bare-bottom as well.

I had never seen david across another woman's knee, and I enjoyed it greatly. Vivien was clearly no stranger to spanking, and displayed a hard hand across my husband's bared rump. When she was done with him, she pulled his panty back up to cover his bottom and set him on his feet.

david could not believe that he had just received a bare bottom spanking, in his panty, from a strange woman!

Thinking his humiliating ordeal was finally at an end, david was very distressed when I made him go fetch his paddle as well. Such a serious offence as he had committed invariably results in a good hard paddling as punishment; but, as I had confirmed later, he had thought that the added embarrassment of the previous spankings being performed in front of and by another woman would have substituted for it. He was mistaken in this, because he was most assuredly put back over my knees, his panties were most assuredly lowered to his knees, and I counted out an even one hundred blistering strokes of the paddle to his defenseless rear end. I'm sure he tried his best to accept his paddling stoically in front of Ms. Blake, but was nonetheless most embarrassed to find himself crying wet tears like a little baby when the paddling was barely half over.

Once I was done, I restored his panties and then offered the paddle to Ms. Blake, who graciously accepted it, took david again across her own knee, stripped his panties back down his legs, and repeated the hundred strokes to his bare. As he took that paddling it made a punctuation mark for him of the fact that he had not only failed me, but failed Ms. Blake as well.

After his paddling from Ms. Blake I kept him face down across her lap as I liberated his panties right off his feet completely. I then made him stand, leaving him completely nude in front of her. He tried to cover himself, for being naked like that in front of a strange woman caused him great shame. But knowing his shame, and using it to punish him, I made him hold his hands at his sides, fully exposing his heretofore private parts to Ms. Blake, and apologize to her. I believe there is no more abject apology that can be made by a man to a woman than a bare-penis apology, and having been forced to endure it, I know that david concurs.

I had him add an apology for the fact that his actions put her in the situation where she had to observe his bare penis and testicles dangling like this. While it is true that a real man's private parts may be interesting to a woman, no woman is ever “turned on” by the site of a badly behaved little boy's private parts that were pantied only moments before, and then bared for the purpose of punishment.

Vivien and I conferred and quite properly decided that he had not yet been sufficiently punished, and so we made him fetch his own belt for a leathering. Vivien refers to it as a “tanning”. Whatever it is called, being made to receive such a whipping across his bottom and thighs is a very strict punishment, and one that we both agreed he deserved.

We made him bring his restraints as well, and bound him hand and foot laid out across the high ottoman so that he was unable to free himself during the application of the leather strap. This most appropriately added to his punishment. We also had to ball-gag him during his bottom and thigh tanning because he was unable to follow our simple instructions to not speak. Vivien and I took turns roasting his rump as we compared notes and competed with one another to see who could deal the most punishing lashes.

His leathering concluded his punishment for this day's naughtiness, however he also had a pending punishment due. I discussed it with Vivien, and we agreed that as we still had time before supper, there was no time like the present.

This punishment was for unapproved and unsupervised masturbation. I had caught him at his computer rubbing his penis. I have a spy cam set up behind his desk. He knows about it, but sometimes takes the chance that I won't notice. Well I noticed this time. I had already read him the riot act for this offence, and promised him a good dose of discipline on the weekend. He was still subject to that, as I explained to Vivien, and would be spending this weekend in his panties doing housework with periodic trips to the basement for his whippings. However, we would get the first and most significant part of his punishment done today, in front of and aided by Ms. Blake.

I made him explain to Vivien exactly what he was doing in front of that computer when I caught him, and that this was an activity that I had forbade him. The punishment for this activity always starts the same: a strict whipping of his private parts. Vivien's presence made no difference, and his penis and testicles were severely whipped between his thighs as Vivien held his legs apart and over his head from behind him. I used a light flogger designed especially for this purpose. It had no "thud", but terrific "sting", so ideal for genital punishment which this offence merited in spades. I also encouraged Ms. Blake to wield the whip, and she too whipped his genitals fiercely with that light flogger, equally offended by his nocturnal activities as was I.

After his genital whipping, to remind him of why he was punished, I always make him “complete the job” in front of me. I explained to Vivien that one might think that this action is what he desired to do in the first place, but I assured her that he is extremely shy about such things, and being made to do it in front of just me is bad enough. To have her witness his shaming makes it a hundred times worse. Vivien agreed with the appropriateness of this sentence and so we made him repeat here in front of us what he had been doing two nights ago in front of his computer. We had him lie down face up at our feet and forced him to masturbate for us.

He started trying to rub his penis. It seemed a bit sore to the touch, but that was not our concern. We made him rub himself regardless. He looked at us looking at him and quickly looked away again blushing fiercely.

"If you don't complete the job, we'll whip it again," I told him.

That seemed to focus him and he started applying himself. After a short while his penis became hard. He licked his own hand to make it slippery and started rubbing at his tip. This made him start to writhe and moan on the floor in front of us. Vivien and I looked at one another and grinned.

"Keep at it," Vivien commanded him, "until you finish, you naughty boy."

david started bucking and thrusting on the floor, effectively having intercourse with his own hand. With a high-pitched moan he began ejaculating all over himself. A very sorry showing indeed in front of me and my boss.

Once he was fully done I took up his discarded panties and used the backside of them to clean up his ejaculate. I told him he was a "slut" for masturbating, and told him that "sluts" walk around with cum dribbling out of their backsides staining their panties. I then made him put his wet cum-stained panties back on and conducted him to his timeout corner in the dining room.

We then barely had time to open a bottle of wine in celebration of a job well done when the doorbell rang. It was the caterers arrived with Vivien's and my meal. [We couldn't roleplay the caterers actually arriving, but we made as if they had.]

"Please, honey!" begged david from his timeout corner. "May I please be excused???" he asked.

"Timeout is always one hour, sweetie, except when it's three, you know that," I responded.

"But, but, the caterers! They'll SEE ME!" he said as if I didn't know.

"They certainly will," I said.

The catering duo of Meg and Rona set up in the kitchen and then started setting the table in the dining room. There they saw my husband, nose buried in the corner, dressed in nothing but a panty, with the signs of a severe spanking easily visible on his lower cheeks and thighs. To add insult to injury, his panties were very obviously stained in the rear with ejaculate.

"Oh my!" exclaimed Rona, the owner of the catering business, seeing david like this. I took her aside and explained the situation. Knowing that david was responsible for her extra work this evening, she lost all pity for him. She told her partner what was going on, and they both enjoyed it and served dinner despite him.

The dinner was incredible as usual from these two. Before they left, I asked if they wanted to register their disapproval with my husband. If so, they should feel free to get out their big wooden spoon and discipline him across his already sore ass themselves.

They took me up on my offer. They pulled him from his corner to the kitchen, bent him across the kitchen island, stripped down his cum-soaked panties, and smacked his bare butt with their wooden spoon, taking turns to convey their displeasure with him.

After they were done with him they Crisco'd his rear passage and inserted the handle of their spoon deeply into his rectum. They then brought him back out to his dining room timeout, and made him stand there in the corner, panties at his ankles, the big wooden spoon sticking out of his butt. They even hung one of their catering signs that said "Courtesy Meg and Rona" around the protruding spoon.

They cleaned up and departed, and I also bade Vivien farewell. On the way out she assured me that she loved my style, and that the promotion was mine!

Finally, david had done something useful for my career.


Chapter 17:   Ex-Girlfriend Roleplay

It was so much fun telling you about those last two roleplays, Mommy-Sisters and Boss-Wife respectively that I thought I'd tell you about just one more. This was a strange one because David actually got to spank a professional submissive, and so did I. This scene was inspired by some naughty play we once got into with my sister and one of her girlfriends. I'll recount that little adventure in the next chapter. We'll start, though, with this scene.

This girl was tiny and very cute. Her name was Lane. David does have some switch tendencies (a "switch" is someone who likes to both spank and be spanked), but I am nowhere even close to being a switch, so he hardly ever gets to spank anybody. So this was a treat for him, and a treat for me because I hardly ever get to spank a girl (and I like girls!)

David played a guy married to this girl, who was all dommy with her. I played his ex-Mistress, who dommed him back in the day.

We played in a hotel room, pretending it was their apartment. I left the room for a little walk while they got the scene going.

According to what I heard after, David started by scolding her for something she did wrong and then stripped her and gave her a bare naked spanking across his knee (wee!). We had miscommunicated a bit, and I thought they would do more talking before the spanking. Apparently not so much, and I gave them about ten minutes, and practically all that time she was across his knee getting her bum beat. We laughed about that afterwards. Lane thought I would never show up. When I came back, that's when the scene really started.

I knocked on the door. David stood her up and made her face the wall, still all naked and now with a cherry red ass. David acted surprised to see me come for a visit. I was in the neighbourhood, I said, heard he was now married, got their address from a mutual friend, and dropped in to wish them my best.

From the doorway I could not see Lane at all, who was around the corner. David gave me a big hug, said how delighted he was to see me, and invited me in. I walked in and then saw Lane, facing the wall, all bare naked, cute as a button, with her red ass hanging out.

This was the first time I saw Lane nude. And she told me later she felt embarrassed having me walk in on her raw like that, even though it was part of the plan.

"You must be Lane," I said as I spotted her. She turned her head down bashfully and looked away. "Looks like someone's been a naughty girl," I teased. "I thought I heard smacks before I knocked. I hope I'm not interrupting anything?"

David said, "Heck no. It's great to see you, Julie. How long has it been, Four, five years maybe? I'll finish up with Lane later."

"Absolutely not on my account," I said. "I thought I taught you better than that, David. Your little wife's needs come first. You go ahead and finish up and don't mind me. I'll watch your technique and give you a critique after."

So I took a seat and David pulled Lane out from the wall and right back across his knee. He then started in spanking her again. It was actually fun watching David get to spank a girl for once.

"Good job, David," I offered, "I guess I rubbed off on you."

"Maybe so," said David, "but I'm sure you're still the Queen of Spanking. Why don't you introduce yourself to Lane by finishing her spanking up for me?"

"I'd be delighted to!" I said. "She's a real cutie pie."

David put Lane back on her feet and turned her to face me. I got up and went to her. I was a good foot taller than she when you factored in our height difference and my heels. She looked up at me with her big doe eyes. She had small breasts, and a tight shaved cunt.

"Hello Lane," I said, lifting her chin up so that our eyes met. "My name is Mistress Julie. I used to spank your husband regularly when he and I lived together. In fact, I dressed him up as my maid and showed him off like that when I had company over. I also regularly fucked him in the ass, and kept him locked up in a little cage in my basement where I kept my whips for when he was very naughty. But don't worry, he was never my boyfriend. He was my slave. There's a difference. May I spank you?" I asked.

Lane pretended to be mesmerized by my gaze and powerful presence and silently nodded her acquiescence. (Hey, it's my roleplay, and I'm paying for it. If I want her to be mesmerized then she's 'gonna be mesmerized!)

I sat where David had sat and took her across my knee. I spanked her more gently than david had, given the state of her buns, and more sensually. I stroked her between her legs and made her moan. We had negotiated limits beforehand on the phone, she and I, and she was good with me touching her this way. I pre-emptively told her that David would definitely not be touching her like this!

I kept her across my knee as I smacked and fondled her. I played with her tiny breasts with my left hand while I spanked her with my right. I put my fingers into her honey pot and drew them out soaking wet. She was definitely getting off on this treatment.

"Tell me, Lane," I asked her, "what did you do to deserve such a harsh spanking from your husband?"

"He says I didn't have dinner ready for him when he got home," she answered with an audible pout.

"What do you mean by 'he says'? Have you a different version?" I asked.

"Yes, Mistress," she answered, "he forgot that he said he would take me out to dinner tonight, but he shushed me and said 'no excuses' before I could remind him, and then I got spanked and I couldn't even say anything."

"David!" I said. "Is this true?"

"Oh shit! Yes…" he said. "I totally forgot about that. I'm so sorry, Laney!"

I stood Lane up and said, "I think somebody needs to be across my lap and it isn't Lane. Lane, darling, you sit there on the couch, no need to get dressed yet. I do believe your husband needs to be reminded of what a hard spanking feels like so he can be more responsible when doling them out to you in future. Strip, david. Now!" I ordered.

"Yes, Ma'am," said david, falling right back into his submissive role in my presence.

"Have you ever seen your husband on the receiving end of a spanking, Lane?" I asked.

She giggled and said she had not.

When david was nude I pulled him across my knee and started spanking his buttocks to a bright pink. Lane sat there wide eyed on the couch, watching the action. I asked her if she had such a thing as a stout wooden hairbrush.

"We do," she said. "I don't usually like getting it out at all, but I don't mind so much today," she added as she went to fetch it for me.

Handing it back to me, she sat back on the couch, and I laid into david's bare bottom with that hairbrush, aiming to redden his cheeks sufficiently to match or even surpass the shade I had observed in Lane's.

When I felt I had achieved my goal I stood david up and got Lane to come over and stand next to him, both of them facing away from me. His bottom was indeed a shade redder than hers. I had them both over to the mirror, two nude little bunnies, and made them look over their shoulders at their glowing orbs. It was so cute seeing them side by side like that with matching red bottoms.

I told david that to make it up to Lane, he now needed to worship her pert little ass. I sat back down on the chair and pulled Lane back across my knee, bottoms up. I made david come over and kiss first one of her rear cheeks, and then the other. I then told him to stand there and deliver an appropriate tribute to his wife's pretty rear end on the floor in front of himself. david positioned himself behind Lane and faced her ass. He began rubbing his penis as I started back in fondling and lightly spanking Lane's ass. I spread her cheeks for him so he could see her soppy wet cunt and dark rosebud. He continued masturbating until he shot his load onto the carpet in front of himself.

And that was our little roleplay that day. Professional subbies are hard to find, and I felt we lucked out with this one. Lane was clearly wet and excited but did not cum. I hoped she had a boy or girl at home who could finish what we started!

Full disclosure, however, this scene did not occur to us out of the blue. It was deliberately manufactured to play off something that happened amazingly for real with my sister and one of her girlfriends some time earlier. In the next chapter I'll write more about my sister, and about the amazing scene that inspired the roleplay you just read.


Chapter 18:   My Sister and her Subby

I am very lucky to have a sister, Susan, who is as much into kink as I am. I actually have one older sister, one younger sister, and a younger brother. However, it is my older sister who is the kinky one. In high school and college she was a cheerleader and very sexually active. In her twenties she was in San Francisco and worked as a fetish model. She was married for a time, and then divorced, and now is into girls. She is still into kink, and takes the dominant role with her girlfriends. I would not trust my other siblings to share our kink with, but feel secure with my older sister. She just gets it.

She tells me everything and I tell her everything. So when my husband first approached me with his kinky desires, I immediately discussed it with Sue whom I knew was into it herself. She reinforced my natural conviction that "whatever turns him on" is good, and was positive and encouraging.

Now, there's something about sexy sisters that drives men to distraction, so I knew david was totally into the fantasy of being dommed by the sisters. I got up the courage to ask her if she would want to play, and she surprised me by readily agreeing. Turns out that while her sex life is all girl, she still quite enjoys domming a male.

The first time I spanked david in front of her was a wild ride for all three of us, and included a diaper position spanking with him all exposed! She has since joined in and spanked him herself, and participated in various other activities (though nothing where she ever gets unclothed – david is of course fully naked and usually quite erect).

As a Christmas present she once gave him a hand job at the kitchen sink with a rubber glove. This was with my blessing and encouragement – I suggested something along these lines when Sue asked what she could get him for Christmas one year. I remember him blushing up a storm as he read to himself his "gift certificate" from Sue during family Christmas. With one hand Sue jerked his cock into the sink; the other had a finger up his ass. Both her hands were encased in thick yellow kitchen gloves and she used dishwasher detergent for his lube. What a gift!

She gets a kick out of it herself, the more outrageous the better. It's a fantasy come true for david. And I enjoy sharing this with her. It allows her to domme a guy, yet not need to get involved in a relationship with one.

Sue tends to go through partners quite quickly, but every now and then one sticks. And every now and then amongst those that stick there is the occasional one that Sue feels she can trust sufficiently to come along for some fun with david and I. Our first encounter with one of these is the subject of the remainder of this chapter.

Sue called me up and told me about her latest girlfriend, named Trina. Sue declared Trina a good egg, and that we didn't need to particularly hide anything from her. Trina is a shy little submissive who enjoys getting her bum beat by Sue. I shared this with david in confidence, who is always interested in such goings on.

We invited Sue and Trina over for dinner. Sue and I had planned out the general outlines of how the evening would unfold, catering to Trina's fantasies as well as well as david's. As usual, we kept david in the dark so it could be a surprise for him, but Trina knew what was going on.

Over dinner we were waiting for david to give us an excuse. Anything would have done, but he actually played right into our hands (and I think he knew it and did it deliberately, figuring some action was likely). Midway through the appetizer david said to Trina, "so, I understand you enjoy getting your bottom spanked by Sue?"

Well poor Trina (roleplay wise at least). Obviously not everybody is so comfortable with this sort of revelation. She turned a bright red, looked down at her plate and said absolutely nothing. Not sure if she was acting or genuine. Looked genuine unless she knew how to blush on cue. She did not know he was going to say something like that.

"david!" I yelled at him. "What in heaven's name has gotten into you? What a thing to say at the dinner table? What a thing to say at any time!" Turning to Trina I said, "I am so sorry, Trina. Your private life is your private life. He had no business saying that."

"That's ok," she said meekly, trying to diffuse the situation.

"It certainly is not ok," I responded. "Ironically, forget about you, it so happens david enjoys getting his bum spanked by me. But I can guarantee he's not going to enjoy the spanking he's getting tonight for saying such a thing!"

I could see Trina smile a little at that.

"You're very welcome to stay and watch him get spanked, Sue, Trina. A little embarrassment for him to make up for the embarrassment he caused you?"

Trina looked at Sue, and then Sue responded, "we'd love to stay and watch. It would be good for Trina to see the sort of spanking you give david. In fact, seeing as it's MY girlfriend he embarrassed," continued Sue in a possessive tone of voice, "would you mind if I lent a hand?"

"Sure!" I said.

david was left behind in this conversation and said nothing throughout. I knew he would be quite excited to be spanked by the sisters in front of the pretty and meek little Trina, despite the exposure, the humiliation, and the intense fanny pain he knew he would be experiencing. I thought I should make him a little more uncomfortable to make up for that.

"david, I think it's only fair that for the rest of this dinner you be made to feel the same sort of embarrassment that you caused Trina. Do you agree?"

"Yes ma'am," he answered.

"So I want you to go upstairs to the bedroom, change into your schoolgirl outfit, and then come back down here," I ordered. Forced femme always makes his tummy flutter with humiliation. This was my gift to him.

"Oh, not that, please," he begged, "not in front of company!"

"Schoolgirl outfit," I confirmed. "You'll be doing the serving and the cleaning up in your little skirt, little panties underneath, knee socks, and white blouse, belly button on show, young lady." My referring to him as my "young lady" drives the point home as to who wears the pants in the family and who gets forced to wear the panties.

"Oh… yes ma'am," said david, blushing up a storm.

Trina let out a big giggle at that and brought her hand to her mouth to stifle it.

"And david," I added, "because of your complaints, I'm not yet done. I want your largest butt plug firmly lodged in your rectum."

"Julie… no…" pleaded david.

"Still with the backtalk?" I asked. "Ok fine. Add in your 40G forms and bra under that blouse and I want to see cleavage young lady."

I knew he wouldn't like anything about being femmed up like this in front of our guests, and especially having to appear with large breasts. The breasts were something I learned about on the Internet. It's a method of discipline called "brassiering". While a boy can get used to wearing panties, having to wear a bra, and having to don large breast forms under it, is something he will never get used to and is an especially effective means of emasculation. He will be forced to appear as the large breasted "girl", about to be punished by her "man".

"The longer you delay the worse your spanking is going to be so I strongly suggest you get that little ass moving. And I mean NOW!" I shouted for emphasis.

david jumped up as if there was an electrical shock in his chair and ran upstairs to do as he was told.

"And a little pink ribbon around your cock!" I yelled up after him.

"What did I tell you?" asked Sue of Trina. They had obviously discussed david's and my situation before coming here, "Does Julie know how to keep david in line or what?"

"She sure does," said Trina in her tiny little ultra-feminine voice, "I can't wait to see him when he comes back down," she added coquettishly, "and how hard she's going to spank him."

"Plenty hard," I said. "He'll be marked, there'll be tears and begging, and he won't be sitting comfortably for a week after we're done with him. Is that ok for you to see that?" I asked.

"Oh no problem," she said, "I don't like getting spanked that hard," she said, looking at Sue, "but I think I'd enjoy watching him get it like that."

"It's settled then," I said, "he's getting his butt blistered."

We sat around the table finishing our appetizers awaiting david's humbling return. Before too long in came my blushing bride. He had on white knee socks, a short red plaid schoolgirl skirt barely concealing his cheeky pink polka-dot panty, and a white blouse tied so as to bare his midriff. Most remarkable were his large breasts. He had on his realistic breast forms and a lacy pink bra that showed between the V of his blouse. He was also walking a bit funny, evidence of the large butt plug I made him shove deep up his rectum.

The breast forms are intended for cross dressers and were purchased over the Internet. As the manufacturer states, "just like natural breasts, they are soft to the touch, quickly regain their shape after fondling and will gently bounce when you move". They are enhanced by realistic looking nipples which stand out seductively. They are supported by clear, almost invisible plastic straps around his chest and over his shoulders, holding them firmly in place. The bra goes on top.

The forms are designed to fill a 40G cup, which makes for a very full figured young lady. Yet the G cups are not ridiculously large on him, proportionately speaking. Cup size is a "difference in inches" measure, so even a DD is not huge on his frame. To give him naturally large looking breasts requires these higher cup sizes. Due to the synthetic material and supportive bra, they are nonetheless pert and perky despite their size.

"Oh My Gosh!" said Trina, "He actually did it!"

"Stand there and face Trina," I told him.

As he stood there in silence, Sue and Trina let their eyes rove up and down his feminine-clothed body and marvel at his big boobs. I knew that despite his intense submissive needs, david was absolutely mortified to be made to present himself in this humiliating manner in front of my sister and another young woman he had barely met. As a submissive he craves the humiliation, but nonetheless feels it as intensely as anybody.

I went into the kitchen and fetched two largish safety pins I keep around for exactly my intended purpose. I went behind david and pinned the back of his skirt up to his blouse. I could see his pink polka-dot panty, his lower butt cheeks, and the silhouette of the base of his large butt plug which he had indeed inserted as instructed. I gave the base of the plug a light slap which made him jump and cry out a little.

"Good thing that's in there," I told him, referring to his butt plug. I turned him around and bent him forward a bit under my arm so that our guests could see his rear end. "Is that big butt plug comfortable up in there, young lady?"

"no ma'am," he said truthfully.

"It'll be even less comfortable once I make you sit down on that hard wooden chair, won't it?"

"yes ma'am," he answered.

"Face Trina and apologize for embarrassing her with your question," I told him.

He turned to face Trina and with a big blush on his face made his apologies. Trina, for her part, looked him straight in the eye and had a little smirk on her face.

"Now sit down, david." I said.

david gingerly sat down at his place at the dinner table, his panties and bare lower cheeks against the wood of his chair. As he sat, the chair pushed his butt plug deeper up his bum. He wriggled and used his hands on the chair to relieve the pressure. I told him to stop wriggling and to put his palms on the table top. He mewled and whined as the butt plug was pushed in deeper.

I then went to a nearby drawer where I keep some of our downstairs punishment implements and got out his ball gag. I went behind him with it and I fastened it tightly into his mouth. We have several ball gags, but this is the strictest. It's a large rubber ball gag that I use for punishment. He had to open wide as I pulled it into his mouth and then fastened the leather strap around the back of his head tightly.

"There," I said as I completed his ball gagging. "If you can't control your mouth during dinner I'll control it for you. Any smart comments to make now, young lady?" I asked him.

"mmmmemmmme" he mewled into his gag shaking his head no.

"And of course no more supper for you," I said as I sat down, "It'll be good for your figure. You will clear and clean, and you will otherwise sit there quietly at your seat without squirming or complaining or making any noise whatsoever. Do I make myself clear?"

He shook his head affirmatively.  He was clearly in a good deal of discomfort between the butt plug pushing deep into his ass and the ball gag stretching his mouth. He looked at me piteously.

"It's called punishment, david," I said, "you're not intended to enjoy it."

Then turning to Trina I asked, "is this acceptable, Trina? This and a spanking afterwards to make up for how he embarrassed you?"

"More than acceptable," she said, "I feel very comfortable now. I imagine he's more embarrassed than I was, him sitting there like a big-breasted schoolgirl, getting fucked in the ass with that plug, waiting for her spanking," she teased.

Between courses david got up to clear as I went to prepare and serve. It was funny watching him waddle towards the kitchen, his skirt pinned high on his back, his pantied cheeks wiggling as he walked with his butt plug between them. Otherwise he sat there, stiffly upright, trying to get through his discipline.

It was most unusual having a punished male sitting like that at our table. He sat primly, palms on the table top as I insisted, mouth fully out of commission, large breasts protruding over the table top. He could not entirely contain his squirming, however, and I had to warn him several times to sit still. "Have you got ants in your pants, young lady? Sit Still!" He tried valiantly, but could not quite manage. "He keeps squirming!" said Sue at one point, distracted by him.

"That's it, david," I said, "you've just earned yourself a strapping. Keep squirming like that and I'll add a caning." After that, david hardly moved at all, though you could see the sweat and his eyes watering (almost like little tears) in his attempt to hold position. He is very justifiably frightened of my quarter inch thick Delrin cane!

Before dessert I went behind him and tightened his ball gag another notch as it had loosened as his mouth stretched. As well as pulling the thick ball more deeply into his mouth forcing his jaw wider, the leather straps also cut into his cheeks cruelly. Trina did not seem to mind this treatment of him. She continued with her sly smile whenever she glanced over at him, and once I even glimpsed her sticking her tongue out at him, the sly little minx. I thought she deserved a bit of a spanking too, for revelling in another's punishment like that, but I would leave that to her woman for later.

Poor david had to sit there absolutely still and in pain and watch us eat a very tasty dessert. I again told our guests that it was actually a kindness to him, as he could stand to lose a few pounds anyways and dessert was the last thing he needed. That led into a conversation of what we found to be physically attractive in a male: chiselled abs, developed pecs, arms and shoulders muscular but not too much so, tight butt, strong thighs, a large pretty cock, and so on. I'm afraid david did not stack up terribly well. He's a good looking boy, but by no means chiselled anywhere at well over 20% body fat and a very average penis size. We agreed that at his body fat level he made a very nicely rounded girl, however.

As desert came to an end I made david clear and clean. He actually looked relieved to be allowed to move. I told him to not use the dishwasher, but rather to clean and dry by hand and then put the dishes away. I mean, the dishwasher is intended as a labour-saving device, but david was being punished. So why not be kind to the environment and punish at the same time?

He looked at me with big puppy dog eyes. He was thinking that would take some time, and he was already very uncomfortable having had both his mouth and ass stretched all during supper. But I would have none of it.

"Spic and span, david. I want that kitchen as tidy as I've ever seen it after you're done. After that, and only if I'm happy with the job, I'll remove your gag and plug, but not before. And then comes your spanking, or should I say your butt blistering, so If I were you I wouldn't look forward too much to having that gag and plug pulled out." Sometimes he just needs me to lay down the law for him. It ultimately makes him happier that way, to know exactly where he stands.

He waddled off to do as he was told as we girls sipped our after dinner drinks. We could see him in the kitchen from where we sat. It was very funny watching him work, in his little knee socks, hips pressed up against the sink, his pinned skirt exposing his pantied bottom, low cheeks well visible and just begging to be spanked good and hard. Of course, the funniest part was his gigantic 40G boobs with their stiff nipples visibly protruding despite bra and blouse. I made a mental note to remind myself to get Sue and Trina to feel him up before we were done, as the synthetic breast tissue is uncannily like the real thing. Money well spent on those breast forms.

"I 'kinda feel sorry for him…" said Trina.

"I don't," I told her. "he was deliberately 'asking for it' when he embarrassed you like that. And it's my arrangement with him that when he asks, he shall receive." I then yelled into the kitchen, "david, come here." He scurried to the doorway, dishrag in hand, mouth stretched. "Did you hear all that?" He nodded his head in the affirmative, his big boobs jiggling in the process. "Am I being overly harsh with you?" He nodded his head no. "Do you consent to being punished by me like this regardless of who is here to see it?" He nodded yes. I like making him explicitly consent when we have new visitors, both for them to see it is ultimately consensual, and to deepen his humiliation.

Not only is he being punished, but in explicitly consenting like this he is displaying his submissiveness to me, as if the big boobies, pinned up skirt, cute little panties, butt plug, and ball gag didn't say enough already! "Would you want our relationship to be any other way?" He shook his head vigorously no. "Go back to your dishes," I finished, "we'll deal with the rest of your punishment after you're done your chores."

Sue then added in her thought: "He really does seem to crave this sort of treatment," she said. "And it keeps him well behaved, faithful, doing the chores, and, as I understand from Julie, willing to do whatever it takes in the sack, isn't that so, sis?"

"Absolutely!" I confirmed. "The prefect man. And while he's no great cocksman, not so big and he spurts way too fast, who cares about that anyways? I don't want that anywhere near my pussy. But he's had a lot of practice and correction on how to use his tongue to please me, and he's become very talented in that department. And whenever I feel like a good fucking, I get out my strap-on, bend him over, and give it to him. Ha Ha!"

With more of that same naughty banter we adjourned to the living room as david finished the kitchen cleaning, his ears burning. I think we were all eagerly awaiting the spanking to come, except perhaps for david, but maybe even him.

Pretty soon david appeared in the doorway separating living room and kitchen and stood silently.

"Are you all done, sweetie?" I asked. He nodded that he was.

"Trina," I said, "would you be a doll and inspect the kitchen for me, let me know if he did a good job?"

Trina said sure and stood up to enter the kitchen. She had to pass by david who was standing in the doorway. They both turned sideways, and Trina shimmied a bit to get past him, her breasts brushing up against david's in the process (they are hard to avoid!)

She was gone less than a minute and then came back, saying "out of the way," in a mock exasperated tone. david quickly moved deeper into the living room to let her pass this time.

"It's a really super job," said Trina. "Everything cleaned up and put away and all the surfaces are scrubbed clean. It positively sparkles in there. Puts my housework to shame. He's a great little Suzy Homemaker. Can we borrow him sometimes?"

"I'm sure we can arrange something," I said with a smile.

I had david come over and made him kneel facing Sue and Trina. I went behind him, unfastened his ball gag, and gently pulled it out from his mouth. david kept his mouth open at first and brought his hand up to massage his jaw until it could shut properly.

"You'll be watching what you say at dinner with company next time?" I asked him.

"yes ma'am," he answered, still massaging his stretched mouth and jaw.

"Would you like me to remove your butt plug here in front of Sue and Trina, or would you like to do that yourself in the bathroom?"

"Myself, please, ma'am, in the bathroom, please," answered david a little bit frantically.

"You think it might be a little dirty when it comes out, is that it?" I asked soothingly.

"Yes ma'am," he answered.

"Ok. You go ahead to the bathroom by yourself and take it out. And then you clean yourself down there very thoroughly. Soap, hot water, and the scrub brush. You're coming back here for your spanking right after, and if we see a dirty bum, you'll be one very sorry young lady," I told him, shaking my finger at him. He really hates it when I instruct him on hygiene as if he was a baby, especially in front of company.

When he left I conferred with the ladies about his spanking. What implements I would use, the extent to which they wanted to assist, and so on. I went upstairs to bring down an appropriate collection of implements. By the time david returned I had the little hardwood paddle, the wooden spoon (Sue's favourite), a twin-tailed leather strap (a Scottish tawse – quite fierce), and the Delrin cane (absolutely vicious when wielded "in anger"), all laid out on the coffee table. david groaned and said "oh no…" when he saw what I had in store for him.

"Over my lap first," I declared, "I want to make sure that bottom is good and warmed up for what's to come." I find that if I warm him up by hand first, the punishment can last considerably longer than if we move straight to the implements.

I placed my folding spanking chair in the middle of the living room, back to the fireplace and facing the coffee table with the implements. The ladies sat behind the coffee table on the couch, all curled up comfortably waiting for the show to begin. I brought david to me and pulled him across my lap.

"Oh Dear!" I exclaimed when he came across my lap. "Stand up, young man!" He did so. "You have an erection? Don't lie to me; I could feel it right across my thigh. I can't believe you would dare to have an erection during a punishment like this!" In fact, I could very well believe it, but liked making a show of it. "Lift up the front of your skirt and show Sue and Trina what a disgrace you are."

david lifted high the front of his skirt showing off the fronts of his panties to our two guests. The outline of his testicles and erect penis were clear as day, sitting at a slight angle pointing upwards towards his middle.

"Pull your panties down," I instructed him, "so they can have a clear view of what a naughty boy you are."

david groaned but pulled them down to his mid-thigh, and then hoisted his skirt up again. His erection bobbed in a most unseemly fashion in front of him. I love exposing him like this, and take every conceivable opportunity to do so.

"I'd forgotten I told you to put the ribbon around it!" I exclaimed in glee, for indeed it had slipped my mind. But there was a pink ribbon encircling his testicles and the base of his penis, tied on top in a pretty little pink bow.

"What do you think, ladies?" I asked.

Sue was first to answer. "It is surprising how erect he is despite how you've feminized him, and what's still to come. You'd think he'd be too emasculated to be able to sustain one. What do you think of his cock, Trina?" she asked her girlfriend.

"It is pretty average sized," she answered. "Nothing special there. But it is pretty, if you're into that sort of thing. And just look at it twitching in the air, he might blow a load just standing there from us watching him."

"It is on a bit of a hair trigger," I confirmed, stroking one finger lightly up the shaft towards the tip. "Quite the little premature ejaculator, my man. If that was headed towards a nice wet pussy he wouldn't get within a foot of it before ejaculating. In high school he came in his pants just from necking with some poor girl on her parents' couch. And she told everybody, didn't she? Poor baby. High school was a little rough for him after that."

"You can't blame her," said Sue, "if a guy had done that with me in high school I would have told everyone also."

david, of course, was mortified at all this very open and public discussion of his failings as a cocksman, and his embarrassing history with premature ejaculation.

"What if he cums when he gets spanked?" asked Trina.

"Then he'll clean it up with his tongue, swallow every drop, and get the rest of his spanking limp dicked." I said. "But he usually doesn't. The pain tends to deflate that little 'fella."

"Awwww. So he won't get to cum at all?" taunted Trina. "Nyah Nyah!" she said.

"Don't be cruel," said Sue to Trina. "We're all in a spanking mood tonight, so you better act the little lady."

That was the first hint of things to come. I was thinking how much I will love seeing the demure and petite Trina upturned across my sister's lap and spanked soundly.

"If he takes his spankings well," I said, "and obeys properly," I continued as I grabbed his cock and balls in my hand and stroked it, making his knees shake and making him moan, "then I might let him jerk himself off while we watch."

"oh no…" said david.

"If you don't do it," I told him, "you won't get to cum at all for a month. So think hard," I said as I continued the stroking and kneading of his private parts.

"Yes ma'am, I'll do it!" he yelled out. I have found a man will agree to almost any degrading thing when in such an excited state just for a chance to empty his balls.

"Good." I said, dropping his cock. "We'll see if you even earn the chance to disgrace yourself like that. Now get across my lap for your spanking," I ordered. Sue and Trina both looked eager to see him spanked.

I sat and pulled my husband across my lap once again. His skirt was pinned behind, and his panties were already lowered, so I carefully positioned him and then started right in slapping his naughty behind with the palm of my hand. I find the positioning of the boy to be important. Not to be left to chance. He needs to be sufficiently far over that his feet dangle lightly between floor and air. This forces his head down near the floor and his bare bottom to be the highest point of his body. His large breasts dangled to the left of my knees, jiggling as I smacked his rump. Over the years I have developed quite some skill and power in the application of a hand spanking, and he was certainly feeling it.

I paused his spanking and parted his cheeks for an inspection. "Looks clean enough," I ventured. "Trina, do you agree?" I asked. Trina came and stood behind david to look at his anal area. I held his cheeks widely apart for her inspection. The backs of his testicles were clearly visible between his legs as was his engorged penis tip poking out from behind them.

"no please…" begged david at the intrusive inspection. He loves complaining but he's a little shame slut so that's what he gets.

As you know from having read this far, david is very fixated on his anal area and therefore so am I. Having it played with. Having it shown off. Having it fucked. So this showing off of his bottom hole to a girl he hardly knew, and having her comment on its cleanliness or lack thereof, was playing right into his deepest and most shameful kink.

"Shiny clean!" She ventured.

Keeping his cheeks parted with one hand I smacked the fingertips of my other hand to the inside of his crease up and down on both sides and nearest his anus. "Often ignored during a spanking," I told Trina, "but very sensitive and not to be missed."

I spanked him for a good five minutes all over his rump and high thighs, and then asked my sister if she was ready to administer the wooden spoon? She was, and we switched places. Once david was settled across her knee I passed her the large wooden spoon. It was in fact a gift from her, and is her favourite domestic implement by far. I think this is in part because our mother always threatened us with the dreaded wooden spoon if we misbehaved, but it was never administered. It would be now.

As soon as that spoon started falling david began yelling out, "no please! no! stop! please!" A fierce application of this implement to the bare bottom is no joke, as Sue was presently reaffirming to her brother-in-law. Trina seemed to cringe at the relentless application of this wooden spoon to my husband's ass. I doubt she had ever received it so strictly, but knowing Sue's penchant for it, I would not doubt Trina had on occasion felt it dancing across her cute little buns.

Sue worked the hard wooden back of that large spoon all over david's bum, and down the backs of his thighs as well. Nor did she spare his tender inner thighs, or inner cleft, as the head of the spoon is ideal for finding and punishing those secret parts especially.

When she allowed david to stand he clutched at his hind-quarters, allowing his by now limp yet pink-ribboned cock to dance in the air. In limpening him like that, a few minutes of Sue applying the spoon to david's hindquarters achieved what an hour of punishment prior to it could not. His large jugs jiggled delightfully as he did his little dance of contrition for us. This reminded me that he still needed to be felt up by the ladies. I therefore removed his pinned up skirt and stripped off his blouse, exposing his pink lacy bra that enclosed his realistic looking and feeling 40G breasts. I invited the ladies to give them a squeeze, and they marvelled at the feel of them, tweaked his protruding nipples, and gave his big breasts a slap to watch them jiggle.

"Let's see some jumping jacks, david," said Sue.

"Now!" I added. "Lose the panties."

david kicked off his panties which were pooled around his ankles and started doing jumping jacks which caused both his limp dick and his large jugs to bounce obscenely. Sue, Trina, and I all laughed at the spectacle he was making of himself.

"Would you like to spank him next, Trina?" I asked as david continued his exercise.

"No thank you," she replied demurely. "I like just watching if that's ok?"

I told her that was just fine. I regained my seat, made him stop jumping around, and pulled my husband back across my knee asking Trina to pass me the paddle.

"Two hundred strokes," I said, sentencing david to his paddling. Two hundred may not seem like a lot, but if delivered with intensity can have him howling. And he still has the strap to deal with, after all.

I started in and paddled quite relentlessly until all two hundred were delivered to his lower ass cheeks. This got out of him a stream of "Please! No! I'm sorry! I'll watch my mouth! I promise!" out of him. But the paddling continued until all his punishment strokes were duly administered. Justice served.

By the time I finished, his ass cheeks were crimsoned, with angry white marks centered on my target area. "What do you think?" I asked my guests.

"He's getting what he deserves," said Trina, visibly excited by my husband's distress. "And taking it like a little baby," she added.

"Ha!" Said Susan. "I'd like to see you take a spanking like that and behave any better."

"I'm just a little girl," said Trina, pouting delightfully.

"A little girl who's getting dangerously close to going across my knee," ventured Susan. Oh boy! I was hoping. Soon.

"Time for the strap," I announced, standing david up.

"No please!" begged david.

"No mommy, please!" mocked Trina.

"Trina…" said Sue threateningly. Trina was deliberately bratting it up by now to earn her pre-arranged spanking.

I led david to the back of the two seater couch and bent him over it. Sue went to his front, held his hands, and said "be brave." He still had on his knee socks, which had fallen down to mid-calf by now, and of course his breasts and bra.

"Twenty with the strap," I declared, "for all that wiggling during dinner when you were told to sit still." I started swinging the heavy leather tawse down across his rump for his full measure of twenty. Despite his already crimsoned backside, the strap left perfectly rectangular marks across his ass, searing it like a steak on a hot griddle.

When I finished, he just lay there. He had clearly had enough. I decided he would not be receiving the cane tonight.

"How 'bout the cane now!" demanded Trina. "I want to see him caned!"

"He's had enough." I declared.

"He hasn't!" said Trina. "You brought the cane down. He still needs a caning. A good hard caning!"

"Trina, stop!" said Sue. "I'll give you the cane and we'll see how much you like it."

"I didn't do anything wrong," pouted Trina.

I turned back to david and ignoring Trina said, "you were a good boy for your spanking," I said, "so you do get to cum, but you need to masturbate in front of us. Go stand in front of the fireplace and face us," I told him. david very painfully lifted himself from the couch and made his way over to his designated spot. After his fierce strapping his pink-ribboned cock was completely flaccid. I was even wondering if he would be able to rouse himself for his task. Nonetheless I spread out a towel in front of him. If he was able to cum, I did not want it on my carpet.

I thought that as added humiliation I would refer to his peculiar masturbatory habit I had once observed when I caught him red-handed playing with a pair of my soiled panties from the hamper.

"Go ahead," I encouraged him, "just like you did it when I caught you jerking off before. You remember, that time when I caught you with my panties on your head, sniffing them. One hand on your balls, the other on your cock. Lick your palm. Make your hand nice and wet, like a pussy." His peculiar masturbation technique was to pull hard on his ball sac as he tugged his cock with a licked hand, which I had seen when I caught him sniffing my panties. Did he ever get a whipping for that!

"Oh my gosh," said Trina. "That is fucking hilarious," she said watching david's humiliating little sex show.

"Trina, language!" said Sue.

"What?" answered Trina, "I mean, look at him tug on that tiny thing. It's soft like a worm! I'll bet he doesn't even get it up. So pathetic! Do you need a pair of used panties on your head, you pathetic panty sniffer?"

"Sue…" I said. I don't like anybody speaking to my man like that, regardless of the circumstances. Sure I humiliate him, but it's always good humiliation, humiliation that serves his kink. This sort of talk from Trina was becoming hurtful, but I supposed she was doing this to earn her spanking.

"You're absolutely right, Julie," said my big sister, "you already had your last warning and now you're going to get it, little miss," said Sue to her younger submissive partner. Finally. Trina was clearly bratting it up and asking for it, and now it appeared as though she was going to get it.

During this exchange, david remained where he was, rubbing his penis, attempting to get some sort of rise out of it to prove he wasn't impotent at least.

"In fact," said Sue, "I know what will help david to ejaculate," she said, speaking to Trina, "seeing you stripped naked and going across my knee for a spanking."

At this point in the scene, you can see where the inspiration for our roleplay recounted in the previous chapter came from. This being stripped in front of a male was in fact Trina's fantasy, but after these events it became david's fantasy as well, and one we needed to recreate with a pro. This, however, played out even better than the manufactured scene, as you will see.

Trina became very submissive, and stood there without moving as Sue began stripping her. She unzipped the back of her dress and pulled it off her head. This left Trina in a white lacy bra, matching panties, and high heels. Sue turned Trina to face david. Trina shut her eyes and faced downwards and to the side, and covered the crotch of her panty with one hand and her bra with the other. Sue pulled her hands behind her back and held them there with one hand. Then she lifted her face by the chin with the other and made her face towards david. "Isn't she pretty?" asked Sue, showing her off to us.

Trina was pretty. A petite girl but with relatively large breasts. Her tummy was flat and muscular, indicative of many hours straining in the yoga studio. Her legs were shapely and well-groomed. She also had a very pretty face that Sue held up for us to admire. Clearly Sue was proud of her little beauty.

"Do you think this is the kind of girl you could whack off to, david?" She asked my husband.

daivd was clearly interested. His eyes were fixated on her. Who could blame him? Mine were as well!

"Yes Ma'am," answered david, "if Julie allows it," he added.

"Oh I allow it," I said. "After what she's said to you, I insist on it. She deserves to be an object for your spunking pleasure."

david's penis was starting to visibly harden in his hand.

"Would you like me to keep her like this, in her pretty white lingerie, or would you like to see her stripped and spanked?" asked Julie of david.

"stripped and spanked, please," said david to a laugh from the both Sue and I.

"Here that, girl?" said Sue to Trina. "You're getting a stripping, so a man can jerk off to that hot little body of yours." Trina moaned as Sue said this. Sue clearly knew what turned little Trina on.

"Wait a sec," I said. I went over to david, removed his bra and his breasts, removed his fallen knee socks, and pulled the ribbon off from around his cock. If Trina was excited by the thought of a man jerking off to her, I would give her that. david was now naked, standing on his towel, with a hardening cock in his hand, and all man.

Still holding her hands behind her, Sue deftly unclipped Trina's bra with her one free hand, and pulled it away from her breasts. They were magnificent breasts. Not overly large on an absolute scale, but large for Trina's slight frame. They stood up proudly, defying gravity completely. Her areola were large and dark. Her nipples stood out, engorged with excitement. Sue cupped her breasts, squeezed them, tweaked her nipples, and then pinched them until she squeaked.

"What do you think of her breasts, david?" asked Sue.

"Really nice," said david politely jerking his by now very hard cock. I was not sure he would last the full stripping.

Then Sue reached around to Trina's panties, running her finger around their elastic waistband. "no, please…" begged Trina.

"I'm not doing this without your say so, little miss," said Sue. "Beg me to take your panties down so that my brother-in-law can jerk off to your hot wet pussy."

"Please pull my panties down," responded Trina blushing furiously, her face turned and pointed at the floor. I was getting so hot watching this!

"Why?" asked Sue,

"So he can jerk off to my pussy," clarified Trina.

"What kind of pussy?" prompted Sue.

"My... my hot wet pussy," said Trina breathlessly.

Sue started slipping Trina's panties down her legs exposing her creamy soft snatch. She was kept completely hairless: very thoroughly waxed I would judge. Her pink inner lips poked out a bit and glistened with her excitement. Without releasing her hands from behind her back, Sue knelt and pulled her panties right off her legs and dropped them beside her. Trina was now stripped completely naked.

david moaned and continued rubbing his cock with increasing intensity. My boy would not last too much longer with Trina's wet little kitty on show.

"What do you think of her tight little cunt, david?" Sue asked my husband.

"Very pretty, Ma'am," answered david.

"It's all very good showing you off, slut," Sue said to Trina, "but bad girls need to be spanked." She released Trina to cover up what she could with her hands, fetched the spanking chair, and set it up sideways to david. david slowed his jerking to almost nothing, hoping to get his rocks off during Trina's spanking no doubt. She then grabbed Trina by the upper arm and pulled her over to the chair. She sat on it and then pulled Trina down across her lap. david had a perfect rear view, no further than five feet away. Sue had on heels and further crossed her knees to elevate Trina up further, exposing her cunt lips from behind and her rear entrance.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked david as she caressed her girlfriend's ass and pussy.

david responded by jerking his cock harder and faster.

Sue began gently spanking Trina with her bare hand, making her cheeks jiggle invitingly. She also periodically caressed her girlfriend's pussy, pulling her lips apart in the process and showing david her wet clit and fuck hole.

"Maybe rather than just having him jerk off," said Sue, "I should let him stick that cock into your tight little twat. See how much of a lezzie you really are when you get your va-jay-jay fucked?"

"nooooo" begged Trina, though with very little sincerity, I judged.

"Tell me when you're close to cumming," said Sue to david, "because she definitely wants it on her tits and face."

"Yes Ma'am," said david in an amusingly high-pitched voice.

As Sue gave Trina her mild spanking, Trina's cheeks started to pinken. david continued jerking his cock, no doubt fixating on Trina's exposed holes wishing he could be allowed to stick his cock in one or the other rather than just jerking himself with his own hand like a randy teen. A boy can dream, I suppose. Before too long david exclaimed, "I'm ready to cum Ma'am!"

"Hold!" commanded Sue. She lifted Trina up off her lap and turned her to face my husband. She pushed her forward towards his towel and made her kneel in front of him.

"Onto her tits," said Sue, "don't mind about her face." Lucky, lucky, boy, my husband. Maybe not into her wet snatch, but still a treat for him to release onto Trina's pretty face and tits!

Trina thrust her tits forward, raised her head and opened her mouth, just like a little porn star. She also put one hand down to her snatch and started shamelessly rubbing her clit.

This was of course the end for david. He rubbed frantically and then shot his load directly onto her tits and into her face. He really outdid himself with the quantity of ejaculate, and very thoroughly spermed the naked kneeling girl.

"No swallowing any of that, young lady," said Sue. "Go get yourself cleaned up in the shower."

Trina spat into her hand what had gone into her mouth and spread it onto her tits instead. It's funny, I insist that david swallow and here was Sue insisting her slut not swallow. No doubt for hygienic reasons, but there was the obvious implication that Trina enjoys too much the guzzling of cum for her purported lesbian lifestyle.

With that, the demure little Trina picked herself up and disappeared upstairs into the bathroom. I let her know the towels were all clean and she could use any she chose.

"Did you enjoy that?" asked Susan of david.

"Oh yes Ma'am," answered david.

"Thank you, the both of you," said Sue to david and I. "That was Trina's big fantasy to be treated like that, and I knew I could count on you two naughty kinksters!"

Trina came back down, totally naked and free and with a big smile on her face. "That was so amazing!" she said. "I've always wanted to do that. I orgasmed when he came on me," she admitted. david was equally naked and happy to have been of service. The whole thing was of course arranged by Sue and I in advance, but david had no clue, and Trina only knew the general outline.

Trina dressed, but I kept david naked, the ladies and I enjoying the sight of his crimsoned bum cheeks and spent little cock. Trina and Sue went to the door and we all hugged goodbye, david a little awkwardly, still in the nude in the presence of three fully clothed women at the open door to his house.

"I think I know two little submissives who just came," I said, looking at Trina and david, "who now need to use their tongues to show a little gratitude to their tops."

"Yes Ma'am," said david with a big smile.

"Yes Ma'am," echoed Trina, her head lowered and blushing up a storm at the suggestion of serving her Mistress between her legs like a slave. But looking at Sue's face, I knew that serve she would, and in every way imaginable, as david would be required to as well, with a vigorous strap-on dildoing no doubt in each of their near futures. Tops get what Tops want!


Postface

So there you have it, some of the kinky goings on in our scening FLR household, and some added fantasy as well!

Remember, everything my husband and I engage in is consensual play. He is very much turned on by being treated this way, and I am very turned on by helping him to realize his fantasies. But it is all sexual play that men like my husband get tremendously excited about and would be only too happy to play at with an enthusiastic woman.

If you wish to play as we do, I have a special blog page called "Advice for Wives" linked from the front of my blog "Strict Julie Spanks!" that includes references to many great resources to help you better understand and play.

I hope you enjoyed reading my very naughty little book. Please also come visit my blog and leave a comment if you enjoy what you see. Have fun and play safe!
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