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Following the death of her mother when Callie was sixteen, Callie has run wild, giving in to hedonistic pleasures and drugs and behaving like a spoiled princess. Recognising that his only daughter's life is spiralling out of control, Callie's father gives her an ultimatum: he will cut her out of his multi-million fortune unless she marries no-nonsense, dependable young lawyer, Brent Watterson.

At first, Callie is horrified, but grudgingly accedes and marries Brent... only to find her life changes in an unprecedented way. It is difficult making the transition from Daddy's princess to submissive wife, and doubly difficult when she finds out how dominant Brent is. As Head of Household, he expects Callie to be obedient, and when her behaviour isn't acceptable, he punishes her by spanking her bare bottom.

But Callie is becoming increasingly attracted to Brent; he's good looking, intelligent and protective, he can be romantic and loving, and she admires the way he takes control... and for the first time in many years she experiences stability in her life. Though she ultimately agrees she needs Brent's discipline, it isn't always easy for her, as the 'old Callie' surfaces from time to time and gets her in bother.

Will this be merely a marriage of mutual convenience, or will it develop into something loving and enduring...?


Callie Watterson was trying her best to stand still with her nose pressed against the wall, just like she was ordered to do. Her panties were down below her knees and her small but curvaceous bottom practically glowed from the spanking she had received a few minutes ago.

However, in spite of her best effort, she began to fidget, moving first one foot, then the other, back and forth. Part of the problem was that her bottom hurt. Her husband Brent had used the paint paddle on her while she was draped submissively across his lap. The combination of the long paddling plus the awkward position never failed to reduce her to hot tears within a minute or two. Certainly, today's experience was no exception. She would feel the effects of this punishment for at least a day or so.

But another part of the problem was that she was conflicted. In her mind she knew that she had deserved the spanking; it was, after all, her fault and her fault alone that she had interrupted him while he was working on an important case. She knew logically that she shouldn't have interrupted him; she knew she should have been happy that at least he was working at home instead of remaining at the office, as he often did. Finally, she understood that, as a rising star in a very active law firm, Brent would be extremely busy and need to work at home in the evening and even on weekends.

They had discussed this at length before they were married three weeks ago (somehow it seemed much longer to Callie, almost another lifetime). Brent had told her in no uncertain terms that for the time being he would need to work as many hours as the firm required. And Callie said that she understood, especially since the law firm was representing her father's company, Roaring Meadows Pharmaceuticals, in several lawsuits involving patent infringement. She also knew that the preparation and litigation could very well drag on for weeks, if not months.

But this was Saturday evening, a time when most newly married couples were together, enjoying each other's company and doing what newlyweds are supposed to do. In fact, this evening, Callie had wanted to go out for dinner and maybe a movie, sit in the darkened theater and neck like a couple of teenagers. When she mentioned it at breakfast, Brent just shrugged, saying, "We'll see, Callie." She knew only too well what that meant.

Those had been the last words he had spoken to her, as he holed up in his office with the door closed, leaving her to stew about being left alone on a Saturday. Finally, at five-thirty, after she had entertained herself as much as she could, she worked up enough anger to push open his office door and practically storm inside. "Are you going to ignore me all day and all evening too?" she had blurted out.

However, instead of answering her, he simply looked up from his computer screen and glared at her.

She started to wilt, but then held her ground, knowing full well that she would more than likely receive a severe spanking for her bold and intrusive behavior. Might as well go for it, she told herself. "I thought you were going to take me to dinner and a movie," she said.

Brent took a deep breath. "Callie, what is the rule about interrupting me when I'm working?"

This wasn't the answer she was expecting and certainly not the one she was hoping for. She dropped her gaze to the carpet.

Brent continued to glare at her. "I asked you a question. Do I need to repeat it?"

Now she knew she was in serious trouble. "No," she said. Then she looked up and met his eyes. "Brent, I know I'm not supposed to interrupt you, but I'm lonely. I don't have my work to keep me company like you do."

He stood up. He was a solid six feet two and practically towered over her small five foot three-inch frame. "All right. If you want attention so bad, I will give it to you." He reached into the bottom drawer of his desk and extracted a paint paddle that he had put there just for moments such as these. Then he moved a straight-back chair into the middle of the room and sat down. "Take off your pants and get over my lap," he ordered.

Even though she knew this was coming, that she had, in fact, provoked it, Callie was stunned. She didn't move.

Brent clapped his hands. "I said take your pants off and get over my lap. Now!"

Callie nodded submissively. There was no escape. She could try to refuse, to run away. She had certainly thought about it before. But she knew he would catch her. And when he did, the punishment would be much worse. She had learned through bitter experience not to question him.

Quickly, she stripped off her yoga pants and approached her husband, her blue eyes drawn to the innocent-looking paddle clutched tightly in his right hand. He grasped her left hand and pulled her body down across his lap.

Once she was in position, he lowered her panties to her knees, baring her pristine bottom. Then he became a spanking machine, raising and lowering the paddle with speed and skill, reddening her backside and reducing her to tears before she could even think to protest. When he was finished a few minutes later, she was sobbing. He pushed her off his lap onto the floor and stood up.

"Stand in the corner," he ordered. "And stay there until I give you permission to leave."

Callie collected herself, stood up, and moved to the designated corner. Brent replaced the chair and put the paddle back into the drawer. Then he sat down at his desk and went back to work, leaving his wife to deal with the pain and consider why she had so foolishly provoked the harsh punishment she had just received. Was five minutes of his attention truly worth the pain she was now experiencing?

As she fidgeted in the corner, she really did think about it. All I wanted was for him to acknowledge me, to take me out for a couple of hours. Her body became more animated as her anger rose.

All at once, she felt a hard hand on her warm bottom. "Callie, I can't concentrate with you fidgeting. You need to stand still," said Brent.

Callie turned her head slightly. I can't even fidget. And her anger rose another notch. "I'm sorry," she said, even though she wasn't. "But you're being very unfair to me and I don't like it." She hadn't meant to be that blunt, but that was the way she felt, and before her marriage, she had never been shy about expressing her feelings, especially to a man.

Brent took another deep breath - his way of calming himself. He retracted his hand and gave her a hard slap across the right cheek of her dark red bottom. "Apparently, I haven't been clear enough with you, so let's work on our communication." He stripped her panties down to the floor and grabbed her right hand. Without another word he pulled her away from the corner, out through the door of the office, and down a short hall.

When they reached the door to their bedroom, a large master suite, he went in, practically dragging her behind him. He guided her down onto the ornate queen-size bed. "Turn over on your belly and don't move from that position."

Now, Callie was scared. Obviously, she was no stranger to being spanked. In fact, in the short time they had been married, she had been spanked several times as she made the difficult adjustment from Daddy's princess to submissive housewife. But she had never seen Brent like this before, and she wasn't at all sure what to expect. She didn't move.

"What are you going to do?" she asked, not quite daring to meet his eyes.

Brent glared down at her. "That should be obvious."

Her eyes widened. "Brent, please, no more spanking."

He drew in a gulp of air, held it for a few seconds, then let it out slowly. "First, you don't ever question my judgment," he declared in a very controlled voice. "Second, your attitude has once again gotten you into trouble. You need to think before you act or speak so impetuously. Now, get into position. I won't tell you again."

Callie knew he was right about her attitude getting her into trouble. It probably could have been her life story, except that he was the first man to ever really call her on it. Now, as she dared to look up at him, she understood that he was going to do to her what he alone believed was best and what she no doubt deserved. It was not her place to question his judgment; that lesson was getting clearer by the minute. She nodded in submission and rolled over into the designated prone position. She put her arms out in front of her and waited. It was all she could do with her husband now in total control.

Brent removed his heavy leather belt and doubled it. With the belt clutched in his right hand, he moved to the side of the bed. "I need to get back to work, Callie. I really don't have time for this."

Callie closed her eyes and grimaced in anticipation. He had never used the belt on her before, but she had a strong feeling that this whipping would definitely not be a pleasant experience, perhaps even worse than the paddling had been.

The first strike slashed across the center of both cheeks. It was harder than she was expecting, and she cried out. But he paid no attention as he quickly issued five more strokes, darkening the red on her already sore flesh. Tears filled her eyes. Her fingers gripped the beige and mauve quilt on the bed so hard they turned white.

Brent continued the whipping, laying down stroke after stroke after stroke until her bottom, that was completely unmarked an hour ago, was now a dark red. She was crying so hard she could barely breathe.

Finally, he stopped. He looked at the damage he had inflicted, nodded to himself, and replaced the belt around his firm waist. He sat down on the side of the bed and gently touched her inflamed backside. She flinched. "I know this is difficult for you, Callie," he said softly. "But you have to understand that for right now the work comes first. Since this is for your father's company, I would think you of all people would appreciate that." He paused and kissed her forehead. He stood up. "Now, I have to get back to work. I am very close to finding what I need but your interruptions are counterproductive. Can I count on you to keep still while I finish for the evening?"

Callie wiped the tears from her eyes. Her bottom was still sending pain signals up and down her spinal cord. The anger she had felt earlier had been replaced by feelings of submission to his stronger will. But she wasn't quite ready to give up her husband to the great god of business that her own father had apparently unleashed.

"Please, Brent, can't you stay with me for a little while?" she whined.

He paused for a second as he processed her question. Then he leaned down, retracted his right arm, and gave her ten hard smacks that reignited the fire in her bottom. "Callie, we're not communicating here," he said.

The tears flowed once again from Callie's eyes. "Please... please... don't spank me anymore."

"I don't want to spank you anymore. I didn't want to spank you in the first place, but I need to keep you from interrupting me." He glanced down at her and was struck with an idea. "Your father said you would be a handful. Roll over on your back."

She wiped a few tears from the sides of her face. "Why?" she asked fearfully.

"Callie, we're wasting time here. Do as I say right now or else I will spank you again and lock you in the closet. Is that clear?"

To Callie, while the purpose may not have been completely clear, the threat was. She definitely didn't want to be whipped again. And she certainly didn't want to spend the rest of this Saturday evening locked in the small walk-in closet, surrounded by her clothes and shoes, pitiful reminders of her former life as a carefree princess, and the only daughter of a very wealthy man. She nodded and quickly rolled over on her back, grimacing slightly as her sore bottom came into contact with the quilt.

"Spread your arms and legs and remain in that position," Brent ordered. Callie complied immediately, giving him a perfect view of her quivering sex. But he didn't take advantage of the sight or even acknowledge it. Rather, he reached into the bottom drawer of the nightstand and extracted five long silk scarves. Skillfully he attached one end of four scarves to the bed frame. Then he tied the other end of the scarves around each of her four limbs so that now she was helpless. He tied the fifth scarf around her head and into her mouth as a gag. "I'm sorry you made me do this, Callie," he said, looking at her body spread-eagled on the big bed. "But you really gave me no other choice. I will return as soon as I have found the legal precedent I'm looking for. In the meantime, I suggest you think about what you can do to avoid this in the future."

With a sideways glance, he turned and left the room, closing the door behind him.

---oOo---

As soon as her husband was out of the room and she was alone, Callie pulled at the restraints, hoping to generate enough slack to break free. However, although the silk scarves were not necessarily uncomfortable against her wrists and ankles, they were tight. All she succeeded in doing was making them tighter. She tried to yell, but the sound was muffled by the scarf in her mouth. There would be no escape and no appeal. She would have to wait for Brent to return, whenever that would be. She managed to turn her head enough to see the big digital clock on the nightstand. It read 6:25. Incredibly, it had been less than an hour since she made the fateful decision to interrupt him. Since then, she had been spanked twice and whipped once. Now, she was gagged and tied spread-eagle to the bed. It just didn't seem possible that things could have gotten out of control so fast.

Accepting that she was definitely helpless, Callie tried to relax. Her bottom still hurt, but the pain was fading. She was grateful that at least she wasn't cold, given that her body from the waist down was completely exposed. She thought about how Brent had suggested she occupy her time while he finished up his work.

She started by asking herself the obvious question: How did I go from being a spoiled princess doing whatever I please, to submissive housewife, married to a domineering workaholic? But she already knew the answer to that question. For the last eleven years, ever since the tragic death of her mother when Callie was sixteen, her life had been steadily spiraling out of control.

It had been her mother who had kept her grounded, who had applied the love and the necessary discipline in an effort to prevent Callie from becoming just what she had become: a wealthy and completely spoiled young woman engaging in the pursuit of pleasure for pleasure's sake and living an increasingly risky lifestyle, not caring who she offended or hurt in the process (including herself).

Her father was no help. Rather, if anything, he enabled her behavior. She had always understood that Dr. Cambridge McPherson had only two loves: his wife Clarissa and the very successful pharmaceutical business he had built up from practically nothing. When his wife died of a sudden cerebral aneurysm, he buried himself in his work, completely eliminating all outside distractions, including his only child. The effort had made him a very lonely multi-millionaire, seemingly angry and at odds with the world.

When Callie got into trouble, which was often, his response was to let his lawyers handle it, usually by paying enough money to make the problem go away. So, since her mother's death, Callie had been in and out of five colleges, traveled the world several times, and had uninhibited sex with more men than she could count or remember. None of these men had ever laid a finger on her, let alone spanked her for punishment. Everyone just accepted her selfish and childish behavior as the price for being with a wealthy, attractive, and hedonistic young woman.

Finding no real satisfaction in any of these transient relationships, eventually she turned to alcohol and drugs. But these provided no satisfaction or comfort either. Neither did they provide the escape from herself that she so desperately sought. She needed a strong hand; she needed the discipline her mother had provided. Perhaps unconsciously she knew that.

Eighteen months ago, she came home from California addicted to cocaine and very near rock bottom. She appealed to the only person she knew who could possibly help her: her father. He listened to her appeal and placed her in a rehab center. At first, she had fought it, but eventually she accepted treatment and freed herself from the horror of addiction. When she was released a year later, her father gave her a job as a secretary-receptionist. Because they were now connected in a way Cambridge McPherson understood best, the relationship between father and daughter began to grow.

---oOo---

It was at work that she met Brent Watterson, the young attorney working closely with her father, as the CEO and principal owner struggled with his many legal issues, including some international patent infringement lawsuits. At first, she was a bit put off by Brent's assertive manner and his all-consuming drive to succeed. But she couldn't deny that he was a very attractive man and had a strong will and a sense of self-discipline that she had found lacking in all the other men she had been with over the years. He also seemed lonely and oddly out of touch with the world outside of business - very much like her father.

Callie closed her eyes to coax the memories. She remembered that it was less than three months ago her father called her into his massive office. When they were seated together on the long sofa across from his massive desk, he reached over and took one of her hands.

"Callie, I'm very proud of your recovery so far," he said, smiling.

"Thank you," she replied, not really knowing what else to say. She was already bored with her new life as an entry-level employee in a drug-free workplace where everyone worked with a single-minded dedication.

His expression turned unpleasant. "But I'm afraid you will go back to your old life," he continued. "You lack direction, maturity and discipline. I accept and regret that I have been of very little help to you, either before or after your mother died." He paused and brushed a tear from his eye. "You need what I have been unable to give you - the stability of a good relationship. You need a good and honest man who will help you grow up and not give in to your childish behavior, not allow you to go back to your old lifestyle." Callie opened her mouth to respond, but he cut her off with a wave of his hand. "Therefore, I have decided that you will marry Brent," Cambridge McPherson declared as though he was concluding a million dollar business deal in which the terms were accepted without question or negotiation.

Her eyes widened; she was stunned. "Marry Brent... Brent Watterson? Is that what you said?"

"Yes, it is."

She tried to collect herself. Of all the things he could have said to her, this pronouncement was perhaps the furthest from her mind. "But... I barely know him. I mean, I don't think he's spoken five sentences to me."

"I know that. Nevertheless, you two need each other."

"How do you figure that?"

"You need a man in your life who will tolerate no nonsense and who will apply the firm hand you need to keep you from killing yourself, and he needs a woman in his life who will keep him grounded. While I greatly appreciate his incredible work ethic, I know from my own experience that a man will eventually lose his way in the world if he doesn't have a home and wife there to take care of him. Besides, I have seen the two of you together. You make an attractive couple. I honestly believe you will be good for each other."

Callie thought about this for a few seconds. In her most intimate moments, she had to admit that she herself had pictured the two of them together and had liked the picture. But up to this point, it had only been a transient picture, nothing more than a pleasant little fantasy. She gathered her breath. "What does Brent have to say about this?"

"Nothing so far. I haven't discussed it with him, but I know he wants to get married and I know he finds you attractive. And so he should, you are a beautiful young woman... so much like your mother." He brushed another tear from his eye.

This got Callie's attention. "You think I'm like Mom?"

"Yes. In so many ways."

"But what if I don't want to marry Brent?"

Her father shook his head. "You will marry Brent... and in the next six weeks or so."

Callie tried to keep herself composed, but this was coming at her faster than she could process. She could feel herself growing angry at her father's presumption that people, including his daughter, would just bend to his will without question. "So... this is a sort of arranged marriage and I have nothing to say about it? And what about Brent and his parents?" she persisted.

Cambridge smiled like a man used to having all the answers and getting his way. "Brent's parents are dead. And, as I said, I don't believe he will object after I discuss it with him. You might also consider that the great majority of arranged marriages are successful. I have the data to back that up. And you have to admit that you haven't exactly chosen wisely when it comes to men or relationships."

As she thought about it, she knew her father was right, especially about her past choice of men. Perhaps it really was time to settle down and start a new life. But the truculent side to her felt she needed to mount one last protest. "And if I refuse to be arranged, what happens then?"

Her father's face turned hard again. "Callie, if you refuse to marry Brent, which is your right, I will cut you off completely - no home, no job, no money, and no protection. You will be on your own, free to make your own life and your own choices without any parental interference."

Callie looked at her father's face, gazed into his eyes, and knew that this threat was real, this was definitely no bluff. For perhaps the first time in her adult life, she could feel herself bending to the stronger will. "May I discuss this with Brent before I decide?"

The smile returned to his rugged face. "Of course. You two set up a meeting after I talk to him."

And it was settled.

---oOo---

Four days later, Callie and Brent met in the small conference room next to her father's palatial office. They were alone. They sat down on opposite sides of the polished oak table like two business people ready to negotiate and for a few seconds just looked at each other.

Finally, Brent took a deep breath and broke the ice. "Well, this is definitely awkward."

Callie managed a small smile. "Yes, it is."

He took another deep breath. "Well, we both know why we're here." He stood up and moved around to her side of the table. "I'm not much of a romantic, I'm afraid. I am a lawyer and the son of two lawyers. But I will try, Callie. I agree with Dr. McPherson that you are a beautiful woman, and from what I have seen and know about you, I believe you can be a good wife and that I can be a strong and protective husband to you. I know you don't love me, but I am confident that love can grow over time if we work at it." He got down on one knee and took her left hand in his. "Callie, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

Callie was a bit stunned as she felt his warm and powerful hand surrounding hers, saw the earnest look on his handsome face. At that moment, she couldn't help but wonder why he wasn't already married. She also knew that she needed to say yes because, after all, the marriage was arranged and the consequences for refusing were just too great. "Brent, before I say yes, I want to ask you two questions."

Brent lifted himself up from his knee, pulled out a chair, and sat down a foot away from her. "All right."

"First, I guess I want to know why you needed my father to arrange a marriage for you. Is there some mysterious and sinister side to you that I need to know about?"

He chuckled. "I don't think there's anything mysterious or sinister about me. Mostly, I'm boring. I have pretty much dedicated my life to work, especially since my parents died. But your father convinced me that a man needs a wife to make his life complete, and I believe that is true."

"Okay," she said. "Now, tell me what our life together will be like."

"I can't give you an exact answer to that question," he said, sounding like a lawyer. "But I can tell you that I am an old-fashioned man. I believe that the husband should have a strong will and be the head of the household, that he is responsible for taking care of and protecting his wife and family, and that he is responsible for their behavior. I also believe in applying discipline when necessary to modify that behavior. I know it works because that's the way I grew up." He paused for a few seconds. "Callie, that may sound a bit harsh to you, but sometimes we need that loving firm hand. Anyway, it's what I believe, and I can't and won't change who I am."

"What do you mean by discipline?"

Brent thought for a few seconds. "We will have simple rules that govern household behavior. I will have certain expectations that we will discuss. If you violate these rules or don't meet expectations, you will be punished, mostly by spanking."

Again, Callie was a bit stunned. She wasn't sure what she expected to hear, but spanking wasn't one of the things she had considered. She remembered that her mother had spanked her a few times when Callie was a young teen with a smart mouth. Those spankings, always lovingly applied and always followed by a long hug, succeeded in curbing her behavior for a time. As she processed what Brent had said, she didn't know how to respond.

Brent apparently interpreted her silence as a negative reaction. "I won't apologize for what I believe, Callie. Your father says you need stability and discipline in your life. I can give you these along with a loving home. I think we could be good together if we allow our relationship to grow."

She looked at Brent and, for an instant, saw a young Cambridge McPherson. She knew that her father had adored her mother. Clarissa had accepted her husband's devotion to his company and had worked to forge a strong and positive relationship out of the love they had for each other. As the product of that love, Callie now felt that she owed it to her mother to keep Clarissa's ideals alive. Her old life had been a series of escalating disasters. It was time to settle down, to grow up. "Brent, ask me your question again."

"Do I need to get down on one knee again?" he asked, smiling.

She returned his smile. "No."

"Good. My knees aren't what they used to be - too much football and basketball." Then he got serious. "Callie McPherson, will you please marry me?"

Moment of truth, she thought. "Yes," she said boldly.

"Thank you," he said. Then he reached into the pocket of his wool suit coat and produced a small ring case. He opened it. "I wanted to buy you a ring, but your father thought you might want to have this instead." He handed her the case.

Callie looked into the small case and saw a simple gold band with a half-carat solitaire. She recognized it immediately and tears flooded her eyes. It was her mother's engagement ring. "It's perfect," she said and held out her left hand.

Brent stood up, took the ring, and slipped it on the third finger of her left hand. It fit as though it had just been sized. He leaned over and kissed her gently on the cheek. "The least I can do now is offer to take you to dinner," he said.

Callie smiled up at him. "I would like that."

---oOo---

Callie opened her eyes and lifted her head. She glanced at the digital clock. It showed the time as 6:40am. She wondered what Brent was doing, if he was at all close to finding the precedent he was looking for. Then she glanced at the framed five-by-seven photograph next to

the clock. The photo had been taken immediately after their wedding. They were married on a sunny Friday afternoon by a minister neither had ever met in a small Methodist church neither had ever attended. All arranged by her father, of course.

They kissed on the lips for the first time and, after a quick reception, drove twenty miles to a bed and breakfast in the country. Their first night together in bed was slow and awkward in developing. Certainly, neither was a virgin and they were definitely physically attracted to each other. Still, it took most of the night before they could actually consummate. During the lovemaking, Callie was very pleasantly surprised to find that her new husband was a patient and skilled lover, much better than most of the men she had been with before. This may actually work out, she told herself as she dropped off to sleep nestled in his strong arms.

And things went very well until Sunday afternoon when they began to pack to head home, back to a new house that Callie's father had bought and furnished for them. Callie was feeling very good, even happy. She was truly and completely satisfied sexually for perhaps the first time in her life; and when she let herself, she could feel the first stirrings of love. But she wasn't quite ready to leave the b & b and start her new life as a housewife following rules set down by her husband, no matter how much she thought he might make her happy. Perhaps this is an illusion, a fantasy come to life? she thought. If so, she wasn't ready for it to end.

She looked at her new husband and flashed him a coquettish smile, thinking how devilishly handsome he was. Then, acting on impulse, she stripped off her dress and underwear. "Brent, can't we stay another night or two?" she asked, winking at him.

He gazed at her trim and beckoning body. There was no mistaking the lust in his eyes. But instead of stripping off his own clothes and taking her in his arms for yet another lovemaking session, he shook his head. "As much as I'd like to, we need to get back. I'm sorry."

Callie wasn't used to being rejected or rebuffed, and her old truculent self began to emerge. "Look at me, Brent. I want you and I know you want me. What's another day or two?"

Brent scowled. "We already discussed this. In our world, work must come before pleasure. Now, please put your clothes back on."

Her frown deepened to an ugly pout. "I won't do it," she declared. "Not until you pay some attention to me."

In a flash, he was next to her. He retracted his right arm and issued a hard swat directly across her bare bottom. "I guess this is the behavior we need to correct," he said.

This took Callie completely by surprise. Instead of lying on her back with her husband on top of her (as she had envisioned), her bottom actually tingled from the hard swat he had delivered.

"I can't believe you just did that!" Then, rather than wait for a reply, she pulled her cell phone out of her purse and punched the number for Cambridge McPherson. When her father answered, she put the phone on speaker. "Daddy," she began in a little girl voice. "Brent just hit me." Never before in her twenty-seven years had she called her father Daddy. Now it just seemed natural - a little girl trying to get her way.

There was a pause at the other end. Then Cambridge's voice boomed through the speaker. "Is Brent there now?"

"I'm here, Dr. McPherson," Brent called out.

"Did you hit Callie?" Cambridge asked.

"No, sir. I gave her a single swat to her bottom."

"Why?"

"Because I told her we need to leave for home and she refused to get ready."

"Callie, are you being petulant?"

Callie wasn't sure how to proceed at this point. Certainly, the conversation wasn't going as she had hoped; 'Daddy' was not coming to rescue her. "I don't think so," she said. "I just wanted to spend some more time with my husband before you get your clutches in him again."

There was a slight chuckle at the other end. "Sounds like petulance to me," Cambridge said. "Callie, I'm sorry but I need Brent back to work by this evening. We have several cases pending. You know that as well as anyone. Brent, do whatever you have to do. And Callie, don't bother me again." Then the line went dead.

Brent looked at his new wife. "Are you still refusing to get dressed so we can go home?"

Callie felt like hitting Brent with the phone. She settled for throwing it onto the bed. "You bastard," she exclaimed loudly.

Brent's face reddened slightly. He grabbed her hand, dragged her to the bed, sat down, and pulled her across his lap. Once she was in position, he proceeded to spank her with his right hand, issuing swat after swat after swat, like a machine. Her bottom turned dark red. She squirmed and kicked to get away. She shouted foul words at him and called him names that would make a sailor blush. These gestures only made him spank harder.

Finally, after several minutes of steady spanking, she started to break. Tears flooded her eyes. "Brent... please stop," she called out between sobs.

He stopped and rested his hand on her burning backside. "All right. Are you ready to listen to me?"

"Yes."

"First rule: We don't use foul words and we don't ever call each other names. Is that clear?"

"Yes."

"Second rule: When I tell you to do something or not to do something, while it may not seem like it at the time, it is for your benefit and you will comply. Is that clear?"

"Yes," she said. The rules were very clear; so were the consequences for disobeying them. She looked up at Brent. "May I get up now?

"Yes," he said. He eased her off his lap and into a standing position.

She wiped a few stray tears from her eyes. "May I say something?"

"Of course.

She managed a small shy smile. "If I didn't know any better, I would say that you must have read the entire Dom handbook before our wedding."

Brent stood up. He appeared puzzled. "What's a Dom?"

Thirty minutes later, without any further incident, they were on the road. She had learned two lessons that afternoon, the most important of which was that her father was going to side with her husband. There would be no simple escape from their plan to make her accept her new life and grow up.

---oOo---

Callie smiled to herself as the memories flooded her brain. In the past three weeks, her adjustment had been challenging, to say the least, as she struggled to shed her old self and meet the expectations of her husband (and, by extension, her father). She had to admit that the expectations certainly weren't outrageous or capricious. It was just that her new world was no Disney fairy tale, and there was no place in it for a princess. And every time she forgot that or began to slip back into her old life, he was there to remind her, usually with a spanking.

While she was sifting through the memories, her bottom began to tingle again, not bad but enough to remind her that her transition was anything but complete. Once again, she raised her head and looked at the clock: 7:15.

She thought she heard footsteps approaching the bedroom, and her heart rate accelerated slightly as she anticipated the arrival of her husband. Would he rescue her or would he punish her some more because he couldn't get his work done? She thought she might be angry with him for leaving her tied to the bed. But, incredibly, she wasn't angry. Rather, she actually felt love. Maybe I am succumbing to the Stockholm Syndrome, she mused, suddenly thinking of all the women she had read about who had been held captive by evil men.

Quickly, she rejected that idea. Whatever else she might have thought about Brent, she knew he wasn't evil and he wasn't holding her against her will and using her as a sex slave. He was an honest and hardworking man who only wanted the best for both of them. Plus, she had entered willingly into this arrangement. If there was a problem, she was it, not him. She really did understand that.

Brent burst through the door. There was a broad smile on his face. "Callie, I found the precedent I was looking for. I've sent it on to your father and the rest of the legal team. We should be ready for court on Monday." He approached the bed and looked down on her. "Go ahead and get dressed. I will take you to that little Italian restaurant you like so much."

Callie managed a small smile through the gag. She nodded her head. Obviously, she couldn't respond any other way.

Suddenly, Brent seemed to realize that she was indeed helpless. He leaned down and removed the gag. He kissed her on her forehead then went to work on her restraints.

"Brent, I... don't want to go out anymore," she said softly once she could get her tongue to work. "I would very much like for you to stay with me, to hold me for a while. Can you do that?"

Brent looked surprised but not disappointed. He sat down on the bed and took her right hand in his. He brought it to his lips and kissed it tenderly. She made no move to cover the fully exposed lower half of her body. She hadn't even drawn her legs together. She knew exactly what she wanted at this moment, and it wasn't dinner at Tuccelli's. She only hoped that her husband wanted the same thing.

To emphasize her desire, she pulled her hand away from Brent and stripped off the tee shirt she had been wearing, exposing the rest of her young body, including her firm breasts. "Brent, please take your clothes off and lie down with me," she said. She had already forgotten about the merciless spankings she had received only an hour or so ago.

He nodded and was naked in less than a minute, leaving his clothes in a small heap on the floor. He climbed onto the bed and took her in his arms. Their lips met and their tongues began to dance in each other's mouth. Within minutes, they were swooning together, becoming the perfect couple they both knew they could be.

By nine o'clock, they were spent and fell asleep together, two lovers melded into one. As Callie drifted off to sleep, she thought only of her growing affection for her new husband. She had experienced both his wrath and his love. The memory of the wrath was quickly fading, along with the soreness of her bottom. This is going to be okay, she told herself just before falling asleep.

---oOo---

Brent and Callie Watterson woke early Sunday morning, just as the sun was beginning to rise in the eastern sky. They rolled into each other's arms and made love slowly and tenderly. Then they fell back asleep.

Amazingly, Brent didn't have to do any work, so, after a leisurely shower, they went to lunch at Tuccelli's and then explored the local flea market. They got home around six-thirty and ate a simple dinner. This was followed by watching television sitting side by side on the plush new sofa. For Callie, this Sunday was one of the best days she remembered having, and her affection for her husband grew a little more.

They went to bed around ten o'clock and made love yet again. She had forgotten completely about the spankings she had received the day before.

On Monday morning, Brent was up by five-thirty and dressed and ready to leave for his office by six-thirty. Callie, still dressed in her translucent nightgown, took his coffee mug and kissed him on the lips. "When do you think you'll be home?" she asked.

Brent fingered his car key. "I don't know, Callie," he replied. "It all depends on how things go today in court. We may have to stay and revise our strategy."

"I understand," she said, trying hard not to pout. She was already missing him.

He gave her a small smile. "I'll call you when I leave. Hopefully, it won't be too late to eat dinner together. Whatever you cook is fine. Okay?"

Callie returned his smile. "Okay." She paused, then touched his arm. "Brent, is there anything I can do to help?"

He thought for a few seconds. "Thanks, but what I really need you to do right now is to be understanding and supportive. Can you do that?"

She wasn't sure what answer she was looking for, but somehow this disappointed her. "I'll try."

After Brent was gone, she thought about what he said regarding dinner and realized that he would expect her to prepare something. Having grown up in a wealthy household, she hadn't really learned much about cooking or food preparation. In the three weeks they had been married, she hadn't been called upon very often to demonstrate her expertise in the kitchen, as they usually went out or ordered in. When Brent worked late, which was often, he generally ate dinner at the office while she got take out. So far, the arrangement had suited their lifestyle.

But this morning, she was feeling unusually domestic and actually wanted to try cooking, to have some kind of fancy dinner on the table when he got home, just like she had seen in old television shows. I'd better get going, she told herself. She had resolved to take a shower, get dressed, and head for the gourmet market. She thought she might try her hand at spinach lasagna accompanied by a mixed green salad and premium red wine. She remembered that her mother had made the lasagna many times (but without the red wine, of course).

However, when she got to the bedroom and shed her nightgown, she was stopped by the memory of how nice yesterday was, especially the slow yet passionate lovemaking. Once again, she missed her husband, his touch, his soft but assertive voice, his strong muscular body overpowering hers. Instead of following her plan and going into the palatial master bathroom, she laid down on the bed and spread her legs, just as she had done for Brent twice yesterday. Ever so slowly, as images of Brent on top of her played out in her mind, the fingers of her right hand strayed lower and lower until they were touching her sex.

She allowed her index finger to gently massage her clitoris while she inserted the next two fingers inside her vagina. Less than ten minutes later, she shrieked as her body was overcome by a powerful climax. She withdrew her fingers and her eyes glazed over. She was asleep in five minutes, dreaming about how her life would be from now on and hoping that that life would not need to include any more self-pleasure.

When she opened her eyes after her nap, the sun was streaming into the window from the south. She glanced at the clock and was amazed to see that it was already twelve-fifteen. Was it fatigue or boredom or both that had caused her to sleep longer than she had intended?

Callie sat up in the bed, the same bed to which she had been secured on Saturday, and shook the dreams from her head. She smiled at the memory of those dreams, so powerful and so different from her previous dreams.

Once she was fully awake, she slipped out of bed. For an instant, she thought about Brent, wondering how he was doing in court. Today was the first day of actual litigation in what her father and Brent described as a very complex case involving possible patent infringement by a European conglomerate that had a subsidiary in the US.

Although it actually sounded a little interesting to her, Callie, lacking any legal training, did have trouble following the discussion. Leave the law to the lawyers, she told herself. What she was sure she understood was that the case would totally consume the time of a lot of people, including her husband.

And she really did understand the need for the time commitment. But, only three weeks into this arranged marriage, she wasn't sure how she truly felt about it. On a primal level, Brent Watterson turned out to be a better husband than she had believed he would be when she, almost reluctantly, said 'I do.' Yes, he punished her when she broke the rules or didn't meet his expectations. And she certainly didn't enjoy being punished, especially the seemingly merciless and frequent spankings.

But she had to admit that he was fair and consistent, and he was a good lover and companion when he had time to spend with her. However, that time was limited because of the demands placed on him by her father. Her role in this marriage was to be a faithful and patient housewife, there for her husband when he needed her and had time for her. When he didn't need her or have time for her, she was to stay out of his way, keep up the home and not cause trouble. Otherwise, she would be punished for interfering with his job, his work and his means of supporting the household, of which she was now an integral part.

Callie tried to remember how her mother had been as a housewife, tried to remember what her mother had told her about when she and Cambridge were first married more than thirty years ago. Callie knew that her mother had been only twenty-one when she married Cambridge. On the other hand, her father had been thirty-one and already the CEO of the fledgling pharmaceutical, already consumed by the world of business.

Callie couldn't help but wonder if her father had ever spanked her mother, especially when they were first married and she had to learn, like Callie did now, how to be a faithful and competent wife. Clarissa Atkinson was the second daughter of a prominent chemistry professor who had been one of Cambridge's teachers in college. Clarissa was shy and unassuming and had been attracted to Cambridge ever since she was a young teen and he was a brilliant and ambitious graduate student. They both wanted a home and a family and found the love they sought with each other.

Still naked, Callie walked slowly toward the bathroom, her mind flooded with memories of her mother and the little she remembered of her mother's parents, who had been killed in a plane crash when she was nearly fourteen. She knew it was that tragic event that had caused the tightly woven fabric of her world to begin to unravel. Her mother became a little more distant, a little more demanding and much less forgiving.

When she reached the bathroom, Callie shook her head hard, telling herself that was all in the past. Concentrate on the present and the future; try to be the kind of wife your mother would be proud of. With that declaration firmly in her mind, she stepped into the warm embrace of the shower.

She emerged from the shower ten minutes later, dried herself off, and was dressed by one o'clock. She now put her effort into compiling a short to-do list. Think like a wife, she told herself. She had shopping to complete, a dinner to prepare, a bedroom and kitchen to clean up, all before Brent came home, if he came home at a reasonable hour.

Callie was finished with all of her chores by five-thirty, amazed at how efficient and productive she had been. Not more than three months ago, she would have considered herself fortunate to have completed one task on her list - or to even have a list. That was then. Now, the lasagna was in the oven, the wine was chilling. She even had a salad prepared in the refrigerator. She had the table set with candles on each end.

As she stood back and looked at her work, she felt truly proud for perhaps the first time in her adult life. She had actually accomplished something domestic, accomplished something that would benefit someone other than herself. She only hoped Brent would appreciate her efforts to make their house a home.

At six o'clock she turned down the heat in the oven, then went back to the bedroom to change her clothes. She remembered that her mother always tried to greet her father at the door wearing a dress and looking her best. With that in mind, Callie put on a short black pleated skirt and a white frilly lace top. She thought about putting on stockings, but rejected that idea because it was a very warm evening. On a whim, she decided not to wear any underwear at all.

She combed down her shoulder-length blonde hair and secured it in the back with a white ribbon. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she couldn't believe that the image she saw was her. She smiled at herself. I could get used to this. Then, her transformation complete, she went into the living room to wait.

At seven o'clock, Brent still hadn't called. Callie turned off the oven and checked the house one more time. She was getting bored and restless. Certainly, Brent had been late coming home before; in fact, he hardly ever came home before seven-thirty on a week night. But somehow this evening felt special. It was the first time she actually felt married, felt that she wanted to do something nice for her husband and be recognized for her effort.

She wanted her husband to take her in his strong arms, lift her up and carry her into the bedroom, throw her down on the bed and make passionate love to her. And afterward, he would eat her lasagna and rave about how good it was and how wonderful she was for making it. It was a fantasy, and she knew it. More than likely, Brent would come home very tired and cranky, and she would need to just stay out of his way.

By eight-fifteen, Callie was beyond restless. She was beginning to get angry. She walked by the table, so nicely set with their best dishes, another gift from her father, and came very close to pushing the entire service onto the floor. She stopped herself just as her hand was nearing one of the crystal candle holders (Waterford, of course). Get a hold of yourself, Callie, she ordered.

She walked into the family room and turned on the television. As usual, there was nothing on she wanted to watch, but at least the noise kept her company. This satisfied her until her cell phone rang at eight thirty-five. She could tell from the ring tone that the caller was Brent.

"Callie, I'm on my way home," he said, his voice booming through the speaker. "It was a very long day. Your father had sandwiches brought into the conference room, so don't wait for me to eat."

Callie scowled deeply but kept her voice under control. "How did it go today?"

"I'll tell you about it when I get home." His voice was gentle and tired. He didn't wait for a reply before he disconnected.

She dropped the phone onto the sofa cushion and stood up. She knew from experience that the drive from the headquarters building to their home was about thirty minutes. This would give her time to clear the table and put away the food and the dishes. She wasn't the least bit hungry anymore.

She had everything cleaned up and secured by nine. She thought about changing her clothes but realized that she probably wouldn't have time. Even though she was still a bit angry and upset that her efforts to be domestic were apparently wasted, she wanted to greet Brent when he came in. Maybe give him a passionate kiss; maybe see if she could coax him into taking her to bed. She understood that this working late wasn't really his fault. It was simply something she would have to live with, just like her mother had to.

At ten minutes after nine, Callie heard the garage door open. Instinctively, she smoothed down her clothes and hair and went to the side door to wait. A minute later, the door opened and Brent walked in. He looked exhausted. His eyes were bloodshot. His collar was open and he was carrying his suit coat.

She smiled at him; it was a forced smile. "Brent, are you okay?" she asked once he was through the door.

He returned her smile. "Long day," he replied.

She took his coat. "Do you want a drink? There's some lasagna in the refrigerator, if you're still hungry."

His smile widened. "Thank you, but I'm really bushed, and we have another very early day tomorrow."

Callie suppressed a scowl. "How did it go today?"

"Not bad," he said. "Mr. Hastings believes that because we are so well prepared they will settle by the end of the week rather than risk a multi-million dollar judgment. He said the European team is doing well already and should get the settlement they need as well."

"So this should be resolved by the end of the week?" she asked hopefully.

"So Mr. Hastings believes."

Callie nodded. "Well, Dalton Hastings is a good troubleshooter." She had known for a long time that Hastings headed up her father's internal legal affairs team. He had personally bailed her out of trouble more than once. She also knew him to have the confidence and arrogance that accompanied his success; he was a man you didn't want to trifle with.

Brent stood in the kitchen and gazed at his wife. "Callie, you look very nice tonight," he said in his quiet voice. "I'm sorry I couldn't get away earlier."

The last remnants of Callie's anger melted away. "I know it's not your fault," she said. She reached out and touched his hand, the same hand that had spanked her several times since they had been married. "Brent, do you think that you could... sort of... take me to bed?"

His eyes widened; he wrapped his fingers around her much smaller hand. "It's very nice of you to offer, and I have to admit that I'm very tempted. But, my mind is still on the case and I need to be up and out the door by six."

Not yet ready to concede defeat, to allow the great god of business to puncture her fantasy, Callie moved his hand to her leg and urged it up her thigh, stopping it only when it reached her exposed labia, now sticky with her natural lubricant. "I'll bet I could relax you."

He released her hand and his fingers strayed into the moistened folds between her legs. "I'm sure you could, and I really appreciate the offer. But not tonight, okay. I would only disappoint you."

Rebuffed again, she thought. She could feel the anger rising in her once more. She had to bite her tongue to keep from saying something sarcastic or even insulting his manhood. She wanted him to make love to her. She didn't want him to spank her. "I understand," she said softly. "You go on to bed. I have some things I need to finish up in the kitchen."

Brent bent down and kissed her on the cheek. Then he turned and headed off to their bedroom, leaving Callie to deal with her frustration and anger. In all her adult life, she had never before had a man walk away from the promise of sex with her; in fact, more often than not, she had them panting at her feet. As she stood where she was watching him disappear, she tried very hard to convince herself that his rejection wasn't personal. "We're married," she muttered, and we have the rest of our lives. It's going to be all right."

Callie calmed herself and got a glass of wine from the refrigerator. She considered that she might give her husband thirty or forty minutes alone, then shed her clothes and slip into bed beside him. Maybe he would take the bait; maybe he wouldn't. Either way, she would be okay.

But as she began to relax in the family room and came under the influence of the wine, she knew she would never get to sleep. She also knew that if she awakened Brent with an awkward attempt to coax him into making love to her, he would no doubt get angry and she would spend the rest of the night both frustrated and nursing a sore bottom.

With that in mind, she raised her skirt above her waist, spread her legs, and began to slowly masturbate, using her practiced fingers to perfection. But no matter how well she massaged her clit, she couldn't quite bring herself to climax. She determined that she needed something inside her. She wanted that something to be her husband, but realizing that was not possible at this time, she tried to think of alternatives.

She had a very good vibrator, but it was in the bedroom tucked neatly inside a small box in the top drawer of her dressing table. She thought about the kitchen and finally settled on a cucumber she had bought at the market earlier that afternoon. She had used this type of vegetable before when she had nothing else readily available and was confident she could put it to effective use again.

She wasn't wrong. Thirty minutes later, basking in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, she stretched out on the sofa and fell asleep. Sometime during the night, she woke up, undressed, and slipped quietly into the bed beside her sleeping husband. At least for now, her need to feel him inside her was gone. She was content to feel his muscular arm on her chest as she drifted off to sleep.

---oOo---

Callie was awakened by a gentle nudge from her husband. He was already dressed. "Callie, I have to go," he said in a near whisper once her eyes were open. "In the kitchen, I left a small list of things that need to be done today. I will try to leave fairly early, but don't count on it. I'll call when I leave." He kissed her cheek, turned, and left the bedroom, leaving a little of his clean manly scent behind to hang in the air like a small white cloud.

She managed a quick glance at the clock: 6:10. The morning sun was beginning to peek through the blinds on the bedroom window. She closed her eyes and fell back asleep.

When she awoke again, it was twenty minutes after nine. She sat up and stretched, trying to shake the sleep from her naked body. As she became more awake, she vaguely remembered that Brent had said something about a list of chores on the kitchen counter. For an instant, she could feel anger rise up inside her at how absolutely presumptuous her new husband was to direct the activities of her day. Aren't I an adult? Can't I make my own decisions about what needs to be done?

Callie stood up and stretched again. She caught a glimpse of her naked body in the mirror. She wasn't particularly pleased with what she saw. "I need to get my hair done and start exercising again," she muttered to herself, "but probably not today. Today I have to be domestic, even though my husband doesn't appreciate it." She scowled and her anger rose another notch.

She looked down at her fingernails and toenails, acknowledging she was in desperate need of a manicure and pedicure. She had always prided herself on her appearance, always made a point of treating herself at a spa at least twice a month. However, the last month had been a whirlwind of new activity, compromise, and adaptation. She hadn't had the time or energy to even think about her appearance beyond taking a shower and brushing her hair. Now she was beginning to see the effects of that neglect.

She moved closer to the mirror and studied her body, her eyes taking in every inch from her hair to her toes. She grimaced, realizing that if she was going to be the kind of corporate wife Brent needed, she had to look her best at all times. It seemed like a good rationalization, and with that in mind, she picked up her phone and called the Belle Femme Beauty Salon and Spa, an establishment she had frequented regularly before her wedding.

"Marie, this is Callie," she said into the phone in response to a female voice at the other end. "Can you work me in today? I need the works."

"I was getting worried about you," Marie said in a French accent.

"Well, I've been kind of busy these past few weeks."

"Come in around noon and we will take care of you," Marie said.

"Thanks." Callie disconnected, smiling to herself.

After a long shower, she dressed and headed for the kitchen. She had almost forgotten about the list Brent said he left for her. When she reached the kitchen, she saw the yellow pad on the counter next to the coffee maker. She rolled her eyes and read the following, written in his neat and precise script:

Callie,

Please get these items done before I get home today:

1. Take my shirts and suits to Forrest Dry Cleaner on Monroe Street. Tell them to get these done today as I need a clean white shirt for tomorrow.

2. Please launder my socks and underwear. I am just about out.

3. Go to the market and get more coffee and cereal. You know what I like.

4. Clean the bathroom, especially the mirror over the sinks.

Thank you.

Brent

Callie read and reread the list. Her first thought was to rip the page off the pad and crumple it up into a tight little wad. "I'm nobody's servant," she said out loud. But then she realized that she was now a housewife, whether she liked it or not. She knew and understood that as such, her first priority was to take care of her home and her husband. This was one of those adaptations and compromises she would have to live with. "But that doesn't mean I have to like it or jump up every time he barks out a command," she grumbled.

She glanced at the kitchen clock and saw that it was now ten-thirty, and told herself she would have plenty of time. She made some coffee and ate a leisurely breakfast of toast and cereal, confident that she could accomplish the four items on the list and still spend the afternoon at the spa. She didn't think Brent would be home before eight anyway.

Callie checked the list one more time after breakfast. Back in the bedroom, she gathered up Brent's shirts and two of his suits. For an instant, she wondered how his laundry got taken care of before they were married. She recalled that he always seemed neat and well-dressed so she had to assume that he either had help or was pretty adept at taking care of himself. So why does he need me to do it? He doesn't, she concluded. Resolutely, she changed into a dress and left for the spa, thinking that she would stop by the cleaners on her way.

Callie left the spa at five-thirty, much later than she had anticipated. During her visit she got her hair cut and styled and her fingernails and toenails done. She also indulged herself with a full body massage, a facial, and an all over Brazilian wax. She felt wicked and wonderful. In fact, she felt so good that it didn't bother or worry her that Forrest Cleaners was already closed when she arrived to pick up Brent's shirts and suits. He'll simply have to wear the same one twice... make a sacrifice just like the rest of us.

Then, as she was pulling into the driveway a few minutes after six, her cell phone rang. The caller was Brent. "Callie, I'm just leaving," he said in response to her nearly startled hello. "Things went so well in court today that your father let me go early. He actually told me to take the night off."

Callie gathered herself together. "That's great," she said. although at this moment that wasn't the way she really felt. "I'll get dinner ready for you." She disconnected before he could ask about his laundry and the other items on her to-do list she hadn't accomplished. She knew very well there was no fifth item on the list that said, 'Treat yourself to an afternoon at the spa.'

As soon as she was inside the house, she got out the lasagna she had made yesterday and put it in the oven. Then she set the table and took the bottle of red wine also from yesterday out of the wine rack. She quickly checked her appearance and determined that she looked as good as she was going to. She conceded that she didn't have time to start the wash or clean the bathroom, and Brent would just have to accept it.

Callie met Brent at the door at six thirty-five and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "You look very nice," he said as he entered the kitchen. "And the food smells good."

She smiled. "I hope you're hungry."

He returned her smile. "Thanks. I am." Then he paused for a few seconds and looked around the kitchen. "Did you get the chores done?"

Her face fell slightly and she looked away from him. "Not exactly."

He touched her hand. "What do you mean by not exactly? Did you get any of the chores done?"

Suddenly, she felt defiant. "Well... I honestly didn't think the list was fair. And I really needed to go to the spa and..."

Brent held up a hand to stop her from going further with the excuses. "I asked you a simple question requiring only a simple answer."

She fidgeted like a schoolgirl who hadn't finished her homework. "I dropped your shirts and suits off at the cleaners."

"Did you pick them up?"

"No. The store was closed when I got there."

Brent shook his head in apparent disbelief. "Let me get this straight. You had four simple chores to complete and you didn't complete any of them because you decided that spending the entire day at the spa was more important. Does that sum it up?"

Now she felt angry. "Yes."

He glanced at his watch. "Quite clearly that behavior is unacceptable." He opened a drawer and extracted a large wooden spoon. "Bend over the chair and let's get this over with. We have shopping to do tonight."

"Wait, Brent," she said, feeling now both angry and a little scared. "Can I ask you a question?"

"Of course, but make it quick." He gripped the handle of the spoon tightly in his right hand.

"What did you do before? I mean, who did your laundry, your cleaning, and your shopping before you married me?"

"I did."

"Why can't you continue to do it?" Callie felt like she was on the verge of making a good argument for getting out of the tedious work she had been assigned; at least it made perfect sense to her.

His eyes widened. "So... you're suggesting that I work to support us and take care of all the household chores as well. And what is your role in this family? Are you the designated princess?"

"Of course not," she said, still not quite accepting that you never argue with a brilliant lawyer. "But I guess I would like to know why you agreed to this arranged marriage. Did you think you were getting a household servant?"

Brent's face flushed slightly. "I thought I was getting a life partner," he said in his controlled voice. He took a deep breath. "Callie, I married you because I thought we could be very good together. I still believe that." He paused to give her a chance to respond. But she only remained where she was, momentarily speechless. He sought her eyes with his own. "I'm only going to ask you this once, and I advise you to think before you respond. Do you want out?"

The question stunned her for a moment. "What do you mean?"

"You know what I mean."

She knew exactly what he meant. It was a question she herself had thought about. "Do you want out?" she said.

"Don't throw the question back at me. If I wanted to end this marriage, I would say so."

Callie considered the question for a long time. She looked at her husband and began to see him not as an unreasonable tyrant but as a strong handsome man, a good and honest man who was doing his best to build a life for the two of them. Did she really want to sacrifice this chance at stability and happiness just because she didn't want to commit fully to her role as a housewife? "No, Brent, I don't want out," she declared finally. "I want to make this work. I really do. Just sometimes I can't help being the old Callie."

He smiled at her. "Thank you for your faith in me and our marriage. I know it's still very early and it hasn't been an easy transition for you." Then his face hardened a little. "But just so you know, I'm falling in love with the new Callie and I won't hesitate to punish you whenever the old Callie begins to emerge. It will be your job and responsibility to suppress that side of you. Can you live with that?"

Once again she was a bit stunned, especially by his declaration that he was falling love. "Did you say you are falling in love with me?"

Brent took her hand in his. "Yes, I did, and I meant it. The Callie you are becoming is a strong and beautiful woman and, with a little behavior modification, the perfect partner."

Callie beamed at the compliment; no man had ever told her these things before. "Thank you." It was all she could say.

"Okay, now that we seem to have the issue settled for the moment, we still have today's behavior to correct. Bend over the chair." Brent pointed to the nearest kitchen chair.

She backed up slightly. "But... I thought..."

He didn't let her finish her protest. "You thought I would weaken and let this slide? I wouldn't be doing either of us a service if I did that. Now, please get into position. We're wasting time."

She looked at her husband, noted the resolute look on his face. There would be no getting out of this. And a part of her knew she deserved the spanking she was about to receive; after all, she had made the conscious choice to blow off the list of chores he had given her. Still, she wasn't quite ready to concede. "Maybe we should eat dinner first. And why do we need to go shopping anyway?"

He shook his head in apparent disbelief. "Callie, I can't believe you asked that question. I need a clean white shirt and underwear for tomorrow, and the stores close at nine. Now, let's get this over with. Or would you prefer that I give you a severe paddling and confine you to the bedroom for the rest of the night?"

Now she knew for sure that she was defeated. She couldn't talk her way out of the spanking and she definitely didn't want to be paddled and banished to the bedroom for the rest of the night. She nodded and reluctantly moved to the chair. When she reached it, she bent her upper body over the back.

Brent came in behind her. He raised the hem of her dress to above her waist and lowered her white silk panties to her thighs. "I will not tolerate the old Callie behavior," he declared. "Nor will I tolerate unnecessary defiance. I already told you to never question my judgment."

He gripped the long handle of the wooden spoon and issued a hard strike that impacted the soft flesh of her right cheek. She flinched and gasped in response. A second later he struck the left cheek, eliciting a similar response. He paused and touched the two small marks he had produced. "We have a long way to go," he said.

After that, he simply cut loose, swinging the spoon with precision, laying down stroke after stroke after stroke until her bottom was awash with dark red stains and she was dancing in place. Hot tears ran down both sides of her face, smearing the makeup she had so proudly and casually applied at the spa.

Then, three minutes later, it was over. Brent laid the spoon on the kitchen table and gave her wounded bottom a quick and gentle massage. "Wash your face, grab your purse, and let's get to the mall," he said.

Callie eased herself into a standing position. Her hands moved to her bottom and she cupped both cheeks. She could feel the sting and the heat, but remarkably she wasn't angry at Brent for spanking her. Rather, she felt remorse for doing what she had done to deserve it.

She also thought briefly about her husband's demeanor both during and after the spanking. During the spanking he was no nonsense - no lectures, no starts and stops, just a hard spanking, beginning to end. Then after he was finished, again no lectures, no harsh words; whatever she had done was forgiven; she was cleansed of guilt as though she had been absolved by a priest during confession. She turned toward him and gave him a quick kiss on his cheek. "I'm sorry," she said quietly.

He smiled at her. "It's okay now," he said. "Please get ready to go."

She nodded and headed off to the bathroom.

---oOo---

Later that night, after an intense lovemaking session, Callie lay in the nest of her husband's arms. Her body was relaxed, but her mind was racing, trying to put the events of the last three weeks into some kind of perspective. After a few minutes, she looked to see if Brent was asleep and was relieved to see that his eyes were still half open.

"Brent, can I ask you a question?" she said gently.

He looked at her. "I was almost asleep so I can't guarantee much of an answer."

Callie chuckled at this, then got more serious. "Well, I was sort of wondering..." Her voice trailed off, as if she wasn't sure how to proceed.

"What were you wondering?" His manner was a little more impatient now.

She took a deep breath. "Well, I know this afternoon... you spanked me because I deserved it. In fact, I do understand that I have deserved all the spankings you've given me." She hesitated, unsure of what to say next.

Brent withdrew his arms and sat up. "Callie, what is your question?"

"I don't know... you seem so... so comfortable with spanking, but you didn't know what a Dom is. I mean, I guess I would like to know how you got so comfortable with this so quickly."

"Why do you want to know?"

"I want to know everything about my new husband," she replied quickly.

He scowled. "That statement is borderline impertinent."

"Well, you can spank me for being impertinent if you feel you have to," she said. "But the question is suddenly very important to me."

His face, made even more handsome by the half light, softened a little. "I'm not sure how to answer your question. I mean, I have lived a pretty boring life."

"Perhaps," Callie started. "But I feel pretty confident that you didn't just wake up on our wedding day and get comfortable with the role of disciplinarian."

"Okay, as I believe I have already told you, my father was pretty strict when I was growing up. I guess I learned some things from him."

Callie shook her head. "I know sons learn from their fathers, but there has to be more to it than that. Please tell me."

Brent held up his hands and smiled. "Okay, if you really want to know."

"I really want to know."

"All right, but it isn't much of a story."

She touched him on the arm. "At the risk of being impertinent again, please quit stalling and tell me."

His eyes widened slightly, but he wasn't getting angry. "In the fall of my third year in law school, I was coasting along pretty well. I mean, the JHR College of Law isn't exactly Yale or Harvard. But it was good enough for my parents, so it was good enough for me." He paused and took a deep breath. "Anyway, about mid-October, one of my professors took me aside and asked me if I would consider tutoring a first-year student who was struggling. I thought it might be an interesting challenge and experience, and I needed the money so I agreed. The student turned out to be a young woman. She was intelligent, definitely capable of mastering law school. But, as she conceded, she lacked the necessary self-discipline to study effectively.

"I asked her how she had gotten through her undergraduate program, which was relatively demanding, if she lacked self-discipline. You know what she told me?"

Callie shook her head.

"She said that all through high school and her four years of undergrad, whenever she started to fall behind in her studies, her mother would spank her with a school paddle and make her stand in the corner. However, she had to move away to attend JHR so she didn't have that built-in disciplinarian that she had come to depend on."

"So you assumed that role?"

Brent nodded. "Of course, we discussed it at length. I found it to be a little bizarre, but having grown up with a strict father, I guess I did understand it a little. Anyway, that semester, I both tutored her and applied the discipline when it became necessary, which was at least once a week."

"In other words, you spanked her a lot," Callie said.

"You might say that. I worked with her all through that year until I graduated. And it worked because her grades improved."

"I guess I have to ask this... did you ever, you know, have sex with her?"

"No... strangely enough. We never took our relationship to that level. The spanking was strictly for discipline."

"Whatever happened to her after you graduated?"

"We kind of lost contact with each other. But I believe she did graduate. She must have found a new disciplinarian."

"And did you ever spank anyone else?" Callie asked.

"No. Since law school, I've been too busy working for your father and trying to advance my career." He looked over at her. "How about you? You seem to know a lot about spanking. Were you ever spanked before?"

"My mother was the family disciplinarian until she died."

"What about after?"

"As you have probably already surmised, my father was no good at discipline."

"You're not really answering my question."

"Do you really want to know?"

He gave her a sly smile. "I want to know everything about my new wife."

"I guess I deserved that," she said. "Since I turned eighteen and went out on my own, there isn't much I haven't done, especially when it comes to sex and hedonistic behavior in general. And let's just leave it at that."

"Fair enough. There is such a thing as too much information. Maybe I really don't want to know everything about my new wife. Besides, those days are over for you... and for me too."

"No more seeking pleasure?"

"Only from each other. And if there is something I'm not doing right, I want you to politely tell me. But as I said earlier, I won't hesitate to punish you if the old Callie begins to emerge. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," she said and gave him a mock half salute.

"Okay, let's go to sleep. Tomorrow is another early day for me."

Callie nodded and kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you for being honest," she said.

"You're welcome." He sank back under the covers, closed his eyes, and was apparently asleep in less than five minutes.

She watched him, marveling at how fast he could fall asleep. She was tired and her bottom still felt a little sore. But, even though she too sank into the sheets, she couldn't make her mind stop. Rather, she thought about the last nine or ten years of her life, of all the experiences she had had, all the men she had encouraged to take full advantage of her. It was almost like being on a cruise ship adrift at sea with a perpetual orgy on board. For her, that ship had finally docked and she had gotten off.

She had watched the ship sail away again while she embraced a new and different life on the mainland, a life that seemingly revolved around husband and responsibility, a life that most grownups end up living. But did she miss being on that ship? She knew that question wasn't as easy to answer as it should have been. She had to admit it had been great fun being on that ship. But she also understood only too well that the lifestyle would have killed her eventually - a slow death followed by a quick burial at sea.

Callie closed her eyes and allowed the images of her former life to float across her mind, up to and including her last daring and dangerous dance with heavy drugs. She opened her eyes and looked over at Brent. She smiled, acknowledging this was her life now, her safe port, and she'd do her utmost to make the most of it.

She closed her eyes again and fell asleep.

---oOo---

When Callie woke up again the sun was shining through the half-closed blinds. She glanced at the clock and saw that it was nearly nine o'clock. She sat up and stretched. Remarkably, she felt absolutely refreshed and happy. Vaguely, as if remembering a dream, she could picture Brent gently nudging her, telling her good-bye as he left for work earlier. She smiled at the memory. This morning she felt once more the beginning of what she thought must be love for perhaps the first time in her adult life. It was a nice sensation and it made her want to work to please him, to make him proud of her.

Thus resolved, she virtually leaped out of bed and into the bathroom. She was showered and dressed in less than thirty minutes. The remainder of the day progressed like that as well. One-by-one she completed the tasks on yesterday's to-do list. While she was picking up his laundry at the cleaners, she stopped at the market and bought two thick rib-eye steaks and a bottle of red wine.

She was home by five-thirty, ready to grill the steaks. When Brent called at six-fifteen, she started the steaks on the outdoor grill and put on a short white summer dress. She also brushed down her hair and secured it with a white hair ribbon. She wore no underwear, as she was hoping that he would accommodate her with a 'quickie' when he got home.

Later that evening, after the steaks, after the wine, after two rounds of sex, they lay together on the carpeted floor of the family room.

"Callie, what's gotten into you?" Brent asked.

Callie looked at him. "Are you complaining?"

He put his right hand on her bare bottom. "I should spank you just for asking such a foolish question."

She smiled. "I take it that's a no."

He returned her smile and stroked her tender flesh gently. "That's a no," he said.

"I feel good today. You've made me feel good."

"I'm glad, and I have to say that I really like seeing you this way. I hope we've seen the last of the old Callie."

"How did it go in court today?" she asked.

Brent's eyes widened a little at the question, so seemingly out of context. "Very well. Mr. Hastings and your father believe the case will be settled by Friday or Monday at the latest. Hastings said that he had never seen a case this well prepared." He paused and his smile widened. "This may mean a big promotion and a raise."

"I hope that doesn't mean you will have to work even harder," Callie said.

"I don't know. Why?"

"I kind of like having you around. I wouldn't mind having you around a little bit more."

"I kind of like being around."

No more words were spoken after that. Instead, husband and wife went to bed, where they engaged in yet another session of lovemaking that left Callie in a near coma. Before she drifted off into a deep sleep, she couldn't help but marvel at the stamina and resilience of her husband. His testosterone level must be off the charts, she thought. She wondered if she should be worried or glad.

---oOo---

She awoke the next morning - Thursday - to the ringing of her cell phone. She fumbled with it, finally answering on the fifth ring. "Hello?"

"Callie? Callie McPherson is that you?" The voice on the other end was female.

Callie thought the voice sounded vaguely familiar, but she couldn't quite place it. "Yes, this is Callie."

"Callie, this is Mandy, Mandy Silverstein."

Callie shook the sleep from her head and processed the name. After a few seconds, she remembered. Mandy had been one of her closest companions on that perpetual pleasure cruise. In fact, at one time, they were so close they could have shared the same stateroom. She hadn't seen or heard from Mandy since she went into rehab. "Mandy... wow... It's been a long time."

"Yes, it has," Mandy agreed. "Listen, I'm in town on business and I would love to see you and catch up. I have meetings scheduled this morning, but I am free this afternoon. Can we meet for a late lunch at my hotel? I'm staying at the Fostoria."

Callie thought for a moment. She had some cleaning and yard work she was supposed to do, but she knew these could wait. Still, she hesitated. Mandy had been a part of her old life, the dangerous life that she was now trying to forget. She wasn't sure she wanted to re-connect, to expose herself to the temptation to slip. She wondered if Mandy had also put the past behind her. Still, there was only one way to find out. "Is one o'clock okay?"

"Excellent," Mandy said. "I'll meet you in the lobby."

And it was settled.

---oOo---

The two young women and former partners in pleasure seeking greeted each other in the posh lobby of the finest boutique hotel in town. They embraced for at least a minute before breaking apart. Mandy, raven-haired and slender, took Callie's hand and led her toward the elevator. "We'll have lunch in my suite," she declared. "Nothing like room service, especially in a world class hotel."

Both women came from wealth. Mandy's father owned a garment factory and a string of exclusive dress shops throughout the world. Mandy was in town to inspect one of the stores. As she explained to Callie, her recent life had followed a similar trajectory: short rehab followed by the almost grudging acceptance of adult responsibility.

"I heard you got married," Mandy said as soon as the two friends settled into her large and well-appointed suite.

"Yes," Callie said. "We've been married for nearly a month."

Mandy smiled as the two sat down at the round table near the floor to ceiling window overlooking the bustling city. "So... tell me about him."

Callie proceeded to describe her new husband to Mandy, excluding his role as disciplinarian and the fact that the marriage had been arranged by her father. She ended with, "Brent is a good and honest man, and he keeps me grounded."

"Sounds like you got lucky," Mandy said. "I'm still looking for my Prince Charming."

"I'm sure one will come along," Callie said.

Mandy nodded and reached into her large bag. She pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels. "Perhaps, but in the meantime, I have Jack to keep me company. Care to join me?"

"I don't know, Mandy... except for an occasional glass of wine, I've been clean for eighteen months."

Mandy poured a small amount of the whiskey into two glasses. She pushed one glass over to Callie. "Callie, I know you got pretty heavy into the drugs, but I never thought of you as an alcoholic. But when you did drink, as I recall, Jack was one of your favorites."

"I'm just being cautious."

"Very wise," Mandy said. Then she picked up her glass and drained it in one gulp. She refilled her glass. "As you can see, I haven't reformed completely." She drained the glass again.

Callie fingered her glass. It was certainly true that during her pleasure seeking years, she had been quite fond of good whiskey (among a great many other vices). "Perhaps just one won't set me back," she declared, picking up the glass and putting it to her lips.

"Good girl," Mandy said as she poured yet another glass for herself.

It was nearing four-thirty when Callie pushed back her chair and stood up. She was a bit unsteady on her feet as the effects of three glasses of whiskey hit her, but she was sober enough to know she needed to leave. She understood only too well that Brent would be very upset if she was still intoxicated when he got home. She was already in some trouble for not getting any work done. "Mandy, it's been great seeing you and catching up, but I need to leave," she said.

Mandy chuckled. "The demands of married life."

"You might say that," Callie said as she fumbled with her purse.

Mandy watched her friend, a bemused look on her face. "Honey, you look a bit tipsy. Are you okay to drive?"

Callie extracted her car key from her purse. "I'll be all right once I get out into the fresh air. Thanks for lunch."

Mandy stood up and took Callie's hand. "Callie, I'll be at the store all day tomorrow. We're starting a new manager. Come in and we'll take care of you. I'll bet you haven't upgraded your wardrobe for a long time."

"You're right about that. There hasn't been much need. But I may take you up on your offer."

Mandy got serious. "Callie, we've been through a lot together. Now it appears that we're finally growing up, maybe becoming what our fathers always wanted us to become. But being grown up doesn't mean you stop having fun. I hope I see you tomorrow."

Callie smiled and squeezed her friend's hand. "Thanks, Mandy. Let's not lose touch." Then, she opened the door and stepped out into the corridor.

---oOo---

Callie felt a little sick to her stomach when she got behind the wheel of her small sport sedan. The queasy sensation intensified as she started the engine and moved toward the exit of the parking garage. Just before she reached the street, a cramp hit her and she inadvertently steered the car toward a large post, scraping the left front fender. This definitely got her attention. "Shit!" she exclaimed. She managed to steer the car away from the post before any more damage was done. Fortunately, no one else saw the incident and she wasn't hurt.

Still, she was shaking by the time she got home and pulled into the garage at five-thirty. "Callie, calm down," she yelled at herself. "You've got things to do before Brent comes home."

She made up a quick mental to-do list: 1) change clothes, 2) clean up, 3) figure out something for dinner, 4) keep calm.

By the time Brent called at six twenty, she had changed into a tan summer dress. She had also brushed her hair and washed her face. But she was anything but calm. After her call from Brent, she ordered two complete dinners from the local Chinese restaurant and asked that they be delivered. She just couldn't face driving again today.

Callie jumped as soon as she heard the garage door opened. Her mind was a turmoil of indecision. Should she tell him immediately about the accident? Should she tell him but lie about the circumstances? Maybe he won't even notice the damage, then I won't have to tell him at all. I'll get the damage fixed tomorrow and he'll never know.

She actually smiled when she considered this last possibility. She was still smiling when Brent burst through the door. "Callie, are you all right? I saw the fender on your car."

So much for the third option. "I'm okay," she said. "Just a little fender scrape."

"So you're not hurt?"

"No."

Brent scowled. "Was anybody else hurt? Tell me what happened."

"Brent, it was only a little scrape. Nobody got hurt. I'll take care of it."

Brent clasped both her shoulders and looked her in the eye. "Callie, I'm your husband and also your lawyer. There may be more to this that you haven't thought of. Tell me what happened."

Callie briefly described the afternoon she spent with Mandy and ended with, "I just got a little distracted when I approached the street from the garage exit."

He continued his hot glare. "Were you drinking?"

She had a sudden idea to lie, but she rejected the idea because she just knew that somehow Brent would know and she would be in even more trouble. "I only had a couple of drinks. I wasn't drunk."

"Any drugs?"

"Absolutely not."

"Okay, I won't spank you for this, but you will take your car in on Monday and get it fixed. You are not to call your father or Mr. Hastings. You will take care of this yourself."

This may not be too bad, Callie thought. "I was going to go out tomorrow," she said. "I could take the car to the shop in the morning."

Brent shook his head. "You're not going anywhere tomorrow. You've got work to do around here. I'm taking your car keys just to make sure."

Callie flushed with indignation. "You mean you're grounding me... like some wayward teenager?"

"I guess grounding is a good word for it."

"That's not fair, Brent! I'm an adult and I won't be treated like a little child. It was just a minor accident. It could have happened to anyone."

"My job and responsibility is to protect you, even from yourself. Are you questioning my judgment?"

Remembering what happened the last time she questioned his judgment, a part of her was screaming to keep her mouth shut, that Brent was right - or at least it would be decidedly counterproductive to argue with him. "Yes, I'm questioning your judgment." She just couldn't help herself.

"Now you're grounded for three days," he said calmly. "If you protest or question my judgment again, you'll be grounded all next week and you'll get a belt whipping. What do you think about that?"

She took a deep breath. "I think you're a fucking bastard," she replied in a near whisper.

"What was that? I didn't quite hear you?"

Callie, shut up, her rational side screamed. "I said, I think you're a mother fucking son of a bitch."

Brent's face reddened. He took several deep breaths. "Well, you can never say I didn't offer you a way out." He looked at her. "Okay, you know you've got this coming so let's get to it. Take off your clothes, go into our bathroom, and wait for me."

She too was a bit stunned, mostly by her own obstinate and totally irrational behavior. "I... I won't do it."

He shook his head in disbelief. "Callie, there's only two ways this is going down. You can either do what I tell you to do right now or I will do it for you. Of course, you realize that if I do it for you, the consequences will be a lot more severe."

Again, her rational side screamed at her to do what she was told. And once again, she ignored her rational side. "If you lay one hand on me, you god damn bastard, there will be holy hell to pay." She paused for a few seconds. When Brent didn't react immediately, she simply cut loose, hurling string after string of expletives, some in English, some in other languages she had picked up in her travels around the world. It felt good and deliciously liberating to allow the old Callie to emerge, even for this one instant and in spite of the consequences she was sure to face.

Then, after a minute or two of throwing out the foulest language she could produce, she was spent and just stood there limp and exhausted.

Brent watched her for a few seconds. "Are you finished?" he asked finally.

Now in a near daze, Callie could say nothing.

"I must say," Brent began, "that when you dig a hole for yourself, you make it deep. One could almost admire your grit and sheer audacity. But not today. You deserve to be severely punished for that tirade, and you're going to be punished. Then afterward, if you feel you need to call your father or Mr. Hastings or Chief Montrose and report me for abusing you, I won't try to stop you. But right now, the question still stands: Are you going to do what I told you to do and take your punishment or do I have to forcibly strip you and carry you to the bathroom for your punishment?"

The question got Callie's attention. The day had been long and very stressful, and she realized as she processed her husband's words and icily calm demeanor that she had nothing left, no more will to resist. She raised her head and nodded in submission. "I'll go," she said. "Is it okay for me to use the bathroom first?"

"Of course, and when you're finished with what you need to do, bend over the sink and wait for me."

A few minutes later, Callie was naked. Her upper body was bent over the sink in the palatial bathroom. She could see herself in the mirror over the long marble counter. She shrugged at the image that was staring back at her. She had seen that image before, especially in the old days when she would debauch herself with reckless abandon. Nothing about it was pretty.

She heard a noise behind her and saw Brent's reflection in the mirror. He was carrying his doubled belt in one hand and a bar of soap in the other. As he approached, he held out the soap. "Put this in your mouth."

She was horrified at the order and was tempted to ask if he had seen A Christmas Story too many times. Wisely, she withheld that sarcastic question. "No, please, Brent. I feel sick enough as it is. I'm sorry for everything I said. I just kind of lost it for a moment."

"Lost it is probably a good way to put it, but we're not taking any chances that you might lose it again. Put the soap in your mouth and be grateful that it's not wet."

Once again, she knew she was defeated. She understood now that her husband was definitely a man of principle and purpose, and when he set his mind to a course of action, there was no stopping him. Reluctantly, she took the soap and put one end between her lips, being very careful not to let it touch her teeth or tongue. She grimaced.

Once the soap was in place, Brent stepped back and retracted the belt. "This will be a pretty severe whipping, so be prepared. If you move from your position before I give you permission, I will tie you to the bed. If you understand, nod your head."

Callie understood only too well. She definitely didn't want to be tied to the bed. She mostly just wanted to get this over with. She nodded and put her head down.

She didn't have long to wait after that. The first strike came almost immediately, impacting the center of her right cheek. This was followed quickly by the second strike, impacting the left cheek. After that, Brent didn't hold back. He delivered strike after strike after awful strike, covering every centimeter of her quivering bottom and sometimes hitting her upper thighs. She groaned, cried, and danced in place, but she held her position. As the pain and fury of the punishment overwhelmed her, she forgot about the soap wedged between her pursed lips.

After two or three minutes she was in serious pain, and Brent stopped. He rubbed her bottom gently, then stepped back. She was now sobbing. "You will stay in this position with the soap in your mouth for the next ten minutes. I'll be back to give you permission to move." He turned and left the bathroom.

Her hands flew to her bottom in a desperate attempt to rub out the sting. As always, this attempt was unsuccessful. Tears continued to roll down her flushed cheeks. As she stood dutifully bent over the sink, her bottom aching and white flecks of soap creeping into her mouth, she wondered if this experience had been bad enough to make her monitor and rein in her defiant behavior in the future. She wondered and felt a lot of things, but remarkably anger toward her husband wasn't one of them. She honestly believed that he had been right. He had warned her, she had ignored that warning, and she got exactly what he said she would get. Actions have consequences, a truth she had been able to successfully ignore for far too long.

Exactly ten minutes after he had left, Brent returned. "Callie, you may stand up now and take the soap out of your mouth."

Callie pushed herself up from the counter and carefully removed the soap bar from her mouth. Brent handed her a warm wet washcloth. Quickly, she wiped her face and lips, trying to remove all traces of the soap.

He smiled at her. "I have to admit that I kind of like seeing you naked, especially as you are right now; you are a very beautiful woman," he said.

She blushed at the compliment, in spite of the pain raging in her backside and the slight nausea she still felt, exacerbated by the few flecks of soap remaining in her mouth.

"I found the two Chinese dinners you ordered," he said, still gazing at her. "We'll heat them up in a little bit. But we need to talk first." His expression turned hard. "Callie, I'm not going to apologize for punishing you or being true to who I am. I warned you that I would severely punish you whenever the old Callie emerged. I really do care deeply for you, and I will protect you and guide you as you make this difficult transition from free international playgirl to housewife." He stepped back a couple of feet and tried to smile. "Do you have anything you want to say?"

"Brent, I..." Her voice tapered off and her eyes moved to the tile floor.

"Callie, it's okay," Brent said. "You can say anything you want. However, if you launch into another profanity-laced tirade, you will wish you hadn't."

Callie almost smiled at this. The anger that fueled the earlier tirade was gone, the fury all used up. "I want to say that I'm... sorry, very sorry. I disappointed you and I disappointed myself. I thought I had the old immature and insensitive Callie under control. I guess I was wrong about that." She paused, suddenly thinking about all that she had learned in rehab about overcoming addiction.

Brent reached out and touched her trembling hand. "Callie, it's okay. I understand."

"I know you do, and I appreciate that," Callie said. "But... I need to stay busy, stay involved. That will help to keep me out of trouble."

"That makes sense. I know I've been working so much and kind of ignoring your needs. Let me make a couple of suggestions."

"I'm listening."

"Okay," Brent began. "First of all, let me remind you that you are now a housewife first and foremost. Are you okay with that?"

For an instant, Callie thought about her mother. Clarissa had seemed content with her role as housewife. "I think so."

Brent shook his head. "There can be no thinking about it. Yes or no, are you okay with being a housewife?"

"Yes." She was certain now.

"Good. Then you need to take care of the house. That includes managing the landscaping and keeping up with the cleaning and decorating. I want you to work out a daily and weekly schedule of chores. I also want you to create a dinner menu and handle the shopping. We will work out a budget to manage expenses. Finally, I have two small projects for you."

"What are the projects?" she asked. She wasn't sure she liked what she was hearing so far. But that was the old Callie trying to assert herself one last time.

He smiled. "First, I want you to either make or buy a collar. It should look good, like a piece of jewelry, but have a small ring attached. I think you can figure what it's for."

She also smiled. For someone who didn't know what a Dom was a month ago, her husband was learning rapidly, perhaps too rapidly. "Okay. What's the second project?"

"You will acquire a small wooden paddle, one that you don't want me to ever use on you. Can you do that?"

"Yes, I can do that." She knew this would be an easy project even though she wasn't at all sure she wanted to do it.

"Good. I want you to have both objects by the end of next week."

"Anything else?"

"That should be enough for now," Brent said. "Now, let's get dinner. You will remain naked for the rest of the evening. I will want to take full advantage of your body later on tonight."

"I'd like that," Callie said sweetly. And she meant it. She looked forward to her husband's gentle but assertive touch. She realized at that moment that she was definitely falling in love. She took a step forward. "Brent, before we go down, will you please hold me for a moment?"

He nodded and pulled her into his arms.

---oOo---

The next morning, Callie awoke happy again. She had not forgotten about the belt whipping she had received the evening before or the soap she had been ordered to put in her mouth. But, she also had not forgotten about Brent's soothing touch or his complimentary words that made her feel like a good clean woman, perhaps even reborn.

When she got out of bed at seven-thirty, she thought briefly of her afternoon with Mandy. Somehow it seemed much longer ago. Remarkably, she wasn't upset that she was grounded and couldn't go to Mandy's boutique for one last visit, one final connection with her past. It just didn't seem important anymore.

She accepted that that part of her life really was over. Her life was with her husband now. For better or for worse: She had said the words, made the vow. That meant something to her, and she felt proud of herself. Now, as she shed her nightgown and studied her naked body in the mirror, she believed that her life and her marriage would definitely be for the better.

Callie spent the day doing exactly what Brent asked her to do. She made up a daily and weekly schedule of chores, she contacted a landscaping company and arranged to have the yard and garden finished. She even worked out a dinner menu. Of course, she knew she wouldn't be able to actually do any grocery shopping until next Wednesday, but there was always take out and a convenience store only a mile away - an easy walk.

As the afternoon began to give way to evening, she got on the Internet and looked for sites that specialized in paddles and jewelry. After a brief search, she found a wooden hairbrush paddle made of black oak that appeared both innocent and wicked at the same time. Even in the picture, it looked like something she would never want applied to her backside. She ordered it anyway, silently vowing to be on her best behavior at all times.

She also found a heavy gold choker chain with two small rings embedded in the gold. It was expensive, but it looked exactly like what Brent said he wanted. As she ordered it, she couldn't help but wonder what he had in mind for her. She also thought once again about how fast he seemed to be learning and getting into his role as dominant head of the household. The thought was a bit frightening and strangely exciting at the same time.

Brent didn't call until nearly eight-thirty. He sounded very tired as he simply informed Callie that he was on the way home.

When he walked through the door, stooped and weary, Callie greeted him with a soft kiss on the cheek. "What's wrong?"

Brent straightened up and tried to smile. "They surprised us in court today. Mr. Hastings says we need to revise our strategy. Your father reserved the large conference room at the Fostoria for the weekend along with a block of rooms. I need to pack a bag and get there very early in the morning. We will be spending the entire weekend in that conference room working out the issues." He paused and looked at his wife. "I'm sorry, Callie, but I probably won't be home until Monday night, if then."

Callie absorbed the news as stoically as she could. She didn't want to spend the weekend alone, but she knew it wasn't Brent's fault. And she definitely didn't want spend their remaining time together getting soundly spanked for being petulant or defiant. "It's okay, Brent," she said. "I know how important this is." And she really did. She understood only too well her father's obsession with business and the demands he placed on himself and his associates. He and his small team would fight until they won no matter how long it took or what toll it exacted on their personal relationships.

"Thank you," Brent said.

"Are you hungry?"

Now, he did manage a smile. "Only for you."

She blushed and took his hand in hers. "Well, if we only have a limited amount of time together before my father gets you again, we better not waste it."

He squeezed her hand and pulled her toward the bedroom. She didn't resist.

Ten minutes later, their clothes were strewn about the bedroom and they were in bed, naked and clawing at each other's body like a couple of teenagers high on hormones. Later, when she had time to think about it, Callie would be amazed at how well they fit together and how sexually compatible they had become in such a short time. One thing she knew for certain was that her new husband was the best lover she had ever had - gentle and unselfish when she wanted him to be, powerful and assertive when she wanted him to be. And he always seemed to know which side of him she wanted.

Brent was dressed, packed, and out the door by six the following morning, leaving his wife in a deep and happy sleep. When she finally awoke at ten-thirty, she felt the full weight of being alone. She realized that this was a rather silly sensation since Brent left early nearly every morning and she had spent the great majority of the past four weeks alone.

Still, this morning she had an acute sense of loneliness. The house was very quiet. For an instant, she felt like she was the only person left in the world. She got out of bed, went to the window, and opened the blinds, not caring at all that she was naked and exposed to her next door neighbor.

She saw that it was another beautiful summer day. She was almost relieved to see her neighbor, a married man in his forties, straddling his John Deere mowing his wide expanse of lawn, a typical Saturday activity in her upscale suburban neighborhood. She was tempted to wave when he steered the mower in her direction, but then remembered she was naked and stepped back away from the window. She wasn't ashamed of her body and had certainly exposed it to her share of men in her adult life. But these days her body belonged to her husband. And she didn't think he would be too pleased that she was showing it off to the man next door (or any man, for that matter).

She took a slow shower, dressed in tan shorts and a white tee shirt, and ate a leisurely breakfast. By noon she was restless and bored. When she began to clean up her dishes, she saw the note from Brent, his neat handwriting scrawled on a yellow pad, the same yellow pad on which he had written the list of chores a few days before. She picked up the pad and read:

Callie,

Thanks for last night. It was incredible. I will miss you this weekend. I know you will get bored just sitting around the house, so I am 'ungrounding' you. The key to your car is back in your purse. If you get a chance, take the car to the body shop.

Please don't get into trouble this weekend. I will try to call you this evening so please have your cell with you.

Love,

Brent

Callie flushed slightly as she read and re-read the note. At first, she was relieved that he had returned the key to her car, a small sign of trust. At least now she could go shopping or to a park or anywhere else she might want to venture just to get out of the house. Then she was a bit indignant that he would ask her not to get into trouble. She honestly believed she was beyond that now. Finally, she was touched that he ended the note with 'love, Brent'. He had said that he was falling in love with the new Callie; maybe the fall was now complete. No man had ever said that he loved her before and truly meant it.

For an instant, she marveled at her father's practical wisdom and thought that if he ever decided to give up the pharmaceutical business, he might make a great matchmaker.

Buoyed by her husband's note and the realization that she was free to use the car to go wherever she wanted, she dressed to go out. Her first stop was the body shop that specialized in repairing luxury sedans. Although she herself had not used the shop in the past, she knew it came highly recommended. She was able to get an appointment for the following Tuesday. Next, she went to the Raintree Mall where, on a whim, she purchased several lingerie sets at Victoria's Secret. Finally, as the day was winding down, she treated herself to an early dinner at Tuccelli's. While she felt liberated to be out on her own, she also felt lonely. She missed her husband, the other half of the couple they had now become.

Callie was home by six forty-five. She was hoping that Brent would call and report on their progress. She had thought about him off and on throughout the day. She was trying on a pair of white lace thong panties when the phone rang. Wearing only the thong, she rushed to the phone. But the caller wasn't her husband. Instead, she recognized the number as that of Mandy.

She swiped the call on the fourth ring, not sure she really wanted to answer. "Hello?"

"Callie, this is Mandy."

Callie put the phone on speaker. "Oh... hello, Mandy. Are you still in town?"

There was a slight pause at the other end. "No. I am in Miami inspecting a new boutique. I just got finished for the day."

Callie wasn't at all certain how to respond to that. For an instant, she was reminded of her carefree days of traveling wherever she wanted whenever she wanted. The last time she had visited Miami was four years ago. Mandy had been with her at the time. Because of her heavy cocaine use she now remembered very little of that visit - or most of her travels in those days. "Kind of a warm time of year to visit south Florida," she said finally.

Mandy chuckled at the other end. "Well, I go where my father sends me these days." Another slight pause. "Callie, I missed you yesterday. I was hoping you would stop by. Do you have time to talk?"

Callie took a deep breath. Did she want to confess to her former best friend that the reason she didn't go to the boutique yesterday was because her husband had grounded her? At one time, they shared their most intimate secrets, but that was then, that was the old Callie. "Yes, I have time. Brent is working. I missed you too yesterday, but I kind of got tied up."

"What happened?"

"I sort of had an accident." Callie just blurted it out. She was never much good at making up credible stories.

"Are you all right?"

"It was just a fender scratch. No big deal."

"When did it happen?"

For another instant, Callie was tempted to yell, 'none of your business', but she didn't. "Actually, it happened when I was leaving the Fostoria."

"I thought you seemed a bit tipsy when you left my suite," Mandy said. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have let you leave."

"I wasn't drunk, Mandy," Callie declared a bit indignantly. "I just got distracted. It was no big deal."

"Okay. What did your husband say about it?"

Another of those infamous moments of truth, Callie thought. "He just wanted to make sure I was all right."

"I'll bet there's more to it than that," Mandy said. "Thursday you didn't say much about him, but you did mention that he is a bit conservative and straight-laced. When we talked, you seemed a little, shall we say, subdued, not at all like you used to be when we partied together and had men falling at our feet. Now, putting these together, I would say that he is probably strict. What do you say? Am I right?"

Callie smiled. Mandy was as smart, perceptive and persistent as ever, which is why she was always one step ahead of the trouble that seemed to dog Callie. "You certainly are being nosy," she said, practically spitting at the phone.

"I'm just curious," Mandy said. "We were best friends once and I still care about you. I even saved your life. Remember that time in LA?"

Callie hung her head. "Yes, I remember." She had gotten mixed up with a very wild Hollywood crowd and nearly died from a drug overdose. Mandy, always the more level-headed, managed to get her help and steer her away from additional trouble.

"Look, Callie, if you really have turned your life around - and it appears as though you have - I would like to know how you did it. You lacked any sort of self-discipline in those days before rehab. I guess I did too, and I still have an occasional lapse that I probably need to correct before these lapses come back to haunt me. What is the secret?"

Callie calmed herself a little. The memories that had come roaring back were now beginning to fade. "Brent is a very good man."

"So you said before. You told me that he is a lawyer who works for your father, but you didn't tell me much else. How did you two get together?"

Callie sighed. But, as she thought about it, she saw no real reason to hold back. "My father arranged it."

"Your father arranged it?"

"Yes. It was either marry Brent or get cut off completely. At first, I was upset. But I realized I didn't have much of a choice. Now I have to admit that my father was right. Brent has been good for me. I'm beginning to feel good about myself for the first time in a long time."

"You told me that Brent works all the time. So what does he do that makes you feel good about yourself?"

"Yes, it is true that he works long hours. But when he is with me we make the most of the time. He is a very good lover, not like most of the losers we used to attract."

"You're right about all those losers. Anything else?"

"You're right about him being strict," Callie said. "He applies the discipline that I apparently lack and have always lacked."

"How does he do that?" Mandy's tone was insistent.

"Well, if you must know, when I get out of line, he... he spanks me." Callie flushed when she said it, in spite of herself.

Mandy snorted on the other end. "He spanks you?"

"Yes, he spanks me. I know it sounds very retro and anti-feminist, but it seems to work for me."

"Callie, you don't have some kind of secret spanking fetish, do you?"

"No, I don't. I don't get off on being spanked and I am definitely not some kind of closet submissive. Our relationship is simply that when I don't meet Brent's expectations, he punishes me - lovingly, I might add. And after the punishment is over, he forgives me and we move on."

There was another slight pause at the other end. "And you're okay with it, the dominant behavior, I mean?"

"If you had asked me that question a year or six months ago, I would have said absolutely not. I'm not even sure I was okay with it on my wedding day. But I can see what I am becoming, which, in a strange way, is what I always wanted to be but would never admit it."

"And what is that?"

"A housewife," Callie declared proudly. "Like my mother was."

Mandy chuckled. "I never would have believed it."

"Neither would I," Callie said. "But there it is."

"So we won't be reliving the old days any time soon?"

"I don't think we'll be reliving the old days ever... period. Brent says he is falling in love with the new Callie, and he has already shown that he will not hesitate to punish me whenever I revert back to the old Callie. And that's okay because he's a good man and deserves the new Callie."

There was another short pause. "I don't suppose he has a brother."

"He's an only child, just like us," Callie replied.

"Well, it's probably for the best. I don't think that approach would work for me, and I have no absolutely no desire, secret or otherwise, to be a housewife."

"You'll find your way, Mandy," Callie said.

"I think I may already have. Maybe we can get together the next time I'm in town."

"I'd like that."

"Callie, email me sometime, let me know how you're doing, okay?"

"I will," Callie said, knowing even as she said it that she probably wouldn't - better to let the past fade into distant memory. "Thanks for calling and for caring about me."

"You're welcome."

That was the end of the conversation. As she stared into the phone, now displaying 'call ended' a single tear formed in each eye. She swiped the tears away and put down the phone.

---oOo---

Callie was ready for bed when Brent called just after ten o'clock. They had a very short conversation, with Brent doing most of the talking. He was extremely tired, they were making progress, and he needed to be up at the crack of dawn. He ended by saying he would try to call again Sunday evening.

"I miss you, Brent," she said just before terminating the call. She almost said 'I love you', but held back. She wanted him to be next to her; she wanted to look into his dark blue eyes when she said the words. She had never before in her life told a man that she loved him, not even her father. She wanted this first time to be very special.

On Sunday morning Callie was up by eight o'clock. She felt lonely as she slid out of bed, but, in a strange way, she also felt blessed. She was safe, secure, and maybe even loved by a good and handsome man. It was a wonderful feeling, perhaps even the best of feelings, far better and significantly less transient than a cocaine high. And she did feel grateful.

She smiled as she showered and ate breakfast. Then, when she looked out of the window and saw the sun rising in the cloudless sky, saw the lush green lawns and the blossoming flowers, saw her neighbors, dressed in good clothes, get into their minivan, she had a sudden desire to go to church. It was a desire she hadn't felt since her mother died.

She remembered that the nearest church was St. Anthony, only a half mile away, easy walking distance. Quickly, she checked the Internet and found that the next Mass was at eleven. It was now ten-fifteen. She brushed her teeth, put on a white summer dress, and was out the door by ten twenty-five.

While she was walking, she thought about a conversation she had had with Brent just before they were married, when the subject of church came up. Brent told her that, although he himself hadn't attended any church in a long time, he had been baptized Catholic because his parents had been practicing their religion when he was born. He didn't know what happened, but he knew that his parents sort of 'fell away' from the church when he was a boy and never went back. When they died, they didn't have a Catholic funeral.

Callie herself wasn't sure what she believed; up until recently, she had more-or-less lived in the moment, not really thinking or worrying about spiritual matters. She had been to a couple of Catholic weddings, but had never been to a Sunday Mass, and thought it would be an interesting experience as the church, with its imposing Gothic entrance and spire, came into view.

She joined the stream of people entering the gathering space, found a seat in one of the back pews, and settled in to observe. She felt a little awkward and out of place as the priest and altar servers processed in, but soon found herself caught up in the ritual and the welcoming nature of the people around her. When the other congregants went up for Communion, she stayed where she was and said a silent prayer of thanks.

After church, Callie once again treated herself to lunch, this time at Olive Garden. She was home by two-thirty. But instead of going into the empty house, she elected to sit in a wooden rocking chair on her front porch and watch her neighbors as they did yard work or washed their cars or played with their children. So this is family life in the suburbs. I could get used to it.

As she continued to watch the families interacting on this beautiful Sunday afternoon in the summer, she couldn't help but wonder if any of the husbands on her street assumed the role of head of the household. How many, she wondered, discipline their wives if the wife's behavior deviates from expectations? One thing of which she was certain was that she would probably never know the answer to that question. Keep your relationship with your husband very private; what happens in the home stays in the home.

Brent called just as she was getting ready for bed. In another short conversation, he sounded even more weary than he had the night before. "We are making good progress," he declared. "We will definitely be ready for court tomorrow."

"Do you think you'll be home tomorrow night?" Callie asked. She was sitting on the edge of their bed naked. The fingers of her left hand were inching toward her clitoris. Just the sound of his voice filled her with desire and need. For a giddy instant, she was very tempted to ask him if they could at least engage in phone sex, maybe even use Skype. It wasn't as good as the real thing, but it would be better than her imagination.

"We're all pretty tired. I think all of us could use a night at home, even your father."

She gasped slightly as her index finger touched her moistening labia. "I miss you, Brent," she said. "I need you at home, even if it's just for the night." It is truly amazing how fast her need for her new husband had developed, she thought.

"That's good to hear. I miss you too. I'll do the best I can. I'll tell Mr. Hastings that I need some clean underwear." He chuckled at that. "I'll call you as soon as we're finished in court."

"I'll be here waiting," Callie said. Once again, she was tempted to express her love. Once again, she held back. She sensed that he was holding back as well. As she ended the call, she said another silent prayer. This time she was praying that all would go well in court and she could have her new husband back again.

She put down the phone and lay back on the bed. With her legs spread and the fingers of her left hand massaging her clitoris and moving in and out of her vagina, she closed her eyes and imagined her husband on top of her, thrusting slowly. She would look into his blue eyes and see the love reflected back. She came in less than five minutes and was asleep soon after.

While she slept, she dreamed that Brent opened a home office and did most of his work there, just down the hall from their bedroom. Even though he warned her not to disturb him, she couldn't help herself. She would interrupt him, knowing full well that she risked serious punishment. And in the dream, that is exactly what she got. She woke up just as Brent was whipping her with his thick leather belt while she was tied to the bed in prone position, her bottom elevated with the help of three thick pillows under her midsection.

In spite of the intensity of the dream, Callie smiled at the memory of it, especially since the dream had already come true. Nevertheless, she didn't really want it to happen again and would now be happy to keep the experience a dream from which she could awaken with her bottom still unmarked.

Just as he had promised, Brent called at ten minutes after five on Monday, saying that he was calling from the lobby of the courthouse. At the time, Callie was watching three young and shirtless landscapers plant wisteria bushes around the front of the house. She couldn't help admiring the way their exposed muscles, glazed by a thin coating of sweat, rippled while they worked. Before she went into rehab, she might have been tempted to strip down to her thong panties and ask them if they wanted something to drink, then see what happened. She would have taken all three of them, one right after the other or in a four-way. She loved the subtle smell of sweat on a man.

But that was then, that was the old Callie. She turned away from the window and devoted her full attention to her husband. "Things are turning for us," Brent declared. "Mr. Hastings believes they will settle by Wednesday. But we need one final thrust to push them over the edge."

Some of Callie's excitement at hearing Brent's voice drained away. "What does that mean?"

She heard him sigh on the other end. "It means I won't be coming home tonight. I'm sorry. But if we can wrap this up by Wednesday, I think I can get some actual time off."

A tear formed in her eye. She quickly swatted it away and tried to get a grip on herself. "I'm sorry too. I really miss you." It was almost as good as saying I love you - almost.

"I miss you too," Brent said in a near whisper, his fatigue distorting his voice. "I'll call you tomorrow about the same time."

"I'll be waiting," she said. "By the way, the landscapers are working on the lawn and planting bushes. It looks very good so far."

"Thanks for getting that done," he said and ended the call.

Callie set down the phone and went back to the window. The landscapers had put their shirts back on and were loading their equipment onto the truck. The show was over for the day. Once they were gone, she got a glass of iced tea and went out to the front porch to watch her neighbors. All up and down the street, cars were pulling into driveways, people coming home from work. In some cases, she noticed, a man would get out of the car and be greeted by a nice-looking woman wearing shorts and a tee shirt - his wife, she presumed. Sometimes, the man was also greeted by a couple of young children. One woman, she noted, was wearing a sun dress and was at least seven months pregnant.

It was a very pleasant scene to watch. For a moment, Callie imagined herself rushing out the door in a bright summer dress and throwing herself into her husband's waiting arms as he arrived home from work. She even imagined that she had a small child beside her - perhaps a little girl that looked like her mother. She smiled at the vision and vaguely remembered greeting her father like that on the rare days he came home before sundown. Yes, I could get used to this, she acknowledged. She said a silent prayer to help make it happen.

She spent the next day, Tuesday, at the body shop. The technicians worked competently and efficiently restoring her sedan, a birthday gift from her father, to its full glory. By early afternoon, all traces of last Thursday's encounter with the parking garage were gone. As she looked at her car with its now unblemished fender, she thought that her past was now behind her completely. She was especially proud of herself for taking care of the damage, not passing it off to Mr. Hastings or her father. "I am growing up, becoming an adult at last," she said to herself as she drove away.

Brent called just as she was pulling into the garage. It was nearly six o'clock. "They are breaking! We've countered their last defense. Mr. Hastings and I are meeting with them this evening to work out the final settlement." He didn't sound at all tired; rather, his excitement was palpable.

"That's great news," Callie said. She turned off the ignition and sat behind the wheel in the silence of the garage.

"We'll be working well into the night, but I think we'll have this completely wrapped up by tomorrow afternoon. I'm sorry I won't be able to make it home tonight, but I promise I'll make it up to you tomorrow night."

She snaked a hand under her dress and inched it toward the moistening crotch of her panties - the magic of his voice and his promise, she thought. "I hope so," she said.

"So do I." He ended the call just as the fingers of her left hand were brushing aside the thin silk of her thong. She closed the garage door and quickly brought herself off. And while she was fingering herself to orgasm, she was praying that she would never have to do it again. She wanted to finally relieve herself completely of the responsibility for her sexual gratification and pass it on to her husband.

---oOo---

Wednesday morning, Callie woke up excited and full of energy. Brent was finally coming home flush with victory. As she had slept, her dreams were full of her and her husband together, doing the things that newlyweds are supposed to do. She wanted him more than ever.

After her shower, she set about cleaning the house, first the kitchen, then the bathrooms. She vacuumed and dusted and mopped. Her last task, which she completed just after noon, was to change the sheets on their bed. She wanted the house, and particularly their bedroom, to be as inviting as possible.

Brent called at two-fifteen, just as she was putting away her lunch dishes. "It's over," he declared with an excitement in his voice that she hadn't heard before. "They accepted our settlement and the judge agreed. Mr. Hastings and the accountants will work out the rest of the details."

She flushed. "Brent, that's great."

"Your father informed Mr. Rawlings and told me to take the rest of the week off and not to report to the office until Monday."

Her flush deepened. "So, are you on your way home?"

"I'm just getting to the parking garage. One more thing... I was thinking we could get away this weekend, maybe go to a bed and breakfast in the country, wherever you want to go. Do you think you could arrange that?"

"Sounds wonderful. I'll get on the Internet. But, Brent..." She paused, not quite sure how to proceed.

He chuckled on the other end. "Don't worry, we'll make up for lost time as soon as I get home. Be ready. I'll see you in less than an hour."

Callie smiled as she ended the call. Be ready, she echoed. No problem there. She could already feel herself lubricating between her legs. Then she came to her senses as she remembered that she had agreed to arrange for them to spend the weekend at a remote bed-and-breakfast.

Quickly, she opened her laptop and accessed various websites that advertised inns within a hundred mile radius. After several minutes, she found one that had small quaint cabins nestled near the Washburn Forest. As she read through the description and viewed the photos, she determined that it was perfect. In all her vast experience, she had never before had sex in a hot tub. Time to cross that off my bucket list.

The cabins were remote but within a mile or so of Martinville, a small town about a hundred miles away. They would have a pleasant drive in the country leading to three whole days and three whole nights to themselves, to reconnect, to make love, to hike in the woods - whatever they wanted. She booked the Oak Tree Cabin because it also featured a large hot tub which looked as though it might be a lot of fun.

She glanced at the clock and realized that Brent would more than likely be home in less than fifteen minutes and she was still dressed in her work clothes. Although the house was perfect, she needed to sort herself out. She shut down her computer and headed for the bathroom. Quickly, she washed her hands and face, brushed her teeth, and fixed her hair. Then she put on a sheer white peignoir with a pair of white silk thong panties underneath. She smiled when she checked her appearance in the mirror, knowing Brent wouldn't be able to resist her. Although, in reality, she had learned enough about men in her lifetime to know that her husband probably wouldn't resist her if she was wearing an old jogging suit with her hair up in curlers. She knew, just like most women, that men are very basic and very primal in terms of their expectations and wants.

When Brent opened the door, Callie was waiting, wearing her peignoir and holding a glass of red wine in her left hand. He dropped his briefcase to the floor, tore off his suit jacket, and peered at his wife, his eyes wide with lust and awe. "Callie, you are a beautiful woman," he declared. "I don't think we need the wine, although I do appreciate the thought."

She flushed and smiled demurely. She set the wine glass down on the kitchen counter. "I think you're right - about not needing the wine."

Brent took a deep breath, then scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom. She settled into his grasp and kissed his neck. When they were through the door, he set her down gently on the bed. "Don't move," he ordered.

She arranged herself on the bed and looked up at her husband. "I wasn't planning on it - at least not right away. The first move is all yours."

In less than a minute, he was naked, casting his clothes in a pile on the floor. He climbed up onto the bed and pulled her into his arms. "I really missed you," he said.

"I missed you too," she said.

There were no more words after that. He carefully removed her peignoir and panties and went to work, bringing her to climax twice with his tongue and fingers. And when she felt more than satisfied, she took his hands and kissed them. Then she lay back, legs spread.

"I shall take you now," he growled, and proceeded to do exactly that.

After they were both spent, they lay together on the bed. He encircled her sweating body with his arms; she laid her head on his chest. "That was worth waiting for," he said softly, his hand slowly stroking her hair.

"Yes," she replied dreamily.

They both fell asleep, awaking almost two hours later. Brent kissed her and gently freed her from his embrace. When she was fully awake, she smiled at him and sat up against the headboard. "I went on the Internet just before you got home and reserved a small cabin in Washburn Forest," she said.

He also sat up. "Where's that?"

"Just outside of Martinville - about a hundred miles from here. I can show you the pictures on the website, if you like."

He shook his head. "I trust you. As long as it is comfortable and has good amenities. I assume you got directions?"

Callie flushed slightly as she realized that she hadn't checked the directions. She recovered quickly. "We should be able to find it with the GPS."

"Well, we won't worry about it tonight," he said with a grin. "Tomorrow you will be the navigator."

"No problem." Basking in the afterglow, she didn't want to think about tomorrow.

On Thursday morning, Brent and Callie awoke at six-thirty. They looked at each other and laughed as they realized that he didn't have to get up for work. They rolled into each other's arms and made love slowly and sweetly. And when they were finished, they fell back asleep.

They awoke again around nine. This time they got out of bed, realizing that they still had to pack for their trip. Brent wanted to leave no later than two in order to beat the traffic and arrive before sundown. After they showered and dressed, they ate a leisurely breakfast. Brent looked relaxed for the first time since their marriage; Callie liked what she saw.

When she checked the mail after the kitchen was cleaned up, she saw there was a large package. She brought it into the kitchen. "What's in the package?" Brent asked.

Callie looked at the return address. "Probably the paddle you wanted me to order." She couldn't help blushing when she said it.

He smiled. "Well, open it up and let's see."

She tore open the package and extracted a small black wooden paddle with a short handle in which a hole was drilled. Through the hole was a long strand of rawhide tied in a loop. The wood was shiny and sleek.

Brent reached over and took the paddle from hands that had begun to tremble slightly. He turned it over and felt its weight. Then he gripped it by the handle and looped the rawhide around his wrist. "Looks like it would be pretty effective, but there's only one way to find out for sure."

Callie understood his intent immediately. "No, Brent, please."

He flashed a grin she had never seen before - a toothy, nearly demonic expression. He grasped her hand. "I think a little healthy fear can be very effective in managing behavior, huh? Now, raise your dress, lower your panties, and lean over the counter."

She backed up a few steps. Her eyes were wide as they moved back and forth between her husband's face and the paddle. "Please, Brent, there's no need for that."

His smile faded. "Are you questioning my judgment?"

She knew the wrong answer to that question only too well. "No."

"Then do what I told you to do. I only want to test the paddle... but if you question my judgment, we'll do a lot more than test."

Callie nodded in submission. She definitely didn't want to start their short vacation with a very sore bottom. Quickly, she raised the hem of her sun dress above her waist, lowered her panties to below her thighs, turned and put her hands on the granite counter top.

Brent stepped in behind her, still gripping the paddle in his right hand. He rubbed the wood gently against her exposed flesh, then retracted the paddle and brought it forward, striking her right cheek. She winced with the pain. Even at less than half force, it was worse than anything he had used on her so far, including the belt.

A second later, he struck her left cheek, leaving a bright red mark. Again, she winced and gasped. He struck two more times, then set the paddle on the counter and rubbed her warm red bottom with his hand. He kissed her neck. "Don't forget to pack this," he said with a wicked gleam in his eye. "I'm guessing it's pretty effective. What do you think?"

She turned around and cupped her bottom with her hands. There were already tears in her eyes. "I guess I'm pretty good at selecting paddles." It was all she could think of to say.

He kissed her again. "Well, the point is made. Let's get ready to go and have a great weekend."

An hour later, they were packed and ready to go. Their two small leather suitcases were tucked neatly in the trunk of Callie's sedan. In the outside pocket of her suitcase was the little black paddle.

She had programmed the GPS and thought she knew exactly where the Washburn Cabins were located. Confident, she settled into the passenger seat while Brent got behind the wheel. "You need to get on Route 82 north," she said as the car slid quietly out of the garage and into the street.

He nodded, and they were off on their first real road trip together.

Twenty minutes later, when they reached the turn off for County Road 19, Brent slowed down. "Looks like we should get gas before we go any further." He glanced over at Callie. "Do you need to use the restroom?"

She shook her head. "No, I'm good."

He steered the sedan into the filling station and parked next to a pump. "Are you sure? I'm guessing there aren't too many places to stop between here and Martinville."

At that moment, she really thought her bladder was relatively empty. "I'm sure," she said with perhaps a slight edge to her voice that she didn't intend.

Brent looked at her and held up a warning finger. "Be careful," he said. Then he got out of the car and moved to the pump.

Callie sat back in the seat and looked out of the window at the rural scenery. "Be careful," she muttered to herself.

In a few minutes, they were back on the road. Callie kept one eye on the GPS and another on the route markers. They were looking for Washburn Lane, which was supposed to be off Fisher Road. The drive was long and boring, with only scattered farms and fields to look at. To Callie, one farm looked the same as another.

The drive was also relatively slow, as they occasionally encountered a combine or hay truck on the two-lane highway. Nearly an hour and a half after they left the filling station, they noticed that the fields were giving way to dense forest. They found Fisher Road and turned left. Much to her horror, Callie realized that the GPS signal was fading in and out.

She glanced over at Brent. "Brent, I need to go to the bathroom."

He flashed her an irritated look. "Great. Where do you want me to stop? This looks like a long road with nothing in sight."

Her bladder was now sending more urgent signals. "Well, there's got to be something. Drive faster."

He was already doing sixty on a bumpy country road. "I can't go any faster, Callie, unless you want to end up in a ditch. You're just going to have to hold it until we figure out where we are."

Now, she was angry. "I can't hold it! I need a bathroom."

Brent didn't answer her. Rather, he spotted what appeared to be a narrow lane that led into the woods. Practically screeching the tires, he slowed the sedan and steered off the road onto the grass.

"Why are we stopping here? We need to go on, you fucking bastard," Callie said.

He brought the car to a halt about a hundred feet from the road and turned off the engine. "You're going to have to pee in the woods," he said. He opened his door and got out. He moved around to Callie's side and opened her door.

"I can't go in the woods," she said.

"Yes, you can and you will."

Callie looked at the angry face of her husband, then took his hand and stepped out of the car. "You're going to pay for this," she muttered.

"I hardly think so. Now, get going. Strip off your panties, raise your dress, and squat. No one's looking."

She realized at that moment that she was in no position to argue. Her need to empty her bladder was getting more urgent by the second and they were apparently lost somewhere in the middle of nowhere. She found a patch of grass behind a gigantic oak tree and did what she was told.

When she was finished, she felt relieved. She lowered her dress and turned around. Standing by the car was Brent. He was holding the little black paddle in his right hand. She gasped when she saw him.

"Okay, Callie, get over here and bend over the hood of the car," he ordered.

She shook her head. "No, Brent, please."

"I believe your behavior warrants some serious correction, especially that name you just called me."

"Look, Brent, I'm sorry about the name and my attitude. I got very nervous and needed to pee, all right."

"It's too late for that."

"Please... someone will see us." She was getting scared and desperate to avoid the paddle.

He seemed to consider for a moment. "I don't think anyone is anywhere around, but I suppose there's always a chance." Still gripping the paddle, he moved toward her. When he reached her, he took her hand and led her deeper into the woods until they were out of sight from the road. "Okay, raise your dress and lean against the tree," he ordered.

Again, she shook her head. "Please, Brent. Let's just get out of here. I'm getting scared."

"Callie, you deserve a spanking and you're going to get it," he said menacingly. "Now, we're wasting time. We seem to be lost and the GPS isn't working. We're going to have to backtrack. If we don't find the cabin until dark, you will get a paddling you won't soon forget."

Callie knew there was no effective argument against that. Slowly, she turned so that she was facing a large birch tree. She raised the hem of her dress, suddenly sorry she hadn't remembered to put her panties back on. She closed her eyes and thought about the pain inflicted by only four strokes of the paddle.

When she was in position, Brent approached. He retracted the paddle and issued a hard strike that impacted the soft flesh of her right cheek. She clenched and tightened her eyelids. Quickly, he struck again, this time impacting her left cheek. Then he struck directly across the crack dividing the two cheeks. Tears began to form in her eyes.

After these three strokes, he let loose a barrage of strikes that left her bottom mottled and dark red. Stroke after stroke after stroke fell until she didn't think she could take any more. Tears cascaded down her face. "Please, Brent... I'm sorry. Please..."

Brent lowered the paddle to his side and touched the scorched flesh of his wife's bottom. "Are you going to behave yourself for the rest of the trip?"

She was broken and would have promised anything. "Yes, I promise. I'm sorry."

"All right, then. I'm sorry I had to do that, but there was the old Callie again. Is the old Callie gone?"

"Yes."

He reached over and kissed the sheen of her neck. "Okay. Let's get back on the road."

But Callie didn't move. At that moment, she realized, much to her great surprise, that punishment followed by remorse and forgiveness can be a powerful turn on. She could feel herself lubricating. Instead of lowering her dress and turning toward the car, she stripped the dress off, spread her legs, and bent at the waist. "Brent, I need you," she said in a voice thick with lust.

"Are you serious?" he asked, not quite believing what he was seeing.

"Please. I need you inside me right now."

He glanced at his watch and shook his head. But, in reality, he wasn't going to refuse this invitation; no sane man would. And he didn't. Quickly, he dropped his pants and briefs, approached her from behind, and unceremoniously plunged his already hard penis into her. He thrust hard and fast while she moaned and gripped the tree. It was over in less than five minutes.

After he withdrew, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her gently on the lips. They held their embrace for a moment. Then he pushed her away. "Thank you for that, but we need to get back on the road. I meant what I said about what would happen if we aren't there before dark." He turned toward the car and started walking.

Callie grimaced slightly. The tingle between her legs was now fading, replaced by the compelling sting in her recently spanked bottom. She put her dress back on and followed him. In her haste, she forget to pick up her discarded panties. As she walked, a few rivulets of semen rolled unnoticed down her leg.

Once in the car, she relaxed in the passenger seat. Brent touched her hand, then started the car and backed out onto the deserted road. "I think we need to go back the way we came," he said, mostly to himself.

They found the Washburn Cabins an hour later. Callie's bottom was still stinging slightly, but she was happy as she saw that the Oak Tree Cabin was even nicer inside than the pictures suggested.

"It's perfect!" Brent said approvingly. "Thank you, Callie."

"You're welcome," she said.

---oOo---

After a beautiful weekend filled with lots of casual conversation, lovemaking and relaxation but no further issues with Callie's behavior, the couple returned home and back to the routine of daily life in the suburbs. On Wednesday afternoon, Brent came through the door from the garage with a large smile on his handsome face.

"The final settlement has been approved by all parties, so your father wants to have a party to celebrate. Apparently he's booked the entire event center and second floor of the Cascade."

Callie, dressed in a short yellow sun dress, returned her husband's smile. She wasn't so much happy about the prospect of a party as she was that Brent might not be so busy now. "When is the party?" she asked.

"This Saturday night."

"Wow, that was fast."

"Well, you know how fast your father works once he has made a decision. Besides, I think he was planning this before the agreement was reached."

That would be like Dad, she thought. "Is it formal?"

Brent shook his head. "It's not black tie or anything, from what I've been told. Probably just a suit for me and a dress for you."

She wasn't at all sure she really wanted to go - part of that quick transition from dedicated party girl to conservative suburban housewife. But as the daughter of the owner of the company and the wife of one of the principal litigators, she knew she had to put in an appearance, like it or not. "What time do we need to be ready?"

"Cocktails are at five; dinner is at six-thirty. Official word from Karen."

"Okay. I guess we'll worry about it Saturday," she said. Then she took his hand. "You want to take me to bed?"

His smile widened and he squeezed her hand. "What a silly question."

Callie was nervous all day Saturday, although she wasn't at all sure why. She had been to her father's social events before and, having worked for the company for several months, she knew many of the people, including Karen Phelps, her father's personal and long-serving office assistant. Still, she took her time getting ready.

Brent was dressed in his best black suit and white shirt by four-fifteen. When he walked into the bedroom at four twenty-five, she was still in her underwear. "Callie, we need to leave in a few minutes. Are you okay?"

She looked at her husband's reflection in the mirror, thinking how nice he looked. "Brent, I know this is important." She hesitated for a few seconds. "But... I don't know... I have a strange feeling about it, like something bad is going to happen. I don't suppose we can skip it?"

He came over and put his hands on her shoulders. He leaned down and kissed her neck. "You know as well as I do that we have to be there. It'll be okay."

"Will you stay with me just for reassurance?"

He nodded. "Of course I will, as much as I can. Obviously, we will both need to circulate. If we do get separated, watch out for Mr. Hastings."

"Why?"

"Well, he is a brilliant problem-solver. But the buzz around the company is that he can get a little aggressive with the female staff, especially when he's had a few drinks. And he does like to drink. I've seen that myself."

Callie smiled at that. She had known Dalton Hastings for many years as the man she turned to when she was in trouble, practically her father's right hand. However, her contact with him had mostly been through phone and email. She had never actually been alone with him, especially outside the office. She didn't know he had a reputation as a womanizer. She didn't even know whether or not he was married or had been. Up until now, she hadn't really cared.

She did know that he was a relatively attractive older man, one to whom age had been kind and who wore well the power and prestige that came with his position. She herself had, at one time, been drawn to that type of man. "I'll be careful."

"Please see that you do," he said sternly. "And please hurry and get dressed. You look beautiful in your underwear, but I believe the Cascade has a strict dress code. We leave in ten minutes."

She flushed slightly at the compliment and at the veiled threat. One thing she had learned about her new husband was that he was punctual. She checked her makeup, brushed her hair one last time, and put on her best knee length white dress. She was standing by the door to the garage at four thirty-five.

They arrived at the exclusive and posh Cascade Inn and Event Center at one minute after five. They left the sedan for the valet to park and went inside. They were immediately greeted by

Karen Phelps, resplendent in a full-length blue dress, her long iron gray hair done up in a tight bun.

She immediately drew Callie into an embrace. "Callie, you look beautiful. I'm guessing married life agrees with you." She winked at Brent. "So good to see both of you. They are waiting for you inside."

Callie blushed and took her husband's hand as they followed Karen into the massive event hall. At least a dozen well-dressed people were congregated near the small bar sipping drinks. Callie noticed that Dalton Hastings, looking tall and elegant in a dark tailored suit, was among this group.

Then she saw her father, dressed in a tan Armani suit and looking more handsome than she remembered. He was standing with two other men, one of whom she recognized as Cletus Rawlings, head of the prestigious Rawlings Law Firm. "Who's the man with my father and Mr. Rawlings?" she whispered to Brent.

"Frank Stubbins, the office manager and principal partner of the law firm," Brent replied.

As they approached, the brown eyes of Cambridge McPherson widened and a smile came to his face. He stepped away from the other two men and held out his arms. "Callie, you look absolutely beautiful! So much like your mother."

Callie beamed and stepped into her father's embrace. "Thank you, you're looking pretty good yourself."

"Well, I feel pretty good," Cambridge said. "And a lot of that is because of your husband." He broke the embrace and held out his right hand. "Brent, I hope we haven't worked you too hard."

Brent took Cambridge's hand and shook it vigorously. "It's been a great experience and real privilege, sir."

Cambridge stepped back. "Son, you don't have to address me as sir anymore. I'm your father-in-law, for god's sake. Please call me Dad, if you're comfortable with it."

Brent smiled. "That would also be a privilege."

Cambridge turned again to Callie. "Callie, I believe you already know Cletus Rawlings."

"Yes, we've met," Callie said.

"It's a pleasure, Callie," Rawlings said. "That's some husband you've got."

"And this is Frank Stubbins," Cambridge said, nodding to the other man.

Stubbins held out his right hand. He was a tall man with a rugged face. To Callie, he looked exactly like what he was: a retired athlete who was now a lawyer-turned administrator. "It's good to meet you at last, Callie," he said warmly.

"Likewise," she said as she accepted his hand.

"Callie, I know this is a party, but we need to borrow Brent for a few minutes," Cambridge said. "Why don't you get a drink and mingle. I think you know just about everyone."

Callie looked at Brent. He gave her a small smile and patted her hand. "Please get us both a drink - maybe some red wine. We won't be too long... will we?" He looked at the three older men.

"Just a few minutes," Rawlings said. "We just want to review the details of the settlement."

"All right," Callie said. As she turned toward the bar area, she saw Brent mouth the words, 'be careful'. She nodded.

When she reached the bar, she was greeted by several people she knew from the company. She greeted them back and obtained two glasses of red wine. Then she saw Hastings again. This time he was standing against the wall by himself. She couldn't help but notice that the other people in the area, especially the women, were apparently ignoring him, maintaining a clear and distinct distance. A part of her knew it would be wise to follow their lead and ignore him too, just take the two glasses of wine and wait for Brent.

But there was that other part of her that was seemingly drawn to him. He was an attractive older man. And she couldn't help herself, as the old Callie had at one time preferred older men. She walked over to him.

He smiled when he saw her. "Callie, you look absolutely radiant," he said, taking a step toward her.

Now he was so close that she could smell both the alcohol on his breath and his aftershave - Old Spice, she thought. "Thank you, Mr. Hastings."

He shook his head. "No need for formality, I think we know each other well enough for first names."

"Very well," she said. "I wanted to thank you for all you've done for me over the years."

He flashed a toothy grin. "Well, it hasn't always been easy keeping you out of trouble, young lady." He eyed her up and down. "But I can see that the effort was worthwhile." He paused, but Callie couldn't think of a good way to respond. He touched her hand. "You know Brent is a lucky man," he continued.

"I think I'm one who's lucky," she said quickly.

"Perhaps. But..." He ran his greedy eyes over her body like a scanner, taking in every curve and line. "I've known your husband since he came to work here. He's a good young lawyer, but a bit unimaginative, I should think."

Callie was getting a little uncomfortable with the conversation and its direction, as well as the way he was looking at her. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, for instance, he needed a lot of guidance in the case we just settled. Of course, he's young and relatively inexperienced in the courtroom." He paused. "But that's just one example. I think he's probably just as unimaginative in the bedroom."

She gave him a hard and surprised look.

He held out his hands and chuckled. "Oh, I know that's private between you and him. But... well, with all your experience and his lack of imagination, I would hate to think of you getting bored with your husband. You might even begin to look elsewhere."

Callie flushed. She wanted to throw a glass of wine in his face, but she held back. "I hardly think that's any of your business, Mr. Hastings."

He touched her hand again. "Oh, sure it is. Young lady, everything you do is my business."

"Not anymore," she declared. She turned to walk away, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her toward him.

"Callie, I don't think you fully understand. I helped your father arrange your marriage to Brent, and I'm happy that it seems to be working out so far. But I know you, perhaps even better than you know yourself. Eventually, you're going to need something more than Mr. Predictable. And when you do reach that point, I'll be available to take care of you. I do have an imagination." While he spoke, he maintained a tight grip on her hand.

She was about to shout in protest or try to break away when suddenly she felt a familiar hand on her shoulder. It was Brent. "Callie, are you all right?"

Before Callie could answer, Hastings released her hand. "Sure she's all right," he said. "We're just reminiscing, discussing old times." He winked.

Brent scowled. "I know all about her past."

"I doubt if you know everything," Hastings said.

"I know everything I need to know, Mr. Hastings. There's no need for you to enlighten me or bother her with it." Brent's face tightened and his pupils began to dilate. Callie could see his hands form into fists.

She turned to her husband and away from Hastings. "Brent, I'm getting a headache. Will you please take me home?"

Hastings' evil smile widened. "Go ahead and take her home, son," he said. "No doubt I got her all stirred up talking about the past. Maybe she can teach you some things. What do you think, Callie?"

Brent quickly repositioned himself so that he was now toe to toe with Hastings. He retracted his right arm and was about to throw a punch. "See here, Hastings. You're way out of line, sir. You leave me and my wife alone. I'm warning you."

Hastings took a strategic step back. The smile never left his face. "Considering all I've done for her over the years, I don't think I'm out of line. I'm just being honest. And, for the record, I doubt if you could take me. But, considering this is supposed to be a celebration party for work we both did, I won't push it. I will, however, remember it."

His manhood now threatened, Brent stepped toward Hastings, his right arm cocked. However, before he could strike, Callie grabbed his arm. "Please, Brent. Take me home."

Brent gave Hastings a long stare, then backed off and dropped his arm to his side. "You're not worth it," he said. Then he took Callie's hand and turned her toward the entrance. "All right, Callie, let's go home."

Without saying good-bye to anyone, the couple quietly exited the building, leaving Hastings behind, still smiling triumphantly.

Once they were in the car, Brent looked hard at his wife. "I warned you to stay away from him. Why did you go over to him?"

There were tears in her eyes. She looked down at her small hands. "I don't really know," she said.

He steered the car away from the valet area and into the street. "Well... while I'm grateful you stopped me when you did, I think we'll need to discuss this further when we get home."

---oOo---

No more words were spoken on the drive home. Callie sank into the passenger seat and thought about why she hadn't listened to her voice of reason, the voice that warned her not to approach Dalton Hastings, especially when she knew he had been drinking and no one else was around him. Even though she truly believed that she was the victim in the encounter, she knew and accepted she was partly to blame because she had voluntarily approached him, the old Callie whispering in her ear. She also knew that she would have to answer for that error in judgment. She understood only too well that she had placed Brent's career in serious jeopardy.

As the car approached the garage, she started to get very nervous. Brent stopped the car and looked over at her. "I know you're still upset, and you have a right to be, but we have to deal with this tonight. Go to the bedroom, take off your clothes, and sit down on the bed."

She touched his hand. She knew what he was going to do and why. She wanted to protest, but she knew she didn't dare. Maybe I do deserve to be punished, she thought. "Brent... I'm sorry," she said in a near whisper.

"So am I. I shouldn't have left you alone. But, it couldn't be helped and I have to be able to trust you in social situations like that. Hastings isn't the only sexist pig in the world."

"Believe me, I know," Callie said, blushing slightly.

"We won't discuss that. Your past is your past. I'm only concerned with your future, our future. Now, do what I told you to do." He squeezed her hand and gave her a hard look.

She pulled her hand away and opened the car door. "Yes, sir." The sir just seemed to come out naturally for some reason.

Brent gave her a small smile as she stepped out of the sedan. "I liked that," he said.

She returned his smile with one of her own. "I'm glad. You deserve it. You came to my rescue and defended me, then took charge when I really needed it. Thank you." Then she went inside.

She immediately moved to the bedroom, took off her dress and underwear, and sat down on the bed as instructed. She didn't want to be spanked, but she really did understand that she deserved to be punished, and resolved to listen to what he told her and get this over with.

She didn't have long to wait before her husband entered the room. Clutched tightly in his right hand was the small black paddle. She grimaced slightly at the prospect of a long and serious paddling. She only hoped the punishment would make her feel better about herself, to make her feel clean again.

He sat down on the bed and pulled her into an embrace. "I will always protect you, Callie," he declared. "Even if it's from yourself."

"I know," she said.

In one swift motion, he pulled her down across his lap and secured her right arm with his left hand. Without saying another word, he retracted the paddle and struck her right cheek; he immediately followed this up with a blow of equal intensity to her left cheek.

He struck five more times, then abruptly stopped just as a few tears were forming in her eyes. He put his right hand on her bare bottom. "I intend this to hurt," he said. "I'm not angry with you, but for reasons that I will explain when we're finished, I want you to always remember this paddling."

Callie thought about this for a moment. She wasn't sure exactly what he meant, although she had been spanked enough that she could imagine this experience would definitely not be pleasant. In fact, she believed all the spankings so far had been memorable. What she couldn't imagine was his reason for being stricter than usual this particular time.

Once again, Brent wasted no time after his short speech. He simply unleashed a barrage of paddle strokes that stained her bottom a dark red in a matter of a minute or two, wiping all thoughts from her head and replacing them with pain. She began to kick her legs; tears rolled down her cheeks. He had been right: This was the worst spanking so far, one that she would definitely remember for a long time.

Finally he stopped and set the paddle down on the bed. Gently, he rubbed her bottom until the pain began to subside. When her crying slowed down, he urged her into a sitting position on his lap. He kissed her neck and brushed away a few stray tears.

"I know that was a very unpleasant experience, no doubt much worse than anything you have experienced so far," he said, looking into her blurry eyes. "Do you have any idea why I spanked you so forcefully?"

Callie heard the question and tried to get her breathing under control. "Not really. Maybe because you jeopardized your career for me."

He smiled at that. "No. I wasn't too worried about that. Maybe tomorrow I will be. But we'll be all right no matter what." He paused and kissed her neck again. "No, the reason is - and this is going to sound very retro and macho, but it's the way I feel and what I believe - when you married me you became my woman and only my woman. I don't mean you're my property or anything. But you're with me now, and I will fight any man who puts his dirty hands on you. You haven't seen it, but I can fight like a grizzly if I have to. So, I need for you to remember that and don't put yourself in a position where I have to come to your rescue and become that angry grizzly. Does that make any sense?"

Callie nodded. It did make sense. It made perfect sense. It was a very retro concept and, in its own way, sexist, primal, in fact. But, she felt loved and protected for the first time in her life. The sting in her bottom was now almost completely gone. She would definitely feel it later; she may even trouble sitting tomorrow. But at the moment, she felt something else, a primal tug.

Brent kissed her again on her cheek. "Are you all right?"

She looked at him, looked into his eyes and thought she saw love - a man's love for his woman. She smiled and extricated herself from his embrace. "Brent, may I say something?"

"Of course."

"With impunity?"

"I can't promise that, but go ahead. I'll try to keep an open mind and remember that you've already been punished."

Callie got down from the bed and stood before her husband naked, her bottom blazing. "Well, what I want to say is that if you're going to be King Kong, then you're going to have to take your woman. You can't expect her to come to you willingly just because you beat your chest." She winked and started for the bedroom door at a fast walk.

Brent watched her go for a few seconds, then stood up, stripped out of his clothes, and beat his chest with his fists. He caught up with her in the family room and took her on the floor. She put up a token resistance but ultimately submitted to his stronger will. She knew at that moment that she would always submit to his stronger will.

Later that night, they laid in bed, naked and relaxed after another slower lovemaking session. Callie reached over and kissed Brent on the cheek. "Brent, I want to tell you something, but I'm not sure how."

He took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "You can tell me anything," he said softly. "I'm listening."

She took a deep breath. "I want to say... I want to say that I... love you." She sighed after the words that she had held back for so long finally escaped her lips.

He smiled and kissed her on the lips. "That was so very good to hear." He took a deep breath and looked away. "I've been wanting to say that to you for a long time."

"Why didn't you?" she asked.

He smiled wryly. "Well, I've been so busy for one thing, but that's no excuse. I guess I wasn't sure of my feelings, or of your feelings. But I am now. Callie, I love you."

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her again... hard, demanding and passionately. They fell asleep tangled together.

The next morning, Callie awoke with a sore bottom but she was happy, happier than she had ever been in her life. She had finally told Brent that she loved him. He said that he loved her. She was now somebody's woman, and she liked it.

While they were eating a leisurely breakfast around nine, she abruptly touched his hand. "Brent, this is going to sound strange, but I want you to take me to church."

He looked up from the newspaper. "Church? Is that what you said?"

"Yes. There is a really nice Catholic church just a few blocks away. I went there two weeks ago while you were working."

He gave her a puzzled little look. "You're serious, aren't you?"

"Yes, I am. I feel so blessed. I want to share that feeling."

He smiled at her and stood up. "You are a blessing yourself... and you're growing up, I think." He took her hand. "Let's go to church. What time is Mass?"

"Eleven." She kissed his hand. "Thank you."

"You're welcome."

---oOo---

That evening, as they were relaxing on the front porch, basking in the last glorious rays of the summer sun, Brent's phone rang. He swiped the call. "Hello? Yes, this is Brent." He listened for several seconds. "Yes, I understand. We'll be there. Good-bye, sir."

Callie looked over at him. "What was that all about?"

"That was your father," he said.

"What did Dad want and why didn't he want to talk to me?"

Brent looked down at the now dark face of his Android phone. "He said I am to be reassigned, that he spoke with Mr. Rawlings and they have authorized a one week vacation for me. Also, we are invited to a small dinner at your father's house next Saturday evening. He said he will explain then."

Callie gave his hand a reassuring pat. "Brent, it will be okay."

"I know, honey, but..."

"I'm sorry, Brent, so sorry."

"I'm not," he said firmly. "Hastings deserved it for what he was doing to you. I'm only sorry I didn't actually hit him. Well, it's probably for the best anyway. I don't think I could work with him or even face him anymore. We'll figure something out. I'm just glad it's only the two of us."

"It'll be okay," she repeated. Then she looked over at him. "Let's go inside."

He smiled at that, stood up, and took her hand. They went inside.

---oOo---

Neither Callie nor Brent could sleep, even though they were tired. Both tossed and turned in their queen-size bed. They rolled into each other's arms and even tried to make love. However, even that was unsuccessful.

Finally, Callie, frustrated and sweating, kicked off the covers and sat up. "I'm sorry, Brent," she said in a near whisper. "All I can do is say I'm sorry. You can punish me again if it would do any good."

Brent sat up next to her and took her hand. "It's okay, honey. I already said you don't need to apologize. There's nothing to apologize for. I said I would take care of you, and I will. We'll be okay, I promise."

She reached over and kissed him on the cheek. "I really do love you, you know."

He smiled. "Yes, I know. And I love you. But you have to trust me." He squeezed her hand. "Now, it's one-thirty. I know we're on vacation, but we should get some sleep. If you talk any more, I will have to pull you over my lap and give you a hard spanking."

Instead of blushing and sinking into the covers, Callie returned his smile and draped herself across his lap. When she was in position, she looked up at him. "Do your worst, King Kong."

With a twinkle in his eye, Brent raised his right hand and brought it down hard across her right cheek, producing a loud slap. "Okay. Remember, you asked for this."

He gave her another dozen or so playful swats, then parted her legs and caressed her clitoris until she climaxed. A few minutes after, he was on top of her, thrusting. Half an hour later they were asleep.

But the play spanking and late night lovemaking did little to ease the tension in the house. For the next few days, Brent and Callie ate breakfast together. They also ate lunch and dinner together. However, in between meals, Brent holed up in his office researching job opportunities and surfing legal websites. He kept reassuring his wife that they would be okay, that they had solid financial resources, that he had would have no trouble finding another law firm or even starting his own practice.

Callie tried to reassure herself that her father, after bringing her and Brent together, would never let them flounder in a sea of uncertainty. Still, as much as she tried, she couldn't quite convince herself that they would be okay, that Brent would stay with her no matter what happened. By Tuesday, she realized that the stress was beginning to make her a little sick to her stomach. By Friday, she could barely eat breakfast and stayed in bed most of the day.

---oOo---

On Saturday afternoon, both Callie and Brent dressed quietly. She put on a white summer dress. He put on fresh khaki pants and a white polo shirt. When the time came for them to leave, they moved to the door that went into the garage, kissed briefly on the lips, and gave each other a quick pat. "Let's hope for the best but prepare for the worst," Brent said as he opened the door for his wife.

The forty minute drive to Cambridge McPherson's house in the country was uneventful. The couple tried to listen to the classical music channel on the radio, but neither was really paying attention. They arrived at exactly five o'clock. Millie, the long-serving housekeeper, greeted them both at the door. She pulled Callie into a warm embrace. "So good to see you," she said. "I remember when you were just a little girl. Now you're all grown up and married. You look beautiful."

"Thanks, Millie," Callie said. She turned to Brent. "This is Brent, my husband."

Millie smiled broadly. "I have heard so much about you, Mr. Watterson," she said. "I am so glad to meet you at last."

"Likewise, I'm sure," Brent said warmly.

Millie conducted them into the ornate and palatial foyer that Callie remembered from growing up in the house. "They are out on the patio, enjoying the weather," she said. "Would you like something to drink? Dinner is at six-thirty."

"Thanks, Millie," Callie said. She looked at Brent. "Maybe some white wine. Is that okay with you, Brent?"

"Perfect," Brent replied.

"Okay. I will bring out your wine. Callie, I believe you know the way to the patio." Millie turned away from the couple.

"Yes, I think I remember."

In spite of the relative formality, in truth, Callie, although not quite willing to move back home, had lived in the guest house after she was released from rehab. She knew the house and grounds very well.

She took her husband's hand and led him through a maze of rooms, including a large well-appointed library, until they came to a set of French doors that opened onto a flagstone patio that bordered a wide expanse of green lawn. Sitting around a square cedar wood umbrella table were Cambridge and Karen Phelps. They were sipping drinks and gazing toward the edge of the tree lawn to where it flowed into a small patch of woods.

Callie took a deep breath and opened the door. "Hello, Dad," she said as cheerily as she could. "Hello, Karen."

Cambridge stood up and smiled. "Hey, thanks for coming." He hugged his daughter and shook hands with Brent. "Please, sit down. Millie will have your drinks."

When everyone was seated, Millie brought out two glasses of white wine, set them down in front of the couple, and turned. "Will that be all for now? I need to help Hector in the kitchen."

"Thank you, Millie," Cambridge said. The housekeeper went back inside. He turned toward Brent and Callie. "I know you've been on pins and needles all week so let me tell you why you're here."

Instantly, six pairs of eyes were on the patriarch.

"I have a couple of announcements to make," he began. He looked over at Karen and took her hand. "First, I want to tell you that I asked Karen to marry me and she said yes."

Both Brent and Callie smiled. "It's about time," Callie said.

"That's what I thought," Cambridge said. "I know I should have asked her a long time ago, but... well, the timing just didn't seem right. I am grateful, very grateful that she has stuck with me."

Karen squeezed his hand. "You know I would never leave you."

Cambridge sat back and his smile widened. "Now, that's not what you came to hear, as my love life doesn't really affect you. So I will get to the point." He looked at Brent. "Brent, I saw and heard your encounter with Dalton at the party last weekend. So did many others."

Brent flushed slightly. "Well, sir... I can explain."

Cambridge held up his hand. "No need. I know his reputation. If he wasn't such a brilliant lawyer, he would have been sued for sexual harassment long ago. Anyway, in spite of his proclivities, which I have unfortunately tolerated over the years, I never thought he would try that on my daughter. I am very grateful you came to her rescue when you did. That showed courage when it was most needed. And the fact that you didn't deck him when he deserved it showed judgment." He paused. "Son, I have had you reassigned. You are no longer working for Rawlings. You are now working for me; you will head up my newly redesigned department of legal affairs. You will have a staff of ten working under you. How does that sound?

Brent's eyes widened and his chin dropped slightly. He looked at Callie, then at Cambridge. "I'm not sure what to say," he said, shocked. "What happened to Mr. Hastings?"

"Dalton has been reassigned to our branch in Europe. He left on Wednesday. I told him not to hurry back, that the assignment was permanent."

"So... this is on the level?" Brent asked.

"Son, can't you tell when I'm serious?"

"I just can't believe it," Brent said. "I thought..."

"You thought I was going to fire you?"

"The thought had entered my mind."

Cambridge scowled. "Well, first but not foremost, you are my son-in-law and you have done right by my daughter, protected her and helped her blossom into the beautiful grown up woman I see sitting across from me. You should be rewarded for that. Second, you are a very good lawyer. A bit inexperienced, perhaps, but a few months on the job will take care of that."

"Dad, will this mean that he has to work more hours than he already does?" Callie asked, suddenly concerned.

Cambridge smiled again. "Not at all. We're turning over a new leaf at the company. We're getting more relaxed. That's not to say we won't still work hard. But we will work on that delicate balance between business and pleasure." He glanced over at Karen and took her hand.

"That's good to hear," Callie said. "You deserve to take some time for yourself. And Karen deserves it too."

Cambridge turned back to Brent. "Well, Brent, what do you say? Are you on board? I might add that your starting salary will be five hundred thousand and you will have stock options. There may even be the potential for promotion."

"I still can't believe it," Brent said, shaking his head.

"Believe it," Cambridge said. "Now, I need an answer. This is no time to be ambivalent because as of right now you are unemployed and have a wife to support."

Brent looked over at his wife. She was smiling and nodding. "Then, yes. Thank you, I'd be honored."

"Great. That's settled. You start on Monday. We have an office fixed up for you. Now, maybe we can plan a wedding."

"And a honeymoon," Karen added.

"And a honeymoon," Cambridge said, holding tight to her hand.

Callie took a sip of her wine and glanced around the table. "Okay, I would love to help you plan both wedding and honeymoon... but before we do that, I have an announcement of my own."

Everyone looked at her expectantly.

She took another sip of her wine. "I think I'm pregnant." She paused and looked around the table.

At first, no one said a word; they just continued to gaze at her as though not entirely sure of what they just heard. Finally, Brent recovered. "You think?"

Callie smiled and patted his hand. "Well, I haven't done a home pregnancy test yet, but I missed my period last month and I have been a bit sick all week. At first, I just thought it was stress, but now I think it's the real thing. I guess a girl just knows."

Brent was apparently speechless. He sat where he was, his eyes wide and his mouth gaping open.

She chuckled. "This shouldn't come as any real surprise. I mean, it's not like we've been trying to prevent it."

Brent took a deep breath to calm himself. "Callie, why didn't you say something to me?"

"Well, I didn't really think about it until a few days ago; after all, we've been married less than two months, and you were pretty stressed out this past week. I didn't want to give you something more to worry about."

Before Brent had a chance to respond, Karen reached across the table and touched Callie's hand. "Honey, this is wonderful." She glanced over at Cambridge. "You're going to be a grandpa."

Cambridge smiled. "And I guess you will be a grandma."

Karen scowled. "Wait a minute. I'm too young to be a grandma."

Cambridge laughed. "It's a package deal," he said. He stood up and walked over to his daughter. He put his hands on her shoulders. "I am very proud of you, Callie. I think this officially makes you a grown up."

She took his hands. "Thanks, Dad... or should I say Grandpa?"

Cambridge leaned over and offered his hand to Brent. "Congratulations, son," he said. "I think you will make a great father... as long as you don't use me as a role model."

Brent stood up and took the hand that was offered. "Thank you, sir. But it is a privilege to use you as a role model."

Cambridge pulled his son-in-law into a hug. "I thought I told you to call me Dad."

"Is that an order?" Brent asked.

"Yes, that's an order." Cambridge laughed again.

"Okay... Dad. Thanks." Brent laughed too.

Karen stood up. "As much as I am enjoying this love fest, we still have a wedding and honeymoon to plan. The baby isn't coming for another seven months. We'll be an old married couple by then."

Cambridge held up his hands in mock surrender. "Okay, okay. Let's all sit down and get this arranged."

Three hours later, dinner was eaten and a small wedding followed by a two-week cruise of the Mediterranean was planned. Brent and Callie left in a flurry of hugs and kisses. Callie didn't feel stressed or sick anymore.

Once they were in the car, Brent turned to her. "How soon will you know for certain that you're pregnant?"

She beamed. "I'm pretty certain now, but I'll do the home pregnancy test tomorrow evening. I hope you're as happy about it as I am."

He touched her hand as he steered the sedan onto the road from the long winding driveway. "I love you. And I'm ready to have a child if you are. Thanks to your father, we can give him... or her the best." He gripped her fingers. "One thing though... we have to work on our communication. You should have told me first."

Callie frowned and pulled her hand back. "I'm sorry, Brent. It just seemed like the right thing to do. I wasn't sure until Dad came through with the job."

"Perhaps. But we're going to improve the flow of communication. And we're going to start as soon as we get home."

Callie understood the intent of that statement. "Brent, remember that I'm pregnant."

He glanced at her and gave her a wink. "Just so you know, being a mother doesn't give you any impunity in our house. If you need to be punished, you will be punished. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," she said. Then she gave him a small smile. "Now that I'm grown up, I wouldn't have it any other way."
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Bob & Wendy's Domestic Discipline by W. Arthur

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...

Dana's Domestic Discipline by Carly Burton

Dana works long hours at the gym as a Personal Trainer to support herself and her boyfriend, Ryan ... and Ryan lets her. He doesn't have a job and is more interested in getting drunk and smoking with his buddies than looking for work. Things come to a head one night when Dana returns home to find her apartment trashed, and Ryan and his friends drunk as usual. But when confronted, Ryan becomes abusive and hits Dana. Rushing out in floods of tears, she ends up hiding in someone's garden, and that someone turns out to be her ex, Simon, with whom she had a brief relationship five years previously before he went to live in London.

Things begin to change for Dana as Simon steps in and takes control. Unknown to Dana, he has returned home with the intention of looking her up and restarting their relationship. He clears her debts and takes care of her, ensuring she doesn't work such long hours and skip meals. He has conditions, however: Dana must agree to his discipline and accept that if she breaks his rules there will be consequences. It isn't long before Dana gets her first spanking followed by a stint in the corner to contemplate her behaviour. Simon can be stern, but he is also romantic and loving and has her best interests at heart... aside from which he is a gorgeous hunk who falls in love with her all over again, and his martial arts skills come in very useful when dealing with Ryan. Being independent, Dana has some difficulty initially adjusting to her new regime, but one thing becomes crystal clear ... her dominant Simon is the best thing that has ever happened to her.

Sally's Journey by Susan Thomas

Following a tragic accident which left her parents and brother dead, Sally leaves her high-flying job in New York to offer help and support to her bereaved sister-in-law Anne and her children. During the six months she stays with Anne's family, Sally re-evaluates her life and finds it lacking. Six months later she returns to New York and attends a fundamentalist church where she chances upon a note pinned to the notice board. A widower with a young daughter seeks a wife. She reads that the man placing the ad lives in a small rural community which abides by domestic discipline principles. Intrigued, she does some research into the community and learns that in each household the man is the leader and his wife accepts his right to bestow corrective discipline when needed.

Following an exchange of emails, Sally travels to the small town of Wheelton to meet Sam Alden. He does not disappoint, and as the two get to know each other, they discuss the domestic discipline lifestyle. Although it is all completely new to Sally, she begins to understand the thinking behind it, and accepts Sam's offer of marriage. Now that Sally is a happily married housewife and mother, her life is radically different. She makes mistakes along the way - which inevitably lead to her new husband disciplining her. This is the story of how she deals with her new life, falls in love with her husband, and learns how to be obedient and willingly submit to Sam's authority and discipline. It is a rewarding lifestyle...

Helen's Domestic Discipline by Geraldine Hillis

Helen's Domestic Discipline is made up of a series of stories, chiefly concerning the scatterbrained but likeable Helen and her boyfriend Danny - who later becomes her husband. Helen's faults (of which there are many) and foolish ways invariably lead her into all sorts of trouble. In addition to running up huge telephone bills, gambling and telling lies to Danny, her mishaps also involve a bonfire that gets out of control, burning the dinner, and failing to correctly label the contents of the freezer bags. Such behaviour invariably leads to a very sore bottom when Danny's patience runs out. Luckily, he is a man with a sense of humour, and there is a fun side to their relationship too, with plenty of laughter and loving in the bedroom.

Their friends Paul and Maggie and Martin and June also believe in the benefits of a domestic discipline marriage. It is not only Helen who gets her bottom warmed - Maggie and June also share the experience!

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...
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