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Chapter 1  Photo Shoot Sting

At the moment life is not so glamorous being a twenty two year old fashion model. The work comes in dribs and drabs and it seems that if a photographer gives work to a model, he is expecting something like a blowjob from her as a sign of her appreciation.

I have been offered some work by a new photographer this evening. The pay is good but one of the girls at my agency did warn me that he is a bit of a pervert. With it now being two weeks since my last shoot I cannot afford to turn anything down and I think that I am experienced enough now to be able to handle a horny photographer who has more than just a big lens!

I arrive at the studio at 4pm; I buzz the intercom and I am let inside. I see that there is just a photographer and a makeup girl working there. I introduce myself.

“Hello I am Rebecca.”

“Hello Rebecca. I am Graham pleased to meet you.”

“Hi Rebecca, I am Susan and I will be doing your makeup. Are you ready to begin?”

“Yes.”

Susan shows me the clothing for the shoot, there are various types of sports gear, it is all very sexy stuff with short skirts. There are kits for tennis, hockey and netball.

I dress in the tennis kit first and Susan does my makeup and hair as Graham gets the set ready.

After 45 minutes I am all made up in my tennis kit and I head for the studio floor. On seeing me Graham calls to Susan and tells her that she can go home now. Susan says her goodbyes and is off.

The shoot goes very well, Graham seems to be very competent in his job and he takes many photos of me in the various sports kits. My final set of photos is taken with me in the hockey kit of white blouse, a short grey pleated skirt and long white socks. I even have matching grey knickers as the skirt is so short, I have my long black hair tied into two ponytails on either side of my head.

The final set of photos goes very well and eventually Graham puts his camera down.

“Well done Rebecca. I think that you and I are going to make some big bucks together. I love the way you look down the lens, I think that will excite many of our punters. ”

I am so happy; it will be great to have some regular work at last.

Graham continues.

“The only thing that I ask Rebecca is that you turn up on time in future.”

“Oh I am sorry Graham. I thought that I was spot on 4pm.”

“Yes you were but you should always get to a shoot at least 30 minutes before so that the photographer does not have to wait around while you put your make up and clothes on.”

I had never heard of that before but I will make sure that I am 30 minutes early next time; I do not want to lose this sort of work.

All of a sudden Graham gets very serious.

“Right Rebecca, so that you do not forget next time I am going to have to spank you.”

I can feel myself blushing; I can tell by his tone that he is not joking and really does want to spank me. I have never done this sort of thing before but I suppose it is better than him asking me for a blowjob.

Graham sits down on a stool and beckons me to him.

When I get to him he pulls me across his lap. I am glad that he cannot see my face now as it must be bright red with embarrassment.

I feel Graham lifting my pleated hockey skirt up out of the way and then I get a shock as he unceremoniously pulls my knickers down to my knees. Now I get an even bigger shock as I see him pick up a very large carpet slipper from the floor.

I did not bank on getting whacked with a slipper.

I feel the slipper resting on my left cheek; it then leaves my cheek and a second later.

“WHAAAACK”

Graham smacks it down onto my cheek very hard; the sting from the whack is unbelievable across the whole of my left cheek. A second later

“WHAAAACK”

He brings it down with the same force onto my right cheek. My whole backside is stinging now and then a couple of seconds later.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

The third and fourth whacks are unbearable; the stinging has now more than doubled as the whacks land on top of each other. I can’t take anymore of this, so I quickly get my hand across my burning bottom in case he plans to give me anymore.

Graham lifts my arm out of the way and then.

“WHAAAACK”  “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”  “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

After the 10 whacks my bottom is now stinging to hell. I jump up and run around the room for a minute as I cope with the terrible stinging.

I never had a clue that he was going to spank me as severely as that. I am not going to let him get away with it so I hatch a plan. Eventually the stinging subsides enough for me to gather my composure and I say to Graham.

“Wow! I have never had that at a photo shoot before Graham. I was expecting to give you a blowjob at the end of the shoot.”

I see Grahams eyes light up, he has taken the bait. He says excitedly.

“Don’t let me stop you Rebecca.”

“I’ll tell you what I will do Graham, if you can take 10 whacks of the slipper the same as I did without moving, I will give you a blowjob to remember.”

Graham thinks for a few seconds before replying rather apprehensively.

“Ok then you’re on.”

“Right then Graham, drop your trousers and pants and bend over that trestle.”

I am scared stiff that Graham is going to change his mind at any moment, but he obviously does not know how much that slipper stings and he drops his trousers and boxers and bends over the trestle with his hands on the floor opposite.

I am nervous now. I have no intention of giving this man a blowjob after he has stung my bottom so terribly, so I have to make sure that these 10 whacks are unbearable for him and even though he knows that it will cost him a blowjob he will have to move when the stinging becomes too intense.

I pick up the slipper and squeeze its heel tightly in my left hand and I then stand behind Graham and rest it first on his left and then right cheek. I need to get this right. I am sure that he will not be able to stay still for 10 of my full force whacks. I decide to do all the whacks in quick succession as hard as I can and on alternating cheeks.

Well here goes.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

I bring the slipper down as hard as I can onto both of Grahams cheeks, the smacking sound is incredible. Graham almost stands up but gets back into position again.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

After the fourth whack Graham stands up.

“I can’t take anymore. The stinging is bloody terrible.”

He doesn’t need to tell me how much that damn slipper stings.

I smile at Graham.

“That’s a shame Graham; I was looking forward to giving you a blowjob. I guess that I will see you next time then.”

Now that I have whacked him he is even more desperate to shoot his load into my mouth. He bends back over the trestle.

I do not keep Graham’s bright red bottom waiting long.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

Graham stands up again but quickly bends back over the trestle; as soon as he does I give my best shots.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

Graham is starting to get up again but this time I catch him with the final two before he has a chance to stand.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

Graham jumps up and paces around the room with his trousers around his ankles, he eventually stands facing me expectantly. I open my mouth, but it is only to speak.

“Thanks for the shoot Graham, give me a call when you have another.”

“But I have taken ten whacks, what about what you promised.”

“Oh that was if you did not move, you were up and down more than a brides nightdress Graham.”

I then make a quick exit, leaving Graham standing open mouthed and with a very sore and red backside.

Later that night I decide to get out of modelling and to get myself a proper job.

Wow! Little did I realise that I was about to go on the rollercoaster ride of my life. My life as a model would seem very dull by comparison and my poor bottom was going to sting a lot more.

Chapter 2 A New Career

Today is my 23rd birthday and I am spending it sat at my desk in the office, I am not complaining as I am very grateful to have been given this job working as an assistant publications officer for a very large financial firm in the heart of the City of London. The only problem is that my position is temporary at the moment and so that is the first issue that I need to work on, but I am prepared to do whatever it takes to work my way up the career ladder.

I work in the office with 3 other girls and four men, we all report to our boss Mr. Clarke who has an office next to us and is a very hard working and quite fit looking man in his mid to late forties. I do not know anything about Mr. Clarke other than that he is the person who decides whether or not I get a permanent job here.

As I have been working here now for 3 months, I have decided that today on my birthday I am going to pluck up all of my courage to ask Mr. Clarke if he has made up his mind about keeping me on yet, it would be the perfect birthday present for me if he said yes.

I spend lunchtime alone, slightly disappointed that nobody in our office noticed that it was my birthday. On the way back to my desk I notice that Mr. Clarke is in his office so I decide that now is the time to try to get a full time contract out of him. I knock on the office door and receive an instant response from Mr. Clarke.

“Yes, come in.”

I walk nervously into the office; I have not been in here before. I stand in front of Mr. Clarke’s desk like a naughty schoolgirl in front of the headmaster. Mr. Clarke continues to write for a minute or so before he eventually looks up at me.

“Oh hello Rebecca.”

All of a sudden I am tongue tied; I was expecting Mr. Clarke to ask what he could do for me or what I wanted but when he just said hello Rebecca it was enough to throw me, so I just reply.

“Hello Mr. Clarke.”

Now there is a deadly silence while we just stare at each other, but after what seemed like an eternity I just about manage to stutter.

“Um.... I was wondering Mr. Clarke if you had any idea yet if you were going to offer me a full time job?”

“That’s a good point Rebecca. Let me have a look at your file for a moment.”

Mr. Clarke then studies his computer screen for a couple of minutes before declaring.

“Who’s the birthday girl then?”

I smile and nod.

“I am a little busy this afternoon Rebecca, but if you will allow me to buy you a drink for your birthday after work we can go through your options then.”

I feel a little intimidated going for a drink with the boss but if it results in me getting a full time job then what the heck. I did not take long to reply.

“Oh yes. Thank you very much Mr. Clarke.”

“Ok then Rebecca, I will see you in the George across the road at about 6.30.”

“Thank you Mr. Clarke.”

I hurriedly leave the office before he changes his mind. 6.30pm was a little later than I would have liked, as all of us in the office finish at 5.30pm but I suppose that I can go around the shops for an hour no problem. Fingers crossed that I will go home with a full time job tonight.

I arrive at the bar at 6.20pm and Mr. Clarke has not arrived yet, so I buy myself a glass of wine for my birthday and I then find a quiet table in the corner. As I sit on my own sipping my wine, I cannot help but notice that most of the men in the bar are watching me as if they are expecting me to pull a rabbit out of a hat or something. I glance at my watch; it is 6.45pm and still no sign of Mr. Clarke. I do hope that he comes soon as I am starting to feel like a circus act sat here.

At 6.50pm Mr. Clarke appears at last. He hurries over to me.

“Sorry Rebecca, the big brass called me in.”

He then hurries over to the bar before returning without a drink. A short time later one of the barmen brings over a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and pours us a glass each.

Mr. Clarke holds up his glass.

“Happy birthday Rebecca.”

As we slowly drink the bottle of champagne we chat about everything except work, every time that I try to get onto the subject of my job Mr. Clarke quickly goes off onto another subject such as skiing or sailing. Finally the bottle is empty and Mr. Clarke asks.

“Right Rebecca, if you are ready, I will give you a lift home.”

Now that is an offer I can’t refuse, a nice quiet 30 minute car ride to talk about my job prospects.

Mr. Clarke leads me to a very nice looking green Jaguar which is parked on yellow lines opposite the bar; he takes a parking ticket from the windscreen and smiles to me as he throws it into the bin. I then guide Mr. Clarke through the heavy London traffic towards my flat.

We are deep in conversation throughout the journey but unfortunately not about my job. All too soon we arrive at my flat. Being polite and expecting him to say no, I ask.

“Would you like to come in for a cup of coffee?”

“I would love to.”

I lead Mr. Clarke into my living room and I then go to the kitchen to make the coffee. Just as I am about to carry the coffees to the living room Mr. Clarke walks into the kitchen and asks.

“Do you live here alone Rebecca?”

“Yes just me I’m afraid.”

“Don’t you ever find it lonely?”

“Yes all the time, but a good man is hard to find these days.”

With that Mr. Clarke walks over to me and gives me a lovely cuddle. The next thing he is kissing me passionately as if we are lovers who had just met after being separated for years. I cannot help but think to myself. Wow! What a kisser.

As we kiss passionately, I can feel his hand go inside my bra and start to play with my by now very erect nipples. After a while I feel both of his hands on the top of my head, he then starts to push my head downwards. No doubt about what he wants now and it is going to be his lucky day, he has certainly come to the right person. During my time as a model the one thing that I became an expert at was giving blowjobs, one of the modelling agents even called them legendary.

Mr. Clarke is now holding my head so that my face is just a couple of inches away from his cock. I can see a big bulge in his trousers like a big snake about to burst free. I decide to tease Mr. Clarke a little. I am not going to do anything for 30 seconds as if I do not know what he wants me to do. I slowly count to 30 in my head and as I do so I hear Mr. Clarke’s breathing getting quicker and quicker. Wow! He really is excited now and I haven’t even touched him yet. Is this man sex starved or what?

Finally I reach the number 30 in my head and I then kiss Mr. Clarkes hard cock through his trousers, his breathing increases even more. I now unzip his trousers and being very careful not to touch his cock I manoeuvre his trousers and boxers down until his big stiff cock sticks out straight ahead. Now I tease him a little more, he is watching intently as I open my mouth and head towards his cock with my lips, I stop just short and breathe onto the end of his cock; next I drip some saliva along it. I wait for another 20 seconds before giving just one lick to the end of his cock. By now Mr. Clarke is going crazy so I move on. I lick the whole of his cock making sure it is all nice and wet and then I wrap my lips around the end of his cock and suck as hard as I can so that his cock slides right inside my mouth, then using all of my sucking power I work up and down his cock slowly, making sure that I am squeezing my lips around its base at the end of each stroke.

After about 5 minutes Mr Clarke holds the back of my head with both of his hands and I feel him shake and then a powerful spurt hits the back of my throat, I cough as I choke slightly and then 3 more spurts of his hot salty cum fill my mouth. He has taken me by surprise; I did not expect him to cum so quickly. I just about manage to swallow it all down without my lips releasing their powerful grip on his cock. I keep sucking for a few seconds after he has finished Cumming and then I slowly lick the end of his cock clean. Now for my favourite bit, I start sucking his cock hard again, I know that for some reason after a man has cum he finds this painful. I only suck for a few seconds before Mr. Clarke pushes my head away and quickly puts his now limp cock back into his trousers and zips his flies back up.

Then as if nothing has happened out of the ordinary he says.

“Oh is that my coffee over there Rebecca.”

I feel like saying. Yes that’s your coffee and it’s still hot. But I think better of it. I am very glad that I have a drink standing by to take the salty taste away from my mouth.

We finish our coffees and then Mr. Clarke looks at his watch and says.

“Oh is that the time already. I think that I had better get going. Oh and before I go I would just like to say thanks for a great night and I will sort your job contract out first thing in the morning.”

With that Mr. Clarke was gone.

Chapter 3  Climbing The Ladder

The following morning Mr. Clarke calls me into his office.

“Good Morning Rebecca. I have a birthday present for you; sorry that it’s a day late.”

He hands me an A4 sized brown envelope, I open it and take out the contents. Yes! It is a full time contract with a nice little increase in salary also. I am so happy.

“Thank you so much Mr. Clarke.”

“It is my pleasure Rebecca, your work has been first class here and you deserve it.”

As I turn to leave, Mr. Clarke asks.

“Perhaps we can go for a drink again sometime?”

I reply politely.

“Yes OK.”

I have no intention of going for a drink or anything else with Mr. Clarke again. He has been very helpful in getting me a fulltime contract but I now know what he means by going for a drink. The problem is that when a man shoot’s his load down my throat and then goes home without first taking the time to satisfying me is not likely to get a second chance.

Over the coming months Mr. Clarke asks me many times to go for a drink with him, he is almost pleading with me pitifully at times, but I very politely turn him down each time. I am far too busy anyway. I am going home from work every night and then studying for many hours with the aim of getting myself qualifications that I think are going to help me to climb to the top of the career ladder. I am also researching as much as I can about the business that I work in so that when the opportunities arrive to move up a step, I will be very well prepared.

About a year later word spreads around the office that Mr. Clarke is leaving, so I decide to go into his office to see him.

“I am sorry to hear that you are leaving Mr. Clarke.”

“Yes I am sorry too; I am going to miss you all, but I have been offered a great opportunity in Hong Kong that I just cannot afford to turn down.”

“Do you know who decides who will be your replacement Mr. Clarke?”

“Yes, it is Josh Bailey, he is the partner that oversees this department and he will be sorting out my replacement. Why the sudden interest?”

“Just that I would really love the opportunity to take over the manager’s job here. I have been studying hard and I now have a few more qualifications to put onto my CV.”

Mr. Clarke thought for a moment before replying enthusiastically.

“Yes, you go for it Rebecca.”

“Mr. Clarke, can I ask you a favour? Would it be possible for you to train me for the interview, can you teach me everything you know about the job?”

“I would be absolutely delighted to Rebecca, perhaps we can go for that drink before I leave and I will pass on all that I know.”

“I have an even better idea Mr. Clarke, why don’t I cook a meal and we can spend the night in my flat going over everything.

“Sounds fine to me Rebecca, just say when, the sooner the better.”

“Is tomorrow night at 8pm OK?”

“Perfect, I will bring a bottle of wine with me.”

“Thanks Mr. Clarke. I will see you tomorrow at 8pm.”

I leave the office knowing that I have just made Mr. Clarke a very happy man and hopefully I have also given my career a bit of a leg up.

I finish work slightly early the next day to give me time to cook a good meal. I have decided to cook a pasta dish and as I am just about ready at 7.50pm when my doorbell rings. I hurry to open the door. I am dressed in my long yellow summer dress, high heels and an apron covered in food.

Mr. Clarke is at the door holding a bottle of red wine, but I hardly recognise him. I have only ever seen him dressed in his work suits, but tonight he is dressed in a polo shirt and jeans and he looks about 10 years younger. I greet him eagerly.

“Hello Mr. Clarke, please come on in.”

Mr. Clarke laughs.

“Rebecca I think that we have gone on with this joke for long enough now, please will you call me Tony.”

“OK Mr. Clarke, whatever you wish.”

We both burst into laughter.

Over the meal Tony tells me everything about the manager’s job and briefs me on what I am to say when interviewed for it. He has even compiled a folder for me with all of the information inside that I will need to help me to land the manager’s job and afterwards to run the department efficiently. I am very impressed and grateful for all of the work that he has put in on my behalf.

As we finish our meals, I cannot help but wonder what is going to happen next this evening; very soon I was going to find out.

As I carry the dirty plates to the kitchen, Tony follows me with the empty glasses, then as I turn to go back to the living room Tony put his arms around me and starts kissing. I am prepared for this and I have already hatched a plan of action. I am not going to let the evening end in a quick blowjob again. If he wants to cum then he can damn well make sure that I do too. Before he has a chance to push my head down I lead him to the bedroom.

When we reach the bedroom, I push Tony down onto the bed and then I carefully remove his jeans and boxers, just leaving him lying on the bed dressed only in his blue polo shirt and displaying a very erect cock. I had planned for this moment earlier and I had deliberately dressed in my long summer dress with no bra or knickers. I kneel on the bed and start to suck his cock, being very careful this time not to get him too excited as I do not want him to cum and to lose his hard before I have had the benefit of it. It has now been a very long time since a man has pleasured me.

As I carefully suck Tony’s cock, I manoeuvre myself around and I then bring my leg over his body, accidently catching his nose with my knee as I do so, but eventually we end up in the 69 position, without me ever having stopped sucking his cock. As I suck away I wait for Tony to respond. Fortunately for me I do not have to wait long.

I feel Tony lifting my dress and then I feel him kiss the inside of my thighs. I spread my legs more to bring my very juicy pussy closer to his mouth. He starts to circle my clit with his tongue and then he is flicking it about. Every couple of minutes he stops licking to suck my clit firmly. He moves his tongue away from my clit every so often to lick the length of my pussy clean of my juices, but he is fighting a losing battle as I can feel my juices running fast now. I hear him cough as he is choking on my juices as he cannot swallow them down quickly enough. I have lost all control now and am sucking his cock furiously even though I know that it is going to explode in my mouth any second. I am at the same time frantically wiping my clit and the whole of my soaking wet pussy across his tongue.

Damn I cannot take anymore; my thighs tighten around Tony’s head as I lose all control as the powerful orgasm takers over my body. I shake violently for a good few seconds and then as I start to regain my senses I feel the powerful blasts of sperm hitting my throat and my mouth filling quickly with the warm salty contents of his cock.

I roll over and we both lie on the bed exhausted.

I eventually get up and see that Tony’s polo shirt is absolutely soaked in my pussy juices. We head for the bathroom one at a time to clean ourselves up.

After a quick search of my drawers I find an old rugby shirt for Tony to wear and we then have a coffee and watch TV for a while until Tony eventually says that he had better go home as he has some work to prepare for his new job.

As he closes the door behind him my eyes fill with tears as I realise that I am going to miss him once he has moved to Hong Kong.

Chapter 4 Mr. Perfect

I never saw Tony much after that evening and before I knew it he had cleared his desk and was off to Hong Kong. I did get an appointment for an interview for the manager’s job and ever since I have gone over and over the comprehensive notes that Tony has given me.

Today is the day of the interview that could change the course of my life. It is going to be with Josh Bailey who is one of the partners of the company. I have not met him yet and I cannot find out much about the man apart from that he seems to keep himself to himself.

It is just before 2pm and I am sat nervously outside Mr. Bailey’s office going over and over Mr. Clarkes notes in my head. A phone rings and the secretary looks towards me and smiles.

“If you would like to go in, Mr. Bailey will see you now.”

As I walk towards the office door it suddenly opens and I am very surprised to see such a young looking man stood there, he can be no older than his early thirties, about six foot tall, slim and athletically built with well groomed dark hair. I cannot help but notice how handsome he is. How can he be a partner? And how have I not noticed him before? He reaches out and shakes my hand.

“Hello, you must be Rebecca. I am Josh Bailey, please call me Josh.”

“Hello, I’m Rebecca; you can call me Becky or Rebecca or whatever you like.”

Shit! Why did I just say that like a stupid schoolgirl with a crush on her teacher. I think that I may have blown it already.

Josh smiles at me for a second or two before declaring.

“I think that I like Rebecca the best. Please take a seat.”

Josh starts the interview.

“How badly do you want the manager’s job Rebecca and why?”

Things have suddenly taken a turn for the better. Tony gave me a list of questions that he said they would ask me at the interview and that was number one on his list. I have been rehearsing over and over how to answer the questions.

As the interview progresses, I discover that I am being asked every question that is on Tony’s list so I am able to respond with a first rate answer every time. Eventually Josh asks me a question that was not on Tony’s list.

“Do you have any colour preference for your company car?”

“No I would be over the moon with any colour.”

“Ok then Rebecca, I cannot think of any more questions to ask you. I just need to tell you one more thing before we finish.”

I look at Josh apprehensively until he speaks again.

“Rebecca, you gave a fantastic interview and I am very pleased to offer you the job. I am very much looking forward to working with you. My secretary will be in touch.”

I leave the office in a daze. I cannot believe that I am now a manager and with such a handsome boss.

Over the next few weeks I realise that I am slightly out of my depth in the new job, but with the great support of my team and the never ending encouragement from Josh and also Tony’s notes, I think that I manage to pull it off.

My new job means me spending a lot of time liaising with Josh and I am very grateful for all of the business knowledge that he passes on to me. I am only disappointed in one thing with Josh, he has never once asked me for an after work drink, we have had a few working lunches together but nothing more. I have never been able to get him to disclose anything about his personal life other than that he lives alone. Trying not to appear to be throwing myself at him, I do try on a regular basis to give him a few hints about us socialising together but it has all fallen onto deaf ears. I just think that if I could get him to go for a drink and then give him one of my special blowjobs afterwards that I could well have him hooked, but for the time being it does not look as if I will get the chance to show off my cock sucking skills.

Chapter 5  A Business Trip

About 6 months after taking over the manager’s job, Josh comes into my office and tells me that he has to go on a very important business trip to New York and asks me if I can go with him. I obviously jump at the chance. A couple of weeks later I am sitting in the lobby of one of New York’s top hotels going through some documents with Josh. We are in New York to finalise a multi million pound merger, if everything goes to plan we will return to our company as heroes. We spend our first day going through our plan of action. The second day is very difficult as we meet with our proposed future partners and they throw many problems at us that they want sorted before they sign the deal. Josh and I both work well into the night until we are confident that we have resolved all of the issues.

The final day sees many hours of tough negotiations until at around 3pm; the directors of the American firm sign the deal. Josh and I are both ecstatic, all of the hard work has paid off. We head back to the hotel to have a rest and a change of clothes before going down for dinner.

As Josh and I enjoy the evening meal together in the restaurant I cannot help but think how lucky I am to have this job, it has been a great few days away in New York and the excitement of clinching the deal was fantastic. I am also getting to have an after work drink with Josh. I would have liked things to have gone a little further between us, but maybe for the moment he is just out of my league and maybe it would spoil our great working relationship, so I am happy to accept how things are at the moment.

We finish our meals and both head up to our rooms for the final night; we will be flying home straight after breakfast in the morning. As Josh opens the door to the room he turns to me and says.

“Sorry Rebecca, I have not thanked you yet. Thank you so much for helping me to clinch that deal, I would never have managed it without all of your hard work.”

All I could think to say as I turned to walk towards my room was.

“You’re welcome Josh.”

Josh then stopped me in my tracks.

“Rebecca, do you fancy having a quick celebratory drink with me?”

Before he had finished asking the question, I had turned and was heading back to his room. As we enter the room I see a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket on the table. Josh uses the remote to turn some music on.

We sit together on the sofa and chat away. I tell Josh all about my whacky experiences from being a model and he tells me about all of the sports that he participates in, skiing, sailing, diving and tennis etcetera. He then goes on to tell me how he had studied so incredibly hard to get to where he is now. I have to give him ten out of ten for effort.

We are so engrossed in conversation that before we know it the champagne bottle is empty. Josh suddenly stands up and my heart sinks as I think that he is throwing me out already. I could have happily chatted to him all through the night.

To my pleasant surprise Josh asks.

“Would you like a dance Rebecca?”

We hold each other and move together across the expensively carpeted floor in time to the slow music and then suddenly Josh gives me a peck on the cheek. A second later we are kissing passionately. I start shaking with excitement, I have one chance now and I am not going to blow it, or should I say that, I am going to blow it. I need to get his cock into my mouth to show him what I can do. I want it inside my cock starved pussy more, but I need to hook him first.

I drop to my knees and worrying that he might stop me, I quickly undo his belt and trousers, I yank them quickly down and he steps out of each leg, as he does so I also remove his socks, I then throw his trousers onto the couch.

I am very glad to see that his cock is standing stiff and ready for my attention, although I am surprised at its size, it certainly is on the long side but its width is much larger than any cock that I have seen in the past. I think there could be a problem when he comes to fuck me with it. Ok I will worry about that if and when the time comes but now I need to get sucking his cock before he loses interest.

I don’t waste time, I make sure there is plenty of saliva in my mouth and then I lick all around the end of Josh’s cock making sure that it is good and wet, I then start to suck the end of his cock. I am very glad it is not any thicker as I do not think that it would fit into my mouth. I start to suck hard while moving my mouth slowly up and down his very thick cock. I know from previous experiences that a man cannot take much of this before he explodes, but five minutes later I am still sucking Josh’s cock in my sexiest way, with no sign yet of a happy ending for him. I that hope this does not take too long as my mouth is not comfortable being this wide open for so long, I am starting to get a stiff jaw.

I decide to up the pace a little and then a couple of minutes later and without warning. Splat! A powerful squirt hits the back of my throat, followed in quick succession by a few more not quite so strong squirts. I desperately gulp the warm cum down as quickly as I can, terrified that it will drip onto the spotless very expensive looking carpet below. I finish off by licking out the very last drop of his salty sperm from the end of his cock.

Wow! Job done.

I ask cheekily.

“Did you enjoy that?”

Josh does not reply. He lifts me up and carries me to the bedroom and then lays me down onto the bed. One of his hands goes around to my back and skilfully undoes my bra; he then pulls the top of my dress down to my waist and throws my bra onto a chair. He starts to lick my already erect nipples and then he is busy sucking each of them in turn. I am struggling to keep my breathing quiet. There is just one place that I wish his active tongue was at the moment. Josh starts to kiss my body and each kiss is getting closer and closer to the very wet part of my body that is aching for his attention. When his lips reach the dress around my waste he stops and then gets off the bed. Fuck! If he stops now I am going to explode.

Josh goes to the foot of the bed and pulls my knickers down over my high heeled shoes. He then pulls my dress up out of the way before grabbing my ankles and pulling me down the bed so that my bum is just about on the end of the bed with my legs in the air, he then kneels on the floor and starts to kiss my thighs one after the other, with each kiss gradually getting closer and closer to my aching and dripping pussy. As if they have a mind of their own my legs have spread wide apart in anticipation and with a little help from Josh my feet are up in the air in line with my shoulders. My body could not be in a more ready position; it is up to Josh now!

Finally Josh’s tongues works its way slowly up and down my very wet pussy and then circles and flicks away at my clit. Sometimes he stops licking and then spends some time sucking my clit before licking me again. This is going to be the easiest orgasm that I have ever had.

As I feel my orgasm building, my hips start to move to speed the pace up, but when Josh sees this he stops licking and moves his head back so that even though my hips are moving up and down they cannot reach his tongue. I let out a big breath of disappointment and my hip action stops. As soon as Josh sees this the licking starts again but as I feel the orgasm coming and my hips start, he again stops and moves his head away slightly.

He is driving me crazy, what the hell is he doing, he is letting me get within an inch of the orgasm of my life and then stopping me. He does the same again, stopping just as I am about to orgasm. I am absolutely desperate now; my legs are as wide as possible with my feet level with my head. I can’t take much more of this, I am going to explode.

Josh starts licking again and as my orgasm gets close he stops again, but this time he jumps up and immediately fills me with his cock that has by now regained its full hardness. I look down and I am shocked to see such a thick specimen entering me, but I am too excited now to worry about its size. My shoes are now touching both sides of the double bed in line with my head as I am fully opened up to get the full impact from his cock. He pumps me harder and harder with every last millimetre that he has. I think I am about to explode. Here it comes; I let out a scream as the orgasm hits me. I lose all control for a few seconds as he still continues to pump me hard, then as the fierce orgasm starts to subside, I feel him filling me with his warm sperm. A few seconds later he collapses onto the bed next to me. We both lay there as if we have both just completed a marathon. Neither of us says another word before falling asleep on the bed.

Chapter 6 Crying With Happiness

When I awake the next morning, I return to my room without waking Josh and then I shower, pack and go down for breakfast. Josh appears a few minutes later and he sits down opposite me at the table. We chat about work and the weather back home but there is no mention from either of us about the crazy happenings of the night before. We have a nice flight back and then we say our goodbyes at the airport. As we parted Josh again thanked me for my help in clinching the deal in New York.

When I arrive back at my flat, I sit down on the sofa and immediately burst into tears, they are tears of joy. I have never been so happy before. I have a fantastic job, I have just help to clinch a multi million pound deal and I have met a gorgeous man who is capable of out of this world sex. I just cannot stop thinking about what went on in that hotel bedroom on our last night in New York. I wonder if Josh is equally impressed.

The next day at work everyone is very nice to me as I am being given some of the credit for sealing the merger deal. The senior partner even comes down to thank me and tells me that Josh has been telling everyone how impressed he is with my work. Unfortunately my mind is not on work today, it is still in a New York hotel room. I go home that evening slightly disappointed that I did not bump into Josh at work today, but then I suppose that he is very busy with the new merger.

I am delighted the next day when Josh walks into my office, but he does not mention New York or us doing anything together, he is just chasing some performance targets. I gradually come to realise over the coming weeks that Josh is treating me as if nothing had happened in New York; he is still very friendly towards me but talks about work only. Our relationship is purely professional again. I drop a few hints about meeting up after work or on the weekend but Josh always quickly changes the subject back to work. I just do not understand how, after having sex together like we did, how he is not desperate for more, I know that I am.

Over the next couple of months I concentrate on my career again, working hard in the day and studying hard at night, but I am finding it hard to sleep sometimes at night as I keep thinking about the crazy sex that we had in New York. I decide that tomorrow I am going to see Josh and tell him how I feel and ask him why he does not want to ask me out.

The next day at work I send an email to Josh asking him for a meeting, he emails back and says that he will come to my office at 2.30pm. Exactly on time there is a knock on my door and in walks Josh. I get straight to the point.

“Josh, this is very difficult for me but, I feel as if you are avoiding me, we had a great time together in New York, would you like to meet up for a drink or something again?”

“Listen Rebecca, you are a great girl and I had the experience of my life in New York, but my demands are more complicated than you realise and women just do not seem to want to be with me long term. I think so much of you but I do not want to lead you along and to end up hurting you, I would hate to spoil this great working relationship. I can see you being a partner in this company before too long.”

I am not sure what he means. I do not understand why no woman would want to be with such a man, but I know for sure that I do.

“Josh do you have a wife at home, are you married?”

“Of course not, I told you that I live alone but I have learnt that a woman needs to be very broadminded and adventurous to live with me.”

“I can be very broadminded and adventurous; can we give it a bash?”

“OK then Rebecca, you are very persuasive, if you are sure that you can be very broadminded, I am happy to give it a try if you are. Would you like to come around for the weekend?”

Too excited to speak, I just nod yes.

“Ok then I will give you directions later, but don’t ever say that I didn’t warn you. Oh and by the way, do you have a prediction for the monthly income figures yet?”

Chapter 7  A Strange Weekend

At long last Saturday has arrived and after following Josh’s directions, I find myself outside the gates of a very large house standing in its own grounds. The gate opens and I follow the drive and park outside the front door. As I climb out of the car Josh arrives and greets me with a peck on the cheek, he then takes my overnight bag from the boot.

“Come with me Rebecca, I will show you your room.”

Wow! What a beautiful house. I follow Josh up the stairs and into a very large bedroom which has a king sized four poster bed sat right in the middle of the room. The bedroom has a very plush and expensive looking carpet on the floor and some lovely oil paintings on the walls. Josh shows me around the room.

“Through that door is the bathroom and those cupboards and wardrobes on this side of the room are full of my clothes and things and all of those cupboards and wardrobes are for your things.”

Yes result! I had been wondering where I would be sleeping, I was afraid that Josh was going to give me my own room like a guest for the weekend, but I am sleeping in his room and in his bed. I am sure going to try my utmost this weekend to make him very happy to have me here. I just cannot wait to get started; I have waited patiently for a very long time to go to work on that big thick cock of his again.

“Rebecca, let me show you around the rest of the house.”

The house is very impressive, especially the very big indoor sports area that has a full sized tennis court, gym, very large sauna and changing rooms which included showers. I ask Josh.

“How ever do you manage to keep this place so neat and clean?”

“I am very fortunate to have a very good full time housekeeper. She works Monday to Friday while I am at work and before she leaves each day she prepares my meals for me for the evenings and weekends. She has prepared a salad for our lunch and a lamb roast for this evening. I hope that you like lamb?”

“Yes I love lamb, but don’t ever worry about what I eat. I will eat anything.”

I then ask suspiciously.

“How old is your housekeeper.”

Josh laughs before replying.

“Jane is at least in her late forties and is happily married, so don’t worry, you have no competition there. I know that you probably thought that I had some young French maid and although it is a very tempting idea, I like Jane; she is 100% reliable and has been with me for years. Ok then shall we go and have some lunch.”

We sit at the big table in the kitchen and eat the very nice salad that Jane has prepared for us and afterwards we chat for a while until suddenly Josh has an idea.

“Hey do you fancy a game of tennis?”

“I would love to, but I am afraid that I did not bring any sports cloths or shoes with me.”

“That’s no problem, I am fully equipped here. Follow me.”

I follow Josh to his oversized sports hall. He then heads for one of the changing rooms and as soon as he sees that I am inside, he opens a sliding door to reveal a walk in wardrobe which is full of ladies sports clothes and foot ware. There is tennis clothing, hockey outfits, cheerleader’s kits, football kits, netball kits and much more. Underneath there are many white and black plimsolls in every size.

Josh explains.

“I have the same in the other changing room for men. There is five of everything in five different sizes, so if you want to sort yourself out some tennis clothing and shoes, I will meet you on the court when you are ready.”

As soon as Josh leaves I rummage through the wardrobe and find myself a nice all white tennis kit complete with pleated skirt, white knickers and socks. I decide that to spice the game up a little I will leave the knickers off and then maybe Josh will get a sexy glimpse as we play.

I proudly walk out onto the court in my new all white tennis kit. Josh is already there also kitted out all in white. He looks immaculate apart from an old shabby pair of plimsolls that he is wearing.

We have a very enjoyable game and although it is obvious that Josh is a far better player he manages to make it a close game by never hitting the ball hard and by giving me many chances. Unfortunately he does not appear to notice that I am not wearing any knickers; perhaps I should have left the stockings and suspenders on underneath that I was wearing before I had changed.

Josh eventually wins the match and after shaking hands over the net he walks from the court and sits himself down onto the bench by the side of the court, he then takes off his shabby plimsolls and puts them onto the bench next to him.

As I walk towards Josh I ask curiously.

“Josh, why do you wear those shabby old plimsolls?”

Josh picks one of the plimsolls up and shows me the underside.

“You see it has a very well worn smooth sole, it takes ages to get them like that.”

Josh then still seated, holds his hand out to me. When I take his hand he pulls me down and right across his lap until I am lying face down across him with my hands touching the floor on the other side. He lifts up my pleated skirt and proclaims.

“I thought so; you have been playing tennis without any knickers on. That is not very lady like, so I am afraid I am going to have to spank you.

I can feel myself blushing; I suddenly have memories of when I was a model.

Josh starts smacking me on my bare bottom, one cheek at a time. They are very hard smacks and his hand easily covers each of my cheeks, so after just a few smacks my whole bottom is stinging and after about 6 smacks my bottom is stinging to hell and I feel that I cannot take much more, but I try my best as I do not want to disappoint him as he did warn me that I would need to be broadminded to go out with him.

After about a dozen or so smacks and just as I feel for sure that I can take no more, he stops.

My bottom is now stinging to hell all over. Unfortunately for my poor tender bottom there is much worse to come.

Suddenly, I hear a very loud. 

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

As Josh’s well worn plimsoll lands first onto my left cheek and then onto the right one, the stinging pain is terrible. I try to get up but Josh has his leg across mine stopping me and then......

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

Another whack with the same force crashes down onto each cheek again.

The stinging now really is unbearable. I put my right hand across my bottom to make sure that he cannot land another whack onto my poor burning bottom.

Josh gently holds my hand and raises it up away from my bottom and then.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

He lands another cruel whack onto each already burning cheek. I cannot cope with the terrible stinging now and I am dancing across his lap as I try to cope.

As the stinging subsides, I get up red faced and with a very sore bottom. Josh is smiling.

“Well done Rebecca, you took that very well. The water is nice and hot if you want a shower.”

“I don’t think I will have it too hot, you have made my bottom sting to hell.”

Josh laughs to himself as I head to the shower.

Chapter 8  The Cane

I shower and change back into my stockings, suspenders, summer dress and High heels. I cannot but wonder what the rest of the day holds in store for me.

I go to the kitchen and find Josh there busy cooking our evening meal. I give him a hand with some of the vegetables and gravy and eventually we both sit down to a very nice lamb roast accompanied by a very nice bottle of red wine. We then sit and chat for a few hours before I eventually tell Josh that I am going up to bed. Josh tells me that he will be up shortly.

In the bedroom I quickly change into a very thin black nightdress that I bought especially for this weekend. Before climbing into bed I have a quick look through Josh’s cupboards on his side of the room, I see that he has a lot of nice clothes all very neatly put away into the many drawers.

I see a shadow move on the wall in front of me and I sense another presence, I slowly look around to see that Josh has been watching me go through his drawers. I am speechless but Josh says in a very assertive voice.

“Wait there for me a minute Rebecca, I won’t be long.”

With that he disappears from the room.

I cannot but wonder where he has gone or what he is doing, the suspense is killing me. This man seems to have a surprise around every corner for me.

About 5 minutes later Josh returns to the bedroom carrying one of the barstools from the kitchen. My heart starts to race when I see that he is also carrying a long and very whippy looking cane. I watch intently as Josh places the barstool in the center of the bedroom, then at last he speaks.

“Sorry to keep you waiting Rebecca, it took me a long time to choose a suitable cane. As I have just caught you going through my things, I am going to give you 6 of the best while you are bent over the bar stool. You should be able to take 6 strokes of the cane, but if you move, make excessive noise or try to put your hand in the way you will get extra strokes. Are you Ok with that?”

I just nod yes.

“Ok then Rebecca, when you are ready I want you to bend right over the barstool so that your hands are touching the floor on the other side.”

I walk slowly to the barstool and grip it with both hands. I then bend over it and reach for the floor on the opposite side, only my toes are now touching the floor and my bottom is right on the top of the bar stool at the full mercy of Josh and his very whippy looking cane. My nightdress is so thin but I am still very glad that it is covering my poor very vulnerable bottom.

Josh gives me plenty of time to adjust my position and to get fully comfortable; he then swishes the cane through the air.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH” 

The sound that the cane makes is terrifying. I am very scared now, but at the same time I am also finding it very exciting. I then feel Josh rest the cane across my backside as he adjusts his stance and I know that very soon my poor bottom is going to feel the terrible bite of the cane.

Josh just leaves the cane resting across my backside for a minute or two; I can tell by the feel that my nightdress is going to give me next to no protection from the strokes.

I feel the cane leave my backside and then I hear a terrifying.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

The cane crashes down right across the middle of my backside and I feel the end wrap around my left cheek. A second later a very sharp stinging and burning sensations spreads across both of my buttocks. The pain is so sharp that I stamp my foot on the floor. Josh waits for me to be still again and then.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 2 lands slightly above the first one. Again the terrible stinging and burning sensation hits me again and I stamp my foot again. Then as soon as I am still.

“WHOOOOSH”     “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 3 lands slightly lower than the first whack. It is obvious that Josh has a very accurate aim with his cruel cane. I wriggle about again as I cope with the stinging. As soon as I stop moving I know what to expect.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 4 lands near the center of my bum. The stinging sensation has now doubled as it has landed on or very close to a previous stroke; I am really struggling to cope now. But before I even stop moving about this time.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 5 lands cruelly onto my already well over chastised bottom. I cannot take anymore and my hand immediately goes out to stop any more of the cruel strokes. Josh straight away speaks.

“What are you doing Rebecca? You only have one more stroke to come. I will have to give you extra strokes if you don´t move your hand quick.”

With all of my willpower I move my hand away and then I grit my teeth as I know what is about to come.

“WHOOOOSH”    WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 6 lands and I immediately jump up and start pacing around the room holding both of my cheeks. As the stinging subsides to an acceptable level, I look at Josh still holding the cane and I see that his cock is just about bursting through his shorts. He sees me looking and just smiles and shrugs his shoulders. I now know what I have to do next.

My ass is now still stinging to hell but I still feel that I need to do something urgently about Josh’s discomfort. I head quickly over to him and pull his shorts straight down. I am not in the mood at the moment to do a slow teasing blowjob, so I grab his big thick cock in my hand and then I drop to my knees in front of him before spitting onto the end of his cock. I then suck it hard and fast. A minute or so later Josh takes me by complete surprise and unexpectedly cum’s into my mouth, I am not ready for this and I jump back resulting in his hot sperm shooting over my face. A drop runs into my eye making it sting, so I go to the bathroom to clean myself up.

To my dismay, when I return to the bedroom Josh is already asleep on the bed. I have never known anyone to fall asleep so quickly, I check his breathing to make sure that I hadn’t just given him a heart attack with such a good blowjob. No he is OK just sleeping like a baby.

I lie down beside him and look back on my day. I have had a lovely meal, played tennis, been spanked, slippered, caned and had Josh cum in my mouth and on my face. I feel a bit frustrated and disappointed that I have not had an orgasm yet this weekend after waiting so long, but I am also very pleased with myself for taking all of Josh’s punishments. I hope that he is happy with me. I wonder what tomorrow is going to bring.

Chapter 9  What Next

By the time that I wake up the next morning Josh has already got up. I head downstairs in my nightdress and realise as I walk that my bottom is still a little sore from yesterday. As I near the kitchen I hear voices and after a little hesitation I walk in. Josh is busy cooking a fried breakfast and stood next to him is a large middle aged woman. Josh sees me.

“Good morning Rebecca. I hope that you slept well. This is my loyal housekeeper Jane, she has very kindly just brought us some eggs around for our breakfast.”

Jane gives me a lovely warm smile.

“Hello Rebecca, I am very pleased to meet you.”

“I am pleased to meet you also Jane. Josh speaks very highly of you.”

Jane quickly picks up her shopping bag.

“Right I am going, you two don’t want me hanging around playing gooseberry. If you need anything give me a call.”

I help Josh with the cooking and then we sit and chat as we tuck in to the fry up.

After breakfast Josh tells me to go and change into some casual clothes as he has a surprise for me. I think to myself I do not care what the surprise is as long as it is not me being caned.

I return downstairs dressed in a pullover and jeans and I am very pleased to see that Josh is also dressed similarly. He then leads me to the bottom of his garden and through a gate to some stables where he introduces me to his two horses.

“That one is cracker and that is Jo. They are both quiet but Jo is even more so.”

“Ok I will take Jo then if that’s Ok with you.”

“Yes that’s great Rebecca, we can go for a nice relaxing ride and I know this lovely country pub on the way where we can stop for some lunch.”

We had a lovely day out on the horses. We were sat outside the pub for longer than we were in the saddle but I was not complaining as I did not want to feel saddle sore on top of slippered and caned sore. We returned back to Josh’s place in the late afternoon and then we both prepared our evening meal of steak and chips. After eating the meal we chatted for a couple of hours until something bad suddenly dawned on me.

“Josh, I have just realised that I have to go home tonight to be ready for work in the morning.”

“Oh it’s a shame that you did not bring your work clothes with you, but I tell you what, shall we have a sauna together before you go?”

“That sounds great Josh.”

“Come on then, let’s go and get changed, you won’t need to wear any clothes in there but there are plenty of clean towels in the changing room.”

I walk into the sauna with a towel firmly around my naked body as I still feel slightly shy of Josh seeing my body in the light. Josh is already sat in the corner of the sauna with a towel hiding his big cock. I am quite shocked at the amount of room inside the sauna. There are benches at two heights on the one wall and in the center of the sauna there is what looks like an oversize coffee table. I remove my towel and lay it onto the oversize coffee table before lying on top. I just have one wish now this weekend before heading home. I want to feel Josh’s thick cock inside me again; I just hope that he is thinking the same way as me. I bring my knees up hoping that I will look a little sexier to Josh that way.

After about 10 minutes Josh puts his towel onto the bench next to him and goes over to the heater to put some more water on. He then heads over to me and gives me a quick kiss on the lips before looking into my eyes and saying.

“Thank you so much for such a great weekend Rebecca.”

He then licks and sucks each of my nipples in turn making them very hard. Next he goes to the foot of the table that I am laying on and crouches down, he pulls my knees apart and slowly starts to lick my moist pussy. He is doing long slow licks starting at my ass then moving slowly up to my clit which he circles with his tongue before starting again from the bottom. This has the effect of driving me absolutely crazy; my legs open wider to let his tongue explore every part of me. My breathing is getting deeper. He had better up the pace soon or I am going to explode.

Without warning his tongue leaves me and he stands up. Then the next moment I feel his very thick hard cock pushing deep inside me. He grabs my ankles and pushes my legs wide and high and then he starts pumping me hard. After a few minutes he takes his cock out of me and pulls one of my legs up and the other down as if trying to twist me around. It suddenly dawns on me what he wants and I turn over and get into the doggie position on the table. He then grabs my hips and pulls me back firmly onto his cock. I drop my head right down onto the table and then he is pumping me hard from behind, his thick cock is stretching me and filling me solid. I am not going to take much of this before a fierce orgasm hits me, I can already feel it starting to build. As my orgasm gets closer I start moving my body backwards and forwards faster and faster as I take over controlling the pace. Unfortunately this is a bit too much for Josh and suddenly I feel him shoot his load deep inside me.

Damn, I have not climaxed yet and I am so close. I know that I now have a very limited time before his cock goes soft on me so I have to act quickly. I pull away from Josh’s cock and get up from the table; I then quickly guide Josh to lie on his back on top of the table. Now I climb on top of the table and quickly lowering myself onto Josh’s cock. I frantically rub myself up and down him while his cock is inside me and I let out a big groan of relief as the orgasm takes over my body. I stay on top of him until the orgasm subsides and I then pull myself off his softening cock leaving him soaked in both of our juices. I lie next to him on the table absolutely exhausted.

Josh then exclaims.

“Wow! What the hell was that?”

We both burst into laughter.

After a shower and a quick cup of coffee, I head back home to my flat feeling very, very happy and extremely satisfied.

Chapter 10  Over The Horse

Over the next couple of days at work, I realise that Josh has really warmed to me now; he is regularly phoning me up, sending emails and dropping by my office regularly. It seems obvious that he enjoyed the previous weekend as much as I did. I am very happy when he calls by my office and invites me around to his house again next weekend, but I will have to leave on Sunday morning this time as he has to play golf with some of the other partners from our company.

I have another exam to sit on Thursday and as I am in busy in my flat studying away for it on Wednesday night, I suddenly realise that I have left some of my notes at Josh’s house. I try to phone him a couple of times but there is no answer. As I need the notes tonight and time is pressing on I decide to drive over to his house as he is very likely working out in his gym without his phone.

Last weekend Josh gave me the code number to open his gates so when I arrive I type the number in and after waiting for the gates to slowly open I drive down to the house. I go to the front door and ring the bell a few times, but there is no answer. I try the door and it opens, so I walk into the hall and call Josh, but there is still no sign of anyone. I then notice my notes on the table by the door, so I take them and close the door behind me. As I am walking to my car I notice one of the windows is open in Josh’s sports hall and I can see that the light is on inside, so I walk over to see if Josh is about.

Inside I see Josh talking to Jane his housekeeper, then Jane points to the gym horse and Josh walks over to it and then he stands facing it with his back to me. Jane then goes over to Josh and ties each of his legs to a leg on the gym horse. She then walks around to the other side of the horse and attaches a strap to each of Josh’s wrist and then she feeds the straps through hoops on the bottom of each of the opposite legs and pulls them tightly which pulls Josh’s arms down so that he is secured right over the top of the gym horse. I duck down quickly as Jane glances my way.

Jane walks around behind Josh and unceremoniously pulls his shorts down around his knees. He is now secured across the gym horse with his nice white bum displayed. Wow! What a sexy sight.

My eyes are nearly popping out of my head as I watch Jane go to a cupboard on the wall and select one of the many canes. Then she swishes it through the air.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOSH”

“Wow! What an incredible sound. If I were Josh now I would be terrified.

The suspense is now killing me, I wonder how hard she is going to whack him and how many strokes she is going to give him. I don’t think that I have much longer to wait as Jane now has the cane resting across Josh’s bare cheeks as she carefully sets her stance.

I see Jane lift the cane high and then there is a very loud.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

The cane cracks down onto Josh’s bare bottom.

Wow! I cannot believe how much the cane bends in the air and the sound is incredible.

I watch in awe over the next few seconds as a red line develops across both of Josh’s cheeks. He seems to take it in his stride and does not move at all.

Jane lifts the cane again and there is an equally loud.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 2 bites cruelly into Josh’s bare cheeks and then.

“WHOOOOSH”     “WHAAAACK”

Jane has now given him 3 hard whacks and Josh has 3 perfect red lines right across both of his cheeks.

Jane keeps the strokes coming with a few seconds break between each.

By the time that the sixth stroke has landed Josh is moving about a lot as he tries to cope with what must be a terrible stinging sensation and as the strokes keep coming Josh is doing his best to twist his body to spoil Jane’s aim, but she has done a very good job of fastening him and each of her strokes lands perfectly onto Josh’s now very red and sore looking bottom.

Jane keeps the strokes coming mercilessly. I have now counted 14 hard strokes, surely she must stop soon.

Josh is wriggling about on top of the horse now. I do feel for him, the stinging must be unbelievable. I understand now why he has asked Jane to cane him. I would not be able to whack him so hard for so many times. I hope that this cruel bitch stops soon.

Jane lands stroke number 17.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

Quickly followed by number 18

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

Poor old Josh is really dancing about like mad on top of the gym horse now.

Jane puts the cane down and unties Josh. I then hear Jane tell Josh that she has to go as her husband has not had his dinner yet.

I jump into my car and head off quickly before Jane emerges from the hall.

Chapter 11  A Little Tied Up

The following morning at work, Josh comes to my office.

“Sorry Rebecca Did you get your notes OK? I didn’t get your messages until late last night; I was a little tied up.”

“Yes thank you Josh, I was studying hard with them until late last night.”

“I know that you don’t need it but good luck with your exam. Oh and are you still on for Saturday?”

“Of course I am Josh; I would not miss it for the world.”

Saturday arrives at last and as I drive to Josh´s house I cannot help but wonder what the weekend holds in store for me with the crazy man that I now love. I know that I will most likely be spanked and slippered and there is a fair chance that I will be caned also. I will also probably have to suck Josh´s cock until he fills my mouth with his cum and maybe even get fucked hard by his oversize dick. Let´s hope so.

I let myself in through the gates and as I pull up outside the house, Josh is waiting to greet me.

“Hello Rebecca.”

“Hello Josh. What do you have planned for me today?”

“Oh that would be telling, but come on in I have made us some lunch.”

We ate a very nice ploughman’s lunch that Josh had expertly prepared and then Josh suggested the entertainment.

“Do you fancy a quick game of basketball? Or I suppose in your case it is netball. Just you against me?”

“Sure Josh. You know me by now, I am happy to try anything.”

“You know where the changing room is, go and get yourself kitted out for netball. I will get my basketball gear on.”

In the changing room I find myself a nice netball kit consisting of a white polo shirt, a grey pleated skirt and some long grey socks, I decide to wear the black plimsolls with it and after last times spanking with the slipper I also put on the blue knickers that is with the outfit.

As I am leaving the changing room I suddenly have a change of plan. As I am almost certainly going to be spanked and slippered at some point today, I may as well have a bit of fun and at the same time get it over with, so I take my knickers of and leave then in the changing room.

As I walk out onto the court I see that Josh is already there. He is dressed like a professional basketball player, except for the tatty old plimsolls that he is wearing, I recognise them as the very smooth soled ones that he thrashed my bottom with so severely last weekend.

We have a nice little game of basketball. I am glad to say that josh touched me inappropriately a few times during play. After I jump up to score Josh whispers quietly to me.

“I see you are not wearing knickers again.”

This made my heart rate increase as I was now sure that I was going to get a slippering over his knee at the end of the match.

We had a shoot out at the end to settle the match. I eventually won the shoot out and Josh then went to the bench next to the court and sat down. I watched him closely to see what he was going to do next and my breathing rate increased and deepened as I saw him take his plimsolls off and put them next to him. Then with his index finger he beckoned me over to him. When I got to him he pointed to me and then his lap and I knew I was about to get a slippering. I immediately assumed the position and lay across his lap with my hands on the ground.

Josh let me lie there for a minute before lifting my skirt well clear of my bare bottom and then.

“Slap” “Slap”

He started to spank my bottom hard one cheek after the other. After about a dozen whacks he stopped and I knew what to expect, 6 hard whacks of the plimsoll, I did not have to wait long.

“WHACK”   “WHACK”

A hard whack of the slipper has landed on each cheek. Already the stinging is terrible.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I am trying my best to cope after 4 whacks but I just cannot, the stinging today is just too much. I put my hand across my bottom to at least delay the final 2 whacks.

The same as last time Josh gently lifts my hand clear of my bottom and I know that I am about to get the final 2 whacks, but I am wrong.

“WHACK”   “WHACK”

“WHACK”   “WHACK”

“WHACK”   “WHACK”

Instead of 2 more whacks the same as last time Josh has whacked me hard 6 more times. I cannot cope with this amount of stinging and I jump up and dance around the room holding my burning bottom.

Josh bursts into laughter at the sight of me. I am glad that he has found it so funny. I don’t think that I am going to leave my knickers off the next time that we play.

We spend the afternoon looking after the horses and then we have an Indian takeaway for dinner. We chat for an hour or so after dinner until Josh challenges me to a game of tennis, I fancy my chances of winning this time.

We are both still in the clothing that we played basketball in, so after a quick knockabout we get on with the match. Although it was close, Josh eventually won the match.

As we leave the court I ask Josh.

“What´s the plan now Josh.”

“Well Rebecca, because you have not headed my warning and you chose to come onto the court without any knickers again, I am going to have to cane you.”

Oh dear, I did not think about that. It looks like I am about to be bent over the bar stool getting 6 of the best again. Damn, that cane of his doesn’t half sting.

Josh then points to the gym horse that I watched him being thrashed by Jane over the other night.

“Go and stand facing that Gym horse and I will be with you in a minute.”

For a second I feel like refusing, but he did warn me that I had to be broadminded and as he obviously enjoys thrashing my bottom so much, who am I to spoil his fun. I will just have to grit my teeth and take what he gives me.

I stand facing the gym horse and Josh then ties my legs to the legs of the horse the same as Jane did to him the other evening. He then puts straps around my wrists and pulls my arms towards the floor and fastens them in that position. My bottom is now right on top of the horse. I have to say it is a very comfortable position being stretched across the horse on top of the soft mohair. I am not sure how comfortable I will be feeling in a few minutes though.

Josh now explains.

“Rebecca, the reason that I have secured you over the horse is that I am now going to give you 12 strokes of the cane and I know with that number of strokes that you will put your hand in the way at some point to try to stop me, so the reason for securing you is to make sure that I do not hurt your hands.”

I reply sarcastically.

“Oh Josh, you are so thoughtful.”

I watch as Josh goes to the cupboard and picks a very long looking cane. He swishes it through the air making a terrifying sound.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHOOOOSH”   “WHOOOOSH”

I feel very scared now. 12 strokes is such a lot. My poor bottom now feels very exposed lying in the perfect position for Josh to punish it with his cruel looking cane. I just hope that he is going to leave my skirt down to give me some protection.

Now some very good news, Josh rest the cane across my backside over the top of my skirt, so it appears that he is going to cane me over my skirt and not on my bare flesh as he did last time.

I feel the cane sliding across my bum as Josh takes his time to get his stance just right and then I brace myself as I hear the dreaded.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

Josh brings the first stroke down hard onto my backside and then the stinging sensation hits me, but it is not too bad as my pleated skirt is absorbing a lot. He continues.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”     “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”     “WHAAAACK”

After four strokes, my backside is stinging a lot but it is not unbearable, 12 strokes like this will not be so bad after all. He brings down the next 2 strokes hard.

“WHOOOOSH”     “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

After 6 strokes, the whole of my backside is stinging and feels on fire but I can cope with this. I am half way there now.

Unfortunately after the sixth stroke, Josh steps forward and gently lifts my pleated skirt completely clear of my backside. Damn, I now suspect that the final 6 strokes are going to be very uncomfortable for me. I feel the cane touching my bare skin and then slide as Josh adjusts his stance. My poor bottom feels so exposed now; it is now totally at the mercy of Josh and his long whippy cane.

I feel the cane leave my bottom and I then hear the dreaded sound.

“WHOOOOSH” as it cuts through the air and then

“WHAAAACK” as it bites into my bare bottom.

I feel the cane curling around my cheek as in slow motion and then a second later the fierce burning and stinging sensation spreads right across both cheeks. Josh doesn’t give me much time to come to terms with the stinging.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

I have another line of intense burning and stinging. Then a few seconds later.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

Stroke number 9 curls itself cruelly around my stinging cheeks. I am struggling to cope with the sharp stinging now, but I try not to wriggle about too much as I sense that Josh is waiting for me to be still each time before he delivers the next stroke and I want the final 3 strokes to be over with as quickly as possible. I hear the sound again.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

That tenth whack was just too much; the stinging is just too intense. Josh waits as I wriggle about on the top of the horse for a good 20 seconds before I become still and then.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

I am really dancing now after the eleventh stroke. I try to turn my body to spoil Josh’s aim as I cannot take another stroke at the moment, but then I hear the dreaded.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

And the final cruel stroke of that stupid cane lands with full effect across my already terribly stinging bottom. I wriggle about for around 20 seconds until the stinging is bearable and then Josh undoes the ties.

I climb off the horse and although I now have a very, very sore and stinging bottom, I am very happy with myself for taking Josh’s thrashings so well today, but I know that one thing is for sure, the next time that Josh asks me to play a sport I am definitely going to keep my knickers on. I though this morning that it would be fun to leave my knickers off but that act has resulted in me being spanked, slippered and caned. Yes definitely knickers on for all sports from now on.

Josh puts his cruel cane back into the cupboard and he then congratulates me.

“Well done Rebecca, you took that very well again. Do you fancy a sauna?”

“Ok, sounds like a good idea.”

Nice of Josh to congratulate me, little does he know that the other night I watched him getting a much worst caning. I still don’t think that I could cane someone as hard as Jane does, it must sting beyond belief.

We take a nice sauna and then shower together and afterwards we go to the bedroom together with our towels around our waists, my bottom has a lovely warm glowing feeling to it now. Although it was painful at the time I realise that I do find it extremely exiting being spanked and caned by Josh.

Chapter 12  On the Carpet

Josh lies down onto the plush carpet of the bedroom floor; he has just the towel around his waist. I ask curiously.

“What are you doing Josh?”

“I am just stretching my back a bit.”

He does look very sexy lying on the floor, I do not know if it is the sight of Josh, me being caned or the sauna, but all of a sudden I feel very horny. I take the towel from around my waist and stark naked I join Josh on the very plush carpet. I then take the towel from around Josh’s waist and notice that his cock is not fully hard. I lick the end and it instantly grows into the big very thick cock that I am used to. I dribble onto the end of his cock and then take just the end into my mouth, as I suck gently I circle the tip with my tongue. As I am doing this I move my leg over Josh so that we are in the 69 position. I then spread my legs until I feel my moist pussy touch his lips. Josh instantly starts kissing my pussy lips.

I start moving my mouth up and sown Josh’s cock slowly while sucking quite hard. I avoid the urge to go any faster as I do not want him to cum too quickly. I feel as I am bursting for an orgasm. I am finding it difficult to concentrate on what I am doing as Josh now has his tongue inside me and I feel him reaching as far as he can with it, deep into my wet pussy. I can feel my juices flowing and I am glad that they must be going straight into Josh’s mouth rather than onto his lovely carpet.

I can feel Josh’s hips moving as he is desperate for me to up the pace with my lips on his cock but I resist the temptation to give him a quick orgasm and I keep the pace very slow. Josh is meanwhile returning the favour by licking up and down my pussy very slowly; he is also circling my clit with his tongue without actually touching it. I up the pace slightly on his cock and I can feel him becoming very excited, he is pushing my head trying to make me go quicker but I keep to my steady pace. It now feels to me as if Josh has his tongue fully extended and he is rubbing it up and down the length of my pussy, including right over my clit. I cannot stop myself now and I rub my pussy faster and faster along his tongue at the same time this makes me involuntary speed up my action on his cock. I can feel Josh swallow down my juices every minute or so as his mouth fills. He stops the licking every now and then to suck my clit.

I have lost control now, I can feel my orgasm building and I need it badly. I rub my dripping pussy frantically along Josh’s outstretched tongue and at the same time I am sucking his fat cock hard and furiously. I feel the orgasm start and with the big cock filling my mouth I moan through my nose. I rub my pussy frantically right into his tongue and mouth and then my legs come together hard on Josh’s head as the intense orgasm hits me.

A few seconds later I begin to regain my senses and focus on Josh’s cock. I suck hard and fast and Josh bucks his hips with excitement. I can feel Josh’s tongue working overtime cleaning up my juices from my soaking pussy; he has also slid a finger up my bottom.

My mind suddenly strays from Josh’s cock as I feel another orgasm coming, I shake again as it takes control of my body, a few seconds Later I feel a very powerful squirt of Josh’s cum hit my throat, I wait as another 4 squirts follow and I then swallow all of his cum down in one go.

Josh continues to lick my pussy but there is no point now as I am fully spent. I definitely have no juices left in me as he has just drunk them all.

Even though I know that it is painful for a man after just Cumming I cannot resist still sucking Josh’s cock hard, but he soon lifts my head up and pulls his cock out of my mouth. I roll over onto the floor and we both just lay there for a while totally exhausted.

Eventually we both scrambled into bed for an early night.

Chapter 13  Oh No!

The following morning we were both up early and we cooked a breakfast together in the kitchen before I had to reluctantly say goodbye, because Josh had an early appointment with some of the other partners from our company at the local golf course.

As I drove home I started to look back on yesterday and the previous weekend and I realised that my weekends with Josh were falling into a pattern. A weekend would normally include me getting dressed up in some sexy sports gear, getting spanked, getting soundly slippered, getting a hard caning, sucking Josh’s cock until it exploded into my mouth and getting fucked hard with his very thick cock.

Yes, let’s hope that things never change. I cannot wait for the next weekend at Josh’s house. I never know what quite to expect every weekend now, but I know for sure now that I now love Josh like crazy.

Josh has a very nice surprise for me at work on Monday. I do not know if it is Josh who has wrangled it or whether the other partners had arranged it because we work so well together but, on Thursday morning Josh and I are going to be flying to Austria for 2 days to visit an important client and Josh has also invited me to stay at his place on Wednesday night so that we can travel early to the airport together. I just cannot wait! I think that I may even leave my knickers off if we play tennis on Wednesday night so that he has an excuse to give me a good slippering with his well worn plimsoll.

Josh comes into my office on Wednesday afternoon looking very excited.

“Are you all ready for Austria Rebecca?”

“Yes, I am looking forward to it very much. I have all my notes ready and I have to just pack my bag before coming around to your place.”

“Excellent! Can you come after 8.30pm, as I will be tied up until then? I will thrash you at tennis when you come.”

Josh sure is a funny man! I know by being tied up he means that he is going to be tied over his gym horse and caned by Jane and when he says he will thrash me at tennis, what he means is that he will play me at tennis and then thrash me with his smooth soled plimsoll afterwards. I do not know how he does it, but he has got me feeling all excited already. Now I will try to get him excited a little.

“OK Josh, as soon as I arrive I will change into my tennis kit, I am not sure about the knickers though on such a warm evening.”

Josh quickly looks around, worried that someone may be close to the office and have heard me. I am sure that he blushed slightly.

“Right Rebecca, I had better go and do some work. I will see you at 8.30 then.”

I somehow think that I am going to have a very sore bottom tonight.

After work I head home and pack. I then sit in the chair and impatiently watch the clock slowly move towards my leaving time. I do not want to turn up early and catch Jane caning Josh. At last after what seemed like an eternity the time has come for me to head to Josh’s place.

As I drive to Josh’s, I always try to imagine what is going to happen there. I think it is a fairly safe bet that we are going to play tennis with me getting spanked and slippered afterwards and then it would be nice if we had a sauna and a shower together followed by some crazy passionate sex. Well fingers crossed anyway.

As I am about to type the code into Josh’s gate, I see an ambulance coming up his drive so I back up to let it out. I then drive down to the house in a panic. I find Jane outside crying.

“What’s up Jane? What’s happened?”

“Josh is dead! I have killed him.”

“What do you mean?”

“Every couple of weeks Josh asks me to tie him over his gym horse and whack him with a cane. I have done it to him many times, but today he suddenly stopped breathing. I think he had a heart attack. I am so sorry Rebecca.”

“Where have they taken him Jane? I want to be near him.”

“I suppose that the ambulance has gone back to the hospital in London road.”

“You get yourself home Jane, it’s not your fault.”

I jump into my car and drive to the hospital.

I go up to the reception desk in the accident and emergency department and wait my turn to speak with the woman behind the desk.

“Hello, I think that Josh Bailey was brought here.”

The woman looks at her computer.

“Yes. Are you next of kin?”

“I think so, I was his girlfriend. I am Rebecca.”

“Ok Rebecca, if you go and wait in that room, someone will come to see you shortly.”

I sit alone in the small room and wait.

About ten minutes later a man enters the room.

“Hello, are you Rebecca the relative of Josh Bailey?”

“Yes I am.”

“I am David Brown, a heart consultant. It appears that Mr. Bailey suffered a severe heart attack. It looks as if one of his heart valves was faulty. Maybe from birth.It could have happened at any time.”

It was all too much for me and I burst into tears. The consultant left the room and returned a minute later with some tissues. He waited until my sobbing eased a little before continuing.

“Rebecca, try not to be too upset. Yes it was a very serious heart attack, but he is going into theatre in a moment and if we can replace the valve without any complications and he has not suffered any brain damage he should have a normal life.”

“What, you mean that he is alive?”

“Yes he is.”

“They told me that he was dead.”

“I suppose that technically he was for a while, but looking at his notes it appears that the paramedics revived him in the ambulance. It appears that the woman with him at the time gave him CPR and the ambulance was very quickly on the scene, so if the operation goes well I am quietly confident.”

I sit in the hospital and wait all night, making sure that I do not fall asleep as I am worried that I might awake and find that it was a dream about Josh still being alive.

Around 11.30am the next morning a nurse comes and says that she will take me to see Josh. He is in a room on his own connected to a lot of equipment. I am surprised to see him lying there with his eyes open.

Hoping that I may get some sort of reply I speak.

“Hello Josh.”

He looks me up and down before replying.

“Who are you?”

“Don’t you remember me? I am Rebecca?”

“Of course I remember you Rebecca. I am only joking with you. What are you doing here? You should be in Austria.”

I burst into tears again, but this time they are tears of joy.

3 years later Josh and I are happily married and living in that lovely big house. The operation to replace the faulty valve in his heart went well and he says that he now feels fitter than ever, but he has been told by the doctors not to overdo things. We regularly play tennis together and I still sometimes get the slipper or even the cane from him after the match.

Jane has refused to cane Josh ever again; she jokingly says that it is not in her job description as housekeeper. I sometimes give him the odd whack or two; I have the authority to now as I have been made a partner at work.

THE END

Disclaimer: I have changed all of the names of the people in this book to protect their identities. I do not condone any of the practices in this book and do not recommend that anyone tries out such practices or gets in any situation with another person without first seeking professional advice and researching all of the potential pitfalls and dangers beforehand, every person portrayed in this book was a fully consenting adult.

Please take a look inside some of my other books on Kindle, they are.

“A Slipper and the Cane” by Samantha Jones.

“A Well Caned Husband” by Samantha Jones.

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