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Amanda’s Cane










By

FLR Henry


Amanda Finalizes Her Divorce.

Helen had just finished washing her teacup when she heard the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. Her daughter, Amanda, had been at her divorce lawyer's office signing the final papers and was stopping to talk. Helen put the kettle back on to boil, as fresh tea would be in order.

Opening the front door, Helen assessed her daughter as she got out of her car.  Amanda’s eyes were red, her shoulders slumped, and she looked defeated. No words were said as Helen stepped onto the porch, spreading her arms to embrace and hold her daughter. They hugged for several minutes, Amanda sobbing quietly, tears spilling down her cheeks.

"Why, Mom, why?" Amanda repeatedly whispered.

Helen held her daughter tight, rubbing her back, "It will be ok. Everything will be ok," she reassured.

Amanda had been married for only four years when her husband returned from a business trip and announced that he was leaving her for his secretary. Amanda had offered to attend couples therapy, but he refused, and soon the lawyers became involved. Amanda kept her pension, and they sold the house, splitting the assets. Now at 30 years old, Amanda faced the prospect of starting her life again.

Helen brought Amanda into the house, placing her on a cozy chair. Returning from the kitchen, Helen produced two mugs of tea.

Amanda was dabbing the last of the tears from her cheeks. "You and Dad were so happy together. I wanted your life, to be happy with my husband," she blurted out.

Helen handed Amanda a cup of tea and took a seat opposite. Helen's husband had passed away from cancer two years ago. While she missed him terribly, she was grateful for their years together.

"Your father and I had a wonderful life together, and I’m sure you will also find happiness," responded Helen.

"What was your secret? Why were you and Dad so content, such a perfect match? Why can't I have that?" The questions flowed from a very emotional Amanda.

Helen took a deep breath; the children had never known about their relationship. After Hubert's death, she planned to tell them when the time was right. Apparently, now was the time for Amanda.

"Amanda, darling," started Helen, "your father and I had a special arrangement in our marriage that made both of us very happy."

Amanda put down her tissue and looked at her mom, "What kind of relationship?"

"We lived in a FLR, known as a Female Led Relationship. It is where the wife is in charge," answered Helen.

"You were the boss of Dad?" asked Amanda.

"Yes, I was. Did you ever notice that your father did most of the cooking and cleaning, never raised his voice or talked back to me, and always behaved as a perfect gentleman?" Helen asked.

"Yes, and that's what I wanted in my marriage. You guys were great together."

"Your father and I agreed shortly after marriage that I would be in charge. I made a schedule of what chores he had to complete and how he was expected to behave. Your father dedicated his life to serving me," said Helen, fondly remembering her dearly departed partner.

"You made Dad do all the work and told him how to act? He was always so happy. You guys never even had a fight," reflected Amanda.

"Darling. The arrangement your father and I had prevented fights from happening. He would happily follow my direction. When we did disagree, he would state his opinion and then allow me to make the final decision. The few times that he misbehaved, I would have to punish him," said Helen, this last statement uttered with the knowledge this would get a reaction.

She was right. Amanda slowly lowered her tea mug, looking at her mother squarely. "You…you would punish Daddy?"

"Yes, dear. In a FLR, the man submits to the woman. She is in charge of the man. If the man does not meet her expectations, then she punishes him. Now, you must realize this is not an abusive relationship. Your father and I entered this relationship out of our free will. When I had to punish him, it was done with love to help him become a better man."

"What would you do to him," she asked.

"I inherited an old leather strap from my grandmother. I would use it on him," said Helen with a motherly smile.

"Daddy was so happy and content. He loved his life here," Amanda stated.

"Yes, he did. Your father loved the FLR lifestyle. The longer our marriage lasted, the more devoted he became to me and you girls."

Amanda was quieter as she digested the news that her parents lived a lifestyle she never knew.

The next day, Helen's phone rang; it was Amanda. "Hello, darling. How was your night?" she answered.

"Hi, Mom. It was a very reflective night, thinking about life moving forward. I don't want to make the same mistakes again," said Amanda.

"No, you won't,' replied Helen, "We all fall down, but then we rise stronger than before. You are young and have a bright future."

"I was thinking about what you said about Dad and FLR. I believe I would like that style of relationship. How do I get involved and learn about it?" asked Amanda.

"Probably the simplest way would be to attend a course. The Sandel Wood Academy provides training for couples and individuals wanting to follow a FLR life. Your father and I attended their courses and retreats over the years."

"That sounds very intriguing. Do you think they would take someone like me? I mean, I have no experience," asked Amanda.

Helen replied, "We all start from the beginning. Let me make a call and see what is offered."

"Thank you, Mom. Thanks for all your support," said Amanda.

"Love you, darling," said Helen, hanging up the phone.

Later that morning, Helen called Sandel Wood.

"Sandel Wood Resort, Sandy speaking. How may I help you?" came the polite voice on the other end of the phone.

"Hello, Sandy, it's Helen. How are you?"

"Helen!" came the enthusiastic response. "It has been so long." Switching to a more somber tone, "We were all so sorry to hear about Hubert's passing."

"Thank you, Sandy. Hubert and I very much enjoyed the time we spent at Sandel Wood. Now I feel it's time to pass the baton onto a new generation."

Helen told Sandy about her daughter's divorce and her interest in learning about FLR.

"We can certainly accommodate her," replied Sandy. "Will you also be joining us?"

"Yes, I would like to meet old friends and enjoy a rest."

"Certainly, I will email you the details shortly," said Sandy.

"Wonderful, so good to talk with you again. We are both looking forward to our visit," said Helen ending the call.

The following day, Helen met Amanda at their local coffee shop. Helen ordered her usual flat white while Amanda had a London fog tea. They found a quiet corner and sat down to discuss Sandel Wood.

After inquiring how her daughter was feeling, now that a few days had passed since signing the divorce papers, Helen said, "I called Sandel Wood and have some good news. They run weekend courses for people just getting into the lifestyle and there is one coming up next weekend."

Amanda sipped her tea, "What would I learn in this course?" she asked.

Helen continued, "It is an introduction to the FLR lifestyle. You would learn what your roles and responsibilities are, such as how to manage your house, create schedules and manage your man’s time. Finally, you would learn how and when to use discipline. There will be several gentlemen there of different ages who will play the role of your partner."

Amanda placed her tea on the table, "So I will have to punish a stranger?"

"Yes, when you run your home, you must set and enforce boundaries and expectations. These men will help you gain the confidence to do that."

"Well, why not. It sounds fun, a new skill," said Amanda, nodding. "What about you? You said on the phone that you would also be attending."

"Yes, I am going to have a relaxing weekend. There will be a darling man who I have met before. We will catch up, chat, play cards," Helen responded with a slight smile.

"Mother," Amanda responded with an exaggerated voice. "Sounds like we have a wonderful mother-daughter weekend ahead of us."


Arrive at Sandel Wood

Helen and Amanda drove to Sandel Wood Resort, eager to enjoy a relaxing getaway. As they approached the resort, they were greeted by a picturesque sight. Sandel Wood was nestled amidst serene natural surroundings, with lush greenery and towering trees. The resort's main building, which served as the reception and common area, had a distinct colonial house design, evoking a sense of charm and nostalgia. Adjacent to it was a barn-like structure, adding to the rustic appeal of the resort. The combination of the colonial-style house and the barn created a unique and inviting atmosphere for Helen and Amanda to enjoy their stay.

"We are here," announced Helen, parking the car. Seeing the building brought back so many happy memories of the time she and Hubert spent together, and she felt a little sadness that he wasn’t here with her.

Amanda, on the other hand, was visibly nervous. Although having been briefed on what to expect, she was having some anxiety. Gripping her mother's hand, she took a few deep breaths. "I will be ok. I just get nervous in new situations," she admitted.

Helen squeezed her hand back reassuringly, "It will all be ok. The people here are amazing."

The front door opened as they exited the car, and an attractive young lady came out. She walked right up to Helen with her arms spread wide to greet them, "Helen!"

Helen beamed and embraced the young woman in a deep hug, "Sandy. So wonderful to see you again. May I present my daughter, Amanda," said Helen releasing her grip.

Sandy gave Amanda a hug, "So nice to meet you. Your mother has told me a lot."

"My pleasure. Thank you for having us," said Amanda, still slightly confused. At that moment, she noticed two men who had appeared behind Sandy. Both stood politely, hands clasped behind their backs. They wore pleasant smiles, were very attractive, and astonishingly were completely nude. Amanda blushed slightly.

Sandy, seeming not to notice, turned to the men and instructed them to take the bags to the ladies' rooms and move the car to the parking area. They both responded with a crisp 'Yes, Ma'am' and promptly complied.

"Shall we have a cup of tea before the grand tour?" invited Sandy, directing the ladies to follow her into the building.

"That would be lovely," replied Helen, taking Sandy's arms and walking inside.

Amanda followed, looking over her shoulder at the naked man picking up their bags. This weekend will be interesting, and perhaps a little exciting, she thought.

The front foyer was an ample open space with a grand staircase at one end. Hallways and rooms flowed in all directions. They turned to the left and walked about halfway down before entering a brightly lit room with grand windows overlooking well-manicured grounds. Several small chairs were arranged around small tables allowing people to sit and chat.

"Please, have a seat," indicated Sandy sweeping her arm towards the chairs. Sandy ordered tea for three from the side phone as Helen and Amanda took their seats.

Helen made eye contact with her daughter and could see the look of confusion, excitement, and amusement.

"You and Dad came here?" Amanda finally asked.

"Several times over the years. It was a very happy place for us," replied Helen.

"You said this was like a training camp?" Amanda asked, sounding more confused.

Sandy said, "Perhaps let me explain what we do at Sandel Wood. Amanda, are you familiar with a Female Led Relationship or FLR?"

"Mom explained it a bit. She said it is where the female or wife is the head of the household, and the man is subservient. She and Dad had that type of relationship," replied Amanda.

Yes, that is correct. The two key takeaways from an FLR are that it is consensual and loving. Your mom and dad loved each other and wanted to live this lifestyle. In an FLR, the man strives to be the best partner or husband possible. He wants to make his wife happy and make her life easier. Service to his wife brings him pride and pleasure. The wife must be the guiding hand in the marriage. She is responsible for maintaining a disciplined relationship that helps her man be the best he can be," explained Sandy. "Helen, tell me that your previous marriage ended poorly."

"Yes," sighed Sandy looking down, "I tried, but he was always out drinking, and when he was home, he didn't do anything and would curse when I asked for help."

"That would never happen in an FLR," said Sandy, "Your partner would always be polite and helpful. He would do what you tell him to and take great pride in serving you."

Just then, there was a movement at the door as a man entered carrying their tea. He stood politely by the door, waiting to be acknowledged.

"Andrew. Thank you. Please, you may serve," said Sandy.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew as he moved to place the tray on one of the side tables. Andrew looked a few years older than Amanda, about six feet tall and a lean yet muscular build, like someone who engaged in triathlons and lifted a few weights. He was nude with a beautiful cock that swung freely as he moved about. Amanda's eyes were wide, and she was even more amazed that her mother and Sandy did not seem to notice.

Andrew picked up the teapot and one cup on a saucer and approached Helen. As the eldest guest, she was first to be served. Once she acknowledged him, he asked, "Tea, Ma'am?"

He filled her cup, placed it on the table, and returned to the side to fetch a tray of accompaniments. "Milk, Ma'am?"

"No, thank you, only some lemon," answered Helen.

"Yes, Ma'am," Andrew replied, placing a lemon slice into her tea.

This time, Andrew retreated to the side and brought Amanda the teapot and a cup. "Tea, Ma'am?" he asked.

Yes, please," said Amanda blushing slightly. Andrew poured her tea, placing the cup down beside her. He then offered Amanda milk, lemon, and sugar. She accepted a bit of sugar.

"Andrew, I will have mine black," said Sandy.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew, serving her a cup. "Will that be all, Ma'am?" asked Andrew.

"Yes, thank you, Andrew. Before you go, I noticed your ass is a little red. What happened?" Sandy asked.

Andrew stood proudly, facing the ladies. "Ma'am, this morning, I did not make my bed correctly. Lady Joan paddled me."

"Thank you, Andrew. Dismissed," instructed Sandy.

"Ma'am," Andrew replied, collecting the tea set, and backing out of the room.

"He was magnificent. I have never had a man serve me tea," exclaimed Amanda. "Did he really get a spanking for not making his bed?"

Helen stepped in, 'Yes, dear. Andrew did not complete his chores properly and was punished. However, I guarantee that he will work diligently tomorrow and be an even better man."

Sandy continued, "Andrew takes great pride in serving ladies. He strives to be the best man he can be and relies on a woman's direction to help him improve. That punishment Andrew received was delivered respectfully and received with consent and gratitude."

Amanda turned to her mother, "You and Dad lived this life. Tell me more about it."

Helen smiled, "Your father and I had a marvelous life together. We loved each other very much. He was my partner and best friend. A fantastic father to you girls. Early in our marriage, we discovered he was naturally submissive, and I was more dominant. He started taking over more and more of the household responsibilities and took great pride in pampering me. Dad wanted me to help him aspire toward perfection by holding him accountable. That was our first experience with domestic discipline. It was always delivered with love. Your dad relied on me to guide and motivate him through punishments. Oh, and how he blossomed,” Helen recollected fondly.  “My husband was the envy of all my girlfriends. When their husbands were out drinking or not doing their fair share of the chores, my Hubert was treating me like gold." Helen was silent momentarily, remembering the lovely times they had together. Looking Amanda in the eye, she declared firmly, “Honey, I believe you would thrive in a FLR. There is a man out there who would love to make you happy, to worship and pamper you. I hope that this weekend shows you what is possible.”

Amanda wiped away a tear and went forward to embrace her mother. "That was such a beautiful story about Dad. I could see how happy you guys were. Thank you," she said, hugging her mother tightly.

“I know you’re not ready for a husband just yet, but this weekend will help you create that relationship you’re looking for.  We often use the terms ‘husband’ and ‘wife’ but you don’t have to get married to have an FLR," explained Helen, releasing her daughter. “This is a great place to start and learn how to capture some of that magic that I had with your father.  I want the best for you.”

Once Amanda had returned to her seat, Helen said, “It has been a long day. I am going to freshen up and leave you two to discuss the weekend.”


Orientation

After Helen had excused herself, Sandy turned to Amanda. "Let me give you an outline for this weekend." 

"Yes, please," responded Amanda, leading forward.

Sandy continued, “This weekend will be a bit of a crash course on FLR. There will be in-class learning on household management as well as practical exercises in discipline and inspections. We don’t expect you to absorb it all this weekend. Many of our clients have come back several times over the course of their FLR lives. Consider these next few days one big introduction.”

Amanda nodded, “Thank you, I will.”

"Every man here is subservient to you, and you may make any reasonable request of any man. After being instructed on administering discipline, you can discipline any man. I will teach you about administering discipline while we tour the barn. If you have any questions or concerns, please ask me or one of the other ladies."

Ok, I understand," said Amanda. "How many men are here this weekend?" she asked.

"We have about 10. Some are single, such as Andrew you just met, and others have been sent by their wives for extra training."

"I enjoyed meeting Andrew; he was cute," said Amanda, suddenly blushing.

"Yes, Andrew is a charming man. He was in an FLR, but his partner was posted to her European offices. Andrew did not want to leave, so they agreed to be best friends. He is here this weekend to keep his skills up while he seeks another partner. If you wish, I will make a point of having him be of service to you.

Now Amanda blushed for real and just said quietly, "Thank you."

"My pleasure. Why don't we go for a walk? I will show you around," offered Sandy standing up. She paused at the door, picked up the house phone, and said, "Please have Andrew unpack Ms. Amanda's room. Thank you."

They walked out the front door towards what looked like a horse barn.

"This property dates back many years and is one of the premier FLR training facilities in the county. We have everyone from newlywed couples taking our fundamentals course, to men attending to hone their skills, to ladies, like your mom, who are here just to relax and enjoy themselves. This building," said Sandy pointing as they neared the barn, "is where our men sleep. It originally was a horse barn but now has been converted into a dormitory.

Some of the men receive punishment twice a day. It is to build up their tolerance and reinforce their submission. You can help dole it out."

"Oh, ok," stuttered Amanda, suddenly nervous.

Sandy sensing this, stopped and turned to face her, 'Don't be nervous or shy. These men are here out of their own free will. They want to submit and serve. One of the principles of FLR is that the stricter you are, the better your partner is. The men must serve, and you must guide and correct. You do want a perfectly behaved, loving partner who dotes on you?" asked Sandy.

"Yes… yes I do," replied Amanda absorbing what was said.

"Then you have to be very strict. Hold your man to the highest standard. Do not accept any compromise. Spare the rod, spoil the husband," said Sandy smiling.

Amanda laughed, and they continued towards the barn.

It was a long building with eight to ten stalls along each wall. A half wall and open door separated each of the stalls from the hall. At the far end of the barn, a few men were watching TV while two others were playing a game of pool. In the center of the hall was an old-fashioned spanking bench.

"During their free time, after all of their classes and chores are completed, they are allowed to relax," whispered Sandy. There was a large bell next to the door. Sandy grabbed the knocker and gave it a loud ring. Instantly the barn came alive with activity. The TV was switched off, and pool cues were replaced. Men came out of their stalls while others hurried across the hall. Quickly, everyone was standing outside their stall, feet apart, stomach in, chest out, hands clasped behind their neck, completely naked. Within seconds, the hall was hushed. "This bell signals that a woman is here and the men are to stand and present themselves. Come, let me show you around."

They walked up to one of the first stalls. Standing outside was a very handsome dark-haired man, tall and well-built. He held his body perfectly still, his eyes were straight ahead. Amanda was still getting used to all the nudity; she found it difficult to not stare at each cock so she decided to enjoy herself and take the time to look at every part of them.

Each stall was designed as a very simple room containing a double bed, one chair with a reading light, and a small desk. Everything was perfectly placed. "The men have to maintain their rooms to the highest standard. They have an inspection first thing each morning. Keeping this room spotless gives them the skills to keep their homes clean," explained Sandy.

"What happens if their room is messy," asked Amanda, already sensing that she knew the answer.

"They are punished. Usually caned, unless their wives have another preference." Sandy looked around the room. See that?" she said, pointing at an empty glass. "Did your ex ever leave dishes lying around?"

"Oh yes, it drove me crazy," replied Amanda remembering the aggravation.

"Would you want your next partner to pick up after himself?" Sandy asked.

"Absolutely I would," said Amanda.

"Then you need to train him through discipline." Sandy turned to the door, "Robert, please come in here."

The man standing outside the stall quickly appeared at the entrance, hands still behind his neck.

Sandy pointed at the empty glass, "How long has this been here?"

"Two hours, Ma'am," he replied promptly.

"You know the rule that all empty dishware must be immediately returned to the kitchen?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered.

"What is the reason that this glass was left out?" continued Sandy.

"Ma'am, I forgot to return it," Robert admitted.

"Robert, I am awarding you three strokes for not following a rule. Please fetch a cane and wait by the bench."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Robert, turning to leave.

"You are going to punish him?" asked Amanda quietly.

"Absolutely. He failed to follow a rule. His wife would expect nothing else. This punishment will help him to remember to pick up after himself. It will help him to become a better man and be more pleasing to his wife. He wants to be the perfect husband and he will be grateful for this lesson. We deliver punishment with consent and respect, and the men accept it with gratitude."

"I think I understand better now. One more question, do any of the guys have clothing?" asked Amanda.

"As the female or wife, you decide what your man wears. Some ladies enjoy their man dressed as a maid, others want stylish clothing, but most prefer nudity. It reinforces their submission and gives you some eye candy," smiled Sandy. "Shall we go see Robert?"

Robert stood beside the spanking horse, a cane resting on upturned palms. Sandy and Amanda walked up to him, Sandy taking the offered cane and instructing, "Position one."

Robert adopted the same position as earlier, hands behind his head, legs slightly spread, feet shoulder-width apart.

"Here at Sandel Wood, our philosophy is that all punishments are delivered with full force. You only vary the number of strokes depending on the infraction. Given this minor error, I will use a minimum of three strokes. Depending on the severity, you could increase it to six or even a dozen. We also teach our ladies to deliver the strokes every five to six seconds. That is enough time for him to feel the full force of the impact while still proceeding efficiently. This is not sexy or kinky; it is one of the fundamental building blocks of an FLR and must be done with a firm resolve."

"Yes, thank you," said Amanda.

"Shall we," commented Sandy stepping to the side. She looked at Robert and simply said, "Bend."

Robert stepped forward and draped himself over the horse in one fluid motion.

Amanda could not help but notice his tight ass forming perfect globes leading to the well-defined muscular legs.

Sandy tapped her cane briefly on his ass, checking her spacing. She raised it high over her shoulder and slashed it onto Roberts's ass. Amanda gasped. She had not been expecting such forcefulness. Robert gave the slightest grunt but otherwise remained perfectly quiet and still. A white line formed across his ass, quickly turning to red. True to her word, Sandy raised the cane and delivered another fierce blow just below the first. Amanda could not believe what she was seeing. Here was this woman beating this man because he left a glass out. Had Mom whipped Dad? Should she have whipped her husband, would he have been a better person. The third stroke landed, and with that, it was all over. A quick and straightforward punishment.

"Stand, position one," commanded Sandy.

Robert rose from the horse and turned to face the ladies, hands behind his head. Sandy held the cane to his lips. He gently kissed his instrument of correction. "Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am," he said.

Sandy ran the tip of the cane along his now erect cock. "Did you enjoy that, Robert?" she asked.

"I did not enjoy the actual canning Ma'am. However, I am grateful to be under your discipline."

"Why is that?" Sandy probed.

Robert answered, "Ma'am, this caning has taught me not to leave dishware out. It will make me a better husband and guide me to better serve my wife."

"Thank you, Robert. You may return to your stall," instructed Sandy.

As he walked back to his stall, Sandy turned to Amanda. "That was a demonstration of how a man is punished. Remember, it is done in an efficient business-like manner. If you enter a FLR one day, you will be dishing out many of these."

"I see that now. It's almost like any other household chore. Something to be done right," said Amanda.

"Correct. Now it is your turn," smiled Sandy. She called out, "John, Paul, and George. To the spanking bench."

Three men promptly approached where the ladies were standing and stood at attention before them.

"The wives of these three men have requested that they receive daily discipline. They have not done anything wrong; it is being used to reinforce their submission to their wives. Each one is getting a different instrument, so you will get a variety of practice."

Amanda nodded quietly.

"Shall we get started? The format is quite simple. Ask the man to fetch the desired implement and present it to you. Explain why he is being punished and instruct him to bend over. You will be delivering three strokes today. When you are done, instruct him to stand and let him kiss the implement. Finally, dismiss him to return the implement. Any questions so far?" asked Sandy.

"No, that seems fairly straightforward," admitted Amanda.

"Remember to always deliver the strokes with full force. You vary the number of strokes depending on the severity of the infraction. A minor error is three, something more serious, a repeat offense would be six, and a major error would be twelve. You may also use non corporal punishments such as corner time, writing lines, or extra chores. Today, these three guys will each be receiving three strokes, for their daily maintenance session. You should deliver each strike about five to ten seconds apart. That is long enough for them to fully feel the impact but not long enough to drag it out. We like punishments to be delivered efficiently. Are you ready? I will talk you through the first one."

Amanda took a deep breath, "Yes, I am."

Sandy continued, "John is first. He is getting the strap. Command him to fetch it for you."

Amanda took a breath. This would be her first-time giving commands to an obedient man. "John, fetch me the strap."

"Yes, Ma'am," came the crisp reply as John left the line, walked to the side, retrieved a leather strap, and stood before Amanda. His arms were bent at the elbow, with the strap resting on his upward-turned palms.

"Now you take the strap from him and order him to bend over," said Sandy.

Amanda lifted the leather from his hands. It was eighteen inches long and about half an inch thick. There was a polished wooden handle that fit comfortably in her hands.

"Bend over," said Amanda, and like magic, John turned and draped himself over the bench. His perfect ass was now facing her, ready for the application of the strap.

Sandy pointed and added, "When applying a stroke, always aim for the fleshy part of the bottom. Never hit the back or the kidney area. You can strike the back of the thigh if you choose. Measure your distance so that there is no wrap-around. It helps to line the end of the implement up with the crack of the ass; that way, when you swing, it will cover the whole bottom."

Amanda got into position, measuring her arm swing with some guidance from Sandy. "Good, now you can deliver the first stroke. Remember to strike hard with full force. John has been in an FLR for several years. He has felt worse," said Sandy, taking a step back.

With all of her might, Amanda pulled her arm back and swung the strap into John's ass. It made one hell of a crack, echoing throughout the barn. A wide strip of red appeared on his ass where the leather had impacted. Remarkably, John stayed quiet and maintained his position.

Amanda paused, slightly in shock at what she had just done. Honestly, she was expecting some reaction. But no, John stayed there silently, perfectly trained, awaiting her next strike. After a few seconds, she raised the strap and delivered the second strike just above the first. Again, John absorbed its impact with dignity and grace. The third was over top of the first, and for the first time, she thought she heard a slight gasp from him.

"Very well done," said Sandy, stepping forward. "Now, ask him to stand and hold the strap out for him to kiss."

"Stand," ordered Amanda. John rose from over the bench and turned to face his disciplinarian.

"Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am," said John, placing a light kiss upon her offered strap.

"You are welcome, John. Please return the strap. You are dismissed," said Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied John, taking the strap and exiting.

"Very well done. Any questions?" asked Sandy.

"No, I think I understand this, and I can see the appeal.  It's a matter of building up my confidence," said Amanda.

"Absolutely correct. That is why you will have several opportunities to practice this weekend. Next is Paul; his wife prefers to use a cane."

Right, Amanda thought, I can do this. She took a deep breath and announced, "Paul, please fetch a cane."

Just like John, Paul fetched a rattan cane and presented it to Amanda.

Amanda accepted the cane and said, "Bend."

Like the well-trained husbands they were, Paul bent over the bench, presenting his ass for Amanda's correction.

As Paul waited, Sandy talked with Amanda. "The cane is a very fearsome instrument. Most men can take twelve strokes, but sometimes you must spread it out over several sessions. Be careful about the wrap-around; it can be a little stingy," said Sandy.

"Thank you," replied Amanda as she took her position.

After a few taps on Paul's bottom to correct her distance, she raised her arm, and the cane whistled down onto the expectant ass. Paul grunted, and a white line appeared across his ass. Amanda was taken aback by the power of the cane. It was so light, so easy to manipulate, and yet it was quite severe. The white line had already turned red as she applied the second strike, followed a few seconds later by the third.

With Paul still bent over, Sandy came forward to show Amanda the stripes on his ass. "You see how this one is at an angle to the other two. With practice, you can deliver six strokes, all parallel to each other. The cane is an elegant instrument; it allows you to paint your canvas."

Amanda laughed at this, "I must admit, I like the cane. It has so much power in such a little package. Almost as if it was made for a Mistress."

"Exactly, that is why many FLR wives favor the cane. Please continue," said Sandy, taking a step back.

"Stand," commanded Amanda.

Paul got off the bench, turned, and kissed the offered cane, "Ma'am, thank you for correcting me."

"You are welcome, Paul. You may return the cane. Dismissed."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Paul.

"Last man. This is George. He and his wife live in the country. She prefers to use a paddle on him made from local wood," said Sandy. "Treat the paddle like a tennis racquet. It will make a loud noise on impact and cover a wide area on the bottom. A hard paddling can be quite severe and is more of a thud-dy pain."

"Thank you," said Amanda. "George, fetch the paddle."

George instantly obeyed. Amanda was a bit younger than him, yet she was his superior, representing his wife. He retrieved the paddle and stood before her, presenting it.

Amanda took the offered paddle. It was hardwood, richly stained, thick, and heavy.

"Bend," she said, and over George went, offering his ass.

Sandy was right. It was loud. The first stroke produced a resounding smacking noise. She could feel the weight of it slamming into George's bottom. This was a serious instrument. By the third stroke, George was panting, his bottom a bright red with a few spots of white forming.

Amanda took a step back and said, "Stand." George stood up, turned, and faced his younger Mistress. His breathing was under control now; Amanda could see he had felt the full impact of the paddle.

She raised the paddle to George’s face, and he leaned forward to kiss it. "Thank you for correcting me, Mistress."

"You are welcome, George. You did very well. Please return the paddle. You are dismissed," said Amanda.

George beamed with the compliment. "Thank you, Mistress," he said, taking the paddle and retreating.

"Shall we head back to the house," said Sandy.

The two ladies exited the barn and walked back to the main house.

"How did that feel?" asked Sandy.

"It was hard at first, but things went smoothly once I got the hang of it. They are so obedient, no arguing or pleading," said Amanda.

"Oh no, that would not be allowed. These men take great pride in their submission to women. They trust you to make the right decisions and correct them when needed. Any FLR man who argues or talks back to his wife would be severely punished," answered Sandy. "For the rest of the weekend, you can punish any man you see fit. Only a maximum of six strokes to start. If you have any questions or concerns, please see me in the office."

"Thank you," said Amanda. "I should head to my room and freshen up. This has been a lot to take in."

"Up the stairs, third door on your left. I had Andrew unpack your things. He should be waiting for you," smiled Sandy.


Back in the room

Amanda walked up the stairs towards her room. That had been one hell of an orientation. She was now authorized to punish any man on the property. If anyone was rude to her or talked back, she could bend them over and spank them. She thought of her ex-husband and the difficult life she had before. Was every man here so polite and well-mannered? The place was filled with dream men. Andrew had been sent to unpack and prepare her room; what would that be like, she wondered.

Arriving at her door, Amanda thought to knock but quickly dismissed it. She was a Mistress. Opening the door, she walked through it.

Andrew was in the center of the room and immediately sank to his knees, legs apart, hands behind his back. Now what, wondered Amanda? She was alone with an FLR man and had no idea what to do. The day's weight just hit her, the drive, working with Sandy, hearing about Dad. She was exhausted. Sitting down into a chair beside Andrew, Amanda thought for a minute, just taking in the quiet.

"Andrew," she finally said.

"Yes, Ma'am," came the immediate reply.

"You know I am new at this," Amanda admitted.

"Ma'am," said Andrew with a question in his voice.

"It is my first time here. I never knew about FLR until recently and never administered discipline until today."

Andrew thought for a few seconds. Returning to his guiding principles of FLR, his job was making the woman's life easier. Ms. Amanda was clearly overwhelmed. He needed to comfort and pamper her.

"Ma'am, may I suggest a foot rub," he offered.

"Oh god, yes, please," purred Amanda, sinking back into the chair.

Andrew went to a side table and fetched a bottle of lotion. Kneeling before her, he placed one of her feet on his thigh. Warming up the lotion between his hands, he kneaded it into her feet. The reaction was instant. Amanda had died and gone to heaven. She put her head back and moaned. This was so good; why had she never had this before? Amanda just closed her eyes and let the motions of Andrew's hands lull her into a quiet bliss.

He worked each foot, diligently working the cream into her skin. Rubbing his thumb over her pressure points, being rewarded with an occasional sigh and moan.

Amanda opened her eyes. Here was the handsome, naked man rubbing her feet. By all accounts, he was obedient and totally focused on her pleasure. What a contrast to her previous life.

"Andrew, tell me about yourself," she said softly.

"Ma'am, I grew up in the Midwest on a small farm. The middle of three boys. Attended church every week. Dad ran the farm, and Mom ran the house. It was a busy life, with many chores and homework, but an honest, happy childhood. After high school, I went to university to study science so that I could work in agriculture, helping to develop more efficient and sustainable practices. That is where I met Lisa. We were in an economics class together and started dating shortly afterward."

Andrew inquired if Ms. Amanda would like her calves massaged, which she readily agreed to.

"After university, we moved in together. She was in finance, and I found employment with an environmental firm. In my childhood, I had a schedule of chores; my mother was a wonderful, loving human but strict when she had to be. I started doing chores around the apartment with Lisa, and one day she noticed. We talked and decided to reverse the traditional roles, given my family background and her career. I loved it, cooking and cleaning and having the house perfect when Lisa came home. One day, I had forgotten to pick up her dry cleaning; she was so angry. Without thinking, I stripped off my belt, dropped my pants, and turned around. She tanned my backside, and the sex afterward was amazing. The next morning at breakfast, we decided to incorporate discipline into our relationship. We attended the Fundamentals course here at Sandel Wood three years ago."

Amanda's eyes were open, fully engaged in this story. "What happened then," she asked.

Andrew continued, "Last Spring, her company announced they were moving her division to Europe. We struggled with the news. It was a golden opportunity for Lisa to advance her career, at the same time, I was enjoying my agricultural work. We agreed that we loved each other enough to let each other go. We are still good friends, and she contacted some FLR couples there."

"Why are you here this weekend," Amanda asked.

"Ma'am, I came back to keep my skills sharp for the day I meet another lady," he replied, looking down shyly.

Amanda took this information in, that a man was attending a weekend course on how to please his future partner. She never knew this world of men existed. And she needed help.

"Andrew, as I said earlier, I am new to this lifestyle, and it looks wonderful. I need help understanding the customs and expectations. What is expected of me? How do I do this?"

"Ma'am, I would be grateful to offer any advice," Andrew said, looking up at her slowing down the massage on her calves.

"Let me think on this as I may have an idea,” responded Amanda.  “Now show me what you have done here, where are my clothes? I have to freshen up for dinner."

Andrew smiled, "Ma'am, may I run you a bath and show you the room while the tub is filling?"

"Thank you, Andrew. That would be lovely," she smiled back at him.

Andrew replaced the lotions and disappeared into the bathroom. Amanda walked over to the big windows overlooking the property. The sun was low, casting a warm glow over the rolling hills. Her thoughts turned to her mother and father, so much she had not known. They were obviously in love and had a wonderfully fulfilling life together. Still, the vision of Mom punishing Dad was weird. Perhaps by the end of the week, she would be more comfortable with that aspect. She did not even know how Mom punished Dad? What did she use? Was she really strict with dad? Amanda kept thinking back to all the times her father was doing the cooking or laundry and how happy he always looked. She naturally thought that her own marriage would be full of bliss. This weekend may be a new beginning, after all. The sound of water running brought her attention back, and Andrew reappeared by her side.

He gently asked, "Ma'am, may I show you the room?"

"Yes, Andrew, please do."

Looking out the window with her, he continued, "The property is very sprawling and private. There are some lovely walking paths over there," he said, indicating beyond the stand of full maple trees. "On this other side is a patio and pool area, past the gazebo that you can see at the corner."

Turning his attention to the inside, Andrew pointed out the sitting area with a kettle and a selection of teas and coffees. Letting her know she could always call the kitchen should she require anything. He took her to the chest of drawers and showed her where he had unpacked everything, asking if it was to her liking. Her dresses were hung up in the closet.

"This here is your spanking horse should you need to dispense any discipline,” pointed Andrew to something Amanda had never before seen.  “The implements are kept over here," said Andrew pulling out a drawer. Laid out was a small selection of canes, crops, leather straps, and some paddles. "Please contact the front desk should you require any other implements."

Amanda picked up one of the leather straps; it was thick and heavy. Old and worn. Oh, if this could talk, she had thought with a smirk.

"Sandy gave me a lesson earlier," said Amanda suggestively. She looked into Andrews's eyes with a playful wink, "I will probably have to punish you sometime this weekend."

"Ma'am, I would be grateful to accept any necessary correction," smiled Andrew back.

Amanda replaced the strap, "Time for that bath," she said, walking to the bathroom with Andrew in tow.

The room looked amazing as Amanda took it all in. The lights had been dimmed and candles lit. Steam rolled off the lavender scented water. Andrew bent over and added some bubble solution, letting it mix for a few seconds, and switched off the water. He then approached Amanda.

"Ma'am, may I assist you?" he asked.

"Yes, you may," she replied with a shiver.

Andrew went to work helping her with her blouse, unfastening the bra. He sank to his knees and assisted her with the belt and jeans. Usually, Amanda would have been shy about getting naked in front of someone she had just met. But this was different; Andrew was no threat and she was starting to feel a surge of confidence. It was all about service and women were the ones in charge. While Andrew was naked and his cock was undoubtedly impressive, it never went above half-mast. He appeared steadfast in his focus on her, helping to remove her clothes, not his own kink.

Amanda sank into the tub, the bubbles rolling over her breasts. So soothing. Andrew cleared up her clothing and returned a minute later with a glass of a late harvest Riesling from the local winery.

"Ma'am, shall I lay out the clothing for dinner?" he asked.

"Yes, please. I will call you if I need you," replied Amanda lost in the warm scented water.

The serenity of the bath was just what Amanda needed. She reflected on the last few hours, learning more about her mother and father. On the one hand, it was disturbing that Mom would whip Dad if he made a mistake. However, there was no denying that they were very happy and, by all accounts, madly in love. Her dad was incredible; he was always there for her and supported her in whatever she decided. Amanda thought about how disappointed she was when she realized that her new husband did not have the same qualities as her father. Not that she had daddy issues; she just wanted to marry that same style of a caring man.

Amanda's eyes opened with the stark realization that FLR was indeed something for her. These were the sort of men that she wanted to be with. She had a lot of learning to do. Up to an hour ago, she had never applied corporal punishment. She was more of an introvert; could she boss a man around? Andrew did not need bossing; he just knew what to do. A kind, patient man who is focused on her. Her mind was racing; she needed to learn more about FLR. There was so much; it was overwhelming. Then her dad's voice came to her, 'When faced with a big problem, break it down into smaller bits.' She relaxed into the warm bubbles and enjoyed savoring this new found awareness of what she truly wanted in her partnership.

"Andrew. I am ready," she called.

He was promptly at the door carrying two towels and a bathrobe, which he set down on a side table. Extending his hand, Andrew helped her out of the tub and patted her dry with the soft, fluffy towel. Next, he applied some moisturizing cream to her shoulders, arms, and legs. He slid the cozy bathrobe over her shoulders and followed her into the bedroom.

On the bed was an evening dress with fresh undergarments and her sandals at the foot of the bed. Her clothes from earlier were missing; she assumed he would be taking care of them.

"I took the liberty of choosing a dress for this evening. Please let me know if you would prefer another," Andrew said quietly.

"Thank you, it's lovely," replied Amanda. "But first, we need to talk. Come with me."

Amanda walked over to the chair, aware that she had just given him an order and he was following her in obedience.

Sitting down, she pointed to a spot on the floor before her, "Kneel."

Andrew slipped to his knees before his superior.

"No, rise up on your knees and place your hands behind your head. Good. From now on, this is how you will kneel before me," she commanded.

Andrew obeyed instantly. The kneeling position flattened his already toned stomach and better displayed his cock. This was not lost on him, as a tingling started in his loins.

"Andrew, I have a task for you. As I told you, I am new to FLR and have a lot of learning to do. You are going to help me. I will request that you be assigned to me for my stay. I will practice giving you commands and managing your actions. After some of my classes, I may want to discuss them with you. I require you to provide me with feedback. Tell me what I have done correctly and what I need to improve. Let me know if I am being too strict or too lenient. Any questions?" she asked.

"Ma'am. I understand, and it will be my pleasure to assist you. May I ask a few questions?" Andrew replied.

"Please."

"Ma'am, how would you like me to address you?" asked Andrew.

Amanda thought momentarily, "In private, you may call me Mistress, but only at the start of our conversation. I don't need to hear Mistress every sentence. When we are with the other guests, Ma'am is sufficient, and should we be out in public, then you may call me Amanda."

"Yes, Mistress," replied Andrew. "Would you prefer me in any clothing?"

"No, nude is fine."

"May I ask what your instructions are for this evening?"

Amanda thought momentarily, "After this talk, you will be dismissed. I would like to be woken up at six o'clock in the morning. I think I will run on those trails you showed me."

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew.

"Very good. Thank you, Andrew, for your help. You are dismissed for the evening," said Amanda standing up.

Andrew remained kneeling, with a thoughtful look on his face. "Mistress,” he inquired.

"Yes, Andrew," replied Amanda looking back at him.

"Mistress, I forgot to address you properly. I just called you Ma'am in error," admitted Andrew.

"Oh yes, I see. Right,” Amanda paused, “tell me Andrew. What would typically happen now?" she asked.

"Had I been learning a new skill, I would have had two opportunities to correct it. It's called the 1-2-3 method. I am sure they will show you that this weekend. However, because I have experience with FLR and how to address a woman, I have no excuse and am due a punishment."

"Very good. Please stand up and accompany me to the spanking bench," said Amanda walking over to what looked like an old-fashioned gym horse.

"How harsh should this punishment be?" Amanda tested Andrew, reflecting on her earlier conversation with Sandy.

"Sandel Wood teaches three strokes for minor offenses, six for more serious breaches, and a severe punishment is a dozen. There are also other punishments, such as line writing, standing in the corner, and loss of privileges. For this infraction, I would recommend three strokes. If I were to make the same mistake again, then you would be right to increase it to six," explained Andrew.

It was not lost on Amanda that she was dressed in a robe, talking with a naked man, discussing how she would punish him. This felt so good, so sexy and she began to feel a hotness form.

"Three strokes it is. What implement would you recommend?" inquired Amanda

"Many ladies have their favorite. I advise trying different ones this weekend, and you will find what works for you." Andrew picked up a paddle, "This is a lovely piece. It feels like hardwood, possibly oak. May I recommend this for tonight?" he said, offering it to her.

Amanda took the paddle and examined it. It was about 18 inches long with a rich dark stain.

"This will do nicely. Anything else I need to do?" she wondered to Andrew.

"If I may remind you, these three strokes will be delivered with full force. I have been disciplined many times, know what to expect, and deserve what is coming. You will have to command me to assume a position. Some suggestions are braced against a wall, on all fours, touching toes, or over the bench. There are many variations, and you can decide what works best for you depending on the situation and implementation. You must instruct me if you want responses such as counting the strokes, thanking you, or asking for the next one. Lastly, in the end, I am required to kiss the paddle and thank you."

Andrew paused momentarily and continued, "You deliver this punishment not out of anger but with compassion and respect.  One day, it will be delivered to your chosen partner, with love.  But today, we both want me to address you correctly. By paddling me, I will remember to call you Mistress to become a better attendant. You will have a servant who more precisely follows your instructions. We will both benefit, and that is why Sandel Wood emphasizes proper punishment protocol.

Amanda was just smiling at this remarkable man. She had a new understanding of the love Mom and Dad must have had for each other.

"Thank you, Andrew. Your explanation was exactly the help I am looking for. Would you please help me out of this robe? It constrains my arms."

Andrew went behind Amanda and lifted the robe off her shoulders. He neatly folded it and placed it on a shelf. Returning to face his new Mistress awaiting his due.

"Over the bench, silence, please," Amanda commanded.

Andrew complied. They were both naked. He was bent over, waiting for her to paddle him. This was so incredibly sexy.

God, he had a lovely ass. She could see the outline of his glute muscles running up the backs of his legs. There was a sudden urge to put the paddle away and touch him. No, she corrected herself, this was education. She was sure there would be time to play with Andrew later.

The paddle was heavy and stiff. This was going to hurt, that was sure. She simply had to trust all the advice she had been given and follow the process. Full force, she silently convinced herself.

Lifting her arm, she let go with a forceful swing. There was a resounding CRACK that echoed in her room. Andrew lurched forward, a small grunt coming from his lips. Remarkably, he stayed in position. His ass, now decorated with a big red mark, was perfectly presented for her next strike.

Remembering Sandy's coaching about delivering punishments promptly, she brought her arm back and swung again. Andrew's ass absorbed all the energy of this heavy paddle. Once more, the sound was magnified. Andrew gave a slight movement yet held firm.

One more, Amanda told herself, make this the best yet. The last strike impacted Andrew's now reddened ass, and this time he let out a small cry, sweat forming on his back.

Amanda stood there for a while. How did that feel? Fantastic.  Did she like it? Most definitely.

"Stand," she commanded, feeling more confident.

Holding up the paddle, Andrew leaned forward and gently placed his lips on this beautiful instrument of torment. Giving a little kiss to the paddle, he looked Amanda in the eyes. "Mistress, thank you for correcting me."

"You're very welcome, Andrew. Thank you for everything you have done. I will see you in the morning. Dismissed."


Morning Run

Precisely at six-thirty, there was a light knock, and her door opened.

"Good morning, Mistress," said a cheerful Andrew.

Amanda rolled over and rubbed her eyes. It had not been a dream; this place was real. Andrew walked over to her bed and placed a glass of orange juice and half a banana beside her. He then drew back the curtains allowing the morning light to flood the room.

"Thank you," said Amanda reaching for the juice.

"My pleasure," Andrew responded with a smile as he opened the drawers to lay out her running clothes.

Amanda noticed a small bruise on his ass. "How is your bottom? It looks bruised."

"It's not bad; I have had worse."

Amanda was sitting up in her bed, sipping the juice. "Let me see. Come over here and turn around."

Andrew bent slightly, presenting his ass for her inspection. Amanda traced the outline of the bruise with her finger.

"Be honest with me. You are ok that I spanked you?" she asked.

"Very much so. This is the lifestyle I desire. Being under the authority of a woman makes me a better man. I would have been upset had you not corrected me," Andrew answered.

She gave his ass a slight smack with her hand, "Thank you for your honesty. Right, I had better get to my run. Would you please lay out my yellow dress for today?"

Amanda got out of bed and headed to the washroom. As she stripped out of her satin negligee, she thought to fold it for tonight but decided to leave it on the floor for Andrew. If he was going to serve her, he certainly could pick up after her.

When she returned to the room, Andrew laid out her day clothes and was busy making the bed.

"Thank you, Andrew. I will see you later today," said Amanda. Pausing, she asked, "Andrew, do you run?"

"Yes, I have run those trails many times. They are beautiful," he responded.

"Then tomorrow, we shall run together," she said with a smile on her way out the door.

As Amanda ran in the forest on this lovely morning, she was greeted by the warm rays of the sun shining through the trees. The forest was alive with the sounds of chirping birds and rustling leaves. The fresh scent of nature filled the air, invigorating her senses. The rhythmic pounding of her footsteps on the forest trail brought a sense of harmony to her mind and body. With each stride, she felt the stress and worries of everyday life melting away, replaced by a tranquil state of mind.

With each step, Amanda's confidence grew. She realized that she could live in a FLR. The run in the forest became not just a physical exercise but a metaphor for the challenges and triumphs of life itself. Recognizing that there were roots and rocks where she could trip and stumble, but she would always find her footing and pick herself up.

As she walked back to the resort, cooling down from her run, Amanda knew that this was the life for her. FLR is now going to be her future. She decided at that moment to embrace the learning that Sandel Wood had to offer. To become the best FLR woman that she can be.

Back in the room, she had a quick shower and changed into the clothes Andrew had set out. She took one last look in the mirror and headed to her class on conducting inspections.

She was to meet Joan by the 'Workshop Condo,' a space representing a small living area that was used to train both men on cleaning and ladies how to inspect the work. Amanda was not sure where it was located, so she headed to the front lobby to make inquiries.

Coming down the stairs, she came across a man who was obviously engaged on his phone.

"Excuse me, where would I find the Condo Workshop?" she asked.

The man never looked up, instead, he held his hand as if to tell Amanda to wait and finished typing his text.

Her eyes widened; every man here was so polite and accommodating. Here was this guy giving her a 'talk to the hand.'

When he looked up, a shock came over his face, "Sorry, Ma'am. I thought you were one of the blokes."

Amanda adopted a firm demeanor, "Do I look like a bloke or even sound like a bloke?"

"No, Ma'am," he answered.

"Do you normally hold your hand to silence a woman?" she demanded to know.

"No, Ma'am," he responded quietly with his head down.

"What you did was rude and inappropriate. Fetch me a cane," instructed Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am," responded the man. He scurried away into the main office and reappeared a minute later with a medium-weight rattan cane. Standing before her, he offered it on upturned palms.

Amanda took the cane off him and said, "For your rudeness and lack of awareness, I am awarding you six strokes. Bend over."

The man bent over, silently happy he was only getting six and not the whole dozen or, worse yet, being reported to Lady Joan.

Amanda tapped his bottom, getting her distance and aim set up with the cane on his backside. Remembering the training Sandy had given her, she raised her arm and delivered the first stroke.

A white line of fire exploded across his backside. He grunted, processing the pain, but held his position.

Looking at the first stripe, now turning red, Amanda aimed the second directly below, aiming for six parallel stripes. Her stroke was about half an inch lower and slightly angled to the first. His grunt was a bit louder this time.

This was the first real punishment she had delivered. Everything else had been for demonstration or minor infractions.

"Why are you being punished?" she reminded the man.

"Ma'am, for being rude and disrespectful to a woman," came the strained reply.

Two strokes landed one after the other, barely giving him time to process the pain.

"I hope this will be a lesson to you in proper manners and deportment," stated Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am," was the response in a breathless voice, the pain evident in his voice.

Amanda lined up the cane and delivered the last two strikes on the lower curve of his ass. Surveying her handiwork, about half of the lines were parallel, while the spacing left something to be desired. She now had an appreciation of the art form that caning was. The senior ladies, including her mother, could deliver six beautifully spaced lines. This was a skill that she could aspire to.

"You may now stand," she instructed.

He stood up and faced her, breathing fast, eyes slightly moist. She had successfully delivered her first punishment. This man would be better behaved now that he had an honest and painful punishment.

As she held out the cane, he kissed it and said, "Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am."

"You are welcome. Now, where would I find the Condo Workshop?"

"It is down that hall at the end," he said, pointing in the direction.

"You will also leave your phone in the barn for the rest of the day; you have lost your phone privileges. Please return the cane to the office. Dismissed," said Amanda with an air of authority.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, returning the cane.


Lady Joan Teaches Inspection

After administering what she thought was a satisfactory punishment, Amanda walked down the hall toward her meeting with Joan.

Joan stood as she entered the room, "Hello Amanda, how have you been enjoying your visit so far?"

"It has been wonderful. So educational and eye-opening. Honestly, after my divorce, this has given me a reason to look forward to new relationships," answered Amanda.

"Most every woman has a positive experience with FLR. Partnering with the right man can take your relationships to new heights. The key is to be consistent. That is part of what we will learn today," said Joan.

"The word consistent is used a lot and I think I am starting to understand why. I had to punish a man just before I arrived here; he did not respond to my question and brushed me off," said Amanda. "Had I let that go, his whole attitude would have started to slip."

"He is lucky it was you and not me. Rudeness is considered a severe infraction," responded Joan. "Now, for this lesson, I will show you how to conduct an inspection. Before we begin, I want to explain the Triangle of Authority."

Amanda's eyes widened, "Triangle of Authority. Sounds interesting."

Joan smiled, "We developed it here at Sandel Wood. Now imagine the three points of a triangle. The first is assigning a task. You will learn about that with Wendy when she shows you how to make schedules. The next point is reviewing the completed task. That is what we are doing here with lessons on inspections. The last point is feedback. That may either be a privilege, verbal feedback, or a punishment. Then you continue around and start again. It is a continuous loop of assignments, inspections, feedback."

"I like that visual," said Amanda. "It is all starting to make sense."

"Before we begin, one more point I want to make. Here are a few things to remember about FLR men. They are not mind readers; they want to please and rely on you for improvement.” Joan explained.  “Let me expand. If you want something done, you must tell them. It can be a standing order or a one-time task. Perhaps you want the floor moped twice weekly or the towels folded a certain way; you must clearly communicate that to your man. He will try to complete his duties to the best of his ability; he wants it to be perfect for you. Sometimes he fails to meet the standard you expect. As the female or wife, you need to figure out why he failed. Perhaps there was not enough time, or he was burning out. In this case, you will need to modify the tasks. However, if you believe he can do better and is not reaching his potential, you punish him. A few strokes of the cane can do wonders to help a man reach his full potential."

"Being an FLR female or wife is actually a great responsibility. At first, I thought it was all about being served, but now I see, we are a team, each with our duties. I am to lead and motivate, and the man is to aim for perfection," reflected Amanda.

"Exactly, and that is what we are trying to teach our new wives and ladies that come here. Each partner has a specific role to play in the relationship. If the man does not try hard to serve or the woman is not consistent in her standards, then the whole FLR falls apart," replied Joan.

Joan returned to the lesson at hand, "Here we have a fictional studio condo. It has four rooms, a living room , a kitchen, a bathroom, and a bedroom. Our men practice here to perfect their house cleaning skills, and our ladies practice their inspections. Today we have one of our newer men. His name is Chris; he and his wife committed to an FLR a few months ago after 15 years of marriage. She had been doing most of the housework and asked him to come and be schooled on household chores. She sent a list of her expectations, and Chris is cleaning the condo to that standard. You and I will review her list, and then you will inspect to see if Chris has met that standard."

"This actually sounds like a bit of fun," said Amanda. "What happens if I find any faults?"

"Chris's wife sent her tawse with him for the weekend," said Joan, handing Amanda a wide strip of heavy leather. "If you find fault, you will give him a strapping."

Amanda turned the tawse over in her hands. It looked well-used and highly polished. Her mind went to the strap Helen had said she used on her father. "Why is it so polished?" she asked.

"Chris's wife was in the Marines. Let's just say that she has very high polishing standards. I will say that it is not uncommon to assign your partner to look after the disciplinary instruments. To keep the leather clean and polished, to order new canes if they show signs of cracking."

"I will do my best to be firm and fair," said Amanda.

"That is all we ask," responded Joan. She motioned to a table, "Shall we review the instructions?"

"Yes, please," said Amanda, sitting down.

Together they reviewed the instructions that Chris's wife had sent. There were specific ways she wanted the bed made and decorative pillows arranged. She had instructions for what bathroom products would be on the counter and which would be stored under the sink. She also requested that fresh-cut flowers be changed every three days in the living room. The list went on for two pages laying out her preferences.

"This is quite extensive," noted Amanda as she flipped through the pages of expectations.

"It is actually very normal,” explained Joan.  “Every woman eventually develops a list of requirements they want to be done in their home. As I said earlier, men are not mind readers. The more specific you are, the better your house will run," instructed Joan.

At that point, a man arrived at the door and knelt. Joan looked over, "Yes, Chris?"

"Lady Joan, I have finished cleaning the rooms," stated Chris.

"Very good. This is Ms. Amanda; she will be conducting the inspection today," introduced Joan.

"Pleasure to meet you, Ma'am," said Chris.

"And you," responded Amanda.

"Please wait in the hallway. We will be with you shortly," instructed Joan.

"Yes, Lady Joan," said Chris.

After Chris had left, Amanda asked Joan, "What is the penalty if we find any errors?"

"Excellent question. Here at Sandel Wood, we preach the 1-2-3 method. Tell your man, once what you require. In this case, Chris's wife made up a list. Then, he has two opportunities to practice and ask questions. After that, he receives three strokes for an error. Chris has been working with this list for a while; his wife sent him here to fine-tune his skills. If you find any errors, take the strap to him," explained Joan.

"Very good. I think I am ready," announced Amanda.

"Let's go look at Chris's handwork," Joan said, picking up the tawse.

Chris was standing straight outside the rooms he had just cleaned.

Joan directed her questions, "How was everything Chris? Did you have any difficulties?"

"No, Lady Joan. I believe I was able to complete everything," he answered.

"Wonderful. Please hold this while we inspect your work," said Joan, placing the strap onto his palms.

The two ladies went into the condo area. It was representative of a small apartment with a kitchen, sitting area, bathroom, and bedroom. Small enough but the perfect size for this kind of instruction.

They decided to start in the bedroom. Amanda reviewed the list from Chris's wife, checking that the bed was made to her specifications. Chris had placed new flowers beside the bed, and a bottle of mineral water on the side table. Amanda noticed he was missing a glass for the water.

"It does not say to place a glass on the table, just the bottle of water," Amanda asked Joan.

"Chris should have assumed that a glass would be needed. His wife should not be drinking from the bottle. That is not so much an error by Chris, but a lack of foresight," Joan explained.

Next, they went into the bathroom. All the products were arranged as per instructions. Chris had done an excellent job on the cleaning. The bathroom sparkled.

"This looks wonderful," said Amanda. "I wish my bathroom looked like this."

"It will," promised Joan.

When they walked into the living room, the first thing that caught their attention was dust on the coffee table. It was not much, but the angle of light just caught it, making it stand out in this area of perfect housekeeping.

"Did he forget to wipe the table?" observed Amanda.

"I would say so," responded Joan. "He has no excuse for that. He would have been taught it from the beginning of his FLR training."

The rest of the apartment was top-notch. All the requirements set by his wife had been met. Chris was obviously taking his training very seriously.

"Question, how often do you inspect their work? I don't want to spend my time running around behind my partner looking for errors," Amanda asked Joan.

"No, you certainly don’t," responded Joan. "You have to inspect more frequently at the beginning when your partner is learning a new skill, or you have assigned a new task. Let's say that you have decided that pulling weeds once per week is part of your partner's responsibilities. Using the 1-2-3 method, you would show him what areas need weeding. The next two times he does it, review it with him, pointing out any areas that need improvement. Let him ask questions and work with him to find a routine. After that, you would start by inspecting every time he weeds and punishing him if there are errors. Once he performs to your standard, you should only inspect occasionally, perhaps once per month. A good man will strive to learn and please you. You should not have to run around after him."

"Thank you, that makes sense," said Amanda. "Shall I call Chris in?"

"Yes, I think so," said Joan.

"Chris, would you please come in here," called Amanda.

Chris promptly entered the room and stood before Amanda, the strap still perched upon his palms.

Amanda took the strap from him, "Thank you, Chris, you may stand at ease."

With him standing more relaxed, Amanda continued, "Tell me, how did you find this task?"

Chris thought momentarily, "Ma'am, I believe I’m getting better at completing the tasks assigned to me. At first, I was all over the place; however, My Mistress, through her loving discipline, has helped me focus on the tasks assigned. I found this room to be a routine to clean. I am learning my Mistress's wants."

"I would agree that you did an overall satisfactory job. There are only two items I wish to bring to your attention. Please follow me," said Amanda leading him into the bedroom.

She led him to the bedside table. "Your task list says to place a bottle of mineral water beside the bed, does it not?"

"Yes, Ma'am," said Chris, not seeing where he had gone wrong.

"Does your Mistress drink out of a bottle or a glass?"

"A glass, Ma'am," said Chris, understanding what Amanda was implying.

"You need to anticipate your wife's needs and wants. Make her life easier without being told. In the future, include a glass when she asks for a bottle of water."

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Chris.

"Now, I do not consider this an error. Let's put it under a learning opportunity. However, follow me," said Amanda walking back into the living room.

Stopping before the coffee table, Amanda pointed at the surface, "Please explain that?"

Chris looked at the light covering of dust and instantly knew he had made a mistake, "I forgot to dust the table, Ma'am."

"Yes, you did. The instructions left by your Mistress specifically say to wipe down all surfaces," Amanda paused for a moment. "Chris, this is a mistake that has earned you a punishment. Place a glass in the bedroom, wipe this table down, then report for your strapping."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Chris hurrying to the kitchen. After placing a glass next to the water bottle, he got a damp cloth and wiped the table. Replacing the cloth in the kitchen, he presented himself before Amanda.

Joan, who had been very impressed with Amanda's command of the situation so far, asked some questions. "Chris, why are you being punished?" inquired Joan.

"Lady Joan, I am being punished because I forgot to wipe down the table."

"Yes, you are, however, many people forget to clean a table, and they are not punished. Why do you deserve to be whipped?" she probed.

Chris seemed confused and lost words, "I am sorry, Lady Joan, I do not understand what you are asking me."

"Perhaps I am not asking the question correctly. How will this punishment benefit both yourself and your wife?"

Chris nodded and smiled, "Yes, Lady Joan, I understand now. I want to be pleasing to my wife, to make her life easier. Properly cleaning a house to her standards is important to me. I appreciate the training I am receiving; it allows me to perfect my craft. This punishment reminds me of my faults and motivates me to correct them. My wife benefits from having a husband who is fully tuned to her needs, can anticipate her wants, and is pleasing to her."

"Thank you, Chris," said Joan, stepping back.

"Hands on the table," Amanda said, tilting her head at the newly cleaned coffee table.

Chris bent at the waist and placed his palms flat on the surface. His torso was almost ninety degrees to his legs, his ass nicely positioned to feel the coming strokes.

Amanda had decided that this was a minor error and awarded three strokes. She stood beside him and firmly swung the thick strap into his bottom. There was a satisfying crack, as leather met flesh. Chris was obviously familiar with this strap and absorbed the impact with grace. Amanda was initially worried that she was going lighter than his wife; after all, Sandel Wood recommends that all strokes be delivered at full force. She put all her force into the second strike of the strap. Chris grunted slightly; he was most certainly feeling it that time. The final strike came just a few seconds later. Chris's ass was a bright red, his breathing became faster.

"Stand," Amanda commanded.

Chris stood up and faced Amanda. He kissed the offered strap and said, "Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am."

"Chris, I notice you have an erection. Did you enjoy your punishment?" Joan teasingly asked.

"Lady Joan, the actual punishment hurt. Ms. Amanda is quite severe with the strap. However, I do enjoy being submissive. The punishment reminded me of my place and encouraged me to follow directions from my wife. I find the reinforcement of my submission erotic, which is why I have an erection."

"Thank you, Chris, you did very well today," said Joan.

"Thank you, Lady Joan," responded Chris.

"We have both learned from each other today. Your wife is a lucky lady to have such a devoted husband. I wish you all the best, Chris. You are dismissed," commanded Amanda.

"Thank you, Ms. Amanda."


Helen having Tea

After her lesson in conducting inspections, Amanda decided to head to the patio to sit down and digest the morning. Stepping outside, she saw her mother sitting with a very familiar looking man.

"Hello, Mom. How is your morning," greeted Amanda, walking up to them.

"Darling. Good morning to you," said Helen with a fresh smile. "Do you remember Mr. Skill?"

Amanda looked over to the now-standing man. Yes, Mr. and Mrs. Skill. Friends of her parents. They had vacationed together once when she was a little girl, and frequently came over for late-night dinners when she was supposed to be in bed.

"Yes… yes, I do. Mr. Skill, it has been a long time. How are you?" asked Amanda, feeling a bit confused.

"I am doing very well. Thank you, Ma'am. Please call me Neil. May I fetch you a drink?"

"I would love a coffee. Just some cream. Thank you, Neil," stammered Amanda.

"Right away, Ma'am," responded Neil walking towards the bar.

Amanda stared at her mother, mouth half opened, eyes wide, "What is he doing here?"

"Neil and Mary Skill are our friends. They also live a FLR lifestyle. Mary has sent Neil here for the weekend to take some cooking classes," responded Helen, matter of factly.

"He called me Ma'am, and he's wearing clothing?" muttered Amanda, still slightly confused.

"As an adult woman, you are superior to him. He will show you proper respect. I asked him to join me for a coffee to catch up and requested that he be dressed for the occasion."

Accepting the explanation, Amanda rushed to share her experiences, "I had to punish Andrew last night. He forgot to address me properly. I never noticed, but he did and asked me to paddle him. Initially, I was not sure how I felt. It was sexy but also a little disturbing hitting another person," confessed Amanda.

"It can be difficult at first. I struggled with that myself. Your father and I were madly in love, yet we both wanted to live our marriage under the FLR principles. Punishing the man I love sent me many mixed feelings. Once I realized I was punishing with love and your dad accepted the correction with gratitude, our marriage grew deeper. Hubert became a wonderful husband and father. He loved being the man he was, and I loved having him in my life. It was the strict discipline that created that dynamic for us. Using my strap on your father helped give you your happy childhood," said Helen thoughtfully.

Amanda thought for a moment, "How did you punish Dad?"

Helen smiled, "My mother, who came from the UK, had a thick leather strap. I think it was originally used in a boy's school. She passed it on to me, and that was my implement of choice. If you choose this lifestyle, I will pass it on to you," answered Helen.

"Where did Neil go," thought Helen out loud. Looking over, she saw him chatting with the bar attendant, a fresh cup of coffee sitting to the side. "Neil," she called.

Neil looked back at Helen and quickly apologized to his mate, picked up the coffee, and came over.

"Your coffee, Ma'am," he said, placing it before Amanda.

"What was that? You were told to fetch a coffee, not chit-chat," Helen scrutinized.

Neil straightened slightly and lowered his head, "I am sorry, Helen. I was distracted."

Helen rose, "Let's deal with this quickly now. Give me your belt."

Neil slid off his belt, presenting it to Helen. He then took a few paces into the courtyard, slipped his pants down, and bent over. Helen doubled his belt and quickly applied three strokes to his upturned ass. It was all over in a matter of seconds. Helen handed his belt back and returned to the table while Neil adjusted his pants. When Neil eventually sat down, he was his usual, smiling, happy self.

Amanda was in shock, and it showed. Sure, she had just come from the barn, but to see her mother react this way. She was so matter-of-fact, like taking a belt to someone was utterly ordinary. So efficient, it was all over quickly, like nothing ever happened.

"You, ok?" Helen asked Amanda.

"I… I never saw you do that before," stuttered Amanda.

"Of course!  Your father was punished in private. We made the decision to keep our life private from you girls. You seemed to find happiness on your own, but when it did not work out, I thought now was the right time to tell you. Perhaps I should have done it sooner," Helen wondered.

"No, Mom," reassured Amanda, placing her hand on Helen's. "You did the right thing by letting me find my own life. I must admit, though, I am becoming very interested in FLR," Amanda smiled.

Amanda sipped her coffee, "Thank you, Neil, for the coffee."

"My pleasure Ma'am. Again, please accept my apologies for being tardy," he said.

"No worries, Mom seems to have taken care of it," she smiled. "Neil, may I ask you about your FLR journey?"

"Certainly, Ma'am. Where would you like me to begin?"

"Since I am at the start of my journey, why don't you start at the beginning," suggested Amanda.

"I had always known I was submissive from before I met Mary. Shortly after we got together, we played in the bedroom, and I worked up the nerve to ask her to spank me. It was a lot of fun. Mary discovered she had a dominant streak. We talked more about how we could incorporate this into our everyday life and we discovered FLR and Sandel Wood over time," Neil explained.

"So, you were similar to mom and dad?" asked Amanda.

"Not quite, Ma'am. Everyone's FLR journey is different. It depends on their life situation and interests. There are so many aspects a couple needs to discover, what they like, and what works for them. Your mom and dad had you girls; their FLR journey was about family time. Mary and I never had kids, so we were able to be more open. Your dad was a devoted husband and father; I became more of a domestic slave. Mary required me to wear a maid outfit while doing domestic chores. I am kept in chastity and only allowed release for good behavior. Honestly, I love it. I love the service and being a servant. I am always learning and bettering myself. This week she has sent me here to take a cooking class."

Amanda smiled, "It sounds like you two have a great thing going."

"Thank you, Ma'am. We certainly do," responded Neil.

"Neil, since I am new, what advice would you give me?" Amanda asked.

Neil thought briefly, "Ma'am, you should do three things. Firstly, decide what you want. How you want your relationship to look and your partner to act. Secondly, since this is a consensual relationship, find a man who shares your values and vision. Lastly, be consistent. Should you wish to be strict or more casual, always insist that your rules are followed.”

"Thank you, Neil. I appreciate your advice," noted Amanda. Turning to her mother, "I should get going. My next class on Household Management starts soon."

"Love you dear, have a great afternoon," said Helen warmly.

Neil stood politely as Amanda rose from the table and nodded his head slightly.


Household Management Class

Amanda went to the conference room to find Wendy. She had been scheduled for a seminar on household management but she was not entirely sure what this would entail. She supposed it was about how to tell her partner what to do.

Wendy was already in the room organizing her notes.

"Good morning[1]," said Amanda entering.

"Good morning to you," replied Wendy, going to shake her hand. "Did you have a pleasant night?"

"Wonderful. The air is so fresh, and the land so peaceful. Slept like a baby," responded Amanda.

Wendy poured them tea and motioned Amanda to sit around a small table overlooking the grounds. With the sun halfway up and the last of the morning mist lifting, it felt like a new day in many ways.

Wendy opened, "I wanted to talk with you about household management. What do you think that means?"

Amanda thought briefly, "Well, I suppose it is how I want my house to look and feel."

"Yes. Also, it is how you want your man to act. Let's break this down into smaller segments. I will ask you a series of questions about your ideal setup. Let's start with your future partner."

"Ok, that sounds like a good way to do this," agreed Amanda.

Wendy asked, "I understand that you were married before and unhappy?"

"That is correct. It was a very painful and depressing chapter in my life and I’m looking forward to moving on," remarked Amanda.

"One of the benefits of an FLR is a man who is focused on your happiness. Let's get started," suggested Wendy reaching for her notepad. "I will use your answers to write up a contract that you and your new man can use as a template for your relationship." Wendy noted, "Physical attributes, how would you like your man to look? How much exercise should he do?"

"I am a runner and take pride in my body. My ex let himself go, which contributed to our drifting apart. My ideal man would be toned and fit. Lift weights two to three times a week and do some type of cardio. I don't care what kind of exercise, whatever makes him happy. So long as he is healthy and maintains an ideal weight," reflected Amanda thoughtfully.

"Ok, I will say that he must be fairly active and fit, engaging in some type of regular exercise, and you can set his ideal weight.  You could even say that he will be weighed once per month," said Wendy writing this down.

"What happens if his weight goes up?" worried Amanda.

"You can review his exercise and eating habits and adjust as necessary. Strokes of the cane, extra exercise, and a restricted diet tend to work wonders," advised Wendy. "Next is clothing. How would you want your man to dress in and outside the house? Both casual and formal."

Amanda paused in thought, "Inside, I would like him nude. However, he can wear a maid's outfit for protection and hygiene when cooking meals. Outside of the house, I like classy European styles. Smart casual and Italian suits. A well-dressed man is sexy, and I want him to be sexy."

Wendy recorded Amanda's comments, "I will also add that he is expected to learn your fashion preferences and pick out clothing that meets your tastes, unless he already has a good sense of style that matches your preferences."

"Yes, that would be fine, thanks," said Amanda.

"Next, we have household chores. In a FLR, men are expected to do the majority, if not all, of the domestic work. If I may ask, what was your last relationship like?"

Amanda sighed, "He did very little; mostly, it fell to me."

Wendy nodded, "I see. Do you enjoy doing anything around the house or prefer to do it yourself? Some ladies enjoy cooking or want to organize their own clothing. You can always make the changes later."

"Well, I don't mind cooking and decorating the house. The routine cleaning, I could do without" answered Amanda.

"How clean do you like your home? Are you casual or meticulous?"

Amanda laughed, "I am a bit of a clean freak. I like everything in its place, a neat and tidy home."

"Ok, I will say that your man is responsible for all household chores per your directions. I will give you a cleaning schedule that can get you started. This is one of the areas where consistency becomes very important. If the house is not to your standard, deliver a punishment and have him redo the job until it meets your approval. FLR men want to learn and serve; once they know the correct way, life will be much easier for you both. Be strict about the rules being followed," counselled Wendy.

"I am starting to understand," said Amanda. "I have asked Andrew to help me. He tells me if he has made a mistake."

"Wonderful," said Wendy, "I recommend you go and inspect your room after this. If you see anything not to your standard, give Andrew a punishment. He will be more in tune with your wishes tomorrow."

Amanda nodded. She was already thinking about Andrews's ass.

"Question," asked Amanda, "What about sex. I assume in an FLR, the woman decides when and where?"

"Certainly, that was one of my next points. You decide what your sex needs are. You can have oral relief every night before bed or intercourse at your convenience. We teach our men not to orgasm without permission. If you have not said anything, then it is assumed that permission has not been given. Reaching a climax without permission is a serious infraction. Some ladies keep their men in chastity and simply receive oral sex from them. Have you thought of your preferences?" Wendy asked.

"I don't think I want a chastity cage. I prefer to see a nice cock." Amanda paused, "The thing is, I have never been dominating in the bedroom. With my ex, he always took charge. Would there be a way for me to experience that while I am here," she asked, slightly shy.

"Certainly, we can arrange that. Would you consider using Andrew?" Wendy asked.

"I intend to use Andrew at some point; however, perhaps for the first time, a stranger may be better. Honestly, I think I just want someone I can whip and fuck."

"I see, yes," Wendy thought for a moment. "I have someone in mind. His name is Angus, his wife sent him here to learn gardening skills, she wants to create an English garden. She has permitted him to be used in any way we deem fit. I will send him to your room this evening at ten. You will have full authority over him."

"Thank you very much," said a relieved Amanda.

"Let's continue. Discipline. Are there any particular aspects you would like written in?" asked Wendy.

"Yes, that is a tricky one," said Amanda. "I don't want to be abusive, and it's important that whatever relationship I am in is consensual. I know that discipline is important in an FLR. How would you recommend balancing this?" she asked.

"The first and most important rule is never to punish in anger. If your man has done something that really annoys you, set up a time in the future for the punishment or have him stand in the corner while you compose yourself," advised Wendy. "Always remember that your man entered this relationship out of his free will. He wants and expects your firm guidance. If you follow our guidance, then you will not overly hurt him. I will write in the standard three strokes for minor infractions up to twelve for serious offenses."

"That makes sense. I guess this will all become easier as I have more practice," said Amanda.

"Alright, we are making great progress. Just two more areas to cover. Finance and free time. Let us start with family finances. How much control would you like? For instance, do you want to give him an allowance or have him seek your approval for larger purchases?"

Amanda reflected for a minute, "I want a partner who is both smart with money and someone I can trust with finances. I want to be consulted for larger purchases and kept abreast of our financial situation. Beyond that, he would have free rein to manage finances."

"Very sensible," said Wendy, making a note. "Last item to discuss is free time. This is important and sometimes overlooked. We are all human, and everyone needs some downtime. While your partner or husband is committed to serving you, he does require some time alone. Otherwise, you risk burnout and decay in the relationship. We recommend you encourage your husband to join a club, play a sport and meet up with friends. Perhaps set aside one night a week and sometimes on weekends where he does these things."

"I see the value of that. Honestly, I, too, need my recreational time. Please include all your recommendations," asked Amanda.

Wendy placed her notepad down, 'I think I have everything. We will produce two documents. A contract or blueprint of how your relationship will look. You will review this with your partner  every few months to make any changes needed. Remember, these are living documents designed to evolve with your relationship. Secondly, we will make up a task schedule for your partner. That way, you both know what and when things are expected to be complete. Of course, this list will also change over time."

"Thank you so much. This has been very educational," said Amanda.

"Our pleasure," replied Wendy.

"Andrew would have been finished with your room by now. Perhaps you would like to inspect it? Tomorrow we will discuss FLR maintenance."

"Yes, thank you for everything. It has been most educational," said Amanda, standing.


Amanda Inspects her Room

Amanda walked down the hall towards the main office. Sandy was sitting behind the desk working on her computer. A man poured over some ledgers on the other side of the room.

"Good morning, Sandy," said Amanda walking in.

Sandy looked up and smiled, "A very good afternoon to you. How are you enjoying your first day?"

"It is lovely. Such a good vibe," said Amanda.

"What may I do for you?" asked Sandy.

"Two things. Would you get a message to Andrew that I would like to conduct my room inspection shortly?"

"Certainly, and the second," asked Sandy.

Amanda paused briefly, "Wendy suggested that perhaps Angus would be sent to me tonight after dinner."

Sandy smiled, "Yes, you will enjoy his company. Angus is a lovely man in many ways." Turning to the man working next to her. "Mark, would you please go and find Andrew. Let him know that Ms. Amanda would like to conduct her room inspection."

"Certainly, Ma'am," said Mark, rising to his feet.

"What is he working on," asked Amanda.

"Mark's children both play football. He volunteered to be the association treasurer. His wife thought it a good idea for him to attend and take some basic bookkeeping classes. He is helping me do some accounting."

"There are so many opportunities I never thought about. I will have a drink by the pool and then see Andrew. Thank you for your help," said Amanda.

"My pleasure," said Sandy, returning to her notes.

Amanda went to the pool area and ordered a lemonade from the bar. She found a quiet chair in the shade and thought about the morning's events. Everyone here was happy, pleasant, polite, and well-mannered. The type of people she enjoyed hanging out with. How many people around her were in an FLR, she wondered? The only two couples she knew for sure now were the Skills and her own mom and dad. It was all secretive yet familiar. She wondered if any FLR gated communities existed where like-minded couples could live in the open? Making a mental note to ask. She finished her lemonade and returned her empty glass to the bar, thanking the naked attendant.

As she walked to see Andrew, Amanda thought of the inspections she did this morning with Joan. What to look for and how to act. Joan's advice was that inspections were a personal thing, and this was an opportunity to reinforce how she wanted her house to look. Obviously, Andrew did not know her preferences, at least not yet, so she would enforce the Sandel Wood standard the best she could. She especially liked Joan's comment about making it a game of hide and seek. The harder she looked, the easier it would become.

Rounding the corner to her room, Andrew stood tall and straight outside her door.

Pausing directly in front of him, looking up into his dark eyes, “Hello, Andrew. Is my room ready for inspection?" she inquired.

"Yes, Mistress," came his ever-respectful demeanor.

Amanda smiled and entered the room, let the games begin, she thought. She wanted to be very proper about this. How would she want her house to look if she had a husband? Granted, Andrew did not know all of her wants; however, he knew the basics about cleaning and had cleaned for a lady before.

Amanda started in the bathroom. Yes, everything was wiped down, the toilet sparkled, and there was not a blemish on the mirror. Examining closely, she saw some dust along the top of the mirror, and the soap dish had not been cleaned. Two minor items that she certainly would not have minded on her own. After all, this bathroom was cleaner than she kept hers at home. The issue became, what standard did she expect? What did Sandel Wood expect? Finally, what did Andrew expect?

Moving to the bedroom, again, on the surface, it looked spectacular. She did the usual dust checks under the bed, picture frames, and the lampshade. There was only a bit by the window frame. Then she noticed that the windows had marks on them; yes, upon a closer look, they had not been cleaned. This was certainly something more serious. Missing a bit of dust is one thing, but forgetting to clean an entire window? Andrew must be out of practice since he was on his own. She would do her bit to correct him, to make him better. Amanda paused; she was starting to think like a FLR woman.

Shaking her head with a smile, she said, "Andrew, please come in here."

Andrew walked into the room and stood before her, awaiting her judgment.

"When was the last time you cleaned a lady's room?" she asked.

"Not since I was with my last partner," he answered.

"Overall, you did a very nice job. I only found a few errors. Let's have a review. Follow me," instructed Amanda walking into the bathroom with Andrew in tow.

"Andrew, I discovered dust on top of the mirror, and the soap dish has not been cleaned," said Amanda.

Andrew simply stood there accepting her report. He remained silent as he had not been asked for his input.

Amanda let him back into the bedroom and showed him the dust on the windowsill.

"While I consider the odd bit of dust minor, I found one more serious item. Please inspect the window and tell me what you see," instructed Amanda.

Andrew stepped forward and quickly saw his error. "I failed to clean the window," he calmly stated.

"Andrew. Please fetch a cane and meet me at the punishment bench," commanded Amanda.

Andrew went and opened the drawer of corrective instruments; he selected a medium cane and hurried back to Amanda. He lifted the cane on both upturned palms and presented it to his Mistress.

Amanda took the offered cane, holding it between both hands. Looking him in the eyes, she said, "Andrew, this is the first time you cleaned my room, and you may not know my preferences. However, you have previously cleaned the room for other ladies, and therefore I expect a high standard. In the future, I intend to be a very strict wife. I am awarding you three strokes for the dust and another three for the window."

She stepped to the side and simply said, "Bend."

Andrew stepped forward and draped himself over the bench. His feet were slightly on tiptoes, causing his leg muscles to show. With his hands, he gripped the bench legs to steady himself. Amanda had not asked for any responses, so he would maintain silence.

Focusing on his breathing, he felt a few light taps and then the familiar whistle of Ratan slicing through the air. His ass exploded in a line of fire. Breathing through the pain, he was flooded with memories of the many times he had been bent over by the women in his life. Amanda may be new, but if that first stroke was any indication, her future partners and husband would be kept in check.

Amanda was initially surprised at how easy this was. The cane took very little strength to deliver a painful strike. It was the perfect instrument for someone of her petite build. Her first strike was instantly white and quickly faded to red. She remembered Joan's advice about where to safely hit, being careful not to go too high and to stay on the fleshy areas of the bottom.

She took aim a second time, raised the cane, and smartly brought it down across Andrews's ass. The parallel line she was hoping for was not to be. The second strike partially covered the first. Initially disappointed the line wasn’t perfectly parallel, she reflected on how she was whipping a man. Something she never would have dreamed of a few weeks ago.

Andrew released his breath and held on tight, maintaining his lovely position, but also bracing himself for the third stroke. So far, Amanda was proving very efficient at wielding this cane. His ass was on fire, sweat starting to form and his breathing increasing. He now had one job, to focus and receive this correction. The cane impacted his ass for a third time, slightly lower than the first two. A slight sound escaped his lips. He gripped tighter while mentally checking that his ass was still correctly presented.

Amanda had found her rhythm; she would strike Andrew every 5-6 seconds. Joan had explained that was enough time for him to feel the full extent of the punishment without unnecessarily dragging it out. She worked at being firm and efficient. The fourth stroke landed, causing a now familiar cracking sound that echoed off the walls. Andrew was a trooper. She could see him making some effort to keep his ass presented.

Two more, he thought, he only had to get through two more strokes. Andrew really wanted to impress Amanda, this being their first real punishment session. With each cane strike, his fondness for her grew. As the fifth stroke landed, his head bowed slightly as he absorbed her correction.

Amanda paused slightly; the five lines were all bright red. One more to go, she counted, as she selected a bare section of his bottom, just above the thigh, and then administered her last stroke.

Both Amanda and Andrew were flushed after the experience. Amanda felt that it really was care she was providing; she was not punishing him for the sake of simple pain. She was teaching, guiding, and bettering him. From now on, he would clean her room to a higher standard. He would be proud of his work and she would have a perfect attendant striving to make her life more pleasant.

Amanda held out the cane, "Stand," she commanded.

Andrew raised himself up onto his feet, turned, and kissed the cane. "Thank you for correcting me, Mistress."

"You’re welcome, Andrew," replied Amanda. She reached down and ran her nails along the shaft of his hardening cock. "Did you enjoy that?"

"I did not enjoy that I did something that required punishment. However, I enjoy submitting to a strong, powerful woman," Andrew said, looking her in the eyes.

In a moment of impulse, Amanda rose onto her toes, leaned forward, and kissed Andrew. He responded by wrapping his arms around her, lifting her slightly, while kissing her back. Their tongues explored each other's mouths, lips firmly pressed together.

Amanda pulled back, slightly embarrassed, "Sorry," she said softly, as Andrew lowered her back down.

Andrew smiled, "No need to be sorry. In an FLR, you may take pleasure from your man anytime. Also, discipline is an act of love; it shows that you care for him. I am not saying we are in love, but you cared enough about my actions to correct me. For that, I am grateful."

Amanda gave him one more peck on the cheek. "Thank you, Andrew." She paused, "Tonight, I want you to know that Angus is coming to my room. I just need practice," she said softly, almost apologetical.

"Angus is a wonderful man. He will treat you like a lady. I shall do a turndown service earlier for you."

"You are a darling. Please return this, and you are dismissed," smiled Amanda handing him the cane.

"Yes, Mistress."


Angus Visits Amanda

After a lovely dinner with her mother and drinks with the other ladies attending the weekend training, Amanda arrived back in her room. Surveying the room, she noticed Andrew had turned her bed down and placed mineral water by her bed, as well as two bottles of different oils off to the side. He had indeed thought of everything.

She took a shower to freshen up and slipped into a soft blue lace babydoll dress that hugged her waist and flared about the hips. Lighting the candles, she turned the lights down and then sat by the window enjoying the last of the evening sunset settling over the horizon.

Promptly, at the prescribed time, there was a knock at her door. Amanda went to the center of the room, and taking a deep breath to steady herself, she called out, "Enter."

The door opened, and in walked a solid, sturdy, naked man who looked like a Scottish god. "Mistress. My name is Angus. I was told that you sent for me."

Amanda held herself back from looking this beautiful man up and down and simply pointed to a spot in front of her, "Stand. Hands behind your head."

Angus adopted the expected position for inspection. Feet apart, head up, chest out, hand clasped behind his head.

Amanda slowly circled him. He was tall, just over 6 feet, well built, with broad shoulders and glorious red hair.  His arms were thick with bulging muscles and his chest was well-defined.  As her eyes traveled down his flat stomach, they came to a stop at the incredible cock that was hanging there.  It was clear that he was beginning to respond to the intensity of her gaze and Amanda could tell she was going to enjoy herself this evening.

"Angus, let me make something crystal clear to you; tonight, I intend to use you for my pleasure. You are not allowed to speak or make any noise. If I am not completely satisfied, a complaint will be made to Lady Joan. Do you understand?"

Angus nodded.

"Fetch the pink butt plug. Apply some lube to the plug, set it on the table, and then get on all fours," said Amanda.

As Angus hurried to obey her, she could feel herself getting more into the mode of commanding orders. Her FLR partner would always be available to please her, and tonight, being dominant in the bedroom was pleasing.

Angus placed the lubed plug on the table and got on his hands and knees, facing away from her. Amanda took the plug and bent over Angus, wrapping one arm around his waist, and with steady pressure, inserted the plug into his ass. To Angus's credit, he remained silent even though Amanda felt a groan swelling up inside him.

"If that comes out, you will be caned," she warned him. "Get over the bench," came her sharp command.

He quickly went to the bench, mentally checking the plug was securely in place, and bent over the strapping bench. Angus was now completely exposed and available for whatever activities his Mistress desired.

Amanda walked over to the bench, and admired his nicely presented backside.  She ran her hands down Angus’s smooth back, feeling his strong shoulders and muscles.  Amanda began using her hand to pat Angus’s upturned ass.  She had heard it was good to warm the body up before administering the heavier straps.  Slapping her hand down on Angus’s smooth skin, she began spanking him harder.  She enjoyed watching his flesh turn pink in response as she increased her intensity and pressure.

Amanda went to the drawer that held various implements and selected a heavy leather strap, similar to the one her mother described using on her father. This was not going to be one of those sharp, efficient punishments she had administered earlier today. She would take her time, enjoy herself, and feel the power.

She laid the strap across his back and ran her finger along his ass and down his legs. He was shaved, her fingers sliding along his skin. His breathing increased slightly as he tensed for what was to come.

Retrieving the strap from his back, Amanda gave him one stinging stroke. The sound echoed in the room, and a wide red stripe appeared on his perfect ass. Angus jerked slightly but managed to remain silent as ordered.

Amanda took her time between strokes. Admiring his masculine form and control. She was the dominant one, the boss, and her words were final. She had only punished a man a few times this weekend, and it got her turned on each time. It was hot tonight with this specimen of a man at her beck and call. She applied about twenty strokes over fifteen minutes. By the end, Angus' ass was bright red, and she could tell she had brought him to the brink of pleasure, and it was time to move on to the other things she had in mind.

Amanda tossed the strap to the side and collapsed into a chair. She spread her legs and commanded, "Angus, tongue."

He quickly got up and came before her; dropping to his knees, he buried his head between her legs.

Amanda had received oral sex before, but this was a level above. He was obviously talented. His tongue was strong and worked her over precisely the way she needed. Oh God..he really was outstanding indeed.

Throughout the waves of pleasure that were starting to form, she realized that in an FLR, she would have access to this anytime.

Amanda grabbed a handful of hair and directed him slightly higher. Angus was now concentrating on her clit, his mouth gently covering her while his tongue manipulated her bud in all the right ways. Releasing his hair, she slid further down in the chair, her legs wide open. Resting her head, she relaxed and let the delightful feelings wash over her. As the moans and gasps of pleasure steadily increased; she tilted her pelvis slightly more to allow Angus full access as her first orgasm bubbled to the surface.

Amanda grabbed his hair again again and pushed his face against her pussy while the shudders of organismic pleasure shook her core. He was terrific, like nothing she had ever experienced. This man is obedient and talented; he only wants to please her, she realized.

Angus’s ministrations brought Amanada to orgasmic bliss twice more before she pushed him away and ordered, “On the bed. On your back."

Angus left her pussy and laid on the bed. He was a lovely specimen of a man. Muscular arms, a thick chest, and that magnificent cock standing proudly at attention.

After a few brief moments to collect herself, Amanda climbed onto the bed beside Angus. She had only seen a cock as gorgeous as this on the internet. It was long and thick and looked muscular like him. She took one finger and lightly traced the shaft. He shifted slightly but, to his credit, did not make a sound.

Amanda wrapped her hand around him and slowly started pumping. She could feel the ribbed texture of his shaft, the soft skin but the firmness underneath. This was a beautifully formed pole, standing tall and erect.

Amanda leaned in and licked his cock teasingly. Even though she was the dominant one, this was hers for the evening, and if she wanted to lick it, then it was her prerogative. She ran her tongue up his shaft, pausing at the tip to trace circles.

Angus was struggling to remain still and quiet. His body was an offering to his Mistress.

Amanda placed her lips over his shaft. Gently sucking, she took him deep into her mouth, sliding her lips down the sides. She enjoyed giving blowjobs and very much liked licking Angus's organ. After a few rhythmic strokes, moving up and down his long, hard, shaft, she let the tip of his cock slip from her lips. His cock was incredibly hard; it arched up, begging for release.

Straddling him, she lowered her pussy onto his cock, his thick warm pole penetrating into her warm wetness. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his pecks, and started to thrust herself into him. He was so big, so beautifully formed. He completely filled her up.

Amanda started thrusting harder, riding Angus hard, extracting the most pleasure she could. It did not take long for the first shudders to take hold as she climaxed on his cock.

This had never happened with her former husband; this was the best sexual encounter Amanda had ever experienced. The thrusting continued, each climax stronger than the next.

Eventually, Angus started to tremble, hinting that his iron-like self-control was beginning to slip. He knew he was forbidden from cuming without permission. Yet, Amanda was gorgeous and her orgasms were incredibly sexy and arousing. The feelings inside him grew and as his cock started to twitch, he knew he was losing the battle.

Just as Amanda reached another glorious orgasm, she felt his cock pulse and his warm seed filled her. His body was shaking slightly, and a few grunts escaped his mouth.

Amanda collapsed onto his chest, nuzzling her head under his chin. Angus wrapped his powerful arms around her, holding her tight.

"Thank you, Angus. You may speak," whispered Amanda.

"My pleasure Ma'am. Please accept my apologies for reaching a climax without your permission. I would be happy to report this matter to Lady Joan," he said with the slightest Scottish accent.

"No need. I may have teased you just a bit too much. Thank you for everything. I needed a night of being dominant. It is all so new; I wanted to try it. You were such a good sport. Taking a beating and then giving me so much pleasure," said Amanda holding him tight.

"It was a delightful evening. Thank you for allowing me to be part of your journey," replied Angus, gently rubbing her back.

After a few minutes, Amanda looked up and gave Angus a light kiss. "I need to get some sleep."

Angus gave her one last hug and then slid out of bed. He adjusted the covers over her and quickly picked up the room. Putting the strap back into the drawer and  replacing the chair. By the time he let himself out, Amanda had drifted off to sleep.


Andrew joins Amanda for a Run

Promptly at seven, a slight knock came on Amanda's door, followed by Andrew letting himself in.

"Good morning, Mistress, "he whispered, placing a glass of juice and half a banana beside her bed.

She stirred and rolled over as he went to the curtains, opening them to reveal another gorgeous day.

Amanda sat up in bed, taking a sip of her juice. "Are you all ready to take me around the trails?" she asked.

"I am. My kit is downstairs. I will meet you on the back patio when you are ready," Andrew replied.

He started laying out her running gear. When she left it on the floor yesterday, Amanda wondered where it had gone. Apparently, he had it laundered, and it was now ready for her today.

"I am going to use the washroom. Shall we meet downstairs in fifteen minutes," asked Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am," said Andrew, taking his clue to withdraw.

Amanda washed her face, brushed her teeth, and woke up. Last night with Angus was amazing. She had slept so soundly. It had indeed been the best sex she ever had. The ability to do whatever pleased her with a very talented partner who was entirely focused on her, was liberating. She thought about what her parent's sex life must have been like and had a private laugh.

She met Andrew on the back patio. He was dressed in dark shorts and a light blue shirt. This was the first time she had seen him with clothing.

"So, what's the plan," she asked.

"There is a beautiful trail that starts near here. It is about a three-mile loop over rolling hills. The terrain is sometimes a little technical, but we should be able to hold a good pace."

"That sounds perfect. Lead the way," said Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew with a smile.

They were very closely matched in ability and took turns leading the way. The trail was mostly single track with a few opportunities to run side by side. It weaved and curved through the midwestern forest. Birds and squirrels were in abundance. As promised, a few sections were technical, where their feet danced over thick roots and they had to scramble up rocky inclines.

After over an hour, they returned to the main building, catching their breath.

"That was an amazing run. So pretty. Honestly, one of the best I have ever been on," admitted Amanda.

"Yes, it is lovely here. There are several more similar trails around these parts," said Andrew.

"Where are you from," she asked.

"About two hours North of here. A small town called Swindon."

"I know that place, I stopped there for gas once. We are not far from each other," said Amanda with a smile.

Arriving on the back patio, they saw Helen doing her morning yoga.

"Good morning, darling. How was your run?" asked Helen.

"Morning, Mom. It was lovely. Have you met Andrew?" asked Helen.

"Hello, Andrew. How do you do," asked Helen, extruding her hand.

"Very well. Thank you. A pleasure to meet you, Ma'am," answered Andrew, taking her offered hand.

"Would you two care to join me for breakfast?" asked Helen.

"That would be wonderful," replied Amanda, "Let us just get cleaned up. Shall we meet you in 45 minutes?"

"See you then," said Helen.

"Ma'am," said Andrew as he followed Amanda back to her room.

"That was a lovely run. I feel so invigorated. Thank you again for showing me the trails," said Amanda smiling at Andrew as they reached her room.

"It was my pleasure, Ma'am," responded Andrew.

On entering the room, Amanda took charge, "Right. Run a shower, then lay out my blue dress. When you are finished, you may attend to me in the shower."

"Yes, Mistress," said Andrew. He quickly stepped out of his clothing and headed for the bathroom to complete the first of his duties.

Amanda slipped out of her clothing, leaving them on the floor, and walked over to the windows, letting the morning sun wash her body. She chuckled at how fast she had become accustomed to Andrew picking up after her. Most other men would have complained; rather, it would be her cleaning up after him. She was still coming to terms with the fact that this was what Andrew wanted and enjoyed. He thrived under a strict woman. Amanda was slowly appreciating how her discipline could bring out the best in a man.

The sound of the water running preceded Andrew announcing that her shower was ready.

"Thank you, Andrew," said Amanda walking past him.

As Andrew got to work picking up her running kit and laying out her clothes for the day, Amanda slid into the shower. The warm water ran over her body, her muscles relaxing after the run.

Andrew returned to the bathroom, and Amanda motioned for him to join her in the shower.

"Wash my hair," she said, turning her back to him.

Andrews's strong hands massaged her scalp, working the soap into a rich lather. She could feel his cock resting against her ass. After working the soap down her hair, Andrew took the shower handle and rinsed her off. Taking the initiative, he started soaping her shoulders and back. Deeply massaging her as he went.

Amanda leaned forward against the slower wall, moaning at the feeling of his hands sliding across her back. She braced herself and just enjoyed the moment.

She turned to face him and as the water ran down their faces, Andrew gently cupped Amanda's cheek, his touch conveying both desire and tenderness. Their lips meet in a fervent kiss, igniting a spark that electrified the air around them. Time seemed to stand still as they lost themselves in the passion and intensity of the moment.

Their embrace grew tighter, hands roaming each other's bodies, exploring, and savoring every inch. The warmth of the water intensified the sensation, heightening their connection. Amanda's fingers gripped Andrew's wet hair, pulling him closer. At the same time, Andrew's hands traced the curves of her body, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake.

Their kiss deepened, breaths mingling as they surrendered to the overwhelming desire for each other. The world outside the shower ceased to exist as they explored the depths of their passion, lost in a realm where only desire mattered.

Amanda could feel the heat rising within her as she pulled herself back from Andrew. She looked deeply into his eyes and pushed his shoulders down.

Andrew responded immediately. Sinking to his knees, he leaned forward and flicked the tip of his tongue across her clit. Amanda inhaled sharply, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled him in closer as Andrew got to work, probing, licking, and exploring her pussy.

Amanda leaned back against the shower wall, her head back, water cascading onto her breasts and Andrew's head. Angus was brilliant, but Andrew was a step above. His talented mouth worked over her pussy, bringing her pleasure she had never known. Oh God, she thought, in an FLR, she could have this every day on command.

The first of several organisms started to rise deep within her core. Holding onto his head, Andrew’s tongue pushed into her and the rhythmic thrusting of her hips complemented his plunging tongue.  She allowed her body to shake with the release of her orgasm, knowing Andrew would hold and support her in place.

"Ok," sighed Amanda, releasing her grip on him. Andrew stood up and embraced her while she came down.

After a few minutes, Andrew reached up and turned off the water. He stepped out and held a towel for Amanda. Once she was dried off, he got the second towel for himself.

She turned around and gave him a kiss. "Mom would like you dressed for breakfast. Shall we meet in twenty minutes?"

"Yes, Ma'am," smiled Andrew back. He collected the used towels and headed to the barn area to change.

Amanda dried her hair and slipped on the dress. What a wonderful weekend this was turning into. Handsome, obedient men at her beck and call. For some ladies, this was their life with having attentive men wanting to serve them. Applying a bit of makeup, she headed down to join Helen.

Andrew had arrived a few minutes before her. He was dressed in attractive tan pants with a red collared shirt. When he saw her arriving, he stood up and held her chair out.

"Thank you, Andrew," said Amanda, sitting down.

"May I fetch us some coffee, ladies?" asked Andrew.

"Black for me," said Helen. Amanda ordered hers with a single cream.

"Yes, Ma'am," responded Andrew.

After he had left, Helen turned to Amanda, "He seems nice."

"Actually, he is a perfect gentleman," said Amanda watching Andrew walk away.

"I am glad you are seeing what nice men are available here. That was the reason I brought you. So, you could see the foundation your father and I had."

"I want to learn more about you and Dad. I never saw this side when I was growing up," inquired Amanda.

Andrew returned with the coffees and a waiter who took their orders. Andrew sat patiently, not wanting to interrupt the conversation while Helen continued.

"I want you to think of the Army. The Sergeant is a strong, capable, hard-working man who will answer without question to a female Officer. Your father was a man's man in all regards. He worked hard, was a loving husband and father, always ready to give the shirt off his back, and I was in charge," explained Amanda.

"I remember you cooking and cleaning too," stated Amanda.

"Certainly, I helped out when I had to. A marriage is a partnership, and a family requires teamwork. Just because you have authority over your husband does not mean you can sit around and do nothing. How would it have looked to you and your sister if your dad constantly worked, and I was sitting about?"

Amanda considered that for a moment, "I would have thought you were lazy, or you were taking advantage of Daddy."

"Correct, and do you think your father could have done it all by himself?"

"No, not really. It's a lot of work raising children," answered Amanda.

"And for those reasons, I ensured I did my fair share of the work. Had I dumped it all on your father, it would have made a poor impression on you girls, plus he would have burnt out," said Helen. Turning to Andrew, she asked, "Andrew, when you were in your relationship, how much of the work did you do?"

"Ma'am, we had no children, so I was fortunate to do most of the household chores. Luckily, my partner monitored my workload to ensure my service did not suffer burnout."

Helen continued, "That is the importance of the weekly talk between wife and husband. So that if someone is feeling overwhelmed or something is not working, it can be addressed early on."

Amanda looked at her mother, "I never saw or heard you punish Dad?"

"Oh, believe me, I punished him as necessary. Now I could not punish him immediately when you girls were in the house. We had a book where we would record infractions, and I would deal with them later. When you two were small, I would take him into the garage after you went to bed. When you and your sister were at dance class, he would come home for any punishment before picking you back up."

"Wow, I had no idea," said Amanda, slowly shaking her head.

"When you were away at summer camp, and after you moved out to the university, we lived much more of the lifestyle. I kept him nude, increased his chore list to make up for the reduction of childcare, and punished him immediately. The last few years together were some of the happiest we had," said Helen lost in thought.

Breakfast arrived, and they all dug in while it was still warm. Andrew freshened up their coffees, and the conversation turned to the weather and plans for today.

"Amanda here enjoys golf," Helen said to Andrew.

His eyes lit up, "That's wonderful, Ma'am. Sandel Wood has an agreement with a local course. Would you like a round later today?" he asked.

“Yes, I would enjoy that. I have an appointment with Ms. Wendy now about Maintenance. We can play after,” said Amanda.

"I will ask Ms. Sandy to make us a booking and let you know," Andrew said, pleased with himself at the opportunity to spend more time with Amanda.


Learning Maintenance

Amanda went to what could only be described as a workshop room. It had a projector on the ceiling, whiteboards on the walls, and various chairs and tables. The end of the room had a black leather spanking bench next to a table displaying a variety of straps, paddles, and canes.

Wendy was seated in a chair, talking with a kneeling man. When Amanda arrived, she made a motion, the man went to stand in the corner, facing the wall. Wendy stood, motioning Amanda in, "How did Andrew do in your room?"

"He did very well. That was the cleanest my bedroom had ever been. I looked hard and finally found a window he had forgotten to clean. I took the cane to him," answered Amanda walking to the seat indicated.

"Good for you. Yes, the key is to set your expectations early. You will be surprised at how fast your partner or husband will adapt and rise to your standard," said Wendy pouring Amanda a cup of tea. "Do you have any questions about what we have covered up to now?"

"No, so far, everything has been explained quite clearly. I appreciate all the hands-on training."

"Perfect. If you have any questions, you are always welcome to call or email," offered Wendy.

"Thank you," smiled Amanda.

"Today, we are going to talk about maintenance. Have you heard that term before?"

Amanda paused, "I believe it is a weekly punishment."

"Close," said Wendy, "It is done weekly. However, it is not a punishment. It is an opportunity for you to demonstrate your dominance. To reinforce the FLR relationship. You may find that your husband is well-behaved and does everything you ask of him to your satisfaction. This is a way for both of you to reaffirm your leadership in the relationship or marriage."

"So, it is like a weekly check-in?" asked Amanda.

"Yes, it is. Here at Sandel Wood, we teach to first have an opportunity to discuss the past and forthcoming week. Allow your man to discuss any concerns. Sometimes your instructions may be hard to follow, or your man can run the house more efficiently. Hear him out and make any changes that you feel are needed. Of course, your decision is final," said Wendy.

"I understand. This would be the living document where changes can be made?" responded Amanda.

"Yes. When we say a 'Living Document,' we mean that the rules of your household and the duties you assign to your man may have to be modified over time. You may find that some tasks are unworkable or that his time may be better spent somewhere else. Perhaps your expectations change. Your man is your eyes and ears in the house. He will tell you if he cannot complete a task or if something could be done differently," said Wendy.

"I see FLR as a team effort. Obviously, I am in charge, but my man has important contributions to make," said Amanda.

"Exactly," said Wendy, nodding. "That is a perfect attitude to take. You discuss the past week and give feedback about any of his actions. Both positive and negative. This is a good time to bring up any minor items he needs to improve. Next, you talk about the coming week and any specific activities. For example, you may be having a girlfriend over for coffee and require him to prepare the space and make refreshments."

Amanda nodded, "This is the time to review the past week and discuss the coming week. It is all very formatted. I like it."

"Exactly. After you are done talking, you reinforce your relationship by showing that you are the dominant partner by delivering a maintenance spanking. We recommend that it be with an implement different from what you normally use for punishment. Given the implements you have used so far, do you have a preference?" asked Wendy.

"I would say that I enjoyed using the cane. It is very effective for someone of my petite stature," answered Amanda.

"Yes, it is, and it is an excellent instrument for a woman. For your weekly sessions, you should choose another item, such as a paddle, hairbrush, strap, or crop. Your choice."

Amanda thought for a minute, "I must admit that I have always found something appealing about over-the-knee with a hairbrush. There is a certain intimacy about it."

"I would agree. It is probably as loving a punishment as you can give," said Wendy. Turning her attention to the man standing in the corner. "That is Patrick. He is here to improve his housekeeping skills. His wife has asked that we perform his weekly maintenance while he is here. I have a list from her regarding his performance last week and some items she wants to discuss for the coming week. Afterward, he is to receive a moderate spanking." Wendy handed Amanda the papers, "Remember, this is an exercise in two-way communication. Your husband is free to discuss ideas with you. Ask Patrick his thoughts, and we will forward them to his wife."

Amanda read over the notes. As Wendy had indicated, they recalled some of his actions this past week and instructed him on an upcoming visit from his wife's friend. She placed them in her lap, took a deep breath, and said to Wendy, "I am ready."

"He is all yours," replied Wendy standing up and moving to sit off to the side.

"Patrick, please come kneel," instructed Amanda.

He turned to face her and quickly came to kneel at her feet. His knees were wide, displaying his generous cock, hands clasped behind his back. Patrick was in his early 40s, around six feet, with broad shoulders and muscular arms. His hair was longer than most men but neatly trimmed.

"Hello, Patrick. My name is Ms. Amanda," smiled Amanda. "Your wife has asked me to administer your weekly maintenance."

"A pleasure to meet you, Ma'am," he responded in a crisp Northern accent.

Amanda picked up the notes once more and read them over again. "It says here that your wife was very pleased with how you cleaned the garage and performed the gardening this last week. She also commented that you need to concentrate more on your time management skills as you were rushed to get her car detailed." Amanda looked down at him, "Do you have any comments?"

Partick looked her in the eye, "Ma'am, thank you for complimenting me regarding the garage and yard. I admit that I sometimes struggle with my time management. I have downloaded a new scheduling app that I hope will assist me with being more efficient."

"Very well," said Amanda, noting, "I will report this to your wife; she can follow up on your progress next week."

"Thank you, Ma'am," said Partick.

"Looking forward. Ms. Stacy will be visiting on Thursday and spending the night. You are asked to have the house spotless and prepare the guest room for her. Your wife is also requesting salmon for dinner the night she arrives."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Partick.

"Patrick, does Ms. Stacy know about your FLR with your wife?" asked Amanda.

"Yes, Ma'am. While Ms. Stacy does not have an FLR partner, she is well aware of the relationship that my wife and I enjoy," answered Patrick.

"Thank you, Patrick. Are there any comments you would like to make?"

"I would request that my wife consider changing the cleaning schedule of the floors. By reducing them from three to two times per week, I could use that time to deep clean the appliances."

Amanda nodded, "Thank you, I will pass your request along." She placed the notes on the side table, "Right, it is time for your maintenance spanking. Would you bring me the hairbrush?"

Patrick walked to the side table and retrieved an old-fashioned wooden hairbrush which he presented to Amanda.

She patted her lap, "Over, please."

He stepped up to her and gracefully draped himself over her lap. His legs were slightly bent, back draped over her. Patrick's ass was perfectly positioned in the middle of Amanda's lap.

Amanda reached out with her left arm and took his right arm, bending it behind his back, pinning him into position over her lap.

She picked up the brush, letting it slide over his two perfectly formed globes.

Amanda raised her hand, "On behalf of your wife," she stated as her arm swung the wooden brush firmly into Patrick's bottom.

He grunted and twitched slightly. An oval red mark appeared on his ass. There was no set amount of strokes to be delivered, as this was not a punishment. Amanda was to simply spank him into submission. To reinforce her and his wife's dominance. To remind Patrick of his submission.

As Amanda started to administer the blows, she could feel the intimacy of their position. Patrick's cock had grown and was now pressed against her leg. His breathing caused him to shift slightly back and forth across her lap.

After about three minutes of steady blows, Amanda stopped. Patrick's ass was a deep shade of red. His chest heaved as he continued to process the pain. Amanda released his hand and stroked his back, gently rubbing her hand along his spine, encouraging him to come down.

"You may kneel," said Amanda softly.

Patrick steadied himself as he got off her lap and assumed his previous position before her.

"You did very well, Patrick; I will tell your wife how well you behaved and accepted your maintenance. You are a testament to her dominance," said Amanda.

Patrick blushed with pride, "Thank you, Ma'am."

Wendy stepped forward, "Thank you, Patrick. You are dismissed from your duties," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Patrick, rising to exit the room.

Returning her attention to Amanda, Wwendy asked, “How did that feel?”

“I liked it. Having the time to communicate was very nice. Honestly, I don’t think I talked this much with my ex-husband.”

“Agreed, communication is vitally important in any relationship. In an FLR, we schedule it every week. It keeps everyone in tune with each other.,” said Wendy.

Amanda paused for a moment, “One question I have. Andrew and I are going golfing this afternoon. How does FLR work in public?”

“Excellent question,” Wendy responded. “Obviously, there are a few limitations imposed by being in public. Let’s start with what does not change. Your partner will still be expected to treat you with the utmost respect. He will open doors for you, stand when you enter a room, help you into your chair, and carry your bags. You will direct the style of clothing he wears and if he is to walk three paces behind you or next to you. You can also have him address you in a more vanilla way when in public. For example, if he calls you Mistress at home, then perhaps he can call you Darling in public.”

“I see,” said Amanda. “He is the perfect gentleman.”

“Your partner should always be the perfect gentleman whether in or out of the house. However, to your point, his behavior should make the other ladies envious.”

“What about if his performance is not to my standards? How would I handle that in public?”

“When in public you most likely will not be able to dole out a correction in a timely manner. You have a few options. I would discreetly let him know that you are upset and he is to expect a punishment at a later time. Something to the effect of ‘I am not happy with your behavior. When we get home, you will fetch the cane and wait for me in my office.’ Another option is to find someplace private to dole out his punishment. Perhaps you have him pull the car off onto a side road. Most ladies keep an implement in the car, however, if you don't have anything handy, you can always use his belt.”

“Thank you very much. That makes sense. I loved the part about my girlfriends being envious. That sums up FLR perfectly,” said Amanda.

“Enjoy your golf,” replied Wendy walking Amanda to the door.


Golf

Andrew was waiting for Amanda in the front lobby. He was wearing light blue trousers and a stylish purple collared golf shirt. He had pulled a Sandel Wood Range Rover around outside with his golf clubs already loaded up. Amanda would be renting from the club.

He momentarily lost his breath when she appeared at the top of the stairs. She was a vision of beauty. Wearing a white skirt with a light blue sleeveless shirt.

Andrew beamed a smile, "You look lovely, Ma'am. Are you ready to hit the links?"

"Thank you, Andrew. You look very dashing yourself. Shall we?" she said, motioning to the door.

Andrew opened the front door for Amanda and then opened the passenger door. "Thank you," acknowledged Amanda as she settled into the rich leather of the Range Rover.

Andrew slid into the driver's seat, and they were off.

"Tell me about this club? It has a connection to Sandel Wood?'' asked Amanda watching the grounds move by.

"The land used to be part of Sandel Wood; about thirty years ago, it was leased to become a golf course. They still have a close relationship with Sandel Wood; many of their clients live in an FLR. It is a proper par 72 course. However, it is on the shorter end of the spectrum as that suits the predominantly female membership," said Andrew.

"What sort of a golfer are you?" inquired Amanda

"Oh, I just play for fun. Probably fit in twenty-five rounds per year. My handicap is in the high teens. What about you? Do you play much?" he asked.

"Not as much as I would like. I only started breaking 100 this year."

"Congratulations. I think you will like this course," said Andrew.

For the next while, they chatted about work and family. She asked where his parents lived, and he asked about where she had grown up. For a while, it seemed to her that they were a regular couple without any of the FLR. She silently reminded herself that his behavior was her responsibility and that he would instantly obey her every command.

Soon they arrived at the course and drove a short distance up a tree-lined drive to a cute stone house. There was a little restaurant with a patio overlooking the 18th green. The putting and chipping greens were on the other side by the first tee.

Andrew parked the car and went around to hold open the door for Amanda. He retrieved his clubs and led her inside. The pro shop was modest, with the usual collection of putters, shirts, hats, and balls. Behind the desk was a man dressed in smart golfing attire.

He looked up when they entered, "Good morning, Ma'am. You must be Ms. Amanda?"

"Good morning. Yes, I am," greeted Amanda.

"Wonderful to have you join us, Ma'am. My name is Philip. Andrew sent me your details. I have your clubs already loaded on the buggy,' said Philip, indicating for her to follow him.

He led them outside, where a golf cart sat ready. Andrew got to work loading his clubs next to the set of rentals that the club had provided to Amanda.

"I have arranged for you to have a set of Ping G425s. There are extra balls and tees in this pocket. Water and granola bars are in the front," said Philip showing her around.

"Thank you, Philip. These clubs will be perfect," said Amanda looking at the sparkling set of clubs.

"Very good, Ma'am. There are a few local rules; I will let Andrew explain them to you. Will that be everything?"

"Thank you, Philip. You have been most helpful," said Amanda. Philip gave a slight bow and made his exit.

"So, what are the local rules he was talking about?" she asked as they climbed into the buggy.

"The tee's here are gender neutral; you are encouraged to play to your ability. The lady will choose the tee box that best fits her, and the man will play them. That way, the man is not always teeing off first. Also, ladies always have the honor of hitting first. Lastly, there will be a 15th club in your bag, which you can use anywhere along the course."

"But you are only allowed to have 14 clubs in the bag,' inquired Amanda.

Andrew stopped the cart at the first tee box and retrieved what looked like a regular club from her bag, except it had no club on the end. It was just the grip and graphite shaft. "This is the 15th club. It is a ladies' flex shaft used for any disciplinary situations encountered on the course," said Andrew handing it to Amanda.

She swished it through the air a few times. It was stiffer than a cane, very light, and looked like it would be very effective. "Well, it looks like you had better be a very good boy," she said, smiling, handing it back to Andrew.

"Yes, Amanda," he responded. "What tee's would you like to use today?"

"Let's use the reds. Looks like I am up," said Amanda studying the map. It was a 350-yard par 4 with a slight dog leg to the right. She selected the driver and took a new Pro V1 ball out of the sleeve.

Andrew watched with delight as she gave her hips a slight wiggle, her skirt flowing, she lifted the club and sent the ball about 200 yards down the fairway. The fire tee was always nerve-racking, and Amanda was relieved to have a solid start.

Andrew followed and landed one a little past her on the side rough. They both scored a five on the first hole with the feeling that this was going to be a magical day.

On the second hole, Amanda's ball went into the tall grass; luckily, Andrew was able to find it within a few minutes.

Andrew proved quite skillful at golf. He would advise her on the course layout, compliment her good shots, and encourage her when she missed.

Amanda was feeling frisky at the 11th hole, a 135-yard par three. She turned to Andrew and said, "Closest to the hole gets oral sex."

Andrew was initially stumped for words but quickly smiled broadly and said, "As you wish, Amanda."

She went first. Her eight iron struck the ball pure, right on target. They watched as it tracked right at the flag, landing on the fringe, rolling onto the green. It stopped about seven feet short, one of the best shots she had made today.

Amanda turned around with a wide smile, "Did you see that!" she exclaimed.

"Amazing shot Amanda," said Andrew. "Alright, pressure is on."

Andrew selected his nine and stepped up to the tee. Going through his regular pre-shot routine, he lined up and sent the ball flying. If Amanda had a great shot, Andrew had the golf shot of his life. It struck the pin, landing a few feet past and spinning back to within two feet. It was Andrews's turn to grin and laugh.

Amanda joined him in laughter, "Come on, you, let's finish this hole," she said, hopping into the cart.

Andrew got a birdie while Amanda scored a par. As Andrew replaced the pin, she instructed him, "Strip. Hands-on your head."

Amanda replaced both their putters while checking that no one was behind them. She retrieved her phone and walked back onto the green. Andrew was now standing there, stark naked, legs apart, hands clasped behind his back.

Amanda knelt before him. She held her phone up and set a five-minute timer. Then she looked into Andrews's eyes, "If you cum, I’ll be using that 15th club on you," she warned.

Amanda tilted her head and ran her tongue along the underside of his balls. Andrew hissed and tilted his head back. Next, she took each testicle into her mouth, gently sucking, pulling it down, and stretching his sack.

Andrew tensed and concentrated on his breathing. This was going to be a very long five minutes.

By now, his cock had stiffened and was arching upwards. Amanda released his second ball and ran her lips along the underside of his penis. She kissed the underside of his head, letting her tongue circle the tip. Leaning forward, she took him all in. Maintaining a steady suction, she let her lips slide back and forth along his shaft. Feeling the texture and ripples of his manhood.

Andrew was breathing faster. His hands were still behind his head, feet braced onto the green. He was getting a blow job by a beautiful woman in the middle of a golf green. Oh god, he wanted to cum all over her face. He knew she was testing him, seeing if he could follow her orders of orgasm restriction, however hard it was. And, boy, was it challenging in more ways than one. He also trusted that she would allow him to release when the time was right.

Amanda was in a rhythm. Sucking his cock in and out of her mouth, only pausing to kiss the shaft or tease the tip with her tongue. She felt a few twitches and knew she was getting close, that he must be starting to suffer. She took him deep with one last blast of enthusiasm, using every trick she knew to push him over the edge.

The timer sounded, and Amanda dragged her mouth off him, a trail of silver extending from her lips to the end of his twitching cock. She wiped off her mouth and stood up, "You did very well; you are a very good boy," she whispered into his ear.

Andrew's moan was cut short as Amanda smacked his cock and said, "Get dressed," as she walked back to the cart.

Andrew quickly threw on his clothes and hurried to meet her. He sat down, still panting. Amanda looked over at him with raised eyebrows. "Andrew, know this. I am firm but fair. Failures will be punished, and good behavior will be rewarded. I will always expect the best from you."

"Yes, Amanda," said Andrew quietly, feeling they had turned a new page in their relationship.

"Right, next hole. A par five, I see. Looks like a job for the driver," she said, studying the scorecard.

The next few holes were simply fun golf. They both celebrated the good shots and laughed at the poor ones. It felt like they were a regular couple out having a good time.

The 16th hole was 140 yards long over a small pond. Amanda went first, landing her shot just to the side of the green.

Andrew stepped onto the tee feeling very happy. Golf was going well, and Amanda was fun to be with. He lined up his shot and thinned it off the bottom of the club. The ball shot along the ground and skipped into the pond. "Fuck," was the first word out of his mouth before he caught himself.

Amanda shot him an ice-cold look, "Andrew, what was that?" she asked.

Andrew straightened up and lowered his head. "Amanda, I was frustrated with my golf shot and uttered a swear word."

"I could hear that. Andrew, I expect you to always behave like a gentleman. Using curse words is inappropriate. I know you are better than that," said Amanda.

"Yes, Amanda. I am sorry, Amanda," said Andrew.

"Your behavior has been exemplary today, and I accept your apology. I believe you will learn from this and be better in the future. I am awarding you a minor punishment," said Amanda softly.

"Thank you, Amanda," said Andrew, relieved that she only regarded this as a minor infraction.

"Would you please fetch the club and brace yourself against that ball washer," instructed Amanda.

Andrew retrieved the 15th club from her bag and presented it to her on upturned palms. He lowered his shorts and bent over, bracing his bands on the ball washer.

Amanda walked up behind him. "Three strokes for inappropriate language. I expect responses."

She raised the graphite shaft and, with a firm resolve, struck him square across the ass.

Andrew grunted, "One. Thank you, Amanda," he said with a slightly strained voice.

A thick red line had already formed on his ass, and she aimed the second stroke about half an inch lower. This was a severe instrument as Andrew breathed out and then, in a controlled voice, said, "Two. Thank you, Amanda."

The last stroke followed a few seconds later. Three strokes, full strength, and in quick succession. The standard Sandel Wood punishment. Andrew winced loudly, his body shaking slightly. "Three. Thank you, Amanda."

"Turn and face me," she commanded.

Andrew, his pants around his ankles, faced his Mistress, the woman he knew he wanted to continue serving. She held up the club to allow him to kiss the instrument of correction. "Thank you for correcting me, Amanda," said Andrew.

"You're welcome. I know you will watch your language in the future," she said. Amanda leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on his lips. Both feeling love through discipline.

"Why don't you drop your ball up there?" suggested Amanda climbing back into the cart.

The last few holes passed without incident; they both ended the round feeling a closer bond to one another. Amanda went to the patio; she ordered a cooler for herself and a beer for Andrew. Meanwhile, Andrew returned the cart and the rental clubs.

When Andrew joined her, they clinked their glasses and enjoyed the first cold sip. They both ordered the lunch special, chicken salad wraps with a side of fresh greens.

"How is your bottom," she inquired with a teasing smile on her lips.

"It's fine. Still throbs a bit, but the pain does not last very long," responded Andrew.

"My former husband had a potty mouth. I take a very dim view of that. You should know I will be more severe with you if you do it again."

"Yes, I understand, Amanda. In an FLR, you set the standards of behavior. I will do my best to meet your expectations," he answered.

Andrew lowered his fork and looked her in the eye, "Amanda, may I ask you a question?"

"You may ask," she smiled back at him.

"May I see you again after this weekend?"

Amanda paused and nodded, "I would like that very much. We don’t live too far from each other."

"Thank you," replied a relieved Andrew. "Also, if it is alright with you, I am old-fashioned. May I ask your mother for permission to see you? I know you are your own woman, but it is traditional."

"That is very sweet of you, Andrew. Absolutely, you may seek my mother's blessing."


Helen's Blessing

When they arrived at Sandel Wood, Andrew saw Amanda into the building and returned the car to the garage. He then stopped by the main office.

"Yes," said Sandy looking up from her computer.

"Ms. Sandy," said Andrew, "I would like to request an audience with Ms. Helen."

"What shall I tell her it is regarding?" replied Sandy.

"I would like her blessing to continue to see Ms. Amanda," said Andrew with a nervous grin.

Sandy smiled back at him, "I will certainly make your request. Now please report to Lady Joan for your next assignment."

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Andrew making his exit.

Andrew found Lady Joan and he was assigned shoe polishing duties. There was a variety of riding and formal boots plus some general footwear that the ladies wished to be cleaned. He settled into work, using a damp rag to remove dirt or grime before applying several layers of polish. Initially, he used the spit shine method, but Lady Joan taught him to use cold distilled water. It left fewer deposits and helped the polish solidify into a smooth finish. The casual footwear was cleaned with a lightly soaped rag and a brush to remove dirt on the soles. He then placed them in the sun to dry before being returned to their owners.

After about an hour, Lady Joan arrived. She picked up some of the boots, inspecting his work. She reviewed a few imperfections with him and had him repeat to her standard. He was not punished as he was still in training for boot care. Mistakes were expected and accepted while learning new skills. In the future, once Lady Joan was satisfied that he knew how to polish correctly, he would be disciplined for errors.

"You may now report to the office," said Joan.

"Yes, Lady Joan," answered Andrew, cleaning up his supplies, placing the footwear in neat rows, and hurried to the office.

Sandy saw Andrew arrive and got to her feet. "Andrew. Please follow me. Ms. Helen will see you now."

She led him down the hall to the sunroom. The furniture had been rearranged; a space was cleared near the front windows. There was a single chair with a table off to one side containing a single tea service. Next to the chair was a smaller table with a thick leather strap lying across the top.

"Kneel here and wait for Ms. Helen," said Sandy pointing to a spot before the chair.

"Yes, Ma'am," was the automatic response as Andrew adopted the instructed position.

Sandy left Andrew in the room alone. He checked his position, and while he had already enjoyed chatting with Ms. Helen, he wanted this meeting to be perfect. He spread his legs wider than usual, pulled his shoulders back, and held his head proud.

He was left in silence, listening to any sound that might announce her arrival. There were the usual country sounds of wind and birds. Footsteps and muted conversation occasionally filtered in. Shortly, one pair of heels grew louder as they approached the room, and Helen entered.

She ignored him at first, walking to the side table to pour herself a cup of tea. Wearing a light blue dress, she was a beautiful lady in her mid-fifties. Helen took her seat, crossing her toned legs.

"Good afternoon, Andrew. How was your golf game?" she asked.

"Good afternoon, Ma'am. Golf was a lot of fun, thank you," he responded.

"I played a bit in my youth, never much good at it. Amanda seems to enjoy it," she said, thoughtfully taking a sip of tea.

"Ms. Sandy tells me you would like to ask a question," said Helen, replacing her teacup.

"Yes, Ma'am. I would like to ask for your blessing to court your daughter?" uttered a now slightly nervous Andrew.

"I see," said Helen, looking up at the ceiling. "Andrew, tell me a bit about yourself."

"Ma'am. I grew up on a farm with two brothers. Dad worked the fields, and Mom ran the household. I studied agriculture in university and I currently work in developing sustainable farming practices."

"Tell me about your mother?"

"Ma'am, my mom was one of the hardest working people I ever met. She was a kind, loving Christian lady. The chores and homework were always completed. She raised us three boys right.”

"What brought you to FLR?" she asked.

"Ma'am, my last girlfriend and I started experimenting with power exchange. We attended the Fundamentals course here at Sandel Wood. Unfortunately, her work took her to Europe. I continue to attend Sandel Wood for general refresher training to keep my skills sharp should the day come when I meet another lady."

"And you believe my daughter is that lady?" asked Helen.

"Ma'am, while I have only known Ms. Amanda for the weekend, we have formed a connection and I would like to see where it goes."

"Well, my daughter is her own independent woman and can make her own decisions; I thank you for asking for my blessing. I appreciate the old-fashioned manners."

"Thank you, Ma'am," replied Andrew.

Helen reached over and picked up the strap. It had the texture of an old belt. It was thick, a bit rough around the edges, and well-worn.

"Do you know what this is?" she asked.

"It is a strap, Ma'am," replied Andrew.

"Yes," replied Helen, turning the leather around in her hands," My mother gave it to me, and I will pass it along to Amanda one day. This strap gave me a long and happy marriage. I hope it will do the same for my daughter."

She placed the strap in her lap and looked Andrew square in the eyes.

"Andrew," she said with a bit more serious voice.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew.

"Amanda has just come out of a very hurtful marriage. I brought her here this weekend so she may see a different way to have a happy relationship. To learn about what her father and I had. Amanda is new to FLR; she will need patience and guidance learning her role."

"I understand, Ma'am," answered Andrew.

"While Amanda will be your Mistress, you will also answer to me. If I discover that you are not a perfect gentleman, I will discipline you," said Helen.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Andrew.

"Right, let's have a look at you. Stand, hands behind your head."

Helen stood with Andrew and slightly corrected his position. Feet a bit wider, elbows up. She slowly walked around him, asking questions about his fitness and health routines. Andrew felt slightly embarrassed having an erection before his possible future mother-in-law, but Helen did not seem to notice. She touched him occasionally, tracing a finger across different muscles.

When she had finished her inspection, she indicated to her now vacant seat with the strap, "Place your hands on the chair."

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Andrew, stepping forward, bending to place his hands flat on her chair. His legs were straight, waist at a ninety-degree angle.

Helen stepped behind him and applied the strap across his ass.

Andrew's eyes shot open, and he gasped at the impact. A sharp pain radiated across his bottom. Her strap was indeed a fearsome instrument, and for a lady approaching sixty, she certainly knew how to administer it. Helen steadily applied the strap to Andrew. He was determined to make a good impression, to show her he could accept her daughter's discipline. Struggling to hold position, Andrew concentrated on breathing, willing his mind to ignore the pain.

Helen was briefly reminded of the days when she strapped her husband. Having him bend over for an infraction, guiding him in their life together. She had always been very strict, and their marriage thrived. She applied the strokes every five seconds for an even dozen in total.

Once she was finished administering the strapping, Helen took stock of Andrew. He was polite, obedient, and good-looking. Well-educated with a desire to serve. Andrew remained in position, bent over the chair, his ass red. Yet, he made no noise or objection; he simply waited for the following command.

Helen leaned beside his ear and whispered, "You have my blessing."


Epilogue

The Audi pulled into the driveway just as Helen was cutting a few flowers. She took off her gardening gloves and went to greet her guests.

Andrew got out first and went around to allow Amanda to exit.

"Darling," said Helen with open arms.

"Mother," responded a radiant Amanda giving Helen a hug.

"How are you, Andrew?" asked Helen.

"Wonderful, Helen," Andrew said, kissing her cheek.

Helen took her daughter by the arm and entered the house while Andrew fetched their bags.

Once Andrew was inside, Helen turned to him, "Andrew, please put these flowers in water. The dinner recipe is in the kitchen; I have already started the prep, and please bring some lemonade out to the back porch for us."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Andrew.

"And don't forget mother’s strap," said Amanda following Helen out back.

"Yes, Mistress."

"What is that for," asked Helen.

"Someone didn’t quite stop at a stop sign on the way here," laughed Amanda.

Andrew took their bags to the guest bedroom and stripped out of his clothes. Amanda kept him nude in the house, which also applied when they visited Helen. Stopping by Helen's den, he retrieved her strap and picked up the flowers Helen had just cut, he would put them in water later.

In the fridge was some cold lemonade. Andrew removed two glasses from the cupboard, added some ice, and filled the cups. He placed everything onto a silver serving tray, the two glasses, and the strap and carried the tray outside to the ladies.

"Thank you, Andrew, you are such a darling," said Amanda as he placed a cold glass of lemonade before her.

"You're welcome, Mistress."

"We will call you when we are ready," said Amanda as Andrew placed the strap on the table's edge.

"Yes, Mistress."

Walking back to the kitchen, Andrew thought about how that old strap of Helen's had gotten a second life. There was something reassuringly traditional about it passing generations.

He placed the flowers in a vase and then picked up the dinner recipe. It was for a ratatouille; he could see that Helen had started prepping the vegetables and he picked up where she had left off.

"How is everything going between you two?" iquired Helen, watching Andrew return to the house.

"Amazingly well," beamed Amanda, "He works from home occasionally, so he is usually over at my house three or four days per week. He treats me like gold. We are both very happy," said Amanda.

"How have you found the transition to a FLR?" asked her mother.

"I will admit that I was a bit timid when I came home from Sandel Wood. Andrew has been wonderful, so helpful. We designed a house and maintenance schedule together. We also had a Zoom call with Wendy to discuss making the most of our part-time arrangement. We are taking it slow and steady."

"I am so glad you are finding happiness," said Helen with a loving smile.

"Part of me wishes I had known about FLR earlier, but now probably is the best time. What about Jen, when do you think I can talk about this with my sister? Will you tell her?" asked Amanda.

"Yes, I have been giving that some thought. She and Chad seem to be happy and well-matched. I plan to talk with her soon, they may or may not adopt the lifestyle. It is their choice. Regardless, she deserves to know the truth about her father and me. It’s something that you two sisters can talk about too."

Helen indicated to the strap lying on the table, "Looks like you have duties to attend to."

Amanda chuckled and nodded, "Honestly, Mom, it's been a long day, what with work and the drive. Would you take care of this for me?"

"Certainly, my dear," said Helen, picking up her strap and standing up. "Andrew, please come here," she called.

Andrew, hearing his name called, wiped his hands and went out back. He was greeted by Helen standing on the patio with a stern and a slightly mischievous look on her face, the strap between her hands.

"My daughter tells me you were careless driving over here," she stated.

"Yes, Ma'am. I was in a hurry to get here and didn’t come to a complete stop at the intersection," admitted Andrew.

"Now, Andrew, I place great responsibility on you to drive my daughter around safely. I cannot have you placing her in jeopardy," scolded Helen.

"Yes, Ma'am," said Andrew, his head down.

"I am awarding you three strokes for your inattention in the car. I trust this will remind you to be a safer driver?" asked Helen.

"Yes, Ma'am," responded Andrew.

"Bend."



[1]Time of day?  Are we still in morning?
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