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Bob and Wendy enjoy an unconventional lifestyle of kink and discipline. Married for six years, their relationship is one in which Bob is the dominant partner and Wendy his submissive wife. As Head of Household, Bob takes charge and doesn't hesitate to enforce discipline when needed for poor behaviour or disobedience or disrespect. Wendy doesn't like punishment spankings but accepts that she needs them ... however, she loves the fun kind, which inevitably lead to great sex. Theirs is a partnership embracing love and discipline; it works well for them and they wouldn't change a thing about their lifestyle. Although the discipline aspect of their relationship is something they carry out in private, they are pleasantly surprised to discover they are not the only ones who practice it...
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1. In the Beginning

Bob and Wendy were lying in their queen-size bed with the sheets rumpled and the large quilt pulled haphazardly back. It was late on a Saturday evening. They were both naked and feeling warm and relaxed after making love. Bob was tenderly stroking Wendy's inner thigh, and she was letting him. Her eyes were nearly closed. They were celebrating the end of their sixth year together in the style that was most comfortable to them - privately, without any extravagant celebration or fanfare.

Unconsciously, Bob's hand began to creep higher and higher on Wendy's thigh until it was only a few millimeters away from the curly brown pubic hair that surrounded her glistening sex.

"You know I would never tell you what to do," Wendy whispered, "but you better stop doing that."

"Why?" he asked, continuing to massage the sensitive flesh.

"Can you manage another performance?"

Bob smiled and pulled back his hand knowingly. "Probably not right away."

They both rolled onto their backs. "Hard to believe it's been six years," Wendy said.

"In some ways," Bob said. "In some ways, it seems like we've been together forever, just like an old married couple." Then he sat up and glanced at their wedding picture - a simple photograph taken immediately after a simple ceremony at their church, with eight guests, including the deacon who performed the ceremony. "Wendy, do you remember the first time I saw you?"

Wendy thought for a few seconds. "I was working at that plumbing supply company, I think."

"That's right. You were Tom's receptionist and secretary. I had to meet with Tom to discuss increasing his insurance since he was expanding. You greeted me in the outer office and told me that Mr. Jackson was meeting with a potential customer and I would have to wait for a few minutes. I remember thinking that you had a nice voice and pleasant air about you, but that you were a bit timid."

Wendy sat up next to her husband. "Well, you recall that I had only been working there for a few weeks and I was recently divorced."

"I certainly didn't hold that against you. I thought that your timidity was a very attractive quality. Even then, I wondered if maybe you were submissive." He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "Later, in Tom's office, I asked him about you. At first, he seemed reluctant to tell me anything. I think he had some designs on you himself - not that I could blame him."

Wendy looked surprised. "I thought he was married."

Bob nodded. "He was, but that never stopped him. I knew Tom Jackson in high school and college. He was always a womanizer. I believe he still is."

"Well, he never came on to me."

"No, I imagine he didn't. After he told me that you were divorced and had been a teacher who would rather work as a secretary, I told him that I thought I might want to get to know his new secretary a little better."

"You never told me that before," Wendy said. "I remember thinking that you were kind of cute and that there was an air of authority about you that I believed I could respect, if I got the chance to test it. But I didn't know anything about you except that you were Mr. Jackson's insurance agent. You might have been married, had children. I certainly didn't want to blurt out questions as though I was prying into your life."

"No, that wouldn't have been a good idea," he agreed. "But, I firmly believe that God was looking out for both of us. Remember that I needed to come back two more times to work with Tom on his insurance - after all, it was a large policy and I was still developing a client base at the agency."

"I'm glad you did come back," she said.

"So am I. I even arranged the third appointment so it coincided with the end of your working day so I could invite you to have coffee with me."

Wendy smiled and her eyes lit up. "That was pretty sneaky, but to tell you the truth, I was praying that you would do just that."

"I told you that God was looking out for us," Bob said. "You know, I just knew after that hour we spent together at Arabica that you were the perfect woman for me. Do you remember our first date?"

"The following Saturday night," Wendy said quickly. "We were supposed to go to Olive Garden."

"Yes, but do you remember why we didn't go?"

Wendy flushed slightly. "I don't think I'll ever forget that."

"Our date was for six, but when I arrived to pick you up, you weren't even close to being ready. Were you testing me?"

"Perhaps unconsciously."

"I remember trying to maintain my composure. But, as you know, I'm not the most patient person in the world, especially when it comes to punctuality."

"So I've learned," Wendy agreed. And it was certainly true. She had been spanked more than once for not being on time for something.

"I think we had some awkward moments at first. But, I thought I saw something in your eyes and in your manner that suggested I needed to assert myself. I remember saying something like, 'Wendy, I really like you and I'm certainly willing to wait while you finish getting ready. However, as a general rule, I think it's quite inconsiderate to keep someone waiting unless you have a very good reason. Do you have a good reason?' You couldn't give me any kind of reason so I sensed the opening. 'Since you don't seem to have a reason for keeping me waiting, I can only assume that either you have trouble telling time or you are simply inconsiderate. Which is it?'"

"I remember that. I think I was somewhat stunned by your manner - stunned in a good way because up to then no man had ever spoken to me like that. But I also remember that I couldn't answer you."

"I wasn't sure how to interpret your silence," Bob said. "But I knew I had to persist. 'Perhaps, since you aren't answering me, you need a lesson in how to be considerate. Do you think you need such a lesson?'"

"I remember your hard stare. I think I finally realized at that moment that you were offering me what I really wanted in life, what I had always been looking for. I recall saying, 'Perhaps I do.'"

"I was a little surprised by your answer. I kind of half expected that you would become a little incensed by the idea and order me out and that would be the end of it. But since you didn't, I knew I needed to act on my words. I remember taking you by the hand and leading you into your small kitchen. I knew I was going to spank you, but I wasn't sure how I was going to do it. It was a very tense moment."

"For me too," Wendy said. "Believe it or not, up until then, I had only been spanked a few times and never really for punishment. But I knew, in my heart, that it was what I had always wanted. Funny how you just know these things about yourself."

"Yes, it is," Bob agreed. "It took me a few seconds to settle on putting you over my lap. Believe it or not, up until that moment, I had never spanked a woman that way."

"Well, if you were nervous about it, you certainly didn't show it," Wendy said. "In fact, you seemed pretty adept, so adept that I believed you were very experienced and my respect for you went up."

Bob smiled. "Ah, the things we can pull off when we have to. I remember pulling you down across my lap and looking at your bottom. Even under your dress, it was very nice, perfect in fact."

"I'm glad you liked it."

"But I had to make another decision, I had to decide whether or not to lift up your dress. I had already noticed that you didn't have on any stockings or pantyhose, so I wasn't sure what you had on underneath. However, I knew I had come this far and you had let me, so why not go for it?"

"Why not," Wendy said, smiling at the memory.

"So I lifted up your dress and discovered that you weren't wearing any panties."

"I have always put my panties on last when I'm wearing a dress."

"I didn't know that then. Well, imagine my surprise. Anyway, I was a little angry and more than a little aroused, so I just went for it."

"Yes, I remember that well. The spanking was a lot harder than I was expecting."

Bob nodded. "I notice you didn't complain."

"No, I felt... good, like I'd been finally cleansed of sin."

"That's the way you're supposed to feel."

Now it was Wendy's turn to nod. "I know that now, but I had never felt that way before. I also knew that I could very easily love you and I wanted to feel you inside me right then."

"And that's why we never made it to Olive Garden." Bob chuckled and gave Wendy a small kiss on her blushing cheek. "You know, I was very grateful. That first night, that first experience... it was like finally discovering true love. I knew you were the one for me and we would be perfect together."

Wendy nestled up against her husband. "I was a very happy girl, especially when you proposed. I'm still a very happy girl."

Bob took her hand in his. "Do you remember the first time I spanked you for punishment after we got married?"

"How could I forget something as important as that? It was two days after our honeymoon. I had never been a housewife before and was still settling into my new role. I remember thinking that morning after you left for work that I had all the time in the world and that it wouldn't take any time at all to get done what I thought I needed to get done. I confess I also didn't take you very seriously when you told me what your expectations were."

"I had a feeling that you wouldn't," Bob said.

"Well, anyway," Wendy continued, "I certainly wasn't prepared for your reaction when you came home from work and found that the only thing I had accomplished during the day was to take a shower."

"I knew as soon as I walked through the door and saw that you were dressed in an old sweatshirt and hadn't cleaned up the kitchen that I would have to be harsh."

"And I should have realized that you were serious; after all, we had discussed it in some detail and I knew you were dominant. Perhaps I was unconsciously testing you."

"I thought of that," Bob said. "And that thought strengthened my resolve... moment of truth, so to speak."

"I remember that at first you didn't say anything and I knew I was in trouble. Then, you ordered me to pull down my jeans and bend over the kitchen chair. You said something like, 'I am very disappointed in you, Wendy, and I'm going to have to spank you in order to teach you a lesson.' And I know I blushed at that point and said, 'Please, Bob; it won't happen again. I just lost track of time.'"

"And I answered, 'This is more serious than you realize. You deserve a spanking and you're going to get it. Now, get into position or it will be worse, I promise you.'"

Wendy shuddered slightly as the memory of that afternoon filled her brain. "I knew I had no real choice and that, in some way, punishment was what I wanted. But I was very nervous nonetheless as I did what I was told. I got even more nervous when I heard you open one of the drawers. I knew I wasn't supposed to, but I managed to peek over my shoulder and saw you take out the big wooden spoon. When I saw that, I went from nervous to scared. As you well know, I had never been spanked with the spoon before and wasn't at all certain how bad it would be. I could feel you approach, could feel your hand on my bottom. I remember you said that you would have to go hard on me, that it would help me learn to be a good housewife. What a crock, I thought, but I certainly wasn't going to say it out loud."

"I, too, was a little nervous as I got closer to your bottom," Bob said. "But I knew I had to follow through."

"Yes, you certainly did. The spanking was much worse than I was expecting or prepared for. I tried to count the strokes but lost count after about fifty."

"I wasn't counting at all, but I imagine I gave you at least a hundred. Your bottom was very red and very warm."

"I was crying and my bottom hurt pretty badly. But I remember how you took me in your arms and told me that it was okay, that you knew I was a good girl who had just made a mistake that needed to be corrected. Then you kissed me and I just melted. I had never felt love like that before."

"Ah, yes. Another night without dinner, but it was worth it," Bob said.

Wendy looked at her husband. "Do you still love me like that?"

Bob flushed slightly, then suddenly pulled Wendy down across his lap and gave her twenty hard swats with his right hand. "I can't believe you asked me that question. I should make you stand in the corner for that."

Wendy lay passively across his lap; a couple of stray tears tickled her cheeks. "I'm sorry," she whispered.

Bob smiled and began a gentle massage of her slightly wounded bottom. "Apology accepted," he said.

No more words were spoken after that. His hand strayed between her legs and into her slick sex. Five minutes later, she came in a gush, and they both discovered that he, indeed, had one more performance left in him.


2. With the In-Laws

Bob stood outside the bathroom door, gazing at Wendy; she was still naked. However, he didn't feel his usual primal urge when he looked at her trim body, still lush at age 29. Rather, he could feel himself growing more and more annoyed. He shifted his eyes to his watch and shook his head. "Wendy, you've been fussing in there for half an hour. You need to be getting dressed."

Wendy spread body lotion over her legs. She didn't look up. "Bob... your... hovering is making me nervous. Can't you find something else to do?"

Bob stepped into the bathroom, wrapped his left hand around Wendy's wrist, and delivered ten quick hard swats to her bare bottom. She gasped and flinched at the sudden intrusion.

Holding onto her wrist, he sought her blue eyes with his own. "I know you don't want to go tonight," he said with a hard edge to his voice. "However, if you're not dressed and ready to leave in twenty minutes, I will be back and I will have the school paddle with me." He released her wrist, turned around, and walked out of the bathroom, leaving his wife to contemplate his threat and to rub out the sting of the spanking.

Exactly twenty minutes later, Wendy, attired in a light floral print dress, was standing in the garage, waiting for Bob to open to passenger door of the SUV.

Bob gently touched her bottom through the cotton and gave her a small smile. "We won't stay too long," he said as he opened the door. Wendy slid into the seat, but Bob didn't close the door immediately. "But," he continued, "you need to be on your best behavior. This is my father's sixtieth birthday, and I don't want anything to spoil it. Do you understand?"

Wendy looked at her small hands. "Yes sir," she said.

Bob closed the door, walked around to the driver's side, and got in behind the wheel. He turned the key and brought the SUV to life. "You're a good girl, honey," he said. "Thank you."

Wendy smiled for the first time in several hours and settled back into the seat as Bob piloted the car out of the garage and onto the street.

Bob wasn't particularly close to his parents, especially his mother. So, even though they lived only fifty miles apart, neither couple saw the other more than three or four times a year. And that was just fine with Wendy. She had never gotten along with Bob's mother. Every time they were together, the two women almost always ended up arguing, usually about something trivial and silly. More than once, Wendy had received a hard spanking when she and Bob got home from a visit.

This night was to be special. It was Karl's sixtieth birthday and he wanted to celebrate it with his only son. And, like a good son, Bob felt he owed it to his father to be there as requested and to keep his wife under control so the evening would go smoothly.

Traffic was relatively light and the drive was uneventful. Wendy said very little the whole time. They pulled into the driveway of Bob's parents' big colonial house at six o'clock. Bob helped his wife out of the car, and, hand in hand, they moved through the garage and into the kitchen, where they were greeted by Karl and Jean. The room smelled of roast and potatoes.

Bob kissed his mother on the cheek and embraced his father. "Happy birthday, Dad," he said.

"Thanks, Bob," Karl said.

Wendy and Jean glared at each other from opposite corners of the room. Neither said a word. Finally, after a moment of awkward silence, Karl opened the envelope that Bob had given him. Inside was a gift card from Lowes. "Thanks," Karl said. "This will come in handy, I think."

"Are you working on anything?" Bob asked.

Karl smiled. "Sure, do you want to see it?"

"Of course."

Karl was an amateur carpenter and always had a project of some kind going in his basement workshop. "Jean, we're going to the basement," he announced. "We'll be back up in a few minutes." Jean nodded. She wasn't smiling.

Wendy's eyes widened and looked at her husband. She felt very nervous and alone. Bob caught the look and scowled. He mouthed the words, be careful, then followed his father to the basement.

Karl's workshop was impressive. He had every carpentry tool available, including several power saws and sanders. In a corner were three bar stools that were waiting to be varnished or painted. A fourth was half made. "I'm making a bar set," he said. "I've been thinking about redoing the basement and putting in a wet bar."

Bob glanced around the large basement. He remembered the first time his father had finished it more than twenty-five years ago when Bob was just a boy in grade school. It was looking a bit shabby, with some of the wood siding needing to be replaced. He had mixed emotions about changing it, however. The basement held many good memories. He had entertained his friends from high school in this basement. He had even made love to Wendy on the old sofa before they were married. "What were you planning to do?" he asked.

"I'm not entirely sure yet," Karl answered.

Father and son began to walk around the basement as though each was formulating ideas, when they heard loud voices coming from the kitchen. At first, they couldn't make out what was being said. However, after a minute of listening, they distinctly heard Wendy say, "I was only trying to help. Why are you so mean to me?" Then they heard Jean say, "I don't know why my son ever married you." This was followed by Wendy saying, "That's none of your business, but maybe he was trying to get away from you." The voices became louder after that.

Bob and Karl looked at each other, then took off for the stairs. They arrived in the kitchen just before the confrontation was about to turn physical. They separated the two women, who were sweating and snarling like two dogs about to fight over a bone.

Bob took Wendy by both hands and pushed her back. "I don't know what this all about, but I apologize for my wife." He shifted his eyes to Wendy and shook his head. "If you will excuse us for a few minutes, I think Wendy and I have some things to discuss. If it's okay with you, we will go upstairs."

Karl nodded. "It's okay, son," he said. "We may have some things to discuss here too."

Wendy opened her mouth to protest, but a hard look from Bob stopped her. He took her hand and led her to the steps. A minute later, they were in Bob's old bedroom near the back of the house. It still contained a single bed, an old dresser, and a desk. He closed the door and faced his wife. "I don't know what that was all about," he started.

"It... wasn't my fault," Wendy blurted out quickly. "She-"

Bob didn't give her a chance to finish. "I don't care, I warned you about your behavior. We can't leave until after dinner, so I have to spank you now. Bend over the bed."

"No, Bob... please... I'm sorry... please don't spank me. I'll be good the rest of the evening, I promise. Please." Wendy shuffled her feet and wrung her hands together.

"I said to bend over the bed," Bob said in his quietly assertive voice. "Don't make this worse than it already is."

Wendy dared to look up at her husband. "Yes sir," she said meekly. She walked over to the high bed and draped her upper body across the smooth spread.

Bob snatched a wooden ruler from the top of the desk and approached his wife. Quickly, he lifted the hem of her dress above her waist. Then he rolled her panties down to her knees. "Don't move until I give you permission," he ordered. "Do you understand?"

"Yes sir," Wendy replied. The rules governing her behavior during a punishment spanking never changed.

A few seconds later, Bob transferred the ruler to his left hand, saving it for later. He delivered the first spank with his right hand. It was a hard shot that landed firmly across the center of her left cheek. The ensuing thud filled the room. She flinched and gasped. After only two seconds, he repeated the action, this time striking the right cheek.

Then he got serious, issuing spank after spank, reddening her bottom in less than a minute. Wendy kept still, although her bottom occasionally swayed from side to side. When he was satisfied that she was sufficiently warmed up, he put the ruler back into his right hand and took a step back. "I hope that fifty strokes of the ruler will help you to remember to behave yourself."

Wendy gasped and closed her eyes. She was already very sorry.

The first stroke of the ruler landed squarely across the lower portion of both cheeks, leaving behind a small red rectangle. She danced slightly with the sting. A few seconds later, the second stroke hit just above the first. This was followed by three more, delivered in rapid succession.

Wendy's eyes filled with tears and her bottom began to sway again. She knew better than to stand up or try to protest.

Bob issued the next twenty strokes at the rate of one per second. Now Wendy's bottom was awash with dark red streaks. He paused and gently touched her slightly scorched flesh. It was warm to the touch. "I don't want to give you these last twenty-five," he said. "But... well, you do deserve them." He retracted his arm, then released it full force, placing the ruler directly into the soft flesh of her upper thighs.

Wendy cried out in pain, but she didn't say anything. Bob delivered two more to the same place. He was testing her a little. When she didn't move out of position, he smiled and patted her bottom again gently. Finally, he issued ten more hard strikes to her upper bottom. Then he stopped and looked at her. For at least a minute, he just stood where he was. He was testing her again to see if she would grow impatient. But she remained where she was, crying softly.

He dropped the ruler onto the floor, leaned over and kissed her neck. "I'm proud of you," he whispered. "I think you've been punished enough. But don't move until I give you permission." Right after he said this, he sat down on the bed and softly kneaded the dark red flesh of her well-spanked bottom. Carefully, he allowed his fingers to stray between her legs, occasionally touching her labia and probing the pink folds inside. Wendy stopped crying and began to breathe a little faster. Unconsciously, she spread her legs.

Bob glanced down at his watch. So far, they had only been in the room for thirteen minutes. He didn't want to take too much longer because, after all, it was his father's birthday. His fingers became more vigorous. He reached down and kissed her on her neck. She came a minute later.

"Good girl," he said. "Pull up your panties and let's go downstairs." He got up and moved toward the door.

Slowly, Wendy pushed herself up. She grasped her panties and pulled them up to her waist. Then she held out her hand. "I'm... sorry," she whispered.

He smiled. "It's all forgiven," he said and opened the door. "But no more trouble."

When they got to the kitchen, Karl and Jean weren't there. They weren't in the living room or den either. Finally, Bob thought he heard sounds coming from the basement. He walked to the door and was surprised to find that it was closed. After a minute, he heard footsteps on the stairs. Quickly, he returned to the kitchen where Wendy was already sitting at the table.

A few seconds later, Karl came into the kitchen. Jean followed close behind. Jean's eyes were lowered to the floor. "Your mother has something she wants to say," Karl declared, stepping aside.

Jean raised her eyes. They were red, and it was obvious that she had been crying. "Uh... I... I want to apologize... to both of you," she said meekly. Karl put his hand discreetly on her bottom. "But..." she continued, "especially to you, Wendy."

Wendy flushed slightly and glanced at Bob. Bob nodded, giving her permission to stand and speak. She stood up. "It... was my fault, I think," she said.

Karl smiled. "I think you two have more in common than you realize," he said, winking at Bob.

Bob was a little surprised. Growing up, he knew his father was the head of the household, but he never suspected that his father spanked his mother. Suddenly, a lot of things made sense to him, including the new bar stools in the basement. He imagined that his father had probably built a few paddles as well. There were so many things he wanted to say, to ask. But he didn't.

Jean took a few steps toward Wendy. Wendy took a few steps toward Jean. When they were only a foot or so apart, they simply fell into each other's arms for a long embrace. They were no longer adversaries. Rather, now they were two housewives who had been soundly spanked by their husbands and then forgiven.

Bob walked over to his father and shook his hand. Mission accomplished, he thought.

When Wendy and Jean finally broke apart, Karl laughed. "Now, how about that birthday dinner," he said. "I'm starving."

"Yes sir," Jean and Wendy said at the same time.

All four laughed.


3. The Session

For Wendy and Bob, the cold Saturday morning passed quietly. They awoke together at 7:30. They ate breakfast together with almost no conversation. Bob showered while Wendy did her exercises; Wendy showered while Bob did some work in his office. Wendy ate a small lunch around noon, but Bob busied himself with a project in the garage.

By one o'clock, Wendy could feel herself growing restless and bored. She didn't want to go out into the cold garage, and she didn't really want to bother Bob while he was working. But she was feeling lonely and somewhat neglected. Finally, at 1:30, she opened the door to the garage. "Do you want some lunch?" she asked.

Bob glanced up from the project he was working on. "No, thank you."

Wendy started to back inside, but stopped. "Uh... aren't you getting cold out here?"

He gave her a small smile. "Not yet."

She stepped back into the house and closed the door. "He's ignoring me... on a Saturday afternoon," she muttered to herself.

Five minutes later, Bob came into the house. He went into the kitchen and washed his hands. Wendy was sitting in her craft room, contemplating a quilt she had been working on seemingly forever. He stood in the doorway and gazed at her. "You're bored, aren't you?" he asked.

She flushed slightly. "Oh... no," she said quickly. "I was just about to sew a couple more panels on the quilt."

His smile faded. "You're not telling me the truth. I can always tell. But it's okay... this time. Does my little girl want to play?"

Her face lit up. "Yes sir."

"Okay, get the handcuffs and the blindfold and meet me in the family room," he ordered. "You might want to go to the bathroom first... and take off all your clothes." He disappeared before she could answer.

Wendy was instantly alert and excited. Although they had sex regularly and Bob gave her some kind of spanking at least once a week, they hadn't actually played in more than a month. She was eager and ready for anything he was planning. Quickly, she stripped off her clothes and retrieved the handcuffs and blindfold from the toy bin. As instructed, she stopped in the bathroom on her way to the family room.

She found Bob sitting on the loveseat. He was holding a small package. He smiled when he saw her. "You always look so beautiful when you're naked," he said.

Wendy blushed and returned his smile. "Thank you."

He stood up and approached her. "Give me the handcuffs and turn around."

She handed him the metal cuffs and rotated away from him. Bob took her hands and put them behind her back. Then he secured them with the cuffs. Taking her by the arm, he led her to the loveseat, where he urged her into a sitting position. When she was as comfortable as she could be with her secured arms up against the back cushions, he put the blindfold over her eyes. "I'm going to try something new," he declared. "But before I do, we will have two simple rules. First, you will not be allowed to move from this position until I give you permission. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir," she replied. This wasn't the first time she had been in this position.

"Second, you will not be allowed to speak until I give you permission. If you violate either of these two rules, I will spank you and we will start over again. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir." By now, Wendy was both curious and aroused and more than ready for any rule Bob could impose. She was also very curious as to what new twist he was going to add.

"Very good," he said. "Okay... the rules start right now."

With the blindfold in place, Wendy could only hear - and imagine - what her husband was doing. At first, she thought she heard the sound of the package opening and something being pulled out of it. Her sense of hearing heightened along with her curiosity.

A few seconds later, she felt her legs being spread, followed by something cool and soft being pressed up against her labia and clitoris. Instantly, she was aroused and began to lubricate freely in anticipation of additional stimulation. She didn't know what was pressing against her, but she liked the sensation, especially when it began to hum and vibrate. She was a little disappointed when the vibration stopped a few seconds later.

Next, she felt what seemed like elastic straps tightening around her thighs. Whatever the object was, Bob was securing it around her pussy. Suddenly, she remembered: Venous butterfly. They had talked about it several months ago, but she didn't believe he would actually buy one for her.

Bob touched the side of her face very gently. Then he stroked her inner thighs. "I'm going to tease you unmercifully. I am testing you. I want to see how many times you can come. I want to see if you can sit there quietly while I play with you. The butterfly has a remote control. I will turn it on and off whenever I want to. And if you say anything, I will stop, turn you around, and spank you. And, we'll do this for as long as I want to do it."

Wendy could already feel an orgasm building. Please turn on the vibrator, she wanted to scream. However, she held her tongue. Bob was in control. She knew that, and that was the way she liked it and wanted it. But she really did want him to hurry up a little.

For several minutes, absolutely nothing happened. He stopped stroking her inner thighs. She wasn't even sure he was sitting next to her anymore. She began to grow slightly concerned. Maybe he's abandoned me, she thought. Then, she felt a sudden wave of pleasure as the vibrator hummed against her clitoris. She responded immediately, squirming in her seat, twisting her hands behind her back. The stimulation was delicious, but she also wanted to stick her fingers inside herself and was frustrated that she couldn't. She tried to sit back and relax, but couldn't do that either. This was almost like a sweet torture. She imagined Bob standing off to the side, thoroughly enjoying her dilemma.

A minute later, just as her climax was building to a fever pitch, the vibrations stopped. Damn it! she screamed inside her head. Her entire body was tense, eager, frustrated. At least three times, she opened her mouth and had to bite down on her tongue to keep herself from saying anything, from begging him to finish her off.

Then he was sitting next to her again, kissing her breasts while his fingers were tickling her toes and feet. She loved the sensation, and her arousal peaked again, nearly driving her over the edge, but not quite.

He stopped and seemed to pull away from her. "I'm proud of you, young lady. I know you must be pretty close to coming by now. It's okay to come... it really is. It's what I want."

Wendy smiled as she tried to relax once more. After nearly a minute, she felt the vibration again, gently tickling her clitoris. This was followed by his fingers, probing her labia, worming their way inside her moistened vagina. This was enough, and she came in a gush, her whole body twisting and squirming on the loveseat. "Ooooh God!" she shrieked, as she was consumed by waves of pleasure.

Instantly, the vibrations stopped and Bob's fingers were withdrawn. "I didn't give you permission to speak," he said in his best stern voice.

When she heard him say it, at first she was a little confused. She really didn't know she had said anything. "But-" She stopped herself, but it was too late. She had violated one of the rules.

Bob didn't waste any time. He grasped her arms and rotated her on the loveseat. When he was finished repositioning her, she was kneeling on the cushions with her face directed toward the wall. Her hands were still cuffed behind her back. Her naked bottom was sticking straight out.

At first, he simply stroked her bottom gently, inducing a few slivers of pleasure. She could feel herself grow aroused again. Then, abruptly he stopped, and she began to tense, to clench her cheeks together in anticipation of the spanking that was sure to follow.

It did about thirty seconds later. It was a flurry of hard hand spanks, one right after the other. Involuntarily, she flinched and squirmed as the pain raced up and down her spine. Finally, after about a minute, Bob stopped, and an eerie silence filled the room. Eventually, the sting faded. She waited for him to turn her around again, but he didn't. Her curiosity mounted once more.

After another few minutes, his hand was on her bottom again, massaging the recently spanked flesh. She relaxed until the vibrations came again; the beautiful butterfly was humming gloriously against her inflamed clitoris, tempting her to move out of position, to call out to the heavens. She bit her lower lip and forced herself to lean into the back cushions.

However, when his index finger snaked its way into her back passage, she couldn't hold back. This new orgasm was one of the most intense she had ever experienced, and she simply couldn't keep herself from screaming. "Oh my God!" she shrieked.

This time, the vibrations didn't stop like they did before. Bob did withdraw his finger, however. She could hear him chuckle. "I didn't think you could keep still," he said. Then, while the butterfly was still doing its gentle work, he spanked her again, his hand reddening her rear and occasionally moving down to her upper thighs. For at least two minutes, he didn't let up. The sting was becoming nearly unbearable.

But then something totally unexpected happened. The combination of the spanking, the submissive posture, the two previous orgasms, and the vibrations from the butterfly drove her directly into the path of a tsunami. Her orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after glorious wave washed over her until she thought she was going to pass out. She didn't even try to stop herself from talking. However, nothing came out of her mouth except nonsense syllables.

When she was finally breathing normally again, she was so relaxed that her body felt like Jello. She wasn't even sure where she was or what day of the week it was. She felt almost as though she had died and gone to heaven.

Bob's hand on her thigh brought her back to reality. "That was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, but I don't think we're quite finished yet."

Not quite finished, she thought. What else can he do? What else could possibly be better than this? She decided that she was in no position to lodge any kind of protest. He was in complete control.

She felt his hands on her hips. "I want you to relax completely," he instructed.

She didn't think she could be any more relaxed than she already was, but she tried anyway. She allowed him to pull her off the loveseat onto the carpeted floor. She was still kneeling, but now her upper body was draped over the seat cushion. He spread her legs as much as he could. She turned her head to the side and waited.

A minute later, she felt his fingers on her anal sphincter again - first one, then two. She sighed and gasped, especially when she felt the cool lubricant. He's going to take me in the rear, she thought. They hadn't done that for a long time.

There was another pause, and she tried to visualize what he was doing. Probably putting on a condom, lubricating his penis, getting ready for insertion, she thought. While she was pondering this, the vibrations started again. This was followed by several hard slaps to her already sore bottom. Her arousal mounted. She had already forgotten about the monumental orgasm she had just had. Her body was poised and ready for another one.

Finally, at least five minutes later, she felt the tip of his penis pressing against her anus. She relaxed and pushed back against him, allowing him to ease it into her slowly. The sensation was incredible, especially coupled with the vibrations against her clitoris and the lingering sting in her bottom. She came at least once before he did.

He stayed inside her for as long as he could, before he shriveled and slipped out. He kissed the back of her sweating neck. "You are incredible," he whispered in her ear. "And I love you more than I can say."

Tears filled Wendy's eyes as she heard this. She wanted to echo the sentiment, but he hadn't given her permission to speak, and she didn't want to ruin the moment by violating a very basic rule.

For several minutes, she was content to lie still while his hands gently moved over her body. Then he stopped once more, and she thought about what he was going to do next. What could he possibly do? She was totally spent, and she thought he probably was too.

She was almost relieved when he unlocked the cuffs and released her hands. "You can get up now," he said. "And take off the blindfold."

Wendy stood up slowly, trying to maintain her balance. Her body was still relatively limp and she had to catch herself at least twice. She pulled off the blindfold and was happy to find that the room was nearly dark. Still, in the low light, she could see Bob standing a few feet away. He had removed his clothes.

He smiled at her and opened his arms. She understood his intent and went to him. They fell into an embrace, stroking each other and kissing each other effusively. Again, she wanted to speak, to tell him how much like a woman she felt at this moment, how gloriously feminine she was. But she didn't. She would wait for permission.

After several minutes, he released her and pushed her gently away from him. "You have been so good this afternoon; I am so proud of you. You can speak now, if you want to."

Wendy gathered her breath. There was so much she wanted to say. But she didn't say anything. How could she put into words how special she felt being with her husband, being with the man who so loved her on this cool dark Saturday afternoon? She settled for giving him the wink and smile that told him everything.


4. The Demonstration

Near the end of a quiet dinner, Bob swallowed the last of his baked chicken and looked over at Wendy. "I had lunch with Corbin Morse today," he said casually.

Wendy cut a piece of broccoli and saw that Bob was watching her, possibly measuring her reaction to the name. Quickly, she searched her memory, but the name Corbin Morse didn't register. Suddenly, she was very tempted to blurt out, Who the hell is Corbin Morse? But she wisely held that question back.

During a recent eight-day period she had received a punishment spanking every day, including two severe belt whippings and a bench paddling. Thus, for the past week she had been on her best behavior while she allowed her bottom to heal. She gently speared the broccoli with her fork and glanced at her husband. "Oh?"

Bob smiled. "I guess I haven't mentioned Corbin very much. He's the owner and CEO of Morse Business Solutions. His office suite is in the same building. He has been a client and friend for fifteen years. In fact, you might recall that we went to his wedding last year."

Now Wendy began to put the pieces together. "Okay," she said. "I remember the wedding - at the Broadview Church, right?"

Bob nodded. "His wife is Rebecca."

"I remember that she was wearing a really pretty dress, and that she seemed a lot younger than he was."

"Right... about fifteen years younger. He had been married before."

"Don't tell me she was his secretary." Sometimes, Wendy just couldn't help herself.

Bob scowled. "Don't be impertinent, young lady."

Wendy cast her eyes to her plate immediately. "I'm sorry."

Bob chuckled. "She wasn't his secretary, she was his office assistant. And yes, she fit the stereotype."

Wendy silently breathed a sigh of relief and vowed to curb her tendency to make ill-timed sarcastic remarks. Still, she was curious as to why Bob thought to bring up the lunch. "So... did you have a good lunch?"

Bob pushed back his plate, a signal he was finished eating and ready for a more extended conversation. "Yes, we went to that little café around the corner... you know, Jimmy's Place."

Wendy nodded and pushed back her plate as well. "That's a nice restaurant."

Bob took a deep breath. "It was nice. We hadn't really seen much of each other for quite a few months. He needed to talk."

"About insurance?" Wendy asked, although she suspected the conversation between the two married businessmen more than likely ran in a completely different direction.

"No, he had some concerns about his marriage."

"Are they having trouble?" In many relationships, that may have been considered a very indelicate question. However, Wendy understood that, although the topic was awkward to discuss, Bob brought it up for a reason other than merely casual conversation.

"It appears that way. Corbin said that they don't seem as close as they used to be. He is a little afraid that the age difference is becoming a problem, that for some reason she may be losing respect for him." He paused and looked at Wendy.

She caught the look. "Bob, is there something you want me to say about this?"

"I don't know. Corbin commented on how happy we seem to be and how you appear to be the perfect wife. Naturally, he wanted to know what our secret is."

"Well, we both know that I am hardly perfect. What did you tell him?"

"Obviously, I didn't want to go into detail. I just told him that we work at our relationship and that we were blessed to find each other."

"Did you get the impression that they truly love each other?"

"Of course, I have no way of knowing how she feels about him, but I feel sure that he loves her dearly. It's more her behavior that he's worried about. What do you think?"

Wendy thought for a few seconds. Her first instinct was to say nothing because it wasn't her place. Her second instinct was that, as a couple, they should mind their own business. However, she could see that Bob was very concerned for his friend and was seeking her honest opinion, not as a submissive housewife but as an educated woman with significant life experience. "It sounds like a complex situation," she said at last. "It could be that her behavior needs to be modified, that she is acting out in an attempt to get his attention. It's really hard to tell without getting to know her a little better. How far do you want this to go?"

"Corbin is my friend," Bob said quickly. "He's already been through one very rocky relationship. I would like to help him avoid another one, if I can. I guess I would like to share with him some of what we do to keep our relationship strong. I think that's what he was asking for."

And there it was, out in the open. Although they certainly weren't ashamed of their chosen lifestyle, they had generally kept it confined to their home. Certainly, there were times when Bob needed to punish her outside the house. However, when these times came, they kept it as private as possible. Neither had ever actually told anyone that he spanked her, either for play or for punishment. They had always considered what they did no-one else's business but their own. "I don't know what to say to that," she said. "If you tell him what we do, do you believe he would follow through with Rebecca?"

"I honestly don't know. I don't know if she would go along with it. I'm not sure that simply telling him would make a difference."

Wendy shook her head. "Honey, this is getting pretty serious," she said.

"I know. I wish that he hadn't told me about it or asked my opinion. But he did, and I just can't ignore his call for help."

Once again, Wendy thought about the dilemma, both the apparent problems with Corbin and Rebecca and her own conflict with how to help them. "I think I know what might help," she said at last. "But you need to agree with it and assure me that you trust your friend and his wife."

Bob's eyes widened. "What do you have in mind?"

Wendy's counselor persona was now nearly fully emerged (although she would never let it supersede her submissive persona). "I think you're right about how ineffective it would be to simply tell Corbin about what we do. We would need to show him and Rebecca."

"How would we do that?"

"Do you trust them?" It was a dangerous question to ask her husband, but she felt she had to.

"I think so."

"Okay. Invite Corbin and Rebecca for dinner on Saturday. Seeing them together will give us an idea of what they need to do. If it looks like they would benefit from a lesson in what we do, we can demonstrate it."

"Wendy, are you kidding? You want me to spank you in front of them?"

Wendy shook her head. "No, I don't. I want to keep what we do as a couple very private. But, I can't think of anything else that will address their problem. Can you?"

"No, I can't," Bob said. Then he smiled hopefully at his wife. "I'm sorry this came up. Thank you for taking it seriously. I love you."

Wendy smiled back. "I love you too."

He pushed back his chair and stood up. He winked at her. "I'll help you clean up the dishes."

Her smile widened and she nodded. She knew that meant he was taking control again, just the way she wanted him to.

---oOo---

Corbin Morse and his wife, Rebecca, had barely cleared the front door when Bob took Corbin's arm and steered him toward the family room. "I have some questions for you," he said as he led his guest away, leaving the two wives standing in the foyer.

Wendy touched Rebecca's fingers and flashed her a motherly smile. "Rebecca, it is great to see you again," she said. "Our husbands are probably going to talk business for a while. Let's go into the kitchen and get better acquainted. I may need your help with the dinner."

Rebecca, a relatively petite young woman with dark blonde hair, nodded sheepishly and followed Wendy into the large country kitchen.

Once they were in the kitchen, Wendy motioned for Rebecca to sit at the table and offered her a glass of iced tea. After she poured each of them a glass of tea, she sat down opposite her guest. "Dinner will be ready in about half an hour. I hope you like lasagna."

"Yes, thank you," Rebecca replied. Her eyes darted around the room. "You have a nice kitchen."

"Thank you," Wendy said. Then she smiled again as she gazed at her young guest. "The last time I saw you was at your wedding. You wore a beautiful dress."

"Yes," Rebecca said. "It was a really nice wedding."

Wendy nodded. "That was about fourteen months ago, as I recall."

Rebecca nodded but didn't say anything. "So, you guys are practically newlyweds. How do you like married life?"

Rebecca looked away. "It's okay," she said. "I think we've settled into a routine."

"Well, routine can be good, as long as you keep things fresh."

"How long have you guys been married?"

"Nearly six years,"

"And how do you keep things fresh after so many years?"

"You have to work at it. I wouldn't think it would be that much of a problem for you guys after only a year or so."

Rebecca looked down at her hands. "Well... sometimes, I just don't know."

This was exactly the opening Wendy was hoping for. She reached across the table and grasped Rebecca's right hand. "Honey, it sounds like you have a problem. Please tell me about it."

Rebecca shook her head. "No... it's okay."

"I can tell it isn't okay," Wendy said. "Please talk to me. I've been around a bit and haven't always been in a great relationship."

"I'm not sure what to say," Rebecca started. "Corbin... well, Corbin's a good man, but he's..." She couldn't finish.

"He's what?" Wendy persisted.

"Well, he's... and maybe it's because he's so much older than I am... a little soft."

"What you mean soft?"

Rebecca chuckled humorlessly. "I don't mean he can't get it up or anything," she said quickly. "I mean, he's maybe a bit too nice."

Again, this was the response Wendy was hoping for. "How would you like him to be?"

The younger wife thought for a moment. "Well... I used to be his office assistant."

"Yes, Bob told me that."

"In the office, he had a sort of quiet air of authority about him. In fact, I think that was one of the qualities that attracted me to him. But at home, he doesn't seem to have that sense of control."

"I understand," Wendy said. "And I think that can be fixed."

Then, as if on cue, Bob came into the kitchen. "How soon is dinner?" he asked.

"Are you guys done talking business?" Wendy replied in a tone that hinted at impatience.

Bob scowled. "Yes," he said through tight lips.

Wendy made a show of casting her eyes to the table. "We'll get dinner out right away." She turned to Rebecca. "Will you help me, please?"

The younger wife looked back and forth between Bob and Wendy. "Sure," she said.

There was little conversation during dinner, as both couples seemed to sense a tension in the atmosphere around the table. Finally, after the last of the lasagna was eaten, Bob glanced over at Wendy and gave her a barely perceptible nod. Wendy nodded back, indicating that it was time for the show to begin.

Bob pushed back his plate. "I think we're ready for dessert," he declared.

"Are you sure?" Wendy asked, glancing at everyone's empty plate.

"Yes, I'm sure," Bob answered impatiently.

Wendy looked over at Rebecca. "Rebecca, will you help me clear the table, please?"

"Sure," Rebecca said, pushing back her chair. The tension was becoming more palpable.

Several minutes later, the table was cleared and Wendy and Rebecca entered the dining room carrying four glass bowls of vanilla ice cream. Each had a red maraschino cherry on top. "I thought we were having cheese cake," Bob said when he saw the two women.

Wendy flushed slightly and set down the two bowls she was carrying. "No," she said. "We're having ice cream instead."

Bob didn't respond to that, but his eyes darkened slightly. The four ate their ice cream quickly and silently. Then, once everyone was finished, Bob looked around the table, his eyes finally settling on his wife. Wendy again gave him a very slight nod. "Corbin, you said you thought Wendy and I appear to have a very good relationship and you wanted to know the secret." He paused, watching the reaction of his two guests. "Our relationship," he continued, "is based on love, friendship, and mutual respect. The respect part is particularly important to both of us. Now, when Wendy and I first got together, we both had come out of failed marriages, and we knew that in order for our relationship to be successful, we would have to establish boundaries and guidelines. Wendy admitted that she felt she needed guidance and a firm hand. I agreed. So, we set up rules for her and consequences if she violated the rules." Once again, he paused and looked around the table. Corbin and Rebecca were silent but very attentive.

"In case you're wondering what this means, let me say in simple terms that a portion of our relationship is based on what you might call domestic discipline. And, yes, this means that I spank Wendy from time to time to keep her behavior under control. I hope that doesn't shock you too much, but that's the way we both want it and it works for us." He looked at Wendy. "Doesn't it, honey?"

Wendy smiled. "Yes, it's true."

"Now, just in case you're not sure whether or not to believe it, we will show you what we mean. Wendy's behavior this evening has been, at best, embarrassing and she has earned a spanking because of it. I was going to wait until you left to take care of it; however, since it is out in the open, I see no reason you shouldn't watch. Wendy, go get the wooden spoon."

Wendy flushed again at the sound of her name. Corbin and Rebecca were totally speechless and shifted uncomfortably in their chairs.

When Wendy stood up and turned toward the kitchen, Corbin spoke up. "There's no need for that, we need to be going anyway."

"This will only take a few minutes," Bob said. "Then you two can decide for yourselves what kind of relationship you want to have."

"Are you sure?" Corbin asked. He glanced at his young wife.

Rebecca caught the glance. "It might... it might be... instructive, Corbin."

Corbin relaxed back into his seat while Wendy disappeared into the kitchen. She re-appeared a minute later carrying the gigantic wooden spoon Bob had used on her bottom more times than she could count. With her head lowered submissively, she handed it to Bob.

He accepted the spoon and gripped the handle tightly in his right hand. "Okay, Wendy, bend over the table."

"Yes, sir," Wendy said and draped her body over the tabletop.

Bob moved in behind her, lifted her dress to above her waist, and lowered her panties to just below her thighs, exposing her muscular bottom.

"Wendy, I don't know what got into you this evening but your behavior has embarrassed both of us. Do you have anything to say?"

Wendy raised her head and looked over her shoulder. "No, sir... except that I apologize to all of you."

There was no more talking after that. With his wife in punishment position, Bob wasted no time reddening her bare bottom. Time after time after time, he struck with the spoon until she was squirming in place and hot tears dripped from her eyes.

After fifty whacks, Bob stopped and gently felt her bottom. It was slightly warm to the touch. Then, without any warning, he retracted the spoon and delivered another volley, covering every square centimeter of her bottom and upper thighs. She broke and began to sob.

Bob stopped again and set the spoon down on the table. "Wendy, you may get up and face me," he said.

Slowly, Wendy pushed herself up from the table. She turned and faced her husband. He pulled her into his body and they embraced for at least a minute, long enough for her to calm down. "I love you, honey," he said softly.

She managed a small smile. "I love you too."

"You may pull up your panties, smooth down your dress, and put the spoon back in the kitchen."

"Yes, sir," Wendy said as she pulled her panties back up to her waist.

Bob turned toward his guests, who were staring with their mouths open. "I hope you didn't get the wrong impression," he said. "Wendy expects that kind of punishment if her behavior requires it. In fact, I don't think she would respect me if I didn't take steps to correct her when she needs it."

Corbin pushed back his chair and looked at his young wife. "Thanks for the lesson and the demonstration," he said. "I think it's time for us to go."

Rebecca nodded and stood up. A minute later, hand-in-hand, they left.

Once their guests were gone, Bob pulled Wendy into his arms. "Thank you for that," he said.

"You're welcome." She rubbed her bottom through her dress. "I just hope they got the idea."

"Well, it's on them if they didn't. Now, I'll help you in the kitchen and then we have some making up to do."

Wendy nodded. "I hope they discover that part too."


5. Reminders

Wendy was very surprised when she answered her cell phone on a quiet Thursday afternoon. She was caught up on her housework, had changed out of her work clothes, and was ready to greet Bob when he arrived home. And it was only 4:30.

"Wendy, this is Father Julian," a deep voice said in response to her 'hello'.

"Oh, Father Julian... hi," Wendy answered, not knowing what else to say. A call from their parish priest was definitely not an everyday occurrence.

"Wendy, we need your help," the priest said.

She took a deep breath. She and Bob had occasionally volunteered at the church, but didn't do it on a regular basis, as did some parishioners. "What do you need?" she asked rather tentatively. She had never confessed the nature of her lifestyle to Father Julian or any other priest. She had never felt any need to, as she certainly didn't regard anything she and Bob did together as any kind of sin.

"As you know," Father Julian began, "Maryann, our regular secretary, is on maternity leave."

"Yes."

"Well, we got a temporary replacement... Julie Stamos."

"I saw that in the bulletin," Wendy acknowledged.

"Unfortunately, Julie needs to take a short leave, starting on Monday. We will need someone to fill in until she returns, probably about a week."

Wendy said nothing, just waited for the request.

"Wendy, I know you've had some secretarial experience. Could you fill in for Julie until she comes back?"

And there it was. In truth, although she had really always wanted to be a housewife, she hadn't minded her short stint as a secretary. She had certainly enjoyed that role much more than the one she had gone to college for. But now she had become very used to being at home, not interacting much with the outside world - let Bob be the public person, she had always thought. Still, she had to admit that she was getting just a little bored at home, as neither the house nor her husband was all that demanding. "I'll have to talk it over with my husband," she said finally. "What are the hours?"

"Our greatest need is between 9 and 3," Father Julian replied. "It would only be for a week or so and we would pay you, of course."

"Bob isn't home yet. Can I let you know tomorrow?"

"Sure, but please make it early. We're running out of options. You are one of the only women in the parish who has experience and doesn't have a regular job during the day."

Wendy almost laughed. If you only knew, she thought. "I understand," she said.

"Thank you," Father Julian said. And that was the end of the conversation.

Immediately after she disconnected, she tried to think of how to tell Bob. Early in their relationship, they had discussed her possibly working or volunteering in the community while he was at the office. However, he had always made it clear that he earned the money and that he wanted her to stay home and take care of him and their home. In time, the discussions ended completely, especially after the time, early in their marriage, she got spanked for reading through the want ads and suggesting that they could perhaps use some extra money if she went back to work.

But now their parish needed her, and it was only temporary. How could she say no? How could Bob say no? She decided that she would ask him during dinner.

They were well into their dessert when Wendy worked up the courage to relate Father Julian's request. "You'll never guess who called me this afternoon," she said.

Bob looked up from his half-eaten slice of chocolate cake. "Probably not."

Wendy swallowed hard. "Father Julian."

His eyes widened slightly. "Don't tell me he wants us to volunteer for something."

She shook her head. "No," she said. The words were not coming as easily as she had hoped. She looked over at her husband; he was losing patience.

"Well, what then?"

"Well, you remember that Maryann is out on maternity leave?".

"Yes. I saw they hired Julie Stamos as a temp. Good worker. What does that have to do with us?"

"Well... Father Julian said that Julie needs to take some kind of leave starting on Monday and..."

Bob rolled his eyes. "And they need a replacement, and they thought of you. Right?"

"Yes, sir."

"What did you tell Father Julian?"

"I told him I had to discuss it with you."

"Good answer," Bob said. "Wendy, do you want to do this?

"I don't know. I know you don't want me to work outside the home, and I'm not sure I want to either. I mean, I really like being at home. But, Bob, the parish needs me and it will only be for a week. I can still get all my work done around here." She wisely avoided mentioning money.

Bob seemed to think for a moment. "Honey, if you really think you should do it, then okay. I would hate to disappoint Father Julian." Then his eyes turned hard. "But you will need to get your housework done and be home in time to get dinner ready. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, sir," Wendy answered. And she really did understand; not having dinner ready when he got home was a severe paddling offense, one that she definitely wanted to avoid at all costs.

"Okay, it's settled, but you need to think about what you need to get done at home before Monday morning."

Father Julian was very appreciative when Wendy called to tell him that she would fill in for the next week. "Can you stop by this afternoon?" he asked.

"Why?" she countered. She hadn't prepared herself for an afternoon excursion.

"You need to fill out some paperwork and Julie will want to orient you to the office and the office procedures."

Wendy flushed slightly. She wasn't expecting this either, and it wasn't something that she and Bob had discussed. Of course, she didn't have to account for every minute of her day when he wasn't with her, but he liked to be kept informed. Still, it made perfect sense to get oriented beforehand, she thought. "Is two o'clock okay? I will need to leave for home by four."

"That should be okay," Father Julian replied. "We really appreciate this, Wendy."

She smiled. Sometimes it felt good to be appreciated by someone other than her husband.

---oOo---

The orientation went well, and Wendy didn't think she would have any trouble handling the rather low stress job. Most of the work involved mailing out notices and bulletins, answering the phone, and copying. And even though she hadn't done any serious office work (she had occasionally helped Bob at the agency when he got very busy or when one of his assistants went on vacation) in several years, she found that the job hadn't really changed all that much. She knew how to use a copier, a computer, and a telephone. She even thought she remembered how to use a spreadsheet and PowerPoint.

Still, by Sunday afternoon she started to feel nervous and anxious, although she was careful not to express any of this to Bob. Then, just as she was beginning to calm a little, he asked her just before dinner if she had remembered to go to the store on Friday. She hadn't remembered, and she told him so.

He scowled. "Wendy, you're not going to have time all next week," he said.

"I guess I didn't think about that," she said, her eyes lowered to the floor. She knew she was in trouble.

"Well, if you're going to be a working girl with a husband and home to take care of, you need to plan ahead."

"I'm sorry," she said meekly.

"Okay... go to the bedroom and change your clothes. We'll have to make a trip to the 24 hour Wal-Mart tonight. But before you change your clothes, I will have to spank you as a reminder."

Wendy looked stunned and didn't move.

Bob reached over and gave her a hard swat to her bottom. "Move," he ordered. "I will be right behind you. I would like to get the shopping done so you can get to bed early."

When they reached the bedroom, Wendy knew exactly what to do, as she had been in this situation more times than she could count. Quickly, she stripped out of her clothes and bent over the bed with her arms stretched out in front of her. Bob was right behind her. When he saw that she was in the proper position, he didn't waste much time. Snatching her big hairbrush from her nightstand, he moved in behind her and issued a series of hard stinging strikes, alternating cheeks until both were blazing.

She closed her eyes and held her position. Tears formed and spilled down her flushed face.

It was over a minute later, certainly not the worst spanking she had ever received. Bob patted her bottom gently and put the hairbrush back on the nightstand. "Okay, get dressed and let's go," he said.

The next morning, Monday, Wendy was up and showered by seven, after having spent a restless night. She was nervous all over again. At seven-fifteen, just as she was sorting through her clothes to select a suitable outfit, Bob called her back into the bedroom.

When she walked out of the closet, dressed only in her bra and panties, she saw that he was sitting on the edge of the bed. In his right hand was the hairbrush paddle. "Come over my lap," he ordered.

Wendy's eyes widened. "But, Bob, I haven't done anything to deserve a spanking."

"I know, but you're nervous and I think you need a reminder that your real job is here at home and not with Father Julian." Then he paused for a few seconds and smiled at her. "And you need a reminder that I love you and am proud of you for helping out. Perhaps a sore bottom will help you remember that." He reached out his hand. "Now, come over here and let's get this over with so we can both get ready for work."

Wendy didn't return his smile, but she thought she understood. Maybe she did need a reminder, and maybe a well-spanked bottom would help her get through the day and remember that she had a loving husband to take care of.

Reluctantly, she crossed to where Bob was waiting. She held out her right hand. Deftly, he pulled her down across his lap. For a few seconds, he was content to gently massage her bottom, which showed no signs of the hairbrush spanking she had received the evening before. "I will be fairly harsh," he said, continuing with the massage. "But I will make up for it afterward. I want you to do your job, but I don't want you thinking about anything but us. Do you understand?"

Wendy kept her eyes on the floor. "Yes, sir," she whispered.

After that, Bob didn't waste time. He was a master with the hairbrush paddle and rapidly laid down a series of hard swats that reddened every square centimeter of her upturned bottom. One right after the other, the strokes fell. He was in rare form as he honestly felt he was on a mission.

After the hundredth stroke, Wendy began to squirm and kick her legs. He responded by covering her legs with his and increasing the intensity of the spanking. A minute later, she felt that she was nearing her breaking point. And even though she understood that she was not allowed to plead during a spanking, she didn't think she could take much more as the pain continued to escalate.

However, just as she was gathering her breath to say something, anything to get him to stop, he did stop. He put the well-used paddle down on the bed and immediately began to massage her scorched flesh with his right hand. With his left hand, he massaged her back muscles.

The pain in Wendy's bottom began to ease, to dissolve in a pool of pleasure and desire. He bent down and kissed her neck. "Would you like to come?" he asked in a soft voice.

The pain in her bottom was almost gone, hurried along by the magic of his touch and his voice. "Yes, sir," she said without much thinking. She didn't want to come at this point; she needed to.

Bob smiled down at her and kept moving his fingers along the inflamed ridges of her bottom. For several minutes his fingers teased the flesh of her backside and upper thighs, only occasionally straying into the folds between her legs.

Then, just as she thought she would go crazy, the fingers found her clitoris. It was like a pleasant electric shock. She involuntarily raised her bottom to give his fingers better access. The rest of her body went limp.

Finally, he snaked another finger into her highly lubricated vagina, and this put her over the edge. She started to come and thought she would come forever. When she did finally stop contracting, she thought she would fall asleep.

She came to her senses a few minutes later and looked up at her husband. "Do you, you know, want to follow up?" she asked huskily.

Bob smiled again as he withdrew his fingers from her sex. "I would like to, very much, but we don't have time unfortunately. Besides, while it's good for you to go to work with a sore bottom, I don't think it would be good for you to go to work at the church with semen oozing out of you. Do you?"

"Probably not," she agreed.

He slapped her bottom with his palm and glanced at the bedside clock. It read 7:55. "Okay, get dressed. You don't want to be late for your first day."

Wendy reluctantly eased herself off his lap. "Thank you, honey," she said softly.

"You're welcome. Now, just remember that we'll both be hungry this evening so you need to have dinner ready. It can be a simple casserole. Then, perhaps you can tell me about your day and we can do that follow up you mentioned. Sound okay to you?"

"Yes, sir," she said smiling. Then she scurried off to get dressed. She was no longer nervous.

---oOo---

The job was not nearly as stressful as Wendy had feared. She discovered that she really could multi-task when she had to. Father Julian and the rest of the pastoral staff praised her and thanked her every day.

Still, she was not sorry when Father Julian told her on Friday afternoon that Julie would be back on Monday and that Wendy would no longer be needed. But, he told her, it was nice to know that she could fill in when necessary.

Bob was not sorry either. Yes, he had gotten his dinner every night and she wasn't too tired to make love just before bedtime. But he was glad he had his wife back where they both believed she belonged - at home. And there would be no more need for reminder spankings. At least, in the immediate future, she would only get a spanking if she truly deserved one.


6. The Seminar

They were half way through dinner when Bob finished chewing and glanced over at Wendy. "I had lunch with Pete Cromwell today," he said.

Wendy swallowed the carrot she was eating and waited patiently for Bob to tell her who Pete Cromwell was and why it mattered to her. She knew that Bob rarely spoke about business acquaintances unless he had a point to make.

"You remember Pete Cromwell?" Bob continued. "The dean of the business division at the college?"

Wendy nodded as she processed the name. She did vaguely remember him. They had met at some social gathering last year. She seemed to recall that he had once been the CEO of a successful business, but had sold the business in order to pursue his lifelong dream of becoming an educator. She also remembered that he was a very conservative sort of man. Although the topic hadn't been discussed, Wendy had become convinced that Pete Cromwell more than likely disciplined his wife, just like Bob did.

"Pete needs someone to teach a six-week seminar in small business practices, and he thought I would be a good candidate," Bob said.

"I'm sure he's right about that. You're a very good teacher." At least he had been for her, she thought.

"Thank you," he said, smiling. "Anyway, I think I'm going to do it. With the extra money, we could afford an outside cabin on that cruise we wanted to take."

She returned his smile. She had dreamed of taking a long cruise with her husband, enjoying the sun and surf from her own little balcony.

"The only problem is that the seminar starts in two weeks," said Bob. "It would be every Wednesday from six to nine. I would have a lot of work to do to prepare. I would want you to help me."

Wendy lost a little of her smile. While it was true that she had a masters degree in education, she didn't really like teaching and was actually working as a secretary when she met Bob. She had been very glad that he didn't want her to work outside the home. "What would you want me to do?" she asked.

"Maybe help me write objectives and help me with the research. I will need help doing some PowerPoint presentations. Can I count on you to help me?"

"Sure... I guess so."

Bob glared at his wife. "Wendy, I asked if you would help me."

Wendy became a little upset with herself. She knew very well that her husband never tolerated wishy-washy answers to direct questions. She had been spanked for it more than once. "Yes sir," she said.

"Thank you," he said, and resumed eating.

Ten days later, Wendy finished loading the dishwasher and glanced up at the kitchen clock. It was five minutes after eight in the evening and she was alone. Bob had rushed home from the office, eaten a quick dinner, and disappeared into his study to put the finishing touches on his first two classes. Up to now, she had helped him with his slides and his objectives; she had done some research for him. Now she could feel herself growing upset. For the first time in their married life, she thought he was truly ignoring her. They hadn't watched television together in almost a week. They had only made love twice. He hadn't even spanked her for talking back to him the other night. Suddenly, she worried that this stupid seminar was more important to her husband than she was; she even worried that it might be tearing them apart.

She finished cleaning up the kitchen. Time to test, she thought, as she moved toward the door. She stopped in the bathroom and checked her appearance: Her hair was clean and straight; her makeup was fresh; she was wearing his favorite dress - the black one he had given her for her birthday last year. She was even wearing stockings. She smiled at her image and left the bathroom.

Wendy found her husband at his desk in the study. He was typing on the keyboard at his computer and appeared lost in thought. For several minutes, she stood just inside the doorway, watching him work. Finally, she couldn't stand it any longer and walked over to him. She put a hand on his shoulder. "How are you doing?"

Bob stopped typing but didn't look at her. "This is a lot more work than I anticipated," he said.

"Do you need me to help you?" She didn't really want to help, but it would better than him ignoring her.

"No, thank you. This is stuff I have to do on my own." He put his fingers back on the keys.

Wendy was now beginning to get seriously annoyed. "Can you break away?" she asked in her sweetest little girl voice. "Just for a little while?"

"Not right now."

She wanted to scream. At that moment, she knew she should leave him alone, just go into the family room and watch television, do some sewing... anything. But something inside her wouldn't let him dismiss her so easily. She stepped back a foot or so. "Bob, you can't just keep ignoring me." There, she had blurted it out. It was a little more direct than she had perhaps intended, but at least her feelings were out in the open.

Now he did turn in his seat to face her. "Wendy, I have to get this finished; you know that."

That wasn't the response she meant to provoke. She scowled and stuck out her lower lip in the beginnings of a pout. "Bob, I'm starting to wonder if you even love me anymore." She knew he hated that line. And when he didn't respond instantly, she persisted. "Okay, if all you're going to do is work and ignore me, I'll just... seek my amusement elsewhere." She wasn't sure where that line came from.

Bob's face hardened. "You're beginning to cross the line, Wendy."

It's about time, she thought. If she had done this two weeks ago, she would already be in the corner with her dress up and her panties down. "What are you going to do about it?" she said, obviously taunting him now.

He flushed and his fingers tensed. Then he relaxed as he eased back in the chair. "You know, you're probably right. I have been ignoring you," he said. He stood up, walked over to her, and put his arms around her. His hands moved to her bottom and he cupped her cheeks through the dress. "So, my little girl wants to play, huh?" He gave her a couple of playful swats. "Well, I guess you deserve it." He lifted the hem of the dress and massaged her bottom through her panties.

Wendy was a little surprised that he wasn't ordering her to strip and stand in the punishment corner, but she definitely didn't complain. He was paying attention to her and the massage felt good. She was hoping that he would undress her and take her across his lap right there in the office, but she knew he was now calling the shots. And that was the way she liked it and wanted it.

Bob gave her several more playful swats. "Go to the bedroom, take off all your clothes, and stand in the corner."

Wendy wasn't sure what he had in mind, but she wasn't about to object. After all, she had started this and knew she deserved it. "Yes sir."

Five minutes later she was naked and standing in her usual punishment corner. He didn't seem too angry with her, so she was confident that he would simply play with her, and she eagerly anticipated the tingle between her legs.

Without turning around, suddenly she knew he was in the room; she could feel his presence. She heard him sit down on the bed. She wanted so much to turn around in order to see what he was doing, what he was planning to do. But she knew she didn't dare.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he snapped his fingers softly. "Come over my lap, Wendy," he said in that quiet authoritative voice she loved.

Wendy turned. He was sitting on the edge of their bed. In his right hand was the wooden hairbrush paddle. This won't be too bad, she thought, as she approached and offered him her hand. He pulled her down across his knees. She closed her eyes.

But he didn't start spanking her immediately. Instead, he ran his rough left hand up and down her smooth and (for the moment) pristine flesh, occasionally allowing a finger to stray between her legs. She began to get seriously aroused and squirmed a little. "I have let this seminar kind of take me over," he said in a low voice, while his hand kept moving across her bottom. "And I'm sorry if I seemed to ignore you because of it." He paused, raised his hand, and brought the paddle down hard on her right cheek. "But I also can't ignore the impertinence you displayed tonight. You need to be spanked for that. You need to understand that you can't interrupt me like that when I'm working, no matter what the reason." He delivered four more stinging swats. "Do you understand that?"

Wendy gasped. So far, the spanking hadn't hurt that bad, but she became concerned that he was just warming up. "Yes sir," she said.

He issued another series of ten hard spanks that caused her to grind her hips. These were definitely not love taps, she thought. How many more?

"I'm going to give you fifty more," he declared, as if reading her mind.

Fifty! She allowed the number to echo in her mind as she realized that this was not a play spanking. His objective was to thoroughly punish her.

Right after he had told her he was going to give her fifty more swats, he started, relentlessly delivering one spank after another, alternating cheeks. She squirmed and scissored her legs. She even moved her right arm to her bottom in a feeble attempt to block the blows. He pinned it behind her back. "That will cost you another five," he said.

Tears filled her eyes. She wanted to plead with him to stop; she wanted to apologize for interrupting him while he was working. But she didn't get the chance. In less than a minute, the spanking was over.

He released her arm and pushed her onto the floor. "Go stand in the corner," he ordered.

Wendy stood and scurried to the corner. She wanted to touch her bottom, to rub out the nasty sting, but she knew that was forbidden. All she could do was wait for his next move.

Five minutes later, he was behind her. He touched her scorched bottom. "Spread your legs and bend over," he said.

Her eyes widened. "Bob... please, no more spanking," she pleaded.

Bob gave her a hard swat. "Are you arguing with me, Wendy?"

She immediately realized her mistake. "No sir."

"Then, do I need to repeat myself?"

"No sir." She spread her legs and bent upper body toward the wall. She closed her eyes again.

However, instead of another spanking, she felt his fingers between her legs, working their way around her labia and clitoris. Another finger found her anal sphincter and slowly eased itself inside. She relaxed and allowed herself to get excited. Then, rather abruptly, he withdrew all his fingers. She was disappointed, but knew better than to say anything.

A moment later, she felt something cold and slimy against her anus. She knew from experience that it was K-Y Jelly. Using the lubricant, he slid two fingers inside her. Then, once again, he removed his fingers and quickly inserted a butt plug. She gasped and instinctively pushed against it. He gave her five hard swats as a reminder that he was in control. She relaxed and allowed the plug to remain inside her.

He turned her around. "Lie down on the bed, face up," he ordered.

The plug felt strange inside her; but it wasn't unpleasant. "Yes sir," she said and moved toward the bed. When she was on the bed, she saw that he had laid out the four restraints they sometimes used when they felt like engaging in a little bondage. She liked the helpless feeling of being tied to the bed. However, she had never been restrained right after a spanking. Nevertheless, she lay down, wincing slightly when her bottom came into contact with the sheet.

He spread her arms and legs. Then he attached the restraints. They weren't too tight, but she was definitely helpless. He got onto the bed and massaged her from the front. However, before she could climax, he got up and looked at her. "I have some work to finish," he announced, and left the room.

Wendy was stunned. Here she was, naked and tied spread-eagle on the bed. Her bottom was a sea of pain and the butt plug was pushing deeper into her rectum. And she didn't know where her husband was or when he would be back. Was this what she had wanted him to do when she provoked him earlier? Now she wasn't sure.

Five minutes passed, then ten, then fifteen. Strangely, she wasn't cold. Occasionally, she tried moving her wrists and ankles within the restraints to test them, to see if she could get free. They were soft and not uncomfortable, but they were also unyielding. She was completely at his mercy. Twenty minutes passed; thirty minutes passed. She wanted to scream out for him. Did he forget about her?

Finally, after thirty-five agonizing minutes, Bob appeared in the doorway. "I'm all finished, and I see you haven't moved. Good." He walked over and gazed at her. "Did you miss me?"

Wendy didn't say anything. She was both angry and relieved at the same time. Plus, she wasn't quite sure whether or not the question was rhetorical.

He huffed. "I asked if you missed me."

"Yes sir."

"Would you like me to join you on the bed?"

"Yes sir."

"All right." Quickly, he stripped off his clothes and got onto the bed. He resumed his massage with the fingers of his right hand. The fingers of his left hand moved up to her breasts and began to slowly circle her nipples. "Do you want that plug removed?" he asked after five minutes of the sensuous massage.

Wendy was enjoying the full feeling inside her, along with his magic fingers. She even liked the occasional twinge of pain when she slid her bottom across the sheet. "No sir."

"Is my little girl going to come?"

Yes, she was going to come, she thought. And it would be an earthquake. "Yes sir," she said, and then let go. Her climax was so powerful that she lifted her bottom off the bed, in spite of the restraints. The plug slipped out.

He gazed at her for a minute. Then he simply covered her body with his own, slipping inside her easily. He began a slow thrust, clearly trying to hold himself back. But he couldn't last. When he was finished, he kissed her and released her from the restraints. They rolled together into each other's arms.

Later, when they were both relaxed, Bob looked at her. "We both got something out of this," he said. "But if you ever interrupt me again like you did tonight, I will not be so gentle about the spanking. Do you understand?"

Wendy tried to suppress a smile. It might be worth it. "Yes sir," she said, and closed her eyes, secure in the nest of her husband's arms and love.             


7. Las Vegas

The long flight had been mostly uneventful. Wendy had hoped that Bob would play with her a little on the plane, but the big 747 had been too full. So she had dozed for a lot of the four hour trip and was now fully charged and ready for the excitement that only Las Vegas could offer.

As soon as she set foot in the terminal at McCarran Airport, she could feel the tug and pull of Las Vegas: the great crowds of people, the lights and sounds of the slot machines. She wanted to stop and risk a few dollars before they even got to the baggage claim. However, Bob nudged her along. "There will be time for that," he said.

Of course, Wendy allowed herself to be led through the airport - she knew better than to make any kind of scene in public, especially this early in their vacation. However, her eyes were wide with wonder and never stopped moving.

Forty-five minutes later, with Wendy in the passenger seat, Bob piloted the Sebring convertible they rented out of the vast car rental complex and toward Las Vegas Boulevard. Her heart began to accelerate as they merged into traffic and moved north toward the Strip. This was her first trip to Las Vegas, and she was excited to actually view up close the great hotels and landmarks that she had only seen in movies and pictures.

It was early afternoon when they drove by Mandalay Bay and made their way past the Luxor. Bob had actually gotten them reservations at Sunset Station in Henderson, but he wanted to show his wife the Strip first. He had also promised her that if she was a good girl for the first day, he would take her shopping in the Forum Shops at Caesars Palace and in the Canal Shops at the Venetian. In addition, he said they could spend all of one day walking the Strip and riding the monorail.

By the time they reached the Stratosphere Tower, Wendy's brain was practically on overload. She never imagined that anything could be so wonderful. She wanted to experience everything all at once. Bob even had to warn her that her behavior was starting to get out of control. He put his hand on her leg just as they were passing the Fashion Show Mall. "I know this is very exciting," he said in a calm but stern voice. "But you have to stop squirming and fidgeting... there's just too much traffic. I don't want to get into an accident and I don't want to have to find a place to stop before we get to the hotel." He gave her a quick hard look before turning back to the traffic. "However, I will if I have to. Do you understand?"

Wendy lowered her head slightly. She was still excited, but she definitely didn't want to get spanked - at least not before they got to the hotel. "Yes sir," she said.

To be safe, Bob turned left onto Flamingo and proceeded east, moving away from the Strip. Wendy enjoyed looking at the clear sky, the mountains in the distance, and the buildings and stores they passed. But her excitement faded a little, and she stopped squirming in her seat.

Still, her excitement level began to rise again when they pulled up in front of Sunset Station. The flashing lights, the sounds, the throngs of people were all intoxicating. They got a room on the ninth floor, and she immediately went to the floor-to-ceiling window to gaze out at the city and the mountains. The sun was just beginning to set in the western sky.

Once they were unpacked, Wendy took a quick shower and put on the black silk dress she had bought just for this trip. Underneath she wore black silk panties, stockings, and camisole. She brushed down her shoulder length hair and put on some light makeup. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt beautiful and extremely feminine. Bob kissed her gently on her lips and smiled. "You are, without doubt, the most beautiful woman here, and I can't wait to show you off, but I think we'll be coming back to the room early tonight."

Wendy returned his smile. "I hope so," she said. She could already feel herself getting moist between her legs.

They ate dinner at the buffet. Then, hand in hand, they moved into the casino area. Already, people were feeding slot machines and crowding around the gaming tables. When they got near the roulette table, Bob reached into his pocket and pulled two one hundred dollar bills and a fifty. He handed these to Wendy. "This is your gambling money," he said. "You have to make it last for the entire trip."

She took the bills and stuffed them into the little purse she carried. "Thank you," she said demurely. However, as she looked around her, as she watched other people having fun winning and losing as if nothing else mattered in the world, she could feel herself getting pulled. Her father had taught her to play poker and blackjack when she was a little girl, and she had always imagined that she could be a great player and make lots of money, if only she had the chance.

Bob elbowed his way to the roulette table and exchanged a hundred dollar bill for a small stack of chips. For the next ten minutes or so, Wendy watched her husband win a few and lose a few. His stack of chips always seemed to stay around the same height. She was interested and almost exchanged some of her money for her own stack of chips. However, it was the nearby blackjack tables that seemed to be calling to her.

She touched Bob lightly on his sleeve. "Is it okay if I watch some blackjack?"

Bob gave her a small smile just as he was placing a series of bets. "Please be where I can see you," he said, and then turned back to the table.

Wendy slowly drifted toward the blackjack tables. Most were crowded and smoky, but spoke loudly of excitement and potential. For several minutes, she watched two men and a woman playing at the $10.00 minimum table. As she looked at the cards that were dealt, she thought about what she would do if she were sitting there. Her pulse rose every time she imagined herself beating the dealer. Then, just as she was about to turn away, one of the men pushed back his chair and slid down. He picked up his chips and turned, giving Wendy a long look followed by an approving smile.

Wendy flushed slightly, returned his smile, and gazed at his now empty seat, second from the right. The dealer, a young Asian woman, looked at her. "Do you want to play?" she asked.

Wendy processed the question. She always wanted to play, although not necessarily blackjack. She took a deep breath and glanced over at Bob, seemingly now miles away at the roulette table. She nodded and climbed up onto the seat, innocently allowing the hem of her dress to ride up to her thighs, exposing the tops of her stockings. She opened her purse and extracted one of the hundreds that Bob had given her earlier. "I-I'm not sure I know exactly what I'm doing," she said in a near whisper.

The man to her left laughed and patted her hand gently. "I don't think any of us really knows what we're doing," he said.

The dealer smiled at her again. "I'll help you if you have a question," she said. The woman to her right nodded in agreement.

Everyone seemed so friendly, Wendy thought. She set the hundred down on the table. The dealer slid it toward a small slot on the table. "Changing a hundred," she announced, and advanced Wendy a stack of ten chips.

A few seconds later, like her companions, Wendy placed one of the chips in front of her and watched with wide eyes as the dealer deftly dealt out two cards to everyone. Wendy got a jack and a two; the dealer had a seven showing. The woman to her right stayed on seventeen. Wendy thought for several seconds, suddenly wishing Bob was there and strangely glad that he wasn't. Finally, she scratched the table indicating she wanted a hit. The dealer tossed her a king, and just like that Wendy's ten dollar chip disappeared.

The man to her left had also gone over twenty-one and chuckled as he placed two chips in front of him. "Luck's gotta change sometime," he said. He took a sip from a glass next to him and brazenly glanced down at Wendy's exposed thighs. He winked at her.

She flushed again and thought about leaving the table, realizing that Bob would never allow her to show her legs like that in public, especially in the presence of another man. But she didn't get up; as much as she loved her husband, she was enjoying the attention more than she would have cared to admit. She fingered her nine remaining chips, took a deep breath, and put two in front of her. Both of her companions nodded their approval. After the deal, she had a queen and an eight, while the dealer had a king showing.

When it was her turn, she stayed, feeling slightly confident. Unfortunately, the dealer turned over a jack. Now Wendy was down thirty dollars. One more hand, she said to herself.

Fifteen minutes later, Wendy had no chips in front of her and no money left in her purse. The man to her left had also lost several hundred dollars, while the woman to her right was up at least a hundred. Both smiled at her. "Luck's gotta change," the man said as he extracted another hundred dollar bill from his wallet and set it down on the table.

The dealer looked at Wendy. "Are you still playing?" she asked softly.

Wendy looked a bit embarrassed. "I don't have any more money," she said.

"There's an ATM right over there," the man said, pointing to a machine not more than fifty feet away. "We'll keep your spot open."

Wendy thought for a few seconds. She glanced over at the roulette table. Bob seemed to be almost lost in the crowd, completely absorbed in the game. Why not, she thought. I'll win back what I lost and Bob will never know. Thus resolved, she slid down off the high chair, once again exposing her sleek thighs. "I'll be right back," she announced.

Quickly, she threaded her way through the crowd toward the ATM. She pulled out her debit card and waited while a man wearing jeans and a cowboy hat put in his request for cash. Then, just as the man picked up three hundred dollar bills and moved away, Wendy felt a tug on her arm. She turned and looked up into the angry eyes of her husband.

"What are you doing?" he asked gruffly.

She nearly fainted - taking money out of the ATM without permission was a serious offense, unless the money was for an emergency. Wendy knew that getting more money so she could continue to play blackjack would hardly qualify as an emergency. "I... I..." she stammered. "How did you do at roulette?"

Bob took her hand and led her away from the ATM. "Never mind that," he said. "Did you lose all your money already?"

Wendy tried to look at him but couldn't. She opened her mouth to speak, but could only nod.

Bob urged her away from the ATM and the people waiting to use it. "I asked if you lost all your money."

"Yes sir," Wendy said, lowering her head.

He glanced around the busy casino. "I think we need to go to the room," he said.

She flushed. "No... please," she said in a pleading voice. "I won't gamble anymore... I'll just watch you. You're having such a good time. We don't need to go to the room... please."

Bob glared at her and tightened his grip on her hand. "We need to go the room. Right now. Will you come quietly?"

Wendy wanted to protest, to plead; but she knew she didn't dare, especially in the middle of a busy casino. "Yes sir."

Bob tugged on her hand and led her out of the casino, past the lobby, past the restaurant, down the long corridor that led to the elevators. No more words were spoken, even when they were in the elevator going up.

Wendy wanted to ask Bob what he was planning to do once they reached the room. However, in reality, she already knew. She was going to get a spanking. The only question was how bad it would be.

When they were in their room, Bob slipped the deadbolt on the door. Then he turned toward Wendy. He pointed to the wall next to the television cabinet. "Stand there with your face against the wall. Don't turn around until I tell you. Do you understand?"

Wendy looked at the wall. "Yes sir," she said meekly. She moved to the indicated position and pressed her nose against the wall. She knew she was in serious trouble, as Bob had rarely given her corner time in the past several months.

She could hear Bob move around in the room; she could hear the zipper on his suitcase. She thought she heard the sound of a chair being dragged over carpet. She wanted desperately to turn around to see what he was doing. But she knew she didn't dare. She was in enough trouble already; no point in making it worse.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was probably only six or seven minutes, Bob came up behind her. "Turn around," he ordered.

Slowly, Wendy turned. Immediately, she saw that one of the cushioned armchairs was in front of the window with the high back toward the room. The curtains on the window were open. This is going to be bad, she thought.

"Bend over the back of the chair," Bob said, pointing to the chair in front of the window.

"Yes sir," Wendy whispered. She bit down on her tongue to stifle a plea for mercy. As she passed the bed, she saw the hairbrush paddle on the spread. She also saw the determined look in Bob's eyes. She looked out the window and into the distant darkness. Even though she knew nobody could really see into the window, suddenly she felt as though everyone in the world would watch her getting paddled. She bent her body over the top of the chair and grabbed the arms. She looked out of the window again. "Uh, shouldn't we... you know... close the curtains?"

"No," Bob said bluntly. "You will look out at Las Vegas while you're getting spanked and think about how easy it is to lose all your money here."

Wendy swallowed hard. She already knew how easy it is to lose your money. It was all fantasy and illusion, she realized. But the spanking she was about to receive for buying into that illusion would definitely be real.

With her eyes fixed on the lights twinkling outside, she could feel the hem of her dress being raised above her waist. Then she felt her panties being rolled down to her knees. She tightened her grip on the arms of the chair and gritted her teeth.

Bob began with a barrage of hand spanks. These came hard and fast, reddening her exposed bottom. The sting spread quickly through both cheeks and down her thighs. And when he stopped two minutes later, she took a deep breath, hoping that he was satisfied but knowing that he wouldn't be. There would be more to come - Bob never got out a spanking implement that he didn't intend to use.

A minute later, she heard the swish, followed by the harsh thud as the wooden paddle bit into the soft flesh of her right cheek. She gasped as the pain raced through her. How many more, she wondered, how many more?

The next five swats came fast, mostly impacting the crease between her upper thighs and the fleshy part of her bottom. Her feet moved up and down like she was dancing and her bottom swayed from side to side. The fingers gripping the arms of the chair began to turn white, but she didn't notice.

Bob methodically delivered thirty more paddle strokes, one right after the other, bringing tears to her eyes. She had nearly forgotten her recent experience at the blackjack table - the attention she was getting, the money she was losing. Then he stopped. And for at least three or four minutes, absolutely nothing happened. Wendy wondered if he had finished. She wanted to get up; she wanted to grab her bottom with both hands and try to rub out the sting. But she knew she didn't dare move until Bob gave her permission.

Just as she was about to break the rule of silence and ask him if she could stand up, she felt his hand massaging her scorched flesh. It felt good, and she hoped that it signaled the start of some serious making up. "How much money were you planning to take out of the ATM?" he asked abruptly.

Wendy thought about the question for a few seconds. At this moment, she wasn't sure how much she would have actually requested - how much would it have taken for her to get even at the table. "Uh... a hundred dollars," she murmured, realizing that it was probably a lie.

Bob huffed incredulously. "I find that hard to believe," he said. "But even so, I ought to give you a swat for every one of those dollars."

Suddenly, Wendy could feel herself begin to panic. A hundred swats? There was no way she could take that kind of punishment, especially from the dreaded hairbrush paddle. Even though she didn't mean to, she let go of the chair and stood up. "No, Bob... please, I can't take that," she pleaded, turning her head slightly to see him. "No... please... I'm sorry."

Bob shook his head sadly. "I can't believe you just did that, young lady. I was hoping that we were just about finished. But I can see that we're not." He turned, reached into his suitcase, and pulled out the school paddle.

Wendy looked at it with horror. Tears filled her eyes. "Oh God, Bob... not the school paddle."

He held up his hand to silence her. Then he pointed to the chair with the paddle, signaling her that he wanted her to bend over the chair once again. "You just keeping making things worse for yourself. Three swats of the big paddle has now become five. Do you want to make it ten?"

Wendy gulped. "No sir," she said meekly, and slowly bent her body back over the chair. There was no way out of this mess now. Just keep your stupid mouth shut, she yelled at herself. She closed her eyes.

"Open your eyes," Bob ordered.

She complied immediately, once again filling her eyes with the distant lights of glittering Las Vegas.

He rubbed her bottom with the paddle. "Five strokes, and you will count each one. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir," Wendy squeaked. Only two other times in their marriage had she done anything bad enough to warrant the school paddle, and both of those times she had received only three strokes. She tried to relax her body in preparation for the sudden escalation of pain, but she couldn't.

The first stroke struck across the soft flesh of both cheeks at the same time. She yelped. "One sir," she cried out. The next stroke landed five seconds later, hitting just below the first. She bit down on her lower lip to contain a swear word. "Two sir." The third stroke hit squarely across the center of both cheeks. "Three sir," she cried. Her bottom felt like a lava pit and she knew she would never again want to even look at a blackjack table. The fourth stroke impacted the soft flesh of her upper thighs, bringing a wave of hot tears to her eyes. "Four sir." One more to go. She glanced down at her fingers wrapped firmly around the arms of the chair. She would not make the mistake of standing up again.

"I don't want to have to do this again, especially while we're on vacation," Bob said.

She didn't want him to do it either, she thought, as she felt the solid sting of the fifth stroke, once again impacting her upper thighs. "Five sir," she shrieked shrilly.

Bob lay the paddle down on the bed and put his hands gently on her bottom. "Stand up, please, and face me," he instructed.

Wendy slowly released her iron grip on the chair and pushed herself up. She turned and fell into Bob's waiting arms. The hem of her black silk dress fell down, covering her bruised bottom.

He stroked her face while she cried. Then he lifted her chin to look into her eyes. "Tomorrow we will go early to the Strip. I think the first thing we'll do is look for another bathing suit... one with a little fuller bottom."

She smiled knowingly. "Yes sir," she whispered.

He reached behind her and unzipped her dress. "But first, we have some making up to do." He kissed her gently on the forehead, lifted the dress of her shoulders, and let it fall to the floor. "Let's go try the bed," He took both of her hands in his and led her away from the window.

Wendy was more than happy to leave the glittering lights of Las Vegas behind, at least for the rest of the night. Tomorrow would be another day, a better day; she was finished gambling. The price for losing was just too high.


8. The Potential Client

Bob smiled as he hung up the phone in his office. He examined the notes he had made on the yellow pad in front of him and entered some figures into his computer. His smile widened when he saw the new numbers on the screen. He even pumped his fist and whispered "Yes."              He had worked for a month trying get Wilson Trucking to switch insurance carriers. He had drafted two proposals and toured the main facility. He had met twice with the owner and current CEO, Mary Beth Wilson, widow of the founder, Cambridge Wilson. At first, she had been hesitant but was now close to making a decision.

Bob was more anxious to make the sale than he had ever been before because he knew that the very large insurance policy would provide him with the money to finally buy out his older partner, thus giving him complete ownership of the agency, something he had wanted for nine years, ever since he started in the insurance business.

Mary Beth Wilson was very nearly sold; however, she had indicated that she wanted one more meeting with him. She said that one of her strengths was being a good judge of people, especially men. Now, she wanted to get to know Bob a little better, not just as an insurance agent, but also as a person. Basically, as Bob understood it, she wanted to be assured that he was a man of good character.

And that was okay with him, as he truly believed that he was the right person to handle her complex insurance needs. The problem was how to convince her. After some thought, he decided that the best approach would be to invite her to dinner at his home, let this astute widow see for herself how he and Wendy lived, let her see that he was a faithful and loving husband as well as a good businessman.

He felt certain that this approach would win her over. However, he wasn't as sure that he could convince Wendy to go along with his plan. While she had never really complained about the hours he worked, she had never completely understood his ambition to own the agency. As long as he made enough money to comfortably support them, she didn't much care what he did at work - as long as he remained in control and paid sufficient attention to her when he got home, of course.

But she hadn't gotten involved in the business either. Yes, she occasionally went to social functions when asked. And she had helped out at the office once or twice. However, she was a housewife; her husband was the businessman. And that was the way both of them liked it; it was one of the pillars of their relationship.

Bob thought about this all the way home. He had, of course, brought work home before. He had made and received business phone calls at home. But he had never yet brought home a prospective client, and he wasn't at all certain how Wendy would feel about it. And that was important to him. Even though he was clearly the dominant in their relationship, he, like most husbands, wanted to keep his wife happy. He thought about this as he pulled into the driveway.

Wendy greeted him at the door wearing her usual white dress. Her long brown hair was pulled back away from her pretty face, just the way he liked it. And she hadn't forgotten to put on her wedding ring. They embraced as soon as he was inside, holding a sensuous kiss for several seconds. He reached under the dress while they were kissing and gently massaged her panty-covered bottom. She responded by spreading her legs, giving him better access, which he quickly took full advantage of.

Less than five minutes later, they were in the family room. Both were naked. Bob lay on his back on the large sofa while Wendy got on top, impaling herself on his rock hard penis and rocking herself to a thunderous orgasm. When she was finished he pushed her off, and they reversed positions. His thrusts were slow and powerful and effective. After they both came, they relaxed by melting into each other's arms and falling into a light sleep. Dinner would be a little late that evening.

It wasn't until they were getting ready for bed that Bob remembered what he needed to tell her. He put his hands on his wife's shoulders while she sat naked at her dressing table brushing her hair and gave her a gentle massage. She stopped brushing. "Oooh, that feels good," she said.

Bob took a deep breath. In spite of the fact that he was the unquestioned head of the household, he still felt a little uneasy. "I had a very interesting conversation today," he began.

Wendy put down the brush and looked up at him, the signal for him to go on with his story.

He took another deep breath. "I have been trying to land Wilson Trucking for over a month."

"What is Wilson Trucking?"

"Only one of the biggest trucking companies in the region. They have a fleet of over forty trucks."

"So, a lot of insurance, I guess."

"Enough for me to buy out Phil and take complete control of the agency."

Wendy managed a small smile. "Are you sure that's what you want?"

Bob nodded. "For as long as I can remember."

"Will it mean more work?"

Here it comes, Bob thought, silently reminding himself to remain in control. "Not as much as you might think. I can hire some additional agents and staff to handle the increase in business."

"So, have you landed the account?"

"Not yet."

"What do you need to do?"

Bob smiled slightly and looked at the ceiling. "She likes the figures so far, but she wants to be assured that I am a man of good character."

Wendy scowled. "Who is 'she'?"

"Mary Beth Wilson. She's the owner and CEO."

"A woman?"

"Her husband founded the company. She inherited it when he died."

"Okay," Wendy said, now slightly relieved. "We both know that you are a man of sterling character. But how do you plan on convincing the widow?"

Now Bob scowled and made sure that she saw him do it. "Look, Wendy, she's a nice lady but also a shrewd business person."

Wendy turned in her chair in an attempt to avoid his probing eyes. "Bob, what is your plan?"

"Well, I thought the best thing would be to invite her to dinner at our house, have her see that I am a good husband who values family as well as business."

Wendy stood up and separated herself from Bob. "So, let me get this straight," she began, her eyes wide. "You want me to cook and clean for this potential customer so you can get more business, buy the agency, and be even busier than you are now. Does that just about sum it up?              Bob didn't answer. Instead, he grabbed her arms, pulled her toward him, and swatted her bare bottom at least fifty times. When he was finished spanking her, he released her and pushed her back slightly. "This is important, Wendy, for both of us. I fully expect your support. Can I count on you?"

Wendy brushed a few stray tears from her eyes. "Yes, sir," she said in a near whisper. "I'm sorry. How soon do you want to do this?"

And it was settled. They both understood that sometimes a quick spanking can be very effective at modifying behavior and attitude. After a brief discussion, they got into bed and settled into each other's arms.

---oOo---

At precisely six o'clock the following Friday evening, a new white Cadillac Escalade pulled into the driveway. Both Bob and Wendy heard the car at the same time. Bob headed for the front door, anxious to greet the owner of Wilson Trucking and a very valuable potential client.

Wendy, on the other hand, scurried into the kitchen to check on the dinner she was preparing. She was wearing a light brown dress covered by a white apron. She was both nervous and uneasy. She knew how important this dinner was to her husband, but she didn't necessarily share his sense of excitement over wooing their important guest.

As she peeked into the oven to see how the chicken was doing, she thought about how unfair she believed Bob was being, inviting a stranger into their inner sanctum just for the sake of business, a world that she had gratefully walked away from a long time ago. When she was satisfied that the chicken was cooked, she moved to the counter and consumed her third glass of wine, pouring from a bottle she kept hidden at the back of the refrigerator. When she was finished, she quickly rinsed the glass and took a long swallow of water. She knew that Bob would be upset if he caught her drinking any kind of alcohol just before meeting their guest.

She heard the front door open. She heard Bob's voice obviously greeting someone. She heard the door close. Time to face it, she thought, as she removed the apron and hung it up in the pantry. As if on cue, Bob appeared at the kitchen door. "Mary Beth is here," he announced.

Wendy nodded and joined Bob in the dining room where she was somewhat surprised at the appearance of their guest. Mary Beth Wilson was a pretty and petite woman wearing a rather plain blue dress and no jewelry except for a small wristwatch. She was obviously mature; however, her face was unlined and her shoulder-length gray hair was full and nicely pulled back. Mostly what Wendy noticed were Mary Beth's eyes, which were both crystal blue and alert.

Mary Beth extended a firm right hand as soon as Wendy entered the room. "Mary Beth, this is my wife Wendy," Bob said.

Mary Beth smiled warmly when she grasped Wendy's hand. "I am so pleased to meet you, Wendy. And thank you for inviting me to dinner. You have a lovely home."

Wendy couldn't help being taken aback at Mary Beth's friendly graciousness. She really didn't want to like the older woman, but she could feel herself being drawn to her. "Thank you," she said. Then she motioned to the polished dining room table, which was already set with their best Wedgwood china and Waterford crystal. "If you will make yourself comfortable at the table, I will get dinner out. Bob said you liked baked chicken and broccoli. I hope that's okay."

"Indeed," Mary Beth said.

Wendy nodded and turned toward the kitchen.

There was no real talk of business during dinner. In fact, there was little talk at all. Occasionally, Mary Beth would ask a question about the neighborhood. Wendy answered each of these questions with a simple sentence. Bob would occasionally glance over at his wife and flash her a barely imperceptible scowl. As dinner neared its conclusion, he tried to pick up the conversational slack.

When everyone's plate was empty, Wendy pushed her chair back and stood up. Bob also stood up. "Mary Beth, if you will excuse us for a moment, I will help Wendy clear the table."

Mary Beth smiled at the gesture. "I can help too," she said.

"No, thank you," Bob said. "It will only take a moment."

Once they were in the kitchen and the dishes were set down, Bob took Wendy's arm. "You're not being very friendly," he said quietly.

She pulled away and got the cheesecake they were having for dessert out of the refrigerator. "I'm sorry," she said, but without any real conviction. "But I don't feel very friendly."

Bob touched her bottom with his right hand. "Can you at least pretend for the next hour?"

She understood only too well what the hand on her bottom meant. "Yes, sir."

Once dessert was finished, Mary Beth smiled broadly. "Dinner and dessert were very good, Wendy," she said. "My compliments."

But Wendy didn't return the smile, apparently remaining firm in her desire to dislike the older woman. "Thank you," she said coolly.

Bob looked back and forth between Mary Beth and his wife, his eyes wide with the beginning of anger. Finally, he settled on Wendy. "Wendy, I thought I heard a noise upstairs. Will you please check on it? I will be up in a minute."

Wendy gasped at the sound of his voice. In spite of his earlier warning, she had crossed the line and knew she was in serious trouble. Dutifully, she stood up, understanding that this was definitely not the time to make any kind of scene that might get her into even more trouble.

She started for the stairs while watching Bob out of the corner of her eye. He had already put down his napkin and pushed back his chair. "Mary Beth, you will need to excuse us for a moment," he said.

Mary Beth looked at Wendy. "Wendy, stop please," she said. Then she looked back at Bob. "Bob, I think I know what you're going to do." She hesitated for a moment and her face flushed slightly. "But first I want to tell you something."

Both Bob and Wendy stopped and gazed expectantly at their guest.

Mary Beth cleared her throat. "When Cam and I got married, I was pretty young, and more than a little foolish. He was seven years older and very ambitious; in fact, you might say, driven. Anyway, I didn't really understand the drive, the need to build what turned out to be a small empire. And naturally, I was petulant to the point where Cam occasionally needed to take control of me, which he did with a rather firm hand. At first, I protested his firm hand, but in time I realized that it really was for my own good and that I benefited from it. It has been the memory of that firm hand that has sustained me in the four years since his death." She paused again and looked at Bob. "Bob, I never thought I would find another man like my husband, but I think I have in you." She turned toward Wendy. "Wendy, honey, if your husband is the man I think he is, you are a very fortunate woman, even though you may not always appreciate it. Now, I may be wrong in what I'm thinking, but I believe you two have something to discuss upstairs, and I have a feeling that you, Wendy, will be mostly listening. I will take care of the dishes. while you get your business taken care of."

Both Bob and Wendy seemed frozen in place. "No, Mary Beth, that's not necessary. I'm sorry for the disruption. Wendy and I can postpone our discussion until later."

Mary Beth scowled. "Bob, don't disappoint me," she said.

Bob stood up. "Well, thank you, then. Wendy, go on upstairs. I will be right behind you."

Upon hearing her name, Wendy nodded and started for the stairs. Bob followed close behind.

Once they were upstairs and in their bedroom, Wendy turned toward her husband. "Bob, I'm sorry. I'll be okay. You don't need to do anything now."

"Oh, yes I do," Bob said quickly. "Even if I didn't think it was necessary, which it is, young lady, after what Mary Beth said, I have to. Now, bend over the bed."

Wendy nodded and did as she was told. She understood that she had earned a spanking and she was going to get one - with their guest downstairs probably listening. This would definitely not be a pleasant experience.

Bob pulled the hairbrush paddle out of the implement drawer and approached his wife. Quickly, he flipped up the hem of her dress and pulled down her panties. "I'm sorry I have to do this, especially with someone else in the house, but you do deserve it, especially after I warned you."

There was no more talk after that. With quiet and practiced precision, Bob applied the small wooden paddle to Wendy's upturned and exposed bottom, landing stroke after stroke after stroke, staining her bottom a dark red all over.

After the hundredth stroke, Wendy broke down and started to cry, tears streaming down her face, smearing her light makeup. But Bob paid no attention as he continued his relentless assault on her bottom. He wanted to make sure that she was thoroughly punished.

Finally, after five minutes of steady spanking (five minutes that seemed like fifteen to Wendy), he stopped and laid the paddle down on the bed. He gently massaged the bruised flesh until she stopped crying. Unconsciously, she spread her legs, exposing her labia. They both wanted him to shift his fingers to her slick sex, but they also knew they better not, at least not at this time.

He stopped the massage and turned toward the door. "Fix yourself and come downstairs with me," he ordered

"Please, Bob... I'll be down in a minute. I need to wash my face and straighten my hair."

"No, you will come with me. Mary Beth will expect an apology and to see that you have been thoroughly punished. You are sorry, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"And do you feel like you have been sufficiently punished?"

Wendy flushed slightly. "Oh, yes, sir."

"Then, let's go downstairs."

They found Mary Beth in the kitchen. She was wiping down the counter. When she saw Bob and Wendy, she smiled. "You know, I haven't cleaned up after a dinner for a long time. It sort of reminds me of the early days with Cam." She paused and looked at Wendy. "Honey, the look on your face also reminds me of the early days."

Wendy flushed again and cast her eyes to the floor. "Mary Beth, I-I just want to say how sorry I am for behaving the way I did."

Mary Beth dried her hands and moved closer to Wendy. "Oh, honey, it's okay. I just hope Bob wasn't too hard on you."

"No, I deserved it." Tears filled Wendy's eyes and she began to cry.

Mary Beth pulled Wendy into her body and gently patted her back. "It's okay, honey. I understand, believe me."

They held the embrace for more than a minute, while Bob stood in the doorway trying not to smile.

Finally, Mary Beth broke the embrace and turned her attention to Bob. "Bob, this is exactly what I was looking for. Send me all the paperwork."

"Thank you," Bob said. He took Wendy's hand.

"You are a wonderful couple," Mary Beth said. "Do you think you might be able to have me to dinner again sometime?"

Wendy smiled. The pain in her bottom was now forgotten. "Of course," she said. "You are welcome at any time."

"Why don't we have some coffee and go into the family room?" Bob said.

"I would like that," Mary Beth said.

And as the trio moved into the family room, Bob knew he had achieved his dream. But more importantly, they had made a friend.


9. Sharing Fantasies

Warm and thoroughly spent, Bob's eyes glazed over and his naked body began to sink deeper into the rumpled sheets. Wendy should have been asleep already, having climaxed no less than four times during their usual Saturday night lovemaking session.

But, although her body was very limp and relaxed, her mind just wouldn't stop racing. And the harder she tried to suppress her thoughts, the more awake she became. Her eyes popped open and she glanced over at her husband. She touched his forehead. "Bob," she whispered.

Bob stirred but didn't open his eyes. "Hmmm?"

"Bob, are you awake?"

Now he did open his eyes. He took a slow deep breath. "Sort of."

Wendy sat up a little straighter against the headboard. "Bob," she began softly, "are you glad you married me?"

He hesitated as his mind, still foggy with sleep, tried to process the question. "What kind of question is that?"

"A simple one," she said quickly. "Are you glad you married me?"

Now, he too was fully awake. He sat up, reached over, and grabbed her hand. "You woke me up after the sex we just had to ask me a silly question like that?"

"Yes."

He scowled and tightened the grip on her hand. "Before I pull you over my lap and spank you, you better tell me why you're asking all of a sudden."

"I don't know for sure," Wendy said with a hint of sadness in her voice. "I can't stop thinking about it, I guess."

Bob could tell that his wife was serious. As a man, he, of course, was familiar with the old male lament: Who can know the mind of a woman? But he never thought that lament applied to his wife, the submissive. He relaxed his grip on her hand. "Okay, Wendy. Try to make some sense."

She took another deep breath and stared up at the ceiling. "I know you love me," she said. "But sometimes I can't help wondering if you ever have, you know, fantasies... fantasies that don't involve me."

"Everyone has fantasies," he said.

Wendy shook her head. "That doesn't really answer my question."

Bob pulled on her hand again. "I am going to spank you, if you don't stop being impertinent, young lady."

"Do what you have to do."

And he did. Quickly, he pulled her down across his lap and delivered a fast fifty hard slaps to her upturned bottom. "Had enough?"

She looked up at him. There were a few tears in her eyes, but not many. "Yes, sir."

He rested his hand on her bottom, now a rosy shade of pink. "Then are you going to tell me what this is all about?"

"I told you," she said in a near whisper. "I want to know if you have fantasies that don't involve me." She closed her eyes and waited for the additional spanking she was sure she had provoked.

She wasn't wrong. Bob immediately delivered another hundred slaps with his hard right hand. "I thought you said you'd had enough," he said, gazing down at her bottom, now a darker shade of red.

She really was crying now. "I'm sorry, honey," she said. "I really don't know why this is important to me, but it is."

Bob softened a little. "Do you have fantasies?" he asked.

"Sometimes, I guess. As you said, everyone has fantasies."

"Okay. You tell me yours and I will tell you mine."

Wendy smiled. "Is it okay for me to sit up?"

"Yes."

Wendy pushed herself up from Bob's lap and leaned against the headboard. She blushed as she glanced over at her husband. "I'm sorry I started this," she said.

"But you did, and if you don't start talking right now, I will put you in the corner after I give you a bench paddling."

She knew he was serious. Bob never threatened a bench paddling if he wasn't prepared to follow through. She had learned that lesson a long time ago. "Yes, sir," she said. She took a deep breath to steady herself. "Well... you know I worked as a secretary before we got married." Bob nodded. "Well, I used to have lots of fantasies about being taken into the boss's office and being soundly spanked for some silly mistake." She paused and smiled at the memory. She touched Bob's hand. "But we've acted that out many times, so it's not really a fantasy anymore."

Bob smiled with her. In the years they had been together, he had spanked her many times in his home office and had even spanked her more than once in his office at work, sometimes for play, sometimes for punishment. "Okay," he said. "What's your fantasy now?"

"Well I guess I was thinking - and I would never want this to actually happen - I would like to get spanked at a meeting. I mean, let's say that I was a secretary in a law firm, for example, and the partners were having a big meeting in the board room. One of the agenda items was to discuss mistakes made by staff members. And because I had made a few mistakes over the past week, all eyes were turned toward me. Now, in my fantasy, all the lawyers in the room are men, of course. The senior partner looks at me, then looks down at a piece of paper he has in front of him. 'Ms Scott,' he proclaims loudly, looking back at me, 'I see here that you have made at least five errors that have cost the firm both time and money. What do you have to say for yourself?' I hang my head in shame because I know I have really made the errors and that this is serious. 'I'm sorry,' I say, knowing that that weak apology is not sufficient. The senior partner glances around the room. All the other men nod. 'Do you want to retain your position with this firm?' he asks. 'Yes, sir,' I reply. I definitely don't want to lose my job. 'Good,' he says, 'because we like your work and don't want to fire you. But we do believe you need to be disciplined for the errors you made.' I take a deep breath as I feel all eyes upon me. 'How, sir?' I ask.

"Once again, he looks around the room. 'Ms Scott, you will bend over the table, raise your dress above your waist, and lower your undergarment.' At first, I am a little confused at the intent. Then, I'm more than a little indignant as I clearly misinterpret what he has in mind. 'I'm not that kind of girl, sir,' I declare. The senior partner scowls. 'I don't know what you think we're planning to do, Ms Scott, but in this firm we punish serious mistakes by spanking. Now, get into the indicated position or turn in your keys and leave the building. Do you understand?'

"Yes, I finally understand. And I have to admit that I'm actually a little excited at the prospect of being spanked and humiliated in front of these powerful men. 'Yes, sir,' I answer. I stand up and walk to the table. Then I bend my body over so that my chest is touching the shiny top. Finally, I raise my dress above my waist and lower my panties and panty hose to below my thighs. I close my eyes and wait, silently wondering what the view must look like from behind. While I am waiting, I hear a cabinet opening and closing. Then, the senior partner is behind me. He reaches over. 'Open your eyes, Ms Scott,' he orders. Reluctantly, I do as I am told and see that he is holding out a small wooden paddle with the name of the law firm burned into the wood. 'This is what we use to discipline. You made five serious errors. Those will cost you about twenty strokes apiece. And may you learn from the experience and become the kind of employee we can trust.'

"After that, he stops talking and steps back. I close my eyes again. A minute later, I feel the first stroke across the center of my bottom. It is quickly followed by another, then another and another. I have done the math and realize that I am due a hundred strokes. I grimace at the prospect. However, as I am being paddled, I find that I am getting a little aroused and am surprised at this revelation. Obviously, baring my bottom to a group of men and getting soundly spanked is a turn on for me. Thus, as the paddling continues, I can feel not only the pain but the excitement. I begin to lubricate freely and unconsciously spread my legs and position myself so that I can get my clitoris on the edge of table. My breathing accelerates. Finally, as the paddle strokes get to around ninety, the senior partner leans over me and whispers, 'I must say that you are taking this very bravely, Ms Scott.' If only he knew the truth, I think. But perhaps he does know the truth; perhaps he can plainly see that I am very aroused. He resumes the paddling and completes the remaining ten strokes too fast for me to climax. And even though I am openly crying and my bottom hurts, I am disappointed. I hear him replace the paddle in the cabinet while I remain dutifully in position, awaiting further instructions. I am also very frustrated.

"'You may get up now and restore yourself,' the senior partner says. I hear him, but I am still frustrated and definitely in need. I open my eyes and glance around the room. All eyes are still on me and suddenly I know I can't just stand up, restore my attire, and get back to the meeting as though nothing happened. 'Please,' I begin, 'I know I deserved that and I promise to be a good girl from now on. But right now, I really need for one of you men to come over here and bring me off with his fingers. Please.' The men all look at each other.

Finally, John, one of the older partners, gets up and approaches me. 'We're all married, and we don't fool around.' I look up at him, admire his sincere face. 'I know that,' I say, 'and I respect it. I'm not asking you to have intercourse with me. Just use your fingers. Please.' John looks at his colleagues. They all nod. 'All right,' he says. 'Just this once and everyone back to work.'

"While I am bent over the table with my legs spread, John removes his suit jacket, rolls up his sleeves, and proceeds to rub my clitoris with one finger. With another finger, he massages my vaginal opening. I moan and come quickly. 'Thank you,' I say.

"The senior partner approaches me. 'Ms. Scott, it might be best if you took the rest of the day off,' he says. I agree. And that's the end of the fantasy."

"That was some fantasy," Bob said. "And you're right, you probably wouldn't want it to actually happen."

Wendy glanced over at him. "Okay, I have told you my fantasy, now, please tell me yours."

Bob took a deep breath. "Well, my fantasy actually does involve you indirectly."

Wendy smiled. "That's nice to hear. I want to hear the rest of it."

"Okay. This fantasy kind of involves shopping. You know how we're always looking for new spanking implements." Wendy nodded. "Well, it seems that we need a new hairbrush. I go into a store that sells items mostly for women and features a wide variety of hair care products. I am the only person in the store. While I am perusing the large selection of hairbrushes, I see that the clerk is a middle-age woman. She is watching me closely as I examine each brush. Finally, she approaches me. 'May I help you, sir?' she asks. Now, this is the kind of thing that can only happen in a dream or a fantasy. 'Yes,' I reply. 'I need a new hairbrush for my wife.'

"She looks at the brushes, then looks at me and smiles. 'What kind of hair does your wife have?' she asks. I return her smile. 'The brush is not for her hair,' I say. Her eyes widen. 'May I inquire as to the purpose of the hairbrush?' Moment of truth, I think. 'Spanking,' I answer in as casual a voice as possible. I fully expect her to become indignant, but she doesn't. Instead, she smiles again. 'Who will be spanking whom?' she asks. Okay, I am thinking. 'I will be spanking her,' I say. 'Sometimes my wife does naughty things and I must correct her.'

"'I understand,' she says. Then, she directs her attention to the large collection of hairbrushes on display. 'As you can see, we have a very large variety of fine brushes. In fact, it is the largest selection in the entire region.' She stops and selects a very large wooden brush with a flat back. 'For spanking purposes, I would recommend this one. It has a very wide back for maximum coverage and a long handle for easy gripping. It is also made of solid oak.' She hands me the brush and I take it. It does feel good and natural in my hand. I look at the price. It is relatively expensive for a hairbrush.

"'I do like the feel of the brush,' I tell her. Then I look at her and smile again. 'But it is rather expensive. I would like to try it out before I make a decision.' Once again, I am surprised at her reaction. 'Certainly, sir,' she says. 'If you will accompany me to the back of the store.' She turns and heads for the counter. I follow, holding the brush in my right hand.

"When we reach the counter, she directs me to an opening that leads to the back room. Once there and out of sight to the front of the store, she lifts up her dress, lowers her panties, and bends over. 'Okay, sir,' she says, looking back at me. 'Give it a go.' She has a nice, pristine bottom, I think. Not as nice as yours, of course, but definitely spankable. I hesitate. 'Are you certain?' I ask. She chuckles as she maintains her position. 'I assure you that I am no stranger to this position or the lifestyle,' she says. 'Okay,' I say. I grip the brush tightly in my right hand and deliver a succession of ten hard swats to her upturned bottom. I can see that her flesh is rippling and turning red. The brush is having the desired effect.

"I stop. She looks back at me. She is grimacing slightly, but doesn't seem too disturbed by the experience. 'I wish my boyfriend would spank me like that,' she says. 'Are you finished, sir?' Interesting question, I think. I gently touch her bottom and note that it is slightly warm. 'Yes,' I reply. 'Thank you. I will take two of these.' She stands up and restores her attire. 'Very good, sir,' she says and moves toward the front of the store.

"After we conclude the purchase, she hands me the bag containing the two hairbrushes. 'I hope your wife realizes how lucky she is,' she says. I smile back at her. 'I am the lucky one,' I say. I turn to leave. 'Thanks again for your expert assistance.' And that is the end of the fantasy, except that I can't wait to get home and find a reason to use the new hairbrush on you."

Wendy laughed softly as she gazed at her husband. "I wonder if that is just a fantasy, or is that how you picked out that last hairbrush?"

"You'll never know, but you know what that kind of curiosity can get you."

Wendy nodded. "I know, but sometimes it's worth it."


10. Learning to Tell Time

The house was strangely quiet when Bob walked in at 5:30. This was his usual time to arrive home from work and he was accustomed to Wendy greeting him at the door. It fact, it was a rule. He hung up his coat and got a bottle of water from the kitchen. He checked his watch; it was 5:33. He sat down at the kitchen table and picked up the newspaper. However, he couldn't get past the headlines on the front page.

Two minutes later, he got up again. He opened the door that led into the garage. Wendy's car was gone. He pulled out his cell phone and checked the time; it was 5:36 - the same time as his watch. He also noted that he had no messages waiting. Where is Wendy? he wondered. She hadn't been late coming home for more than six months.

While he fidgeted, Bob remembered the last time Wendy had been late. She'd walked in the door at 6:05. When Bob confronted her, she said that she had been out shopping. The mall was crowded and traffic was extraordinarily heavy, she had said. Finally, she said that for some reason her cell phone was not working. Bob had listened impatiently, then checked her cell phone. It seemed to be working okay.

He had scowled at her for at least a minute before saying anything. "Go to the office and stand in the corner," he had ordered at last.

"But-" she started.

Bob quickly silenced her with a wave of his hand. "You're in serious trouble, young lady. If you intend to do any sitting for the next day or so, I suggest you go to the office and into the corner... right now!"

This time, Wendy didn't hesitate.

Ten minutes later, Bob finished his drink and moved quickly to his office. Wendy was standing dutifully in the designated punishment corner. He gazed at her for a few seconds, then put the punishment bench into the middle of the room. "Get over the bench," he ordered.

Wendy was already crying when she turned around. Slowly, she bent her body over the dreaded bench.

Bob got the school paddle from the bottom drawer of his desk. "I have to say that I am very disappointed in you, young lady."

Wendy cast her eyes to the carpeted floor; she said nothing.

Bob moved in behind her and lifted her skirt above her waist. Next, he lowered her white cotton panties to her knees. Without any more hesitation, he began a barrage of hand spanks that quickly reddened both of her creamy cheeks. She squirmed a little, but didn't try to get up.

When he was satisfied that her bottom was sufficiently warmed up, he shifted the paddle into his right hand, stepped back, retracted his right arm, and brought the paddle forward until it impacted her soft flesh. She gasped and tightened her grip on the sides of the bench. She knew that standing up during a paddling was strictly forbidden.

For an instant, Bob studied the red rectangle he had burned into her backside. Then he retracted his arm and created another one. Two seconds later, he followed up with another, then another. All in all, that evening Wendy received twenty strokes of the school paddle on her quivering bottom. She was also made to stand in the corner for fifteen minutes after.

Bob shook his head as he thought about that evening. He really believed that Wendy had learned her lesson. He checked his watch again as he moved from room to room, unable to stay in one place, fighting both anger and concern. It was now 5:45. Where the hell can she be? he wondered.

Finally, at 5:55, he heard the garage door open. He took a deep breath and silently thanked god that at least his wife was safe and not in a ditch or a hospital somewhere. He went to the door to wait.

Wendy actually looked surprised when she saw her husband waiting for her at the door. "Bob... you're home early," she said.

Bob couldn't believe what he had just heard; he checked his watch again - it was 5:56. "Wendy, it's almost six o'clock."

"Really?" She glanced down at her wrist. "Oh, I guess my watch stopped and I lost track of the time."

He shook his head. "You scared the crap out of me. I think my little girl needs a lesson in how to tell time."

"But I told you... my watch stopped," Wendy sputtered.

"Do you really think I'm buying that? I mean, even if it's true, you need to keep better track of the time."

Wendy shifted her eyes to the floor. "I'm sorry, sir," she said.

"So am I. You were doing so well. I really thought that you had learned your lesson the last time." He took her hand. "All right, you have earned a spanking, and that's what you're going to get right now. However, there will be another lesson in how to tell time tomorrow."

Bob tugged on her hand and pulled her into the living room. He sat down on the sofa and dragged her down across his lap. Quickly, just as he had done so many times before, he flipped the hem of her skirt above her waist, lowered her panties to her knees, and unleashed a full scale assault on her bottom. For at least five minutes, he spanked her, staining her flesh a deep red.

Finally, when he was satisfied, he stopped and began a slow massage of her scorched posterior. "I love you, Wendy," he said softly. "You know I worry about you. I just want my little girl to be safe. Do you understand that?"

Wendy took a deep breath. "Yes, sir," she said meekly.

Bob allowed his fingers to stray between her legs and stroke the pouting labia that protected her vagina. She relaxed across his lap and thrust her bottom upward. A minute later, his index finger found her clitoris and she came hard.

He looked down at her. "Do you want to go to bed?" he asked.

She smiled. "Yes, sir."

The next morning was Saturday. Bob and Wendy ate a leisurely breakfast. When the dishes were cleared away, he took her in his arms and kissed her. She kissed him back. "I don't want to do this," he started, "but I promised you a lesson in how to tell time."

"But Bob, I know how to tell time," she protested.

"You certainly didn't demonstrate that knowledge yesterday, did you?"

"No, sir," she replied in a near whisper.

"All right, here's what we're going to do. Starting at one o'clock this afternoon, you will stand in the corner of the office for exactly five minutes - not a minute more or less. After five minutes, you will bend over the bench with your skirt up and your panties down. I will administer one stroke of the school paddle. Then, at exactly two o'clock, you will do the same thing - only this time, you will receive two strokes. We will do this until five o'clock. If you are not in the corner exactly on the hour, you will receive extra strokes. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir," Wendy said. She didn't look at all happy.

"We will go by the time on our cell phones," Bob said.

"Yes, sir."

Bob glanced at his phone. "What time is it now?"

Wendy took her cell phone from the pocket of her skirt and pressed the button that activated the back light. "Uh... twelve thirty-five."

Bob smiled. "Very good," he said. "Now, I will check on you at exactly one o'clock." He turned and left the kitchen.

At exactly one o'clock, he entered his office. Wendy was just settling into the corner. He fetched the school paddle and sat down in his reading chair. His cell phone was resting on his lap.

At exactly five minutes after one, Wendy moved from the corner to the bench. She bent over and bared her bottom. Bob stood up, gripped the paddle with his right hand, closed in behind her, and, without any warning or fanfare, administered a hard swat. "I'll see you at two," he said as he backed away.

Wendy pushed herself up from the bench. "Yes, sir," she said.

Bob stayed in the office to do some reading.

At two o'clock, Wendy was back in the corner again. Bob nodded to himself, as he watched her. She's learning. At five minutes after two, she was back over the bench with her bottom bared. Quickly, he administered two hard strokes. "You are doing very well, young lady," he said. "I'll see you at three."

"Yes, sir," she said. She was smiling slightly.

At three o'clock, Bob noticed that the corner was empty. He scowled. Wendy came rushing into the room at two minutes after. She was breathing heavily. She glanced over at her husband. "I'm sorry," she said. She didn't try to offer an excuse.

"Get in the corner," he said, shaking his head. "Get over the bench in five minutes."

At seven minutes after three, Wendy was once again bent over the bench with her skirt up and panties down. Her bottom was still slightly red from the three paddle strokes she had already received.

Bob gripped the paddle and moved in behind her. "This time, you will receive three strokes for the hour and two strokes for being two minutes late. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

He wasted no time. Immediately, he delivered two hard swats that caused her to grimace and squirm. He followed these up with three strokes, the last of which impacted the soft flesh of her upper thighs. She cried out in pain.

His task momentarily completed, Bob stepped back. "I advise you not to be late again, young lady," he said sternly.

"Yes sir."

Bob settled back into his reading chair, while Wendy collected herself and left the room. It was 3:13 pm.

When next he saw his wife, it was 3:58. She advanced to the corner. He scowled again. Two minutes early, he thought. "You're early," he said.

"But..." Wendy said, but stopped herself. "Sorry, sir."

"That will cost you an extra two strokes. One for being a minute early into the corner and another for speaking out. Is that clear?"

"Yes sir."

"Be over the bench at four minutes after," he ordered.

"Yes sir."

At four minutes after four o'clock, Wendy was once again over the bench. Her bottom was now red all over.

Without wasting any time, Bob administered the prescribed six strokes of the school paddle. She squirmed and writhed across the bench, but knew better than to stand up. Her bottom was now really getting sore and bruised.

"All right," he said, stepping back. "Next time will be the last... unless you mess up again. If you mess up at five, we will do this again at six. Do you understand?"

Wendy wiped a few stray tears from her eyes and took a deep breath. "Yes sir," she squeaked. She pushed herself up into a standing position, pulled up her panties, and left the office. Bob sat back down in his chair.

At exactly five o'clock, Wendy was back in the corner. Bob smiled. "Very good," he said as he watched her press her nose against the wall.

At five minutes after five, Wendy bent her upper body over the bench and bared her bottom for what she hoped would be the last time that day. Bob stood up and stepped in behind her with the paddle poised. "I am proud of my little girl," he said. "It appears that you are learning how to tell time." He cocked the paddle and administered a hard swat directly across the center of both cheeks.

"Owwww!" she shrieked.

"I know, you will think twice before being late coming home and giving me some cock-and-bull story about losing track of time." He re-cocked the paddle and delivered the second swat, this time striking the crease between bottom and upper thighs. "Won't you?"

Wendy took several deep breaths. "Yes sir," she said in a voice thick with pain.

Bob studied his wife's bottom and massaged it gently with his left hand. Then, he quickly administered the last three strokes of the paddle. These were not as hard as she was expecting, and she was able to relax slightly.

When he was finished, Bob set the paddle down in his chair. "Stay in position," he ordered. She didn't move.

A few seconds later, he had all ten of his fingers working on her at the same time. Some stroked her charred flesh, while others found her vagina and clitoris. "I think you have earned a reward. Don't you?"

"Yes sir. Please sir."

He glanced at the clock on his desk. It was now 5:12. "Can you see the clock on my desk?" he asked.

Wendy opened her eyes. "Yes sir."

"What time does it say?"

"Five twelve."

"Good, I am going to work on you until five twenty. If you haven't come by then, I am going to stop and you will have to bring yourself off. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

At exactly 5:19, Wendy shrieked and moaned as her body was overcome by a thunderous orgasm. At 5:40, she was naked and on her back in bed. Bob was also naked and on top of her, thrusting slowly. For the rest of the day, time became irrelevant.


Other Titles from LSF Publications...

For a selection of domestic discipline titles see:

http://dd.lsfpublications.com/

The Bends by Art Zeeton

The Willowbends Homeowners' Association, known as The Bends, is a luxurious, private, gated community which is one of a kind. Why? Because The Bends is the impressive communal backdrop within which all residents of this secure community embrace rigorously imposed domestic discipline. Such activities happen behind closed doors, and also publicly at the varied functions hosted by the Homeowners' Association, demonstrating many creative methods of punishment and humiliation... such as the monthly March of the Miscreants. Delivered by hand, crop, paddle, hairbrush and cane, ruler and whip and more, spankings are a necessary and accepted way of life in The Bends, and an intriguing outlet for those people who are rich, bored, and with time on their hands.

Newcomers are slowly acclimatized to this very special way of life, and in the fullness of time discover that The Bends has it's own unique form of currency... Things are not always what they seem to be on the surface, and there are secrets to be explored.

With its masterful plot twists and turns and realistic character portrayals, The Bends is a writing tour de force. Stimulating, sensual, titillating and entertaining, read on to discover precisely how the reality of domestic discipline far outweighs the fantasy in this very special environment.

Tales of Domestic Discipline by DJ Black

The stories featured in this volume share a common theme - all have domestic settings in which the females of the household are on the receiving end of discipline administered by a male member of the family, usually the husband or father. These stories embrace a world where family spankings are common, and the head of the household knows exactly how to deal with bad attitudes, poor grades, unruly behaviour and other misdemeanours. Many of those on the receiving end of such punishments find themselves suitably chastised and sent to stand in the corner to reflect on their wrongdoings. Perhaps they have been spanked by hand, or paddle, or strap, or the family hairbrush. One thing is for sure - irritating habits are nipped in the bud and there are painful consequences for unacceptable behaviour!

This book includes the following short stories: Family Values; Home is a Hot Hairbrush; Just You Wait; On Belts, Boats and Blushes; On The Art of Living, Learning & Forgetting; 2000: Mum's Year Zero; Cuckoo; The End of Term Report; The Good, the Bad and the Curious; and A Family Tradition.

The Disciplined Women of Chapel Island by Susan Thomas

When 18-year-old Kate and her wealthy parents make yet another house move, this time to their luxury new home on Chapel Island, Kate senses from the outset that there is something both mysterious and exciting about the place. The island is beautiful, though somewhat unusual in that it has its own currency and a police and security force known as The Guardians - and it isn't long before Kate has her first encounter with them. Whilst exploring on her bicycle, she narrowly avoids colliding with a golf cart (the mode of transport on the island) and is later questioned by two Guardians who tell her that her mother will be informed.

Subsequently, Kate is puzzled when she  notices that her mother has to go out and pay some kind of penalty, and on returning home is taken by her husband to his study where she later emerges rubbing her bottom. Kate's curiosity deepens and she follows her mother to the Accountability Suite in the House of the Guardians. As a result of Kate's investigations, she discovers that domestic discipline and corporal punishment are an accepted way of life on the island - and the reason Kate's parents chose to reside here. Under this regime, many infractions are dealt with publicly with all manner of spanking implements.

This is a rite of passage for Kate, who discovers that the ritual of such punishments excites her, and that excitement is carried through to her intimate relationships. When she breaks the rules, she is up for correction, and joins the other island women on stage, all naked and waiting for their punishment, which is often severe. But she is still inquisitive and discovers there is much subterfuge going on, with hidden cameras in her home. Why is she being spied on? Who can she trust? And who are 'The Five' who have control of everything that happens on Chapel Island? She finds out eventually, and becomes empowered...

Kelly-Ann's Domestic Discipline by John Chard

This special Omnibus Edition features both volumes of John Chard's Kelly-Ann's Domestic Discipline:

Book 1: When 35 year-old Tom and 28 year-old Kelly-Ann meet at a party, they are immediately attracted to one another on several levels. The attraction deepens as they start dating and begin spending more and more time together in a loving relationship, with Kelly-Ann regularly staying over at Tom's place. Tom is very surprised when Kelly-Ann asks him to give her a real, old fashioned spanking. It is something she has thought about for years but until now, has never trusted anyone to carry it out. Tom obliges, and over time becomes quite proficient, not only at the practical aspects of spanking, but in his understanding of the dynamics of discipline and punishment. Some of Kelly-Ann's spankings are fun and playful, but when she messes up, Tom with his natural authority takes control of the situation and makes sure she gets exactly what she deserves - with hand, ruler, paddle or the evil stinging hairbrush bought precisely for that purpose. Theirs may be an unconventional relationship, but it is one that is perfect for them in every way.

Book 2: Kelly-Ann and her partner Tom have a very special relationship - one which is perfect for them in every way, because, at last, the vivacious yet bratty Kelly-Ann has found someone who is more than capable of taking her in hand... and the way Tom does this is to turn her over his knee for a good spanking. Kelly-Ann is very deserving of a spanking, even when they take a vacation to stay in a beach house at James Island. She tells Tom she has forgotten to pack the hairbrush, only to discover he thwarted her attempts to hide it and has packed it himself - all ready for use on her naughty bottom! When Kelly-Ann pushes the limits (which she does, often), Tom always deals with her with a firm hand ... plus paddle, ruler, cane and hairbrush. Theirs is a relationship which thrives on loving discipline, and it creates some very exciting dynamics in the bedroom too...

Scenes of Domestic Discipline Box Set by Susan Thomas

This 3 volume box set contains 15 domestic discipline stories by Susan Thomas:

Crossing the Line: A shy but attractive 32-year-old lady embarks on a Norwegian cruise where she encounters a handsome American traveller who has a firm understanding of old-fashioned discipline.

Looking Forward to the Morning: While on the ferry to France, Sally McNeill is particularly rude to an unknown gentleman who threatens her with a spanking.

Conversation: Jacob asks Sarah to marry him but she hesitates because she is scared of being spanked by him. However, when she confesses to having broken curfew some years ago, she agrees to let him spank her.

A Day at the Beach: A young teacher tells of her first adult spanking when, during a day out at the beach with her bossy, opinionated boyfriend, she throws a bucket of water over him!

Good Girls: While holidaying in Greece, three 18-year-old girls end up getting punished with a switch. The narrator later describes the caning and strapping that she receives at the African orphanage where she is working as a volunteer.

Discipline for Alison: Newly qualified teacher Alison suffers a severe strapping from her father when she is rude to her Headmistress. Corner time and further punishments follow.

Honeymoon: On honeymoon in a hotel where domestic discipline is practised, Kathy receives her first spanking from her new husband, followed a few days later by a true disciplinary punishment with public corner time.

Always Friends: Kate, who is visiting her friend Amy, overhears her being spanked and caned by her husband, Peter, and then making love soon afterwards. Kate feels that she too should be disciplined by Peter, but it appears that's not all she will share...

When in Rome: When Joy gets paddled at school, local customs dictate that she also gets spanked at home. Her father disagrees but a neighbour is only too happy to help.

Thank You: Sue agrees that she will be spanked by Ken if she fails to meet 95% of her appointments and deadlines on time. Subsequently, she finds herself bare-bottomed over Ken's lap and being disciplined by hand, hairbrush and his leather belt.

Fantasies: Returning from the dinner dance, Emma discovers the babysitter spanking herself in her room and ends up putting her over her knee to finish the job. Back in her own bedroom, Emma confesses to her husband, who spanks her with a hairbrush.

Advice: Having trouble controlling her badly behaved daughter, Ann seeks advice from a consultant who recommends a spanking for her rather than her daughter!

A Spanking Shared: Clare, initially shocked to discover her friend being spanked by a mentor, volunteers to take half of the punishment.

The Importance of Mothers: 39-year-old head teacher, Tracy Morgan, is punished by her widowed landlady who acts as her surrogate mother.

Twelve Words: Jack seeks a 'traditional' marriage in which he is the head of the household and in a position to spank his wife when required.
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