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Chapter 1

It was a glorious Friday in June. The sun was shining, with just enough breeze to temperate the heat. Henry parked his car in the driveway, happy to be finished with work and looking forward to their vacation. They had planned to fly into the UK to visit an old friend of Leslie's. She and Fiona had met in their youth, remaining friends ever since. They both had marriages based on the female lead. This would be the first meeting between Henry and Fiona's husband, Blake.

Grabbing his briefcase, Henry glanced at his watch; Leslie was expected in less than thirty minutes. He hurried inside to get a start on dinner. Placing his work shoes neatly on the rack, he headed to their room to strip off his clothes. One of Leslie's standing rules was that Henry was naked inside the house. He was only allowed clothing outside, or when they had visitors who were not privy to Henry and Leslie’s Female Led Marriage.

Henry walked to the kitchen to start dinner, consulting the menu plan Leslie had left earlier in the week. Tonight was BBQ salmon with wild rice and roasted vegetables. Retrieving the cedar board, he placed the salmon on it. Soaking the board and marinating the fish had been part of Henry's chores that morning. He stepped outside to clean and start the BBQ. Henry then turned his attention to the carrots.

Once the BBQ had warmed up, he set the salmon on to cook. Starting the rice to boil, Henry spread the carrots on a pan and placed them into the oven on broil. Henry then set the table for two.

Hearing a car pull into the drive and the garage opening, he checked to ensure it was Leslie. The required greeting was to kneel at the front door, hands behind his back, head bowed, and knees spread. Henry was to hold this position until released. He would then rise to greet his Mistress, taking her bags and hanging her coat.

Last week he had missed Leslie's arrival, rushing to the door after she had entered. He greeted her, hung her coat, and was subsequently sent to fetch a cane. Bent over in the front lobby, Leslie had delivered three quick strokes for his negligence. He was then dismissed to return the cane and resume his duties.

Determined not to make that mistake again, Henry held his pose awaiting his beloved. Leslie came through the door. She was a striking brunette with loving eyes and a beautiful figure. Wearing a bright dress and polished boots, she smiled at Henry.

"How was your day, honey," she asked.

"Wonderful Mistress, so glad it is Friday, and we are going on holiday," replied Henry. He always called Leslie Mistress, unless outside, he would call her Darling as a show of his submission.

"Henry, I asked you how your day was, not how you were feeling or what you were looking forward to. When kneeling, you must learn to answer a question precisely. Do I need to use the cane on you?"

"No, Mistress," answered Henry.

"That's better. You are released," said a smiling Leslie.

Henry hopped to his feet, giving Leslie a welcome kiss, before helping her off with her coat.  

"My boots got scuffed at work today. Make sure they are polished before we leave," instructed Leslie as she kicked them off and headed up to their bedroom to change.

"Yes, Mistress," replied Henry as he hung up her coat and bent down to place the boots on the shoe rack. They were not too bad, thought Henry; he would give them a polish tomorrow.

Returning to the kitchen, Henry continued his work. The fish was halfway done, rice was starting to boil. He covered it and reduced it to a simmer. Flipping the roasted carrots, he finished setting the table. Tonight, was an easy informal meal, it had been a long week, and everyone was tired. Their plan was to stay in and relax in preparation for the holiday.

They would visit some old friends, Fiona and Blake, who also lived the lifestyle. Leslie had met Fiona during an exchange at university, and they had kept in touch ever since. About three years ago, she had come for a visit, and Leslie had introduced her to FLR. Henry broke a brief smile as he remembered how Leslie spent all afternoon teaching Fiona about household management, husband discipline, various commands, and rituals. He had been used several times for demonstration purposes. Since then, she had met and married Blake. Although having never met Blake, Henry heard they were thrilled together. He suspected that Fiona, like Leslie, would have given Blake a stern talk about best behavior around their guests. He is probably making their house spotless. With a slight chuckle, Henry placed the last food on the table and headed upstairs.

Knocking gently on their bedroom door, he popped his head in and said," Mistress, dinner is ready."

"Thanks, babe, on my way," replied Leslie as she slipped on her comfortable sweater and followed him down to the table.

"Mmmm," said Leslie, "it smells delicious. Thank you for making such a lovely dinner."

"My pleasure," responded Henry as he held her chair out. Henry waited until his wife was seated before taking his own seat. Waiting patiently, he did not start eating until Leslie had taken her first bite. She was a stickler for proper table manners. Henry had taken courses on cooking and dining etiquette. His training and practice took some time, but Leslie was always loving and supportive. She would tell him how she wanted her kitchen run and her table set, giving him helpful pointers. Once she felt that Henry had learned the skill, it became required. From that point forward, Henry would be punished for failing her standard. Leslie's cane came out frequently at first as Henry refined his skills. He loved her for it. Her unfailing discipline made him a better man.


Chapter 2

After the kitchen was cleaned and Henry did one last check, he joined Leslie in the sitting room. 

She had curled up on the sofa with the blanket, reading her book. Henry sat next to her, picking up an outdoor magazine he had purchased a few days ago. With his free hand, he held her foot and gently started to massage it.

"Yes, that does feel nice, thank you," purred Leslie as she snuggled more under the blanket. After a few minutes, she closed her book and rolled upright. "Right, go fetch the paddle, bring me a glass of mineral water, and kneel,” said Leslie in a more commanding tone.

Friday night was what Henry referred to as The Week in Review. Every week he would kneel before Leslie, and she would go over the week's activities, discuss any behavioral issues, and review the coming week. Regardless of how the week went, there was always a minimum paddling. It was designed to reinforce their positions, show her dominance, and remind Henry of his submission.

Henry hurried to the closet and retrieved the paddle. It was about eighteen inches long, hard, and stiff, covered with rusty leather. Leslie typically used a cane for punishments; she had several around the house. However, the paddle was reserved for their Friday sessions.

He then stopped in the kitchen to fetch the water along with a slice of lemon and some ice, just as she liked it. Returning to the sitting room, he placed the glass on the side table next to Leslie. Kneeling in front of her, with his head bowed, lifted his hands, and presented her with the paddle. 

Leslie paused for a minute, admiring her husband. He was the perfect model of a submissive partner, always wanting to make life easier and be there for her. While their relationship was unconventional by modern standards, it was not that different from the past. In olden-day England, the wife stayed home to do housework. The husband was legally allowed to beat her under the ‘Rule of Thumb’ using a stick no thicker than his thumb. Leslie and Henry's marriage was a loving, consensual partnership where one partner had authority over the other, not unlike many that had existed in the past.

Taking the paddle, she relaxed back in her seat while Henry moved his hands to cross behind him. While always polite and respectful, Henry acted like a typical everyday loving husband. However, when kneeling, he was under much more authority. Leslie would put Henry in the kneeling position when she wanted to have a more direct conversation with him, scold him, or give a detailed list of instructions.

"My darling Henry, how would you rate this last week?" asked Leslie, paddle in hand.

"I would rate my performance this week as above average," started Henry. He knew that Leslie demanded absolute honesty during these weekly reviews. "The household chores were completed, the car's oil was changed, and the car cleaned. The extra task of organizing the garage was also completed. The only item I errored was not buying the birthday card for your mother."

"You are correct. Your attitude and behavior were excellent all week. I commend you for going out late at night when you realized your error about the card," commended Leslie looking at her kneeling husband, knees wide, head downcast. "Therefore, this week, I have decided to only add three extra strokes," said Leslie. "You may continue."

Henry moved forward onto all fours and lowered his head to kiss the top of her feet. "Thank you, my Mistress. I accept your weekly maintenance as a demonstration of your dominance over me, and I humbly apologize for my errors this week,” Henry rose, turned around, and knelt on the coffee table, knees wide, back straight with his head touching the polished wood, his arms crossed in front of him. He knew he would receive nine strokes of the paddle, six for weekly maintenance, and the other three for forgetting the birthday card. Steading himself, he got into the headspace of acceptance and obedience. Leslie required stoic silence during any corrections. Henry's job was to accept his due with grace and dignity.

Leslie stood up, placed the paddle on the table next to Henry's legs, and removed her sweater. She always preferred to be able to move her arms with minimal restrictions. Picking up the paddle, she took up a position to the side of Henry. Extending her arm, she measured the distance so the end of the paddle would be in line with the crack of Henry's ass, knowing that as she swung it, it would extend to cover both cheeks. Feet braced apart, using her free hand for balance, she brought the paddle back, in line with her shoulders. Rotating her hips, swung the paddle down onto Henry's upturned ass with a resounding thudding smack.

Henry involuntarily jerked forward a few inches while uttering a horsed groan. Just as quickly, he returned to his proper position, ready to receive his next stroke. Leslie had already brought the paddle back, prepared for the following delivery. She preferred to administer strokes every six seconds or ten per minute, enough time for Henry to absorb the impact and prepare himself for the next. While this was not a punishment, it was designed to be intense and painful. A reminder to both of their respective positions within the house.

The next stroke was followed by another grunt and jerk from Henry. Fifty-four seconds after she had started, the paddle fell for the last time. Henry was now shaking ever so slightly as he struggled to hold the position commanded by his Mistress. His grunts and cries had become more pronounced, yet he had still been able to mostly maintain his silence.

Leslie stood back, admiring her husband's devotion; his ass was now a deep shade of red with a few white spots forming. Giving him a few moments to catch his breath, she sat back in her seat, placing the paddle in her lap. "You may kneel," she simply stated.

Henry slowly got off the table, turned, and dropped to his knees before Leslie.  

"You did very well. Thank you for being such an obedient husband," said Leslie as she presented the paddle before him.

Henry leaned forward and placed a light kiss on the paddle; sitting back to his kneeling position, he said, "Thank you for your authority, Mistress. I love you and will strive to make you proud."

Leslie replaced the paddle on the chair and stood up, motioning Henry to join her. He rose, and they kissed and hugged each other deeply, feeling the other's emotions. Looking up into her husband's eyes, Leslie said with a smile, "you can return the paddle to my office, fetch us some drinks, and let's watch a show."

Henry headed off, paddle in hand, while Leslie returned to the sofa and curled up with a blanket, and remote control. Henry returned to the couch and sat beside Leslie, pulling her tight. Wrapping his arms around her and kissing her deeply. His hands felt her breasts. Their breathing quickened. Finally, Leslie pulled back and said, "Let's take this upstairs."

Up the stairs to their bedroom, they went hand in hand. In the room, Leslie took charge. "Fetch the ropes; I'm tying you to the bed tonight," she instructed Henry as she headed to the bathroom to brush her teeth.

Henry went to the closet and fetched the restraints. They had eyebolts on their bed in discrete locations that he could clip them onto. When the ropes were all spread out and ready, Henry made sure lubricants and cloths were also prepared, then double-checked everything again. Finally, he fetched some drinking water for the side table. Once Henry finished his tasks, he joined Leslie in the bathroom. After brushing his teeth, he returned to the bed and lay on it. Fastening his legs to the two restraints and one to his wrists while holding the other wrist in position for Leslie's.

Returning to the bedroom, she looked down at her precious Henry. Lying on the bed, his lean, toned muscles and his cock standing at full mast. She reached over to his one free wrist, securing the remaining restraint. Then turned to the bedside table, retrieved the blindfold, and flipped it over his eyes.

Leslie reached over and gently dragged her fingernails up the shaft of his rigid cock. Henry groaned and buckled slightly. Taking her hand away, she smacked his balls and told him to wait. Walking back to the bathroom, Leslie disrobed, finished her bedtime routine, and returned to Henry's side.

Leslie leaned to Henry's ear and said, "You've been such a good, obedient husband to me all week. Now you're going to get a little treat and pleasure, your Mistress wife."

She got up over the top of him, straddling his upper chest, and lowered herself onto his face. Henry smelled the familiar musky smell of his wife, leaned his neck forward, opened his mouth, and extended his tongue, feeling for his target. Leslie settled on to him, and his tongue found her clit on the first try. She grabbed the headboard, put her head back, and steadied herself as Henry went to work doing what he does best, pleasing his Mistress. Leslie's breath quickened; she thrust her breasts forward, moving her chest up and down while grinding her hips fore and aft. Gritting her teeth as the pleasure went through her in a series of waves.

Henry strained his neck as far as he could, single-focused on one thing, pleasing his Mistress. His tongue was out as far as it would go, steadily working into her clit, stroking it just the way she liked. He could feel her groans and rhythmic action above him, which motivated him to work harder and harder. Pleasing his Mistress brought pleasure to him. As Leslie reached her first orgasm, her body tensed, mouth open as she gripped the headboard, her nails digging into the wood; she ground her cunt onto Henry's face, savoring every bit of pleasure he could give her.

Leslie lifted herself off Henry’s face as he arched his neck to give her one last lick. She turned around and pushed her cunt back against his face. Feeling the incredible sensation of his tongue getting back to work. Leaning forward, she slid her mouth over Henry's rock-hard cock, dragging her teeth along this shaft and flicking the head with her tongue. Henry groaned, bucking his hips upwards, struggling at his restraints, and putting even more effort into licking her pussy. Leslie sucked his shaft up and down, bathing it in her warm mouth. As Henry started to moan and twitch, Leslie lifted her head, arched her back, and pushed herself onto Henry's mouth. He took one last opportunity to work over her pussy with his glorious tongue. She then got off him and turned around, straddled his cock, lowering herself down onto his thick, warm shaft, letting out a moan as she went. She always marveled at the sheer size of it, how lucky she was to have married this man. Putting her hands on his pecs, she started to propel herself up and down on his shaft. Feeling the sensations ripple through her body while she threw her head back and thrust her breasts forward.

Henry's eyes were closed, and his teeth gritted. He was doing everything he could not to cum. There was an explicit standing rule between them: Henry could never cum without permission. Doing so was mandatory strokes of the cane. Henry concentrated on anything; he counted prime numbers and did long division in his head. Anything to maintain that rock-hard cock for Leslie to ride on, secretly begging and hoping she would whisper those magic words in his ear.

After several minutes, as Leslie rode her hips up and down on that glorious, thick, slippery shaft, she achieved her second orgasm. Clenching her pussy tight around Henry's shaft as her body shivered. Leaning forward, licking Henry's earlobe, she whispered. “Cum for me, my sweetheart.”

Henry's eyes opened, exhaling as he ground his hips forward, and within a few seconds, he was shaking all over while his cock spurted deep inside Leslie. "Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. Oh, my God. Thank you, Mistress. I love you so much."

Leslie collapsed onto Henry, his now softening cock still inside of her. She looped her arms under his and put her head on his chest, feeling the heartbeat, their bodies together as she came down from such a glorious moment. Reaching up, she unbuckled one of the straps. Giving him one final peck on the cheek, lay down next to him and said, "you may clean up."

Henry rolled over with his free hand, undid the other restraint, sat up, and undid the shackles on his feet. Immediately, he reached over to get the warm cloth he'd put beside the bed and gave it to Leslie. Henry then fetched the mineral water and offered her a drink. As Leslie was relaxing. He tidied up the restraints, wiped himself down, took Leslie's soiled cloth, and put it in the laundry. Finally, he crawled into bed next to her, arms around each other, snuggled in. They were both asleep in 10 minutes.


Chapter 3

Early the following day, Henry gently uncurled himself from Leslie's arms and headed downstairs to start the day. The first item on the agenda was to get the water boiling for coffee; Leslie always wanted to wake up to a cup by her bedside. Two scoops in the French press plus some sweetener; they both used sweetener, so he just added it straight to the press. Soon the water boiled, and he headed back upstairs to quietly set her coffee next to her still-sleeping self.

This morning's breakfast was going to be an egg on avocado toast. Henry set about getting everything set to go, eggs on the counter, bread ready to be toasted, frying pan on the oven with some oil, and the avocado cut open. Then he took some free time to sit down, read the BBC News, and catch up on whatever happened last night. Always keeping an ear open for movement from their bedroom. That would indicate Leslie had gotten up and would be his cue to head back into the kitchen to start the cooking.

Just as he was finishing up an article on climate change and its impact on the Norwegian fjords, he heard a stirring upstairs. Putting his iPad down, he headed back to the kitchen to finish breakfast. Henry turned on the stove to warm the pan and checked his ingredients. The bread was there, avocado and eggs were all set. Taking a knife, he carved out the avocado and mashed it up in a bowl, adding just a hint of cilantro. When the frying pan was hot, he dropped the eggs in. Henry always broke the yoke and did one flip. Toast was in the toaster, and the cutlery was placed on the table.

Leslie came down the stairs, wrapped in her chiffon silk robe. Walking into the kitchen with her coffee in hand, she gave Henry a peck on the cheek and asked him how he was doing.

"Very well, thank you," replied Henry as he turned back to flip the egg. Leslie went over, sat at the table, and looked through her magazine. Henry took the two plates and retrieved the toast from the toaster, buttering lightly. Placing them on the cutting board, he spread the avocado and finally laid the two eggs on top. Henry served the plates to the table, sat next to Leslie, and patiently waited for her to start eating.

"Lovely breakfast, thank you, Henry," said Leslie as she savored the first mouthful.

"Thank you, Mistress," Henry replied as he started on his own food, "are there any instructions for me today before we go on the flight?" he asked.

"Yes, there are. I like a clean house when we come home from traveling. I'll go out for some last-minute shopping and visit a friend for coffee. While I'm gone, I'd like the floors, the bathrooms, and the kitchen cleaned. There's some laundry to wash, fold, and put away. Also, do a dusting of the china cabinet. I'll be back around 2:00 o'clock. We can have an inspection then," said Leslie sipping her coffee.

"Yes, Mistress," Henry replied as he started calculating his workload for the day.

After breakfast, Leslie headed back upstairs to get dressed and headed out to the shops. Henry remained behind in the kitchen, cleaning up. After seeing Leslie off, he decided his first tasking would be the bathrooms. Henry got out the scrub bucket and cleaning supplies. Ensuring all the rings on the toilets were removed, getting down to wipe the dust off the footings, and clean any marks. Polished the mirror and faucet. Even those hard-to-reach places like the top of the mirror and the lights had to be dusted. When it was all done, he placed all supplies in the hallway. Looking back in and giving it a once over just in case he missed anything. Henry headed for the second bathroom and did the same.

Moving to the floors, Henry got out the vacuum and ran it over all the hardwood, ensuring to get underneath all the couches, collecting dust bunnies, and looking for crumbs in hard-to-reach places. He filled the bucket, added a little cleaning solution, and went around the house, mopping the floors. When the floors were gleaming, he emptied the bucket and put the mop away in the cupboard.

Henry went to check on the laundry that had been put in earlier. The machine had finished, so he took it outside to the line, handing it up in the sun to dry. Returning to the laundry, he put the second load in. Finally, Henry got out the dusting supplies and started on the china cabinet, the piano, and all the railings. A final sweep inspecting for any last bits of clutter.

Henry returned outside where the laundry had dried and started to fold them, putting each piece into the basket the way Leslie liked. Carrying the basket inside, he arrived at the front door to see Leslie staring at him. Henry immediately put the basket down and dropped to his knees.

"Henry Darling," said Leslie, "you know you're expected to greet me at the door on your knees. Why were you not here? I told you I'd be home at this time."

"My apologies, Mistress. I was outside and did not hear your return. I have no excuse for my lack of attention."

“Fetch the cane."

Henry leaped to his feet and ran to the office, bringing back a cane. Kneeling before Leslie, he presented the rod on two upturned palms for her to retrieve. Leslie picked up the cane, looked down at him, and instructed him to bend with the flick of her finger. Henry rose, turned around, bent at the waist, and wrapped his hands around his ankles. Leslie quietly walked to his side, tapping the cane on Henry's taunt-raised bottom. She raised her arm and brought it down with force, creating an instant white line that quickly faded to red. Henry grunted and tilted forward slightly but kept his balance. Leslie was already raising her hand to deliver the second stroke, followed by the third. Her punishments were quick and effective.

"You may kneel," instructed Leslie.

Henry returned to his knees, gently placing his lips towards the offered cane. "Thank you, Mistress," was his only response.

Leslie handed him the cane, "You may place that back in the office and continue with your chores. Come find me when you're ready for an inspection," she then headed up to the bedroom to change.

Henry remained on his knees until she had left. He then stood up, giving his bottom a little rub, and picked up the basket of clothing. Continuing his duties, he went to the bedroom to put the folded clothing away in the drawers. Returning downstairs, Henry looked around at the bathrooms, the living room, and the kitchen, confirming all his chores were done. He went up and found Leslie. "Mistress, I'm finished with my chores and ready for an inspection," said Henry, standing politely in front of Leslie.

"Very good," replied Leslie, "you may wait downstairs for me. I hope for your sake that no more stripes are added to your bottom."

"Yes, Mistress," replied Henry, looking slightly nervous. The rule in the house was that whenever Leslie conducted inspections. Henry would stand in the middle of the living room, holding the cane. After the review, if everything was satisfactory, he returned the cane to the office. If not, then Leslie administered a correction and Henry was sent to fix his error. Reaching the office, Henry picked up the cane that he had just put away. Went to the living room and stood with his open palms holding the cane. Legs spread shoulder width apart, head down. He could still feel the throbbing on his backside from the three strokes just recently administered and very much hoped there would not be a repeat.

Leslie started with the bathroom. Carefully inspecting the toilet. Looking at the seams where it met the tile, checking for any dust near the back. Working her way along the counter and the sink. She confirmed everything was wiped down, and the faucet was polished to a shine. Finally, looking at the mirror, she checked for spots and ran her finger along the top, checking for dust. So far, she was very impressed with the job Henry had done. Stepping back into the living room. She surveyed the floors. They were clean and mopped. Bending down slightly, looking under the sofa, checking the dust had been removed. Walking into the kitchen and inspecting the counters. Everything had been wiped down, put back in its place. The dishes had been cleaned and put away. Lastly, walking over to the china cabinets to inspect the dusting. She did notice that the top shelf still needed to be dusted. Overall, she was very pleased with Henry's performance.

Leslie walked back to where Henry was standing and said, "Kneel." Henry sank to his knees. Leslie looked down at him and gave her report. "You've done an excellent job this morning, and I'm very proud of you. The house looks lovely. One minor issue was the china cabinet's top shelf; you forgot to dust that. Otherwise, I am very pleased. Thank you. That'll just be two strokes," she said as she picked up the cane, cocking her head indicating for him to assume the position.

Henry gracefully rose from his knees, turned around, and bent at the waist. Presenting his already stripped ass for Leslie's correction. Leslie moved to the side and delivered the two strokes just a few seconds apart. Henry grunted through gritted teeth.

"You may kneel," commanded Leslie. Henry straightened up, turned, and knelt. He kissed the offered cane.

"Thank you for correcting me, Mistress."

"You're welcome, Henry. Return the cane and come upstairs to our bedroom. Let's get our bags packed for the trip."


Chapter 4

The time had come for their flight. Henry collected all the bags and loaded them in the car. He returned to the house, where Leslie was slipping on her coat and boots. "Right, one final check. Have we got the tickets and the passports?" asked Henry.

"Yes," replied Leslie, "both passports are in my purse, and we checked in online. The tickets are on my phone. We're good to go. Did you turn down the furnace? Make sure all the doors are locked and arrange for the neighbors to pick up the mail?"

"Yes, Mistress, everything has been done; your chariot awaits." They walked out of the house. Henry locked the door behind them and opened the passenger car door for Leslie. Walking around, he got in and backed out of the driveway for the drive to the airport.

"You must be excited to meet Fiona again after all these years?" asked Henry as he started the car down the road towards the highway.

"It's been a long time," replied Leslie, "she's been such a dear friend since we were together in university. I'm looking forward to seeing how she and Blake are coming along."

"From what you have told me, she is really embraced the FLR lifestyle," stated Henry.

"She’s come a long way,” said Leslie, “Being from Scotland, she favored the tawse over the cane. I understand she runs a very strict household. Blake is a great husband to her, and they have a wonderful relationship. It'll be fascinating to see their house's dynamic and how it differs from ours. Perhaps we'll learn a thing or two," said Leslie with a mischievous smile.

Henry smiles softly, "I'm looking forward to that. I enjoy visiting other couples and seeing the different aspects of this lifestyle. We have a great thing going here, and I'm always happy to learn on this journey with you." He looked over at Leslie, smiled, and gripped her hand gently over the console.

The rest of the journey was uneventful. Henry did his best to get there expeditiously without going too fast. Luckily, they avoided most of the traffic, and eventually, pulled into the parking garage at the airport. Henry drove up to the booth and rolled down the window. Leaned out, smiling politely at the young lady, and said, "Reservation for Henry, please."

The lady typed into her computer, looked up at them, and said, "I'm sorry, Sir, I don't have a Henry here. Would you have the reservation number on your email?"

Henry pulled out his phone and scrolled through his emails. He couldn't find it. He quickly searched for the garage's name, but it wasn't there again. Looking up apologetically at the young lady, Henry said, "I'm terribly sorry. I must not have done it. I don't have the email. Do you have space for us?"

The attendant typed away in her computer and said, "Yes, Sir, we do have some space. If I could have your credit card details, you'll be all set."

Leslie leaned over in her seat, looking at the young lady, "Again, we're sorry for the mix-up. I'll deal with him later." The young lady briefly paused what she was doing and looked directly at Leslie, almost as though she knew what would happen.

It only took a minute. Receiving the parking ticket, they drove off to find a spot. Leslie quietly said to Henry, "we will deal with this later."

Henry felt ashamed of another mix-up, still aware of the stripes on his bottom from earlier. He could only say a soft, "Yes, Mistress."

Henry found quite a good parking spot close to the entrance to the terminal, backing the car in. Switching it off, he hopped out and went around to open Leslie's door. Once she was out, he closed her door and went to the back of the car to retrieve their luggage. The last thing he did before heading into the terminal was to take a picture of the parking spot to remember when they came home in a week. Henry pulled the two bags with their carry-on over his shoulder, and Leslie carried her purse. Together, they walked into the terminal.

The check-in was uneventful; they checked their bags, received their boarding passes, and went to security with minimal fuss. Henry had booked a premium economy service. Not first class, but bigger seats to stretch out and relax in. After security, they found a quiet little bar, ordering a glass of wine before the flight was called for boarding.

The waitress brought over their wine. Henry had ordered a Cabernet and Leslie a Chardonnay. She looked up at him and asked. "How are you doing?"

"Alright, I'm doing fine. What do you mean?" responded Henry.

"I'm asking how you're doing in our relationship. I know you enjoy the FLR, but I want to ensure you're not overloaded, still enjoying it," said Leslie.

"Darling, I love our lifestyle. You remember when we were dating, I told you I was submissive from the very beginning. I love being told what to do and being under your authority, and although it hurts, I do love it when you punish me. Being submissive to you makes me a better man."

"Yes, that's how I feel too. We make a great team with me in charge, and you following directions. Our FLR life has made our love deeper, and I'm so happy that you are part of it," said Leslie reached over gripping Henry's hands. Looking into his eyes, "Here's to many more adventures together," as she lifted her glass of wine and toasted Henry.

They finished their wine, strolled to the departure gate to take a seat. Eventually, the announcement came that the flight was boarding, and down the bridge, they walked. Leslie chose the window seat while Henry placed their baggage in the overhead storage. He then retrieved the charging cables and books from the carry bag, giving Leslie her book to read during the flight. After they settled in, the flight attendant welcomed them and took their orders for the evening meal.

Leslie quickly settled into her book while Henry looked around; he was a bit of a plane buff and liked flying. Looking over Leslie, out the window at the ground equipment moving around, loading their bags, examining the wing, and checking out the other passengers coming on the aircraft.

"How long will the flight be?" asked Leslie without looking up from her book.

"It's about 7 hours. We should be landing in London at 8:00 o'clock in the morning their time. Hopefully, we can get some good sleep on the flight, so we are rested for tomorrow," replied Henry.

The doors closed, and the bridge pulled away, the plane started its pushback. Henry could hear the drone as the engines started, and eventually, they were taxiing out towards the runway. Leslie was engrossed in her book and didn't seem to notice the excitement of taxing out in an airplane that Henry felt. Soon, the pilot announced they were ready for takeoff, and the plane turned on the runway. There was a brief pause as Leslie looked up from her book, Henry held her hand while staring out the window. The engines started to rev up, the plane accelerated down the runway, and everybody was pushed back into their seats. Slowly, the nose came up, and the plane effortlessly lifted into the sky, making a banking turn on its way to London.

People started to move about the cabin when the seatbelt sign was turned off. The flight attendant brought Henry and Leslie glasses of wine. Leslie continued to look at her book while Henry began to flip through some of the inflight movies. They planned to enjoy dinner and get a few hours of sleep before arriving in London the following day. For dinner, Leslie had salmon, and Henry had steak. They both enjoyed their after-dinner cheeses with a glass of port.

Once the plates were picked up, Henry went to the washroom. Returning, he mentioned to Leslie that he wanted to go into the overhead compartment to retrieve his bag and get some earplugs. Henry opened the compartment, removed his bag, lifted it down, and turned around, bumping straight into another passenger coming down the aisle with a glass of wine. The drink was knocked out of her hand onto the floor. Henry and the lady started apologizing to each other as Henry offered her some napkins from his seat. He picked up the glass and offered to get her a new drink. Leslie also looked at the lady and apologized, making a stern face toward Henry. When he was back in his seat, Leslie turned to him and said, "You really need to be more careful. You could have hurt that poor lady. You embarrassed her and created a mess. This behavior truly is unacceptable, Henry. You're already owed one punishment for the parking lot, and now, I'm afraid you'll get more added. This will be dealt with after we arrive in London. You will also apologize to that lady for your behavior."

Looking down, his arms folded on his lap. Henry mumbled, "Yes, Mistress."

"Now get some sleep," commanded Leslie as she reclined her seat and closed her eyes, pulling the blanket over herself. Henry did the same. Five hours later, they were awoken when the cabin lights started coming back on as the attendants prepared a light breakfast snack before arriving at Heathrow. Henry folded Leslie's blanket and placed it on the ground by his feet along with his own.

Leslie looked up and saw the lady Henry had bumped into earlier standing alone in the galley. "Come with me," instructed Leslie, "you're going to apologize properly to that lady." Leslie stood up and walked towards the galley with Henry in tow

The lady was standing in the galley enjoying a cup of juice. She was in her mid-30s with a slim figure and brunette hair, a beautiful lady. Leslie came up to her, saying, "Hello. I wanted to say thank you for your understanding earlier tonight; my husband Henry has something he'd like to say to you." Leslie stepped back for Henry to move forward.

"Ma’am, I'm very sorry about bumping into you and spilling the drink. It was my fault. I was clumsy and should've paid more attention," said Henry, looking her in the eyes.

"Oh, it's OK, accidents happen," replied the lady.

Leslie stepped in again, "My husband made a clumsy error. He embarrassed you and soiled your blouse. When we're alone, I'm going to punish him for this. I want you to know how sorry we are and that this will be dealt with."

"What do you mean to punish him," the lady responded with curiosity.

"Henry and I have a female-led relationship; I'm in charge of our marriage. If Henry does not follow my instructions, embarrasses me, or makes mistakes, I deal with it. His behavior tonight was clumsy and caused you embarrassment. I intend to punish him later. This will be appropriately dealt with, and we appreciate your understanding.

"Where are you going after you arrive in London," asked the lady, "and by the way, my name is Julie."

"Julie. I am Leslie. It's a pleasure to meet you," replied Leslie, extending her hand. "We are getting a rental car and driving northwest towards Lake Wales. Meeting an old friend of mine."

"Well, I live just South of Oxford. Sounds like you will be passing through my area. Why don't you stop in? You could freshen up and deal with Henry there. I'm quite curious to see," offered Julie with a slight smile.

"That sounds lovely. Yes, I'd enjoy freshening up before meeting my friends. Since Henry's infraction was committed against you, I'll give you the privilege of punishing him."

"I've never done that before. This ought to be very interesting," laughed Julie.

"Don't worry, my dear. I will guide you; again, thank you for your understanding tonight. We have enjoyed our flight," said Leslie shaking her hand as the two returned to their seats.


Chapter 5

It was quite a pleasant morning in London. The temperature was 23 Celsius under some broken cloud. The plane made a broad, sweeping turn over the Thames and turned onto final approach at Heathrow. The touchdown was smooth, and they arrived at the gate after a short taxi.

Henry got their baggage down from the overhead compartment, careful not to bump into anybody this time. He let Leslie go first as they exited the plane. Julie was standing across the aisle, she smiled gracefully and said to Leslie, "I'll see you soon," raising an eyebrow toward Henry.

After a short stint through Immigration and Customs, they exited the arrivals hall. Henry excused himself to go to the convenience store and buy two new SIM cards so their phones would work in the UK. They then headed downstairs to the car rental and signed out their car.

"Now, you do remember how to drive on the left side of the road," joked Leslie as they walked towards their car.

"Yes, Mistress, I've done it before. I promise I'll be safe," said Henry.

Their rental was a Volkswagen Passat saloon car. It was very comfortable with leather seats and a SATNAV. Henry went to the passenger side and opened the door for Leslie to get in. He then returned to the trunk to load up the bags. Henry started the car by settling into the driver seat, adjusting all the mirrors, and ensuring he knew where the cruise control was. Initializing the SATNAV, he took out Julie's address and entered it. It would be about a 45-minute drive. Julie said she expected to reach the house a little before them. Henry put the car into drive, and they slipped away from Heathrow. The first part of the drive was very congested until they got further away from the airport. Eventually, it settled down to a smoother, quieter drive. Henry had a little baptism by fire as he negotiated the roundabouts, he'd been through them before, but that was many years ago.

Henry got on the M40 and headed northwest for about half an hour, keeping an eye out for the turn-off to the town of Stadhampton, where Julie lived. Once they were out in the country, the drive was delightful; the rolling green fields went by with intermingled bits of forest. Everything was green, the way the UK typically is. Taking a left turn at the correct intersection, Henry drove towards Stadhampton. The SATNAV expertly took them through a couple of little turns through the cute village. Shortly, they arrived at the small cottage house that belonged to Julie. Henry was getting butterflies in his stomach as he parked the car. Getting out, he went around to open Leslie's door.

Leslie swung her elegant legs out of the car and stood up; looking Henry in the eye, she said, "I expect absolute perfect behavior from you; now follow me," as she marched towards the front door. Henry closed her door, locked the car on the FOB, and followed meekly behind her.

Leslie gave the door three wraps with her knuckles, and within a few moments, Julie opened it. She'd obviously just gotten out of the shower as her hair was wet. "Hello, I hope you found it ok," said Julie opening the door for them to come in.

"Found it on the first try. Thanks so much for hosting us. We really appreciate it," said Leslie.

"It's my pleasure," replied Julie, "I'm inquisitive about your lifestyle. You've had a long flight. Would you like a quick shower and freshen up here before seeing your friends?"

"Yes, I think I'd love that," said Leslie; she turned to Henry and said sharply, "Fetch my bag," at which point Henry turned around and left to go out to the car.

"The spare rooms right this way," said Julie, pointing Leslie to a side of the house. "You can change in there and use that shower. What are we going to do with him?" asked Julie nodding in Henry's direction with curiosity in her eyes.

"Well, Henry's in a lot of trouble; he made a big mistake at the airport with the car parking, plus spilling your drink. I'm going to punish him. He will have his bottom tanned with his belt, and you will partake. Have you ever done anything like this before?" inquired Leslie.

"No, I haven't, but I thought of it; I'm actually quite excited," confessed Julie, " Is Henry going to have a shower and freshen up as well?"

"No, he can either wait in a corner, or we can put him to good use. Do you have any chores you'd like to get done around here?" asked Leslie.

"Well, I'm a little bit hungry. Could Henry make us some food?" suggested Julie.

"He certainly can," said Leslie, nodding just as Henry arrived back in the house carrying her bag.

"Put those in the spare room," said Leslie directing Henry, "then strip and return.”

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Henry.

It was a small yet comfortable spare room with a double bed. Henry placed the bags onto the bed, opening the zipper for Leslie. Looking around, saw a chair to the side of the room. He removed his clothing, neatly folding and placing it onto the chair. Henry then took a deep breath of courage and returned to the ladies. Dropping to his knees, he blushed slightly red, acutely aware of Julie's appraising eyes. His cock slowly stirred, becoming half erect despite his best efforts for it not to do so.

"Oh my," said Julie taking in a breath and putting her hand over her chest, "he's lovely, my word; how do you have a relationship with such a well-behaved man? You're so lucky."

"Discipline, my dear, discipline. Why don't you go to finish blow drying your hair, and I'll go and freshen up."

Looking down at Henry, she instructed, "Henry, go to the kitchen and make us a nice snack. Have it ready in 45 minutes. You are dismissed." Henry got to his feet and quickly walked to the kitchen, Julie's eyes following his ass as he went.


Chapter 6

Upon reaching the kitchen, Henry feverishly went to work. It was a strange place, and he had to quickly get his bearings; he found the pantry and noticed plenty of flour, baking powder, and sugar. Working his way over to the fridge, finding eggs and cheese. By now, we had an idea what he might do, so he opened the freezer, locating some frozen spinach. He was going to whip a up quiche.

Another search found mixing bowls and utensils. He quickly started the dough with flour, baking powder, and an egg. Rolling it out into a tray, he put it in the oven for pre-bake. Next, he turned his attention to making the batter with eggs, spinach, cheese, and spices.

At that point, he heard Leslie calling the kitchen, "Henry, please make some tea."

"Yes, Mistress," Henry replied as he quickly turned his attention to the kettle to boil some hot water. He found a serving tray and set it up with cups, spoons, and honey. Henry added some milk into a little dispenser. When the water was boiled, he poured it into the teapot with two teabags and let it steep for a few minutes. Once everything was finalized, Henry picked up the tray and walked into the living room.

Julie and Leslie were chatting like old friends as Henry carried the tray. The conversation stopped as they looked up at him. Julie's eyes were wide with unbelievable curiosity about what was going on. Henry set the tray down and turned towards Julie, "Tea, Madam?" he asked.

"Yes, please," she responded.

Henry poured the tea delicately, ensuring there were no spills or bumps. He then replaced the teapot and returned to Julie, "Honey, Madam?"

"No thanks," responded Julie.

"Milk, Madame?" inquired Henry.

"Yes," said Julie with more of an authoritarian tone. Henry added a dollop of milk and gave the teacup a gentle stir. Then on his knees, he presented the tea to Julie.

Julie took the teacup from Henry, looked over at Leslie, and mouthed, "He's wonderful."

"Yes, he's exceptional," responded Leslie as Henry busied himself with making her teacup. When he was finished, he presented the tea to Leslie.

"Your tea, Mistress."

"Thank you, Henry; you may return to the kitchen."

"Yes, Mistress," said Henry as he stood and returned to his duties in the kitchen.

When Henry had left the room, Julie turned to Leslie. She simply asked, "Ok, how did you get such a lovely obedient, dedicated husband? What is your secret?"

Leslie pondered for a moment and then started, "Henry is naturally submissive. When we first started dating, he expressed his submissiveness and asked that I take the lead in our relationship. I am the head of the household, and Henry is my loving partner. In our marriage, he ranks below me. Henry's responsible for the chores, cooking, and cleaning, He has impeccable manners and is a true gentleman. He provides me with any services I want. Henry follows my direction," said Leslie, "now, don't get me wrong, it's not an abusive relationship. We are loving partners, and this is how we choose to run our marriage."

"But on the flight, you said you would punish him. How is that part of a loving marriage?" asked Julie.

"Henry and I have both agreed that he should strive for perfection. If his service is not up to the high standard we both expect, then I correct him. I never punish in anger, but when the time is needed, I do correct Henry. It is painful; however, we both benefit. It makes us both better partners add strengthens our marriage. The benefit of our relationship is that we do not have fights. If there is a disagreement, we resolve it. Henry accepts my word as final. If he gets snarky or moody, then he bends for my cane. Trust me, he is a very happy husband."

Julie took it in for a moment, "I envy you. I wish I could find a man like that. It's so interesting."

"It’s easier than you think," responded Leslie," there are many men like that in the world. It's just a matter of putting out some feelers. I can give you some pointers on where you want to start looking?"

"Yes, that would be wonderful. We must keep in touch. So, what's going to happen today? I'm very inquisitive."

"Well, when Henry's finished cooking, he will set the meal in the dining room and call us in to eat. Once we're finished, he will clean up, as he does every time. After that, I have an obligation to punish Henry for his earlier behavior. He accepts this as part of my authority in our marriage. Because the infraction involved yourself, I've invited you to witness it, and if you choose, to participate," explained Leslie.

"Yes, I want to be involved, but I'm pretty nervous. I must admit I've never done anything like this before. What exactly will be his punishment?" asked Julie.

"Henry is due two punishments, one from the parking garage earlier and another from the flight, so I'll deal with the parking garage first, and I'll let you do the flight. I don't have my cane with me, but Henry has his leather belt, which will suffice. I will use the belt on him first so I can demonstrate, and then you can have a go. Does that sound reasonable?" asked Leslie.

"Very reasonable, I look forward to learning a new skill today," smiled Julius as she sat back and had a sip of tea.

Julie thought for a moment and then confessed, "I must admit the thought of this makes me horny. You guys must have a terrific sex life?" Julie blushed, "oh, I'm sorry I didn't mean to pry like that."

"It's quite alright," said Leslie, "yes, we have a wonderful sex life. Sometimes we're just like a normal couple. However, at times, Henry simply pleases me for my pleasure without receiving any, and sometimes we role-play. We have a lot of fun in the bedroom. What about you, any boyfriends?" asked Leslie.

"No, not at the moment. Watching Henry walk around my house naked, cooking and cleaning is inspiring me to start looking again," confessed Julie.

"Tell you what, later on, I'll go for a little lie down to rest after the flight, and you can have Henry for a few hours. See what you think; take him for a test drive if you choose," smiled Leslie.

"Oh my, sure you'd be ok with it. I mean, I could do anything?" asked Julie.

"Whatever you like, he will be all yours. I trust you."

Henry now had the quiche in the oven. He used this time to tidy up the kitchen, washing everything he'd used and setting it up to dry. Henry set the cutlery, napkins, and two glasses of juice in the dining room. Once the quiche was ready, he lifted it out of the oven, plating them, neatly wiping off any spatter. Finally, Henry brought them to the table. Taking a moment to do a final check, ensuring everything was laid out correctly. Henry walked over to the living room and knelt at the entrance, remaining quiet until his wife acknowledged his presence.

“Ladies, lunch is served,” said Henry.

Leslie simply said, “thank you, Henry,” at which he rose and returned to the kitchen. Julie and Leslie both walked into the dining room.

"This smells delicious," said Julie as she bit into the quiche, "he's so talented. He must be a joy to live with".

“Yes, he takes excellent care of me, and I love him for it. So how long have you lived in this area?” asked Leslie.

“About five years, it's a nice quiet town. Oxford is just up the road, so I can go there on weekends.”

"Do you get over to Canada? We live near Toronto," inquired Leslie

“I do go there once a year on business. My company has their Canadian offices in Toronto."

"Next time you're in, give me a call. You must come over. We can return the favor of a delicious meal," said Leslie.

“Thank you, I'd love to see how you guys live,” replied Julie as she savored another bite of quiche.

Once they were finished, Julie reached to pick up her plate. Leslie held out her hand, “it's ok. We'll let Henry do it. Why don't we go sit?”

“Wonderful idea,” replied Julie as they stood up.

Leslie turned to the kitchen, “Henry, clear up the plates and clean the kitchen. When you're finished, report to the living room with your belt,” instructed Leslie as the ladies walked into a sitting room.

Henry appeared at the doorway from the kitchen. Replying, "yes, Mistress," he cleaned up the table. Making sure everything was washed, dried, and replaced the way he found it. He wiped down all the counters and double-checked the table for crumbs. The leftover quiche was packaged in the fridge so Julie could enjoy it later. Once he was fully satisfied, everything was up to standard. Without any reason to delay, he went to the spare room, took his belt out of the loops of his trousers, folded it up, and proceeded to the living room.

Henry entered the living room, kneeling to the side, holding his belt in the palm of his hands. His head was down, knees wide, and he remained quiet. He overheard the ladies talking about different garden styles in other climates. After a few minutes, Leslie looked up at Henry, "you may crawl over and kneel between us."

Henry lifted the belt, placing it between his lips, careful not to get any saliva or bite marks on it. He went forward onto all fours and crawled in front of the two ladies. Henry returned kneeling with the belt in the palms of his hands, knees spread. The feeling of doing all this in front of Julie had the desired effect on him. Henry did his best not to blush and tried not to think of his now growing erection. Leslie often paraded him in front of her friends and sometimes punished him in front of others. It was always an intensely erotic moment for him when this happened. He was very aware of Julie’s eyes on him.

"Henry, explain why you are here,” instructed Leslie.

"Yes, Mistress. In Toronto, at the airport, I forgot to make the parking reservation. On the airplane, I was clumsy and caused a drink to be spilled on Ms. Julie,” admitted Henry.

"What could have been the ramifications of your actions?" asked Leslie.

"Mistress, by not booking the parking garage, we may not have been able to park and would have had to find alternate parking on short notice. That could have impacted our ability to catch the flight. Secondly, I was not paying attention during the flight and caused a drink to be spilled on Ms. Julie. My clumsiness caused Ms. Julie embarrassment and soiled her clothing.”

"What do you have to say for yourself?” continued Leslie.

Henry raised his head to look at the two ladies. "Mistress, Ms. Julie, I have no excuse for my actions today. My behavior was unacceptable and not to the standards expected in our marriage. I humbly ask that I may be punished for my failures so that I may improve in the future," said Henry, lowering his head again.

"Thank you, Henry," said Leslie as she reached over and took the belt from his upturned palms. Henry moved his hands behind his back.

Leslie turned to Julie, “your partner must know what they have done wrong. It is a serious event, and they can expect consequences for their actions. Henry legitimately made some mistakes, accepted responsibility, and I know he will try harder in the future. His punishment will serve as a motivation for him to improve, and it is my responsibility, as his wife to administer it.”

"I see," replied Julie, "I love how honest, and upfront Henry is in his acknowledgment of his errors. His discipline and deportment are a testament to you.”

"Thank you very much. We've had many years together. Shall we continue?”

“Yes, please do,” said Julie.

"Henry," said Leslie looking down at her husband, "your punishment will be broken into two parts. I will administer your correction for the parking garage, and Julie will administer hers for the spilled drink." Leslie saw a footstool off to the side, "Henry, move the footstool to the middle of the room. Bend, place your palms flat on the stool, legs straight."  Henry immediately rose to his feet and did as ordered. He placed her footstool in the middle of the room, then stood in front of it, legs straight, feet shoulder-width apart, and bent forward with his palms gripping the edge of the stool. His back was 90 degrees, with his ass pointing towards the two women.

Leslie turned to Julie, “why don't you just watch me first. Then we can discuss any questions, and it'll be your turn.”

"That sounds great," replied Julie, still in awe but what she was about to witness.

Leslie stood up and went to Henry. She looked down at him, then turned back to address Julie, “He will receive 10 strokes. I require silence. There is to be no response from Henry. He will accept his punishment with dignity and grace.” Leslie positioned herself, “First, you measure your distance, ideally, the tip of the belt should be at the crack of his ass. It will swing out a bit and cover both cheeks.”

Returning to Henry, Leslie raised her hand over her head and powerfully swung the belt across his ass with a loud smack. Henry grunted and edged forward slightly onto his toes but quickly got back into position. Leslie was efficient and focused; she raised her arm again, and within a few seconds, a second stroke struck Henry's ass. This continued as Leslie brought the belt down on Henry eight more times. By the end, Henry was shaking slightly, struggling to maintain control. Still, to his credit, he remained silently in position. His ass was now a deep shade of red, with a few white spots starting to form.

Leslie returned to her chair and sat down next to Julie, “what did you think of that,” she asked.

“Amazing, absolutely amazing. This is the first time I've seen something like it. He did so well to stay still.”

"He's well trained and well disciplined. I told him to remain in position and to remain silent. Henry will follow my orders. I could have him count strokes and thank me if I wanted. What did you think about the force of the strokes?”

"Well, they seemed awfully hard, but he took them," said Julie thoughtfully.

“Let me reassure you, do not be gentle when a man is being punished. You strike with full force and only vary the number of strokes depending on the infraction. Now it's your turn. How many strokes do you think he deserves for spilling the drink?” asked Leslie.

"I don't know," replied Julie, a bit confused. “Spilling the drink was more serious than the parking, plus since we're here in the UK, how about an even dozen. Does that sound reasonable to you?"

“Yes, an even dozen it is,” said Leslie.

"Now do you want him quiet, or would you like him to count?" asked Leslie.

“I'd like to hear counting. What would you suggest?” replied Julie.

"After each stroke, have him say the number. He can then thank you for that stroke and ask for his next one,” said Leslie. She offered the belt over to Julie, “your turn.”

Julie got up and walked over to where Henry was still bent over. She took a moment to admire the backs of his legs. The muscles on his shoulders and arms as he gripped the footstool. “Henry,” said Julie.

"Yes, Ma’am,” replied Henry.

“I'm now going to punish you for spilling that drink. You're going to receive 12 strokes. After each stroke, you will say the number, thank me, and ask for the next one. Do you understand?”

"Yes, Ma’am," replied Henry.

Julie positioned herself the way she had seen Leslie and measured the distance. She brought the belt up and swung it down into Henry's ass.

"One. Thank you, Ms. Julie. May I please have another,' came the response from Henry.

"Oh no," said Leslie as she got to her feet, walking over to Julie, "that just was not hard enough. You need to put your heart and soul into punishing a man. We don't do half-measures. Henry's expecting a punishment, and that's what he will receive. Now you haven't done this before, so why don't we have a little bit of practice.”

“Sorry, this is all so new,” confessed Julie.

"Lay on a couple of strokes. Harder each time. Get a feel for it," suggested Leslie.

Leslie turned to Henry, "Henry, Julie is going to practice. You're not required to count at this time. You will remain silent."

"Ok, now swing hard. You'll see that he doesn't break," said Leslie as she took a step back.

Julie brought the belt back and swung it hard as it cracked into Henry's ass. A small groan was all that escaped his lips. Julie raised the strap and brought it down three more times, feeling the weight and the speed. Perfecting her aim where she could now cover the sweet spot of his ass.

“Very nice. Why don't we begin,” said Leslie as she took her seat.

This time Julie with much more authority, raised the belt and slammed it down into Henry's ass. With a slightly throaty voice, he responded, “One. Thank you, Ma’am. May I please have another."

"Yes, you may," laughed Julie as she raised the belt and brought it down a second time.

"Arrg, two. Thank you, Ma’am. May I please have another,"

As she swung the belt, Julie was enjoying herself, the power and dominance over this man. Henry was gritting his teeth, doing his best to maintain position. Calling out the strokes, thanking her, and begging her for more torment. When it was finally over, Julie came back to the chair sitting down. Looking over at Leslie, “That was wonderful! Oh my God, I need to get what you guys have.”

"You will. Many men out there would love to partner with a powerful woman such as yourself," Leslie said.

"Henry, return the footstool and stand in the corner,” she ordered. Henry picked up the footstool, returned it to the side, and then gingerly walked over to the wall, facing it with his hands behind his neck.

Julie looked over at Leslie, “What's that?” she asked.

"After the punishment, there's some corner time to reflect on his behavior and how he will improve. If you don't mind, now I think I'm going to have that lie down for an hour, I’m tired from the flight. Henry is under your command. You may use him as you see fit,” smiled Leslie as she got up.

Stopping at Henry’s side, “Henry, Julie will oversee you for the next hour. She has full authority.”

"Yes, Mistress," answered Henry staring at the wall.

Leslie walked to the bedroom while Julie sat there staring at Henry. He was standing, face to the wall, hands behind his back, completely naked, red bottom. He was hers for the next hour. She had never had a man under her control and wondered what to do. He would obey any command. It was like a kid being released in the candy store, not knowing where to start.

She walked up behind him; he could sense her presence. Taking her time, looking at his body, his breathing had slowed since the beating. Gently running her finger along his bottom, over the redness, he gave a slight intake of breath. Using her fingernails, scratching his back, Henry clenched his teeth.

"Turn," was the first command she gave. In one fluid motion, he turned around to face Julie, hands still behind his head, feet shoulder-width apart. Julie put her hand on Henry's chest and let it drift down. Henry's cock had now become fully erect. Julie lightly grasped it between her thumb and forefinger, tracing from base to tip. “You like that?” she whispered in his ear.

"Yes, Ma’am," replied Henry.

“Did you like it when I beat you?”

"Yes, Ma’am.”

“Why,” asked Julie, still feeling his cock?

“I love serving authoritative women. Being under their discipline makes me a better man,” confessed Henry.

Julie moved closer to Henry and gripped his shaft firmly, "So, being bent over, getting whipped with your own belt is for your own good?"

“Yes, Ma’am,” answered Henry.

Julie released his cock, then, with the back of her hand, smacked his balls. Henry winced, teeth clenched, but he held his position. “Follow me,” said Julie. She turned and walked to the bedroom.

As they entered the bedroom, Julie simply pointed at the corner and said, “kneel, face the wall.” He could hear some muffled noises behind him but knew nothing of what was happening. Finally, Julie said,” Come to the center of the room and kneel,” Henry stood up and walked to the center of the room, dropping again to his knees. Julie was now naked. She had a beautiful figure, long legs, a tight chest with medium breasts, and long flowing brown hair.

Pointing to the bathroom, she commanded, “Take a shower.” Henry stood and walked into the bathroom to the glass-enclosed shower stall. Turning on the water, he stepped in and started to clean himself. Julie had a selection of products with different scents, and Henry made the choices he thought were most appropriate. Julie stood outside the stall, supervising his shower. For several minutes, she just enjoyed the view. Eventually, she called to him, “Finished, towel off and come back to the bedroom.”

Henry returned to the bedroom to find Julie lying face down on her bed, “There's oil on the table. Give me a massage,” said Julie. Looking over, he found the massage oils. Henry got a small towel and placed them beside the bed. Taking a little oil in his hand, he warmed it up in his palms and started at Julie's shoulders. Digging his thumbs into her muscles, he worked the stress out of her. A series of groans from Julie told him that he was doing a good job. Continuing with her forearms, down her back, to her firm bottom, and toned legs. “Oh my God,” moaned Julie, “you are amazing.”

"Thank you, Ma’am," responded Henry.

Eventually, Julie rolled over, spread her legs and simply said, “Please me.” Henry, needing no further encouragement, got up on the bed, between her legs, and dipped his head down to her pussy. As Henry's tongue first stroked across Julie’s clit, she arched her back, moaning. Henry continued with his tongue doing little circles around the clit, occasionally letting it drift down to her lips. Giving long powerful strokes up and down while teasingly pushing his tongue into her. Julie’s breath quickened. She grabbed Henry's hair and pushed his face into her hips as she enjoyed the first orgasm.

Twenty minutes and several orgasms later, Julie took hold of Henry's hair, pulling him off. She laid back, catching her breath. Looking over at Henry, who was lying on the bed, "Truly, you are amazing," she said.

"Thank you, Ma’am, the pleasure was mine," responded Henry.

"I'm going to rest for half an hour until your Mistress gets up. Since you spilled a drink on my blouse, why don't you do some laundry."

"Yes, Ma’am," responded Henry as he got up from the bed and headed to the laundry room.


Chapter 7

After about an hour, Leslie woke and took a shower. Julie came down wrapped in a bathrobe. Henry had just taken the load out of the washer and was starting to hang it on the line. Julie stood for a while, just watching him work. She was still in shock and amazement. Here was this polite, attractive, diligent, naked man happily doing chores in her house. She could command him to do whatever she wanted. At the snap of a finger, he would pleasure her. He would cook and clean for her. She could simply whip him at her pleasure. This was the life that she wanted; how lucky it was that she had met Leslie on the flight. They were definitely going to stay in contact.

Leslie came out of the bathroom, looking refreshed, wearing smart yet casual clothes. She saw Julie and walked over. “I needed that. Feels so much better,” glancing around at Henry hanging laundry, “was he acceptable?”

“Yes, very much so. What a gem you have there. I would love to have one of my own. We must keep in contact,” commented Julie.

“We will; next time you travel to Toronto, we will have you over,” promised Leslie.

“Thank you, I am already looking forward to it.”

“We should start heading up the road. Again, thank you so much for your hospitality. It was lovely to stop in and see you,” said Leslie. Turning around, she curtly said, “Henry, get dressed and bring the bags to the front door.”

Julie and Leslie exchanged their contact information and chatted about how lovely it was to see each other. Henry brought out the bags to the front door and stood quietly.

At the door, Leslie gave Julie an embrace, “again, thank you so much for having us,” then she turned to Henry, “Henry.”

Henry walked over and knelt before Julie, “Ma’am, thank you so much for allowing me to serve and for administering my correction. It has been a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I look forward to seeing you again.”

Julie looked down, touched Henry's shoulder, and said, “thank you, Henry.”

Henry stood and opened the door for Leslie, picked up the bags, and walked to the car. He opened the door for his Mistress, loaded their bags, and sat in the driver's seat. Activating the SATNAV, they headed off toward Fiona and Blake's house. It was located in the country, just beside Gwydir Forest Park.

Did you enjoy that?" asked Leslie looking over at her husband.

“Yes, Julie is such an interesting person. It was great to get to know her. It's always nice to make a new friend,” replied Henry as he navigated another roundabout.

"I think she will be interested in the FLR lifestyle. In the future, we might have to give her a little more coaching," said Leslie.

“I shall be happy to assist,” smiled Henry in return.

Driving in silence, just admiring the beauty of the countryside, they stopped outside Birmingham. Leslie and Henry enjoyed a short walk, eventually coming across a pub. Henry ordered them appetizers as they sat on the patio under the sunshine.

Returning to the car and continuing up the road. About an hour later, they came to a minor road that led up to Fiona and Blake's house. The laneway was about 300 meters long, leading to a Victorian-era stately home. Backing onto the forest, it was a beautiful, peaceful, and private setting.

Coming to a stop on the gravel drive in front of the house, Henry got out, went around, and opened Leslie’s door. At the same time, the front door opened, and out came Fiona, arms wide as she went to embrace Leslie.

"Oh my God, it's been such a long time. You look wonderful. I can't believe you're finally here,” exclaimed Leslie as she held Fiona by the shoulders, looking into her eyes.

"It has been so long. Wonderful of you to have us. Oh my God, you've got a lovely house,” commented Leslie.

"We love it here; it's the perfect place for us,” admitted Fiona. Turning to Henry she said, “Henry, you look marvellous,” as she gave him a hug.

"Yes, Ma’am, it's a pleasure to see you again," said Henry as he embraced Fiona.

The man who followed Fiona out of the house was now standing behind her. He was completely naked, 6 feet tall, with close-cropped hair and a toned physique. Hands behind his back, slightly bowed, he waited patiently until acknowledged. After hugging Henry, Fiona turned around and motioned to him, “Blake come here to meet our guests. This is my friend from university, Leslie.”

Blake walked over to Leslie, saying, “It is a pleasure to meet you Madam,” as he shook her extended hand.

“Blake, the pleasure is mine. Fiona has told me many stories.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Blake.

“This is my husband, Henry.”

"How do you do Henry?" said Blake shaking his hand.

“Very well, good to meet you,” replied Henry.

Fiona gripped Leslie’s hand, and they started walking to the house. “Blake, show Henry where their room is and help with the bags. Then you two can meet us in the sunroom.”

"Yes, Mistress," replied Blake.

After the ladies had gone inside, Blake asked, “Henry, how was your drive up?”.

"It was good. We stopped at a new friend’s house briefly. A very nice drive. It’s lovely here, so peaceful. You must enjoy it," Henry replied as he took in the views.

"Yes, it's great. We have a wonderful life here," said Blake walking to the back of the car. He and Henry started taking out the bags, "come, let me show you where your room is."

Henry followed Blake into the house; they climbed up one flight of stairs and headed down the hallway to a large bedroom. A four-poster bed made of old oak dominated the room. It had large windows looking out over the pasture towards the forest. The sun shone in, lighting up the fresh flowers beside an old Victorian Chesterfield. There was even their own private on-suite bathroom with a claw-footed tub.

"Let's leave the bags here. We can go down to report to the ladies, then come back up and unpack,” suggested Blake as Henry followed him back out the door and down the stairs.

The ladies were sitting in the sunroom chatting up a storm, catching up on all the old gossip as the two men entered. They quietly knelt to the side, waiting to be acknowledged. Eventually, Fiona looked over at the two kneeling men, “You're back, good; we were just talking about you guys.”

Leslie spoke to Henry, “Henry, in this house, you will follow the same rules that Miss Fiona places on Blake. You will address her as Ma’am. She has full authority over you. Do you understand?”

"Yes, Mistress," replied Henry.

Leslie continued, "you will be naked in the house and assist Blake with his chores. If you have any questions, you may ask Blake. I expect you on your best behaviour.”

"Yes, Mistress," replied Henry.

Now it was Fiona who spoke, "Blake, you take Henry under your wing. Show him what needs to be done. I want you to work as a team. Do you have any questions?”

"Yes, Mistress. I do not have any questions, Mistress," answered Blake.

"Right, back up to the room to unpack. Report back down here in 20 minutes. We will be touring the grounds. Dismissed," said Fiona as she turned back to Julie.

The two men headed back up the stairs toward the bedroom. The first thing Henry did was strip out of his clothes. Blake noticed Henry's bottom was red and commented, “get in a bit of trouble this morning?”

"Yeah, I screwed up on the flight. That's why we stopped. Leslie made a new friend on the flight. We stopped at her house on the way so they could use the belt on me."

"Lucky you. In this house, we have a tawse. It's kind of like a belt but much thicker and heavier. My Mistress is from Scotland; it's her instrument of choice. I'm sure you'll feel it while you're here. It comes out often," he said with a smirk.

Diligently they worked, unpacking the clothes, hanging all the dresses, and putting the toiletries in the washroom. Henry ensured that Leslie's slippers were by the bed and her bathrobe neatly laid out.

“How long have you two been living in the FL R?” Henry asked Blake.

"A few years since we got married," said Blake, “Fiona is very strict. She runs a tight household.”

“If you don't mind me asking, what you to do for a living?” inquired Henry as he folded the last of the underwear into a drawer.

"Fiona is a novelist, and I took early retirement from the military. I spend my time here looking after the house and looking after her," responded Blake "Right times up. We should head back down," said Blake. They looked around the room one last time to checking everything was put away as they walked out.

The men entered the sunroom, and Blake showed Henry where they were to kneel. They waited for the ladies to acknowledge their presence.

Fiona looked at the men, “Tea service,” she said.

"Yes, Mistress," responded Blake as he and Henry rose and headed for the kitchen.

"I'll get the water to boil. Over there is the serving tray. Can you get that out? Get two cups and saucers, the teapot, and I'll need a little dish to put the sugar in. That smaller creamer over there can be for the milk," said Blake as he took charge, directing Henry around the kitchen to help him. He put two Earl Grey bags into the teapot, filled it with hot water, and let it steep for a few minutes. Teacups were arranged on the saucers; the milk and sugar were placed on the tray. When everything was ready, they headed back into the sunroom. On entering, Blake placed the tray on a side table, and both men knelt as they had before.

"You may serve," Fiona said simply.

Blake stood up with Henry in tow. He picked up the tray, walking towards the ladies, placing it on the table. Turning to Leslie, “Tea, Madame?”

“Yes,” responded Leslie. Blake poured tea into the cup and replaced the teapot.

“Sugar Madame?” inquired Blake.

"No, thank you," said Leslie.

"Milk, Madame?" asked Blake.

"Yes," said Leslie. Blake poured a little bit of milk into the teacup. Gave it a light stir and placed the teacup and saucer in front of Leslie. He then turned to Fiona and repeated the process, "Tea, Mistress?"

“Yes,” said Fiona. Blake continued until he placed the teacup and saucer in front of Fiona.

Fiona looked at him as he was about to withdraw and asked, "Blake, the serviettes, please."

Blake realized his error, "Mistress, they are in the kitchen. I will fetch them immediately."

“Hurry,” was all Fiona simply said.

Henry kneeled by the door as Blake returned to the kitchen and brought two serviettes. He placed them next to the teacups and returned to kneel by Henry. Henry could tell that Blake was flustered. He wondered how big an error the serviettes had been

When the ladies had finished their tea, Fiona suggested they go on a walk of the property. Leslie eagerly accepted, and they walked out the door. Stopping at the two kneeling men. "Clean up here and meet us at the shed in 15 minutes," said Fiona.

"Yes, Mistress," said Blake as the ladies disappeared.

Blake got up and headed over to the teacups with Henry following. They picked up the empty dishes, put them on the tray, and walked to the kitchen. Henry wondered why Blake was a little quiet and solemn. Blake went to work putting stuff away while Henry started washing and drying the cups. Henry eventually asked Blake, “What did she mean about meeting you in the shed?”

"It means I forgot the serviettes, and I will be punished. Fiona is going to use the tawse on me in the shed. Let’s hurry up here and head over," said Blake as they finished wiping down the counter.


Chapter 8

They headed out the front door, turned right, walking to the side of the garage. There was a smaller shed used for the lawn and gardening tools. The center had a slightly raised floor with an old-fashioned gym horse in the middle. Blake turned on the light, and Henry could more clearly see that this was a dual-purpose gardening shed and a discipline "woodshed." The sides had all the gardening supplies in neat rows, while the center was spotless and precise with its raised dais and horse.

Blake went to the side of the room, retrieved a tawse, placing it on a small table next to the bench. "You can stand over there. The ladies should be along soon," said Blake, indicating to a corner as he assumed a kneeling position next to the horse.

"What a marvelous property," commented Leslie, looking over a rolling field leading to a line of trees. Fiona and Blake's property was nestled in slightly undulating lands where fields turn into a forest. A mix of open areas with stands of trees. Behind the house was a small, manicured lawn and garden, and then the rest beyond was nature. It allowed one to sit in comfort and yet enjoy the views of the chipmunks scampering along the trees or the morning fog lifting off the fields. The ladies sat on an old garden bench and admired the view.

"What did you mean when you told Blake to meet me in the shed?" Leslie asked, looking over at her friend.

"Blake has done many tea services over the years and knows what is expected of him. Having serviettes is part of the service, and there is no excuse for him forgetting. He has earned six strokes of the tawse for this error. Once the boys have finished tidying up from tea, they will head over to the garden shed. Blake will wait for me there. On our way back, we will stop in, and I will administer his punishment," smiled Fiona.

"You use the shed for administering discipline?" asked Leslie.

"The shed is like the old western woodshed, but sometimes he comes to my study or anywhere convenient for me," replied Fiona. "We have a good life. Blake is wonderful to me. He is such a darling."

"Henry also treats me very well. He loves the FLR lifestyle. He says it makes him a more devoted husband and a better man.”

“Sometimes I feel slightly guilty that Henry does all the housework and serves me. Still, I remember that we both mutually entered the marriage and lifestyle. We both love it," said Leslie smiling into the distance.

"I have had the same guilt, feeling as I was not doing anything, and Blake would get burnt out. We talked it over, and this is our calling. Blake loves to serve and relies on me to guide him. FLR requires diligence from both partners. Shall we continue," said Fiona rising from the bench.

"Certainly," replied Leslie, following her lead. The ladies continued around the house, until they arrived at the shed.

Blake had been kneeling for about 10 minutes, patiently waiting for his Mistress to arrive and deliver his correction. Henry had stood in the corner as unobtrusive and polite as he could. At one point, he asked Blake a question, but Blake respectfully let him know that he had to maintain silence as they waited. Shortly they heard voices grow louder as the ladies arrived.

Leslie slid over to stand next to Henry, gently grasping his hand. They made eye contact and smiled at each other.

Fiona walked to the center of the room, ascended the step onto the raised floor, and picked up the tawse from the table. She stood in front of Blake, who was now slightly more visibly tense.

"What do you have to say for yourself," asked Fiona.

"Mistress, I forgot to provide serviettes with the tea service and caused embarrassment to you and your guest. I most humbly apologize and have no excuse for my actions," stated Blake.

"It was Lady Leslie's first impression of our home. You failed in a simple act of service. I have given you sufficient instruction on what I expect from you. I am very disappointed in your performance," then, after a slight pause, Fiona simply said, "Beg."

Blakes head had dropped slightly from the shame of his scolding. "Mistress, I humbly ask you to punish me for my poor performance. Please use your tawse to remind me of my failing and encourage me to serve you to a higher standard," begged Blake.

"Six strokes, assume the position," commanded Fiona. Blake rose from his knees and draped himself over the horse.

"For failing to provide a satisfactory tea service," announced Fiona as she raised the tawse and forcefully struck Blakes ass.

Blake exhaled an involuntary gasp and jolted slightly forward, although he quickly recovered. "One Mistress. Thank you. May I please request another strike," replied Blake.

Fiona raised the tawse over her shoulder and forcefully brought it down again on Blakes ass. "Arggg…two Mistress. Thank you. May I please request another strike," replied Blake again with a slightly more strained voice.

Fiona unleashed the tawse four more times, crashing into Blake's now reddening bottom. Blake kept his fortitude to thank his Mistress each time and ask her for more.

Once the final stroke was administered, Fiona held the tawse in both hands, saying, "kneel." Blake straightened up with a slight strain, turned around, and knelt in front of his Mistress. Fiona held the tawse to him, and he leaned forward gently, planting his lips on the thick leather and kissing his instrument of torment. She replaced the tawse on the table and said, "Up."

Blake stood and embraced his wife in a passionate hug, their open lips meeting with a deep kiss. When they parted, Blake said breathlessly, "Thank you, Mistress, I love you."

"I love you too, darling.”

“Hands-on your head, feet apart," she replied, stepping back. Turning to Leslie, "what do you think?"

"Love it," said Leslie, gripping Henry's hand harder. "I think Blake liked it too," Leslie giggled, looking at Blake's now fully erect cock arching slightly upward.

"Yes, deep down, he loves my authority," said Fiona as she cupped Blakes's balls in her fist, "don't you, darling."

"Yes, Mistress," replied Blake in a voice a few octaves higher.

"Fifteen minutes reflection, then you and Henry can start on dinner," ordered Fiona as she gave his balls a slight crush and a little smack. Blake grunted, then turned and went to face the wall for his reflection time.

"Henry, you will kneel here, then assist Blake with dinner," instructed Leslie as she and Fiona walked out of the shed.

"Yes, Mistress," answered Henry as he sank to his knees.


Chapter 9

Blake waited what he thought was fifteen minutes, then added a few more just to be safe. He left the corner, giving his backside a little rub, and motioned Henry to follow him back to the house. They walked back in silence, Blake still reflecting on how he had messed up and Henry on the dynamic between Blake and Fiona.

Finally, after a minute of silence, Henry offered, "your Mistress is rigorous."

"Yes, she is, it took us a few years to reach this point, but to be honest with you, I would not have it any other way," replied Blake with a smile. "She demands perfection and obedience from me. Without her, I procrastinate and get lazy. I think of her as my life coach. Her constant discipline in my life has made me a better person."

"I can see you two are very much in love; good for you. What can I do to help," asked Henry as they arrived at the kitchen, "also, what is the protocol for dinner?"

"Why don't you peel and cut those potatoes and then the same with the carrots. I will season the salmon and start setting the table," said Blake as he pointed out to Henry where everything was.

"At first, our FLR initially was fairly mild, but we grew it over time. We both know what is expected, said Blake.

“How so,” asked Henry placing the first few potatoes on the cutting board.

"We started out with a written contract detailing what our responsibilities were. For example, we are both responsible for household chores. Let me give you an example. Let us say that one chore is cleaning the floor. My responsibility is to clean the floor and my Mistresses to inspect it afterward. If I don't clean it properly, I have failed in my duties, and if she does not hold me to that standard through punishment, she has failed in hers. The higher the standard of behavior I hold myself to, the stricter she is. We work as a team that way," explained Blake.

"That is an interesting way to look at it. I have always thought FLR requires two partners, the wife lays out how the house will be run, his behavior, and expectations, and the husband carries out her orders. One crucial part is what I call the Feedback Loop. That is when the wife gives the husband feedback on his actions and helps him to correct any deficiencies. I use Leslie's verbal or physical feedback to better myself. Sounds like we think alike in that respect," commented Henry thoughtfully.

"Changing the topic, tonight, we will serve the ladies first, then bring our plates out. Our Mistresses will sit at the head of the table, and we will sit at the sides. We can start eating once Mistress Fiona picks up her utensils, and the meal ends when she places her knife and fork parallel. You don't have to eat fast but don't doddle. When the ladies rise, we stand and then clean up after they have left. The expectation is that the ladies will drive the conversation, and we will politely take part. Halfway through the meal, I will offer more water and wine. You and I will only drink water unless offered. Alcohol is a reward," said Blake as they gathered the plates to set the table.

"Understood," replied Henry. "The carrots and potatoes are ready to be cooked. We can time them with the salmon, so everything is ready simultaneously."

"Thanks mate, you are a big help," commented Blake leaving the kitchen

When Fiona and Leslie left the shed, they walked along the front of the house and entered the sunroom, where each took a seat.

"That was quite a display; Blake is so obedient," commented Leslie.

"Yes, I love him. He has come such a long way. Actually," reflected Fiona, "so have I."

“Tell me, how did you two start this FLR journey.”

Fiona sat back on her chair, looked upwards in thought, and said, "Several years ago, after we had met, Blake and I went to a BDSM-themed party hosted at a club in London. During the evening, some male waiters served shirtless, which Blake and I both found erotic. Talking after the party, Blake confessed that he would be turned on serving me. Honestly, I found the thought of being in charge very intriguing."

“Mmm, go on,” said Leslie leaning forward.

Fiona smiled and blushed at her friend, "So we started to play a bit; you know, Blake would serve me tea, or I would give him orders around the house, and it all ended in fantastic sex. After a while, we talked and mutually agreed that we both enjoyed this. That was the first time I heard the term FLR; Blake had been looking up ways for a wife to take charge and came across it. We made up our first contract, Blake did the cooking and cleaning, and I did nothing. That may have been satisfying for Blake, but I felt almost useless, like I was taking advantage of him."

“Yes, I have had similar feelings at times,” confessed Leslie, “how did you work through that?”

"We had another one of our check-in conversations, and Blake came up with a brilliant solution. He said that my job was to make sure he did his job. I was the supervisor, and I was responsible for overseeing him. Once I saw my role in this new light, I no longer felt guilty about Blake doing all this work. I could be part of it now as his supervisor."

" You were very strict with him just now," commented Leslie.

"Yes, I was," confessed Fiona, "we both noticed that Blake became more attentive, diligent, and loving the more I found fault with him. He responds to discipline, and he likes structure. The stricter I am, the more perfect a husband he is. Over the years, we have migrated to what you see today. Even though Blake is perfect in many ways and well-versed in service, I am obligated to hold him to an ever higher standard. In the beginning, if he cleaned out the room, I was grateful, but he felt neglected because I was not doing my part. If I find any fault, he is punished, a bit of dust on a dresser's edge. I am uncompromising in my demand for excellence. So, the best way I could describe it is that FLR is not just about the husband doing housework or acting a certain way. It is also just as much about the wife enforcing the standard."

Leslie smiled at her friend, "that was so elegantly said; you are absolutely right. Henry and I have struggled with this, and I know what you mean about feeling useless. Your guy does all the work, and all I do is punish him. I certainly felt that at the beginning. But after a while, I realized that this was our natural life. I set the rules, and Henry follows them. If he does not perform, whether around the house, in public, or in the bedroom, to my satisfaction. Then he needed a consequence for his actions. In our house, I use a cane. I hold Henry to a very high standard. He knows that any lapse will result in him running to fetch my cane." Leslie paused for a moment of thought, "tell me, do you have a weekly check-in with Blake?" she asked.

"Nothing formal. We set time aside every three months to discuss how our FLR is progressing and what changes we should make. Our contract is a living document, so it changes over time," replied Fiona, "what do you guys do?"

"Well, we have a more structured time frame. Henry kneels before me every week, and we go over the past week and the future. I discuss his behavior over the last week, things I was happy with, and things he needs to improve on. We also discuss what is coming up the following week and what I expect from him. It is also an opportunity for Henry to give his input; after all, he is my eyes and ears around the house and often has some excellent ideas. I do take his ideas into consideration. After our talk, he is paddled. It's not a punishment session. I administer his punishments as needed during the week with a cane. I am a believer in quick feedback. No, this is more of an affirmation of our relationship. A demonstration and reminder to both of us of our places."

Fiona smiled at her friend, "that sounds so lovely and sweet, almost romantic. Perhaps Blake and I should incorporate a review on a more regular basis. Like you, I hold him accountable as needed. I don't like saving punishments for a later time. You saw the shed, but we also use my study. When he is due a correction, I instruct him to report to me at a set time. He is then given a chance to explain the circumstances, and I listen. Sometimes, there are reasons beyond his control why things did not go accordingly. In those cases, I will forgive him. However, when he has legitimately errored and can offer no excuse, he must beg for his redemption through punishment. I use a tawse; my mother owned it and passed it on to me a few years ago. It is a family heirloom."

"That is so romantic; I love that you are using your mother's tawse," sighed Leslie.

“It sounds like we are on the same page,” smiled Fiona, “speaking about the boys, shall we see how they are getting along?”

Blake had just pulled the salmon out of the oven. Henry was putting the potatoes and carrots into serving bowls when they heard approaching voices.

"Something smells lovely,” commented Fiona as she and Leslie walked into the kitchen. "How long until dinner is ready?" she asked.

Both boys stood slightly straighter as their Mistresses entered the room. Blake said, Dinner will be ready in 10 minutes, Mistress."

Leslie walked around to where Henry was working and put her hands on his shoulders.

"Looks like you're working hard, honey," looking over a Blake, she jokingly asked, "Is he behaving in the kitchen?"

"Yes, Ma’am, Henry is a tremendous asset. I do enjoy working with him," replied Blake.

"We’ll go take a seat, and you can bring out the food when it's ready," said Fiona as she motioned for Leslie to follow her.

The ladies sat at the heads of the table and continued their idle chitchat. The boys remained in the kitchen and started plating the meals. Once all four plates were ready, Henry and Blake picked them up and walked out into the living room. They went and stood behind their respective Mistress, then each placed the plate in front of her with their left hand. Continuing around the table to the side where they were sitting, placed their own plate, and remained standing at the table.

"Please be seated, boys," said Fiona. Blake and Henry took their places and placed their napkins on their laps. Once Fiona picked up her cutlery, everybody started eating.

"So, what is on the agenda tomorrow," asked Leslie as she tucked into a delicious piece of Maple salmon.

“While I thought we would go for a hike in the forest,” replied Fiona.

“That sounds lovely; it would be nice to get out into nature. The other thing I'd love to do is get into town for a little bit of shopping. The High Street looked so cute as we drove by it earlier,” said Leslie.

"Oh, you'll love our High Street, such great shopping. I can have Blake drive you. Is tomorrow afternoon, after the hike, convenient?”

“I think that would be lovely. Yes, I'll leave Henry with you, and you can put him to good use,” as she winked at her husband.

“Blake,” said Fiona looking at her husband, “for our hike tomorrow, we will depart the house at 9:00 o'clock. Pack a light refreshment to take with us. After we return, you will accompany Ms. Leslie to the village for some shopping. Do you understand? Are there any questions?”

"No, Mistress, I understand perfectly,” replied Blake.

“Wonderful, I look forward to tomorrow. It sounds like it's going to be an exciting day,” said Leslie turning to Blake, “Blake, your salmon is to die for. Well done.”

"Thank you, Ma’am. I had excellent help,” he said, indicating to Henry.

They continued the meal, lightly chatting over the travels and the day ahead. Once it ended, Fiona placed her knife and fork together. That was the signal for the boys to stop eating. Leslie continued and finished a few more mouthfuls. “Shall we retire to the sitting room,” inquired Fiona.

“That sounds marvelous. It has been a long day of traveling. I think a relaxing evening would be just what the doctor ordered,” responded Leslie as she stood up from the table.

“Blake and Henry, tidy up the kitchen, bring us two glasses of port and then join us when you're done,” commanded Fiona as the ladies left the room.

Henry and Blake stood while the ladies departed, then got busy picking up the plates and tidying up the kitchen. Blake poured 2 glasses of port and served them to the ladies. Henry was busy scraping the food scraps into the garbage before starting on the washing. Blake got all the leftovers together, putting them in reusable containers and placing them in the fridge. He then went to the table, picked up the used linen to be laundered, and wiped it down. They worked together well as a team, and within 15 minutes, the kitchen looked spotless. Blake gave Henry the instructions for tomorrow morning. He was to wake up, shower quickly, shave, then meet Blake in the kitchen at 7:00 o'clock. The ladies would be expecting breakfast on the table at eight.

“Shall we join the ladies,” inquired Blake putting away the last rag.

“Yes, let's go,” said Henry as he followed him out the door.

The ladies were sitting in two high-backed chairs as the boys walked in. They both respectfully kneeled in the corner and waited to be acknowledged.

“I must admit, I'm fading fast; I'm drained after all that traveling. I think a good night's sleep will do me a world of good,” commented Leslie as she took another sip of her port.

“Probably a good idea,” said Fiona, “get a full night's sleep, and you'll be a lot better in the morning. Would you be up for a little pre-bed relaxation,” inquired Fiona with a twinkle in her eye.

“Yes, I think that would be a lovely ending to the evening,” sighed Leslie.

Fiona looked over at Henry and Blake, snapping her fingers, “Boys, service, please.”

On their hands and knees, the two men quickly crawled to the front of their Mistress. The ladies shifted in their seats and lifted their hips slightly so that Henry and Blake could remove their underwear, folding them neatly to the side. The boys leaned forward into the now spread legs and went to work pleasuring their Mistresses. Fiona and Leslie had slid down, their hips right at the edge, legs spread. Heads back, eyes closed, just enjoying the moment as their husbands' tongues worked over their pussies. Fiona was breathing through clenched teeth; Leslie was breathing deeply through a slightly open mouth.

Leslie placed one hand in Henry's hair as she pushed his head firmly against her lips with the other hand, picked up her port had a little sip. Turning to Fiona, she said, “This is the best arrangement ever. I don't know why more women don't take charge in their relationships.”

Fiona turned her head to the side, smiling at her friend, “oh yes, this truly is a wonderful marriage.”

Both boys continued diligently licking their Mistresses. They were both rock-hard and desperate for their own sexual release. They knew, however, that the priority was pleasing their wives. After about 20 minutes, Leslie said, “Henry, thank you, darling,” With that, Henry sat back, knees wide, hands behind his back. Fiona gave Blake a push of the head, and he assumed a similar position.

The ladies took a few minutes to come down from their pleasure high, catching their breath and finishing the port. Fiona looked down at the men and commented to Leslie, "they're both very turned on." She stretched out her leg and ran her big toe along Blake's cock, causing him to breathe deeply.

"I would say so. Fiona, thank you so much for a lovely evening. It's marvelous to see you again. Have a great night and will see you in the morning." Turning to Henry, "Henry, we're off to bed. You can get rid of that erection. I'm exhausted tonight," she got up to leave, with Henry following her.

Fiona smiled at her friend. "Have a wonderful sleep. I will see you in the morning."

Turning to Blake, "I'd like you to keep your erection up. You may prepare our bedroom, use the facilities and then kneel on the bed. You will be fucking me from behind," she stated as she rose to follow Leslie out of the room.

Blake followed his Mistress to the bedroom, having no trouble keeping his erection. He immediately went to the bathroom, brushed his teeth, and washed his face before returning to the bedroom. Fiona took his place in the bathroom as Blake removed the decorative pillows from the bed, turning down the sheets. He poured two glasses of water, one for each of them, and placed them on the bedside table. Lighting some candles, he turned down the lights and then kneeled on the foot of the bed, knees split, hands behind his back, waiting for his Mistress.

Fiona took her time. Once she was ready, she slipped off her robe walking into the bedroom completely nude. She paused to admire Blake's athletic, muscular form, obediently kneeling on her bed, hands behind his back, ready for her command. She could have his ass up in the air with just a simple word and beat him for pleasure. She could lie in front of him, legs wide, and let him continue the service he was giving downstairs. Tonight, she wanted to be fucked, fucked like the woman she was. Fiona walked over to a drawer and took out Blake's collar, which she fastened around his neck. She then retrieved a pair of cuffs that were secured on his wrists. Moving his arms up to his neck, she fastened the cuffs to the collar. Blake was now restrained with his hands up by his head. During this time, she noticed Blakes's erection had softened slightly, "you better get that up," she snapped at him.

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Blake, eyes closed and concentrating on his cock. The next thing he felt was searing pain. He snapped open his eyes to discover Fiona had brought a crop down on his penis. The stimulation had its desired effect.

“That's better boy; keep it up.” Fiona then got onto the bed and maneuvered in front of Blake. Lowering herself down onto all fours, she presented her ass for his penetration. “Darling, you may cum after 15 minutes. Begin.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Blake taking note of the time beside the bed. He leaned forward and positioned the head of his cock at the front of her lips, wiggling his hips, making his cock twitch, brushing her outer lips. Fiona groaned slightly and pushed herself into Blake. He edged forward and, with one single thrust, buried himself into Fiona, causing her to lift her head, emitting a low grown. Arching her back, she gripped the bedsheets with her hands and settled into the now repetitive thrusting from Blake.

“That's right, my big boy, fill me up, fuck me good, perform for your Mistress, perform,” said Fiona thrusting her hips back into Blake.

Blake was careful to keep his balance. Not being able to use his hands required a lot more core strength. He spread his knees as wide as he could while thrusting his hips, burying his cock deep into Fiona's pussy. Each stroke elicited a groan from Fiona as she extracted the maximum pleasure. God, he thought, this is good. After the beating on his ass earlier and the licking pussy, he was so horny. Looking over at the clock, he realized 90 seconds had gone by and only thirteen and a half minutes to go. Blake concentrated on what he knew best, moving his hips the way Fiona liked, matching his rhythm with hers.

Eventually, Fiona simply said, "Deep," as she pushed back into Blake. He knew this meant for him to stop moving. Arching forward, he thrust against her backside, burying his cock deep into her pussy. He could feel her muscles twitching as she gripped him, enjoying the ripples of her first orgasm. Fiona grabbed the sheets harder as she exhaled a long gasp. Slowly the rhythm picked up again, the continuous thrusting back and forth. Blake took that as his cue to continue pumping his Mistress. Fiona enjoyed three more orgasms over the fifteen minutes while Blake did everything in his power to please his Mistress and control himself. Finally, the fifteen minutes were up. Blake instinctively increased his thrusting, and his breathing got heavier. Fiona could feel Blakes's need, and she pushed back into him. Shortly Blake's cock started to twitch as he neared climax. Fiona ushered another, "Deep." Blake slammed into her; Fiona gripped his cock with her pussy. It twitched and jerked and spurted semen deep into her. She bit down on the bed sheets as another orgasm shuttered through her body. Fiona stayed on all fours for another few minutes catching her breath as Blake's cock slowly softened. Finally, moving forward, collapsing on the bed, she turned over. Looking up at Blake, who was still kneeling, hands up by his head, his cock drooping. Fiona used the nail of her big toe to gently stroke his scrotum. Blake winced but held position for his Mistress.

When Fiona got up, she gave him a deep passionate kiss, her tongue aggressively exploring his mouth. “You did well, love you, darling,” she murmured as she unclipped one of his hands, “get yourself cleaned up and come to bed.” Fiona snuggled under the covers while Blake took a few minutes to put things away, joining her in a spoon, his hand on her breast.


Chapter 10

The jet lag affected Leslie's sleep; she woke at 6:00 AM. Her last dream was very erotic, most likely triggered by the past day's events. Looking over at Henry, who was still sleeping soundly, she turned to her side and snuggled up close. Putting her arms around his chest, he moaned slightly and moved into her. Leslie couldn't get the dream out of her head; she was wet and needed release. Sliding her hand down Henry's chest towards his cock, she came across his erection. After yesterday, he'd probably been hard most of the night. Gripping his shaft, she stroked the thick member as Henry made a noise and started to move. Pushing the sheets back, Leslie slipped her mouth over Henry's dick. This elicited a throaty groan from Henry, who arched his back, and opened his eyes. Only a few times had he been woken like this. It was such a treat. He put his head back and breathed in through his teeth, trying to focus his brain on pure pleasure. Leslie ran her teeth up and down his shaft, flicking her tongue underneath his head. She took her hand and cupped his balls, digging her nails into his scrotum. Henry's breathing increased, and he moved his hips slightly toward Leslie. Keeping a steady suction, Leslie moved her head up and down along the shaft. The head of Henry's penis swelled in her mouth as he started to struggle to control himself. Eventually, Henry's cock started a few involuntary twitches, which was Leslie's clue that he was getting close. Her mouth slid off his cock, and she moved up his body, positioning her pussy just above Henrys, still twitching cock. Leslie lowered herself down, engulfing his thick pole. They both moaned. Leslie settled for a moment just to enjoy the whole feeling of Henry. Then she started rhythmically moving her hips up and down along his shaft, feeling him slide in and out of her soaking wet pussy.

Henry's teeth were now clenched. He was doing everything in his power not to climax, to maintain his erection at peak hardness for the enjoyment of his Mistress. There were standing instructions not to orgasm unless given permission. Furthermore, he was not allowed to ask. Failure of this rule was a mandatory caning. Henry desperately needed a distraction to focus his mind. He started counting prime numbers in his head 1 3 5 7 11 13… seeing how far he could go. Using his hands, Henry began to fondle Leslie's breasts, gently lifting them up and stroking the nipple with his thumbs. Leslie was riding him faster now; he could tell by her face that she was approaching an orgasmic wave.

Leslie groaned and drove down into him, impaling herself on his shaft as she took her pleasure. Holding still, just enjoying her husband, she bent down and simply whispered, “Cum for me.” Henry needed no further encouragement. He took his hands off her breasts, grabbed her hips, and thrust himself deeper. His legs started to shake as the orgasm grew, his cock twitching in anticipation. Henry started to shoot his seed into Leslie as she shuddered in pleasure, feeling Henry fill her up. Her body began to shake as she had her second orgasm. Leslie collapsed onto his chest, and their heavy breathing synchronized together. Henry gently ran his hands up and down Leslie's back. She looked up, giving him a deep passionate kiss. Leslie put her head on Henry's chest as he wrapped his arms around her. Together, in stillness, just the sound of their breathing, they came off the high.

Leslie looked over at the clock; it was 6:15, "Henry, you should get up and shower. Blake will be expecting you in the kitchen shortly."

“Yes, Mistress,” said Henry as he was dismissed from the bed and headed for the bathroom.


Chapter 11

After a quick shower and shave, Henry headed to the kitchen, passing his now-sleeping wife. Blake had just arrived and was starting to take the breakfast supplies out of the fridge.

“Good morning, Henry,” said Blake, "how did you sleep?"

“It was hard getting to sleep at first. I was very turned on. However, Leslie woke me up in a delightful way, if you know what I mean. How was your night,” he asked with a raised eyebrow?"

“It was great. I fucked Fiona from behind as ordered, and then we both collapsed into a deep sleep.”

Henry and Blake chuckled, “Right,” said Henry,” what's on the menu this morning? We also must assemble the picnic.”

“Breakfast will be a selection of fruit, cheeses, sliced meat, juice, and coffee. All the ingredients are here. If you want to put them on this serving platter, I'll start making the coffee,” suggested Blake.

Henry and Blake diligently worked away in the kitchen. The continental breakfast of cheeses, meats, fruits, buns, marmalade, jam, and butter was placed on the table. Henry set the cutlery, and Blake put out the juices and coffee. Next, they got to work on the picnic, they were going to have lunch at a pub on the way home, so this was a small, simple midway snack. Henry decided to make finger sandwiches with sliced meat and chutney. He also cut up some cheeses and put aside two bottles of sparkling water. Finally, he wrapped utensils in napkins and placed everything into a backpack.

Fiona arrived first. She picked up her coffee off the table and wandered into the kitchen, giving Blake a kiss on the cheek, “Good morning, Henry,” she said, “did you have a nice sleep?”

“Yes, Ma’am, it's a very comfortable room. Thank you so much for having us,” replied Henry.

“I'm so glad you've come to stay. It's been a long while since Leslie and I spent time together. Plus, it's wonderful to get to know you better.”

“Thank you very much,” responded Henry, “I'm very much enjoying getting to know you and Blake. If I may say, you run a lovely household. Blake is a lucky man."

“Thank you, oh I think I hear your Mistress coming down the stairs,” Fiona turned around, “darling, how did you sleep?” as she hugged Leslie, careful not to spill her coffee.

“I slept very well, and my wakeup was delightful,” she said, smiling and winking, “I heard you a bit of a nightcap yourself,” they both laughed as they headed to the table.

The men followed, and soon they were all sitting around enjoying breakfast. Layering meats and cheeses on their plates, spreading the marmalade and jams on bread, and sipping coffee. Fiona gave them an overview of the day.

"It's about a 15-minute drive to the trailhead; we can ride in the Range Rover. The hike is a 7-kilometer loop. Halfway is a small meadow with a brook. We could break there with our snack. The walk should take about two hours, and then we will stop in the village for a pub lunch. Blake can take Leslie to town this afternoon to do her shopping."

“That sounds perfect,” said Leslie, “when, I'm in town. I'll leave Henry here under your direction.”

“I'm sure I'll find something for him to do,” Fiona responded as Henry smiled.

After the meal, the ladies got up to get dressed for the day while the men did the cleanup. Once everything was put away and wiped down, Blake took the picnic bag, added a blanket, and put it by the front door. He and Henry then headed to their respective rooms to dress for the day.

Eventually, everybody assembled at the front door. Blake had brought the Range Rover out of the garage and parked it. The two men opened the rear doors for the ladies to sit. Blake loaded the daypack in the rear trunk, and the men climbed into the front. It was a reasonably short drive through the beautiful countryside. The morning was very still, with bits of steam rising off the fields. There were a few farm animals out and the odd person, a quiet, peaceful morning. Shortly they arrived in the parking lot at the trailhead.

Blake took the first shift. Putting the pack on his back, they walked up to the map to confirm which trail to take. The start of the trail was generally flat with a few undulating hills but nothing moderate. The path was wide enough to walk two abreast. The women went first, chatting while Blake and Henry followed behind, also talking. It was a very casual enjoyable walk, a chance to catch up and discover something new with each other. At one point, they came across a small brook. The men helped the ladies across to keep their feet dry. Soon they arrived at a small open clearing with some grass next to another stream. Blake took off the backpack, spreading out the blanket. All four sat down, putting the sandwiches and cheese in the middle. Henry poured some sparkling water for everyone, and they all enjoyed a little rest. Henry, it turned out, had traveled around Scotland in his youth. 

Fiona asked, “Do tell me, what were your impressions?”

“I loved it. The countryside is stunning. Nothing like hiking up a mountain and soaking in the views. Befriended a few blokes along the way. I had a marvelous time."

“Do you still keep in contact with the people you met?” asked Fiona.

“No, the Scots are all wankers,” Henry laughed just before he realized what he had said.

Three faces looked at Henry in shocked silence. Henry, immediately realizing what he had done, went to his knees, saying, “Ma’am, I'm terribly sorry. I was referring to my mates and not the Scottish people. My words were inappropriate. Please accept my apology." At this point, Leslie was standing behind him, definitely in a sour mood.

Fiona looked and now very humbled Henry, “Henry, you know I'm Scottish. I take great pride in my country, and your remarks were hurtful. I accept your apology. However, I believe your Mistress will have something to say about this.”

Henry turned to Leslie, “Mistress, I'm so terribly sorry. I humbly apologize for my actions. They embarrassed you, and I can offer no excuse for my lack of thought.”

Leslie simply held out her hand and said, “Belt.”

Henry quickly unfastened his belt pulled it through the loops, doubled it up, and presented it to his Mistress. Leslie took the belt from Henry, and with her head, motioned towards a nearby tree. Henry stood, quickly walked over to the tree, pushed down his pants, and braced himself against the trunk.

Leslie turned to Fiona, “I'm sorry for my husband's behavior. We are very grateful for your hospitality. He has embarrassed me. I will correct him. I will also offer him to you this afternoon for any further punishment you deem necessary.”

"Excellent, my dear. I admire the high standards you hold Henry to, thank you for entrusting him to me later. Please," said Fiona motioning towards Henry.

Fiona and Blake sat closer, holding hands. They were going to enjoy watching Henry receive his due. It brought back many memories of similar times between them.

Leslie walked up to Henry, pulled the belt back, and whipped it down on his ass. Henry grunted; Leslie was unyielding. The belt went up and down, lashing Henry's ass. Eventually, he started to whimper and shake but held on tight to maintain his position. Leslie lathered him with at least 15 strokes before she'd had enough. It was over almost as fast as it had started. This had been a simple, quick, and very severe punishment. Henry felt the pain from his belt, pride that he could accept this correction from his Mistress and her deep love for him.

"Turn," was the following command after the beating had stopped. Henry released the tree and turned to see Leslie holding up his belt. He leaned forward and gently kissed the instrument that had just finished tormenting him. “You accepted that very well, Henry. You are forgiven. However, Ms. Fiona will also be administering her own punishment later. You may get dressed,” she dropped the belt on the ground, walking back to where Fiona and Blake were standing.

Henry pulled his pants up. His breathing was heavy, his face flushed, and a tear formed. Tucking in his shirt, he threaded that dreaded belt back into his pants.

Henry walked back over to the picnic area to rejoin the others. Everyone behaved as if nothing had happened. That was the joy of FLR. There were no grudges or lingering hurt feelings. Corrections were made, punishments were applied, and then all was forgiven. Leslie using the belt on Henry was an expression of her love for him. It corrected his bad habits, making him a better man. Henry was forever grateful for the uncompromising standards that Leslie held him to.

After the hike, they drove to a small pub on the outskirts of the village. Called 'The Lost Duck,' the building must have been several hundred years old. It had thick beams in the ceilings and all manner of pictures on the walls. Since it was such a lovely day, everyone decided to eat outside. The special was a fish and chips that everyone promptly agreed to. Blake and Henry went into the bar to place the order. As a treat, the ladies had allowed each one pint. Blake ordered a London Pride, and with a bit of coaching, Henry settled on a Newcastle Brown. Their wives decided on Pimm's. Blake and Henry brought the drinks out to their wives.

“A toast. To old friends and new memories,” said Fiona raising her glass. Everyone echoed her sentiments and toasted.

“Blake,” said Leslie, looking at the man. “I understand you were in the forces?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I was a Sargent in the Royal Marines.”

“I am curious, do you see similarities between your marriage and the military,” further inquired Leslie.

"Yes, Ma'am, there are several. The most obvious is that we have a chain of command, my Mistress outranking me. We she gives an order; it is followed immediately with the trust that she has a good reason. In the army, when a soldier miss behaves, they are punished with extra duties or a restriction of privileges. The aim is to improve the soldier's deportment and better him. At home, it is similar. Mistress uses her tawse to guide and improve me. I was a good Sargent because of the discipline instilled in me during my earlier years. When we first married, I was not the husband I am nowadays. It is to my Mistress's credit that I have come this far. I am eternally grateful to her for that. Every time I submit to her, it is one more step in our marriage journey,” answered Blake as he held Fiona's hand.

"That was very elegantly said," responded Leslie. "You must be so proud of him?" she said, turning to Fiona.

"Oh, I am," admitted Fiona as she kissed Blake.

After a brief interruption as their food arrived. Fiona prompted, "What about you, Henry? Your thoughts on your FLR journey."

Ma'am. I would echo a lot of what Blake said," pondered Henry thoughtfully, "When we were dating, I admitted to Mistress that I was submissive. As it turned out, she was naturally dominant. I read about FLR and showed her the concept, and we agreed to try it. We went slowly at first. I started doing most of the housework and trying to act like a gentleman. The real breakthrough came when Mistress discovered her role. I could not be a submissive husband without a dominant wife. I needed a firm hand to guide me to move forward and become a better husband. Every time I am caned, my love for my Mistress deepens."

“Yes, I totally understand,” agreed Blake.

“Ma’am, may I ask you a question?” asked Henry to Fiona.

“Please do,” replied Fiona.

“Did you ever feel guilty at the beginning of your FLR journey? Feel like Blake was doing all the work. Feel uncomfortable being the disciplinarian?” asked Henry.

"Yes, to everything. It certainly is a different dynamic than what we were used to. Once I understood my role in our marriage, everything became very clear. Once I grasped that Blake needed my firm hand to improve as a husband, I was aware of the important role a strict wife plays. It takes two to tango. It also takes two to FLR," said Fiona as they all laughed and toasted again.


Chapter 12

After they got home, Blake parked the Range Rover in front. Both boys jumped out, opening the doors for the ladies. Leslie went upstairs to freshen up before she went shopping. Blake also changed into a more business casual outfit for his upcoming chauffeur duties. Henry stripped off nude in the house and took the pack into the kitchen to clean up. Once everybody had reassembled downstairs, Fiona gave Leslie some pointers about where to go shopping and Blake instructions about where to take her.

"Blake is yours for the afternoon. You have full authority over him," said Fiona.

Leslie thanked Fiona, “I apologize again for my husband's behavior on the walk. I trust you will deal with him appropriately,” as Henry stood off to the side, looking down very sheepishly.

“Oh, I've got a good idea for him,” said Fiona. “Now go have a great time. See you when you get back.”

Blake walked Leslie out to the car, held the door open for her, and they headed off.

Once they left, Fiona turned to Henry, “Follow me young man,” as he followed her to the office. It was a medium-sized room with dark wood paneling and tall bookshelves built into the walls. Fiona worked from a large mahogany desk with a green blotter and a similar table lamp. Henry stood in the middle of the room, nervous about what was to come. He noticed a small desk to the side, almost like something from a schoolroom.

Fiona came to stand in front of Henry, “Look me in the eyes. In an FLR relationship, one of your primary duties is respecting your wife, which also extends to her friends. You must think carefully before speaking and always act with the utmost politeness and deference. Your words, while they might have slipped out based on some activity you did in your past, we're nevertheless not acceptable. This is something you need to learn. Your wife has already whipped you, as she should have, but you must continue learning this lesson. You are going to write 200 lines. You will write, ‘I will think before I speak. I will show politeness and dignity to my wife and her friends,' do you understand?"

"Yes, Ma’am," said Henry struggling to resist the urge to look down.

“While you're writing. I'll give you something to think about. Hold your hands out in front of you, one over top of the other, palm up,” Henry immediately complied while Leslie walked to the side and retrieved her tawse. She placed the tip on Henry's upturned palm and stood back, measuring the distance. Henry had never been leathered on his hands before and was becoming scared. Deep down, he knew he had to trust that Fiona was doing this for his own good. Fiona pulled the tawse back over her shoulder and brought it down in a sweeping motion. Henry grunted in pain and dropped his hands.

“Hands up! I will add more if you drop them again," scolded Fiona.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Henry.

Fiona again pulled leather back over her shoulder and swept it down onto Henry's palms. “Switch,” she said, indicating that Henry was to switch palms. Twice more, the leather flew down onto Henry's upturned hands. "Switch, came the command again, and the tawse flew again until each palm had felt 6 strokes. By "now the pain was radiating through Henry's hands, he was desperate to shake it out.

“You may go sit at the school desk. There's a pencil and paper there. I will check on you regularly. I expect you to write at a pace of one line every 30 seconds; therefore, you will be finished in one hour and 40 minutes. If you do not finish on time, you will be punished again. If your words are illegible or not spelled correctly, they will not count. You are dismissed to your duties.” Henry turned, sat at the small school desk, picked up the pencil with aching hands, and started writing.

Blake drove Leslie through the fields into the village. He found a convenient parking spot at the end of High Street and went around to open Leslie's door.

"Thank you Blake," commented Leslie as she exited the vehicle. "Shall we start with Mark's first," she said as she looked around to get her bearings.

“Very good, this way Ma’am,” replied Blake as he indicated the direction with an outstretched forearm.

Leslie started walking with Blake falling behind her, only moving to the front to open the doors. Leslie began by looking for some gifts to take back home. Shortbread and puddings had been requested. Next, they went to a shoe shop where Leslie tried on a pair of boots made from English leather. Blake carried the bags and offered fashion advice when asked. Finally, Leslie stopped in a small shop specializing in sweaters made from local wool. She could not resist treating herself to such a lovely soft, one-of-a-kind piece. When all was done, they started heading back to the Range Rover.

Blake panicked as a Parking Warden stood next to the car as they arrived.

"Good afternoon, Sir, is everything alright?" asked Blake. While Leslie stood off to the side.

“Sir, you are parked in a restricted spot," said the Warden indicating a sign by the side that Blake had obviously missed.

"Oh my, I am so very sorry. It was my error. I did not see the sign," apologized Blake, "I can move it immediately."

"Well, you are lucky; I was just about to give you a ticket. Just be more attentive next time," replied the Warden smiling at Blake and starting to move along.

"Thank you, Sir, I will," replied a relieved Blake. Turning to Leslie," So sorry you had to witness that, Ma’am. I will inform my Mistress as soon as we arrive home," said Blake as he opened the door for her to step in. Blake then loaded the shopping into the back and went around to get into the driver's seat.

Pulling out, he started to head home. After a few minutes, Leslie commended, "Blake, I wanted to let you know that your behavior today was exceptional. You are a darling and a gentleman."

"Thank you, Ma’am. Again, I am very sorry for the mistake with the parking.”

“And how will your Mistress react when you inform her,” Leslie probed.

"Almost certainly, I will feel the tawse," said a resigned Blake.

"As you should. If that was Henry, I would do the same," responded Leslie.

Yes, Ma’am," said Blake.

"Blake, because overall you had excellent behavior today, I will give you a choice. We can deal with your punishment on the way home, and I will let your Mistress know that it has been dealt with, or you can inform her on your own"

Blake thought for a moment, "Ma’am, I would request that you administer my punishment. Thank you," replied a slightly relieved Blake.

"Are there any corrective instruments in the car?" asked Leslie.

"There is a small strap in the glove box," answered Blake.

“Mmm, do you have a pocketknife?" Inquired Leslie.

"Yes, Ma’am," answered Blake.

"Good. At the next quiet spot, pull over," instructed Leslie.

"Yes, Ma’am."

After an hour, Fiona looked up at Henry sitting at the desk, writing feverously. She got up, walked over, picked up the sheets he had already completed, and returned to her desk. Taking a red pen, she began reviewing his work. Several times, she crossed out lines or made notations. Returning to Henry, she placed them back on the desk, "there are twelve lines that either contains errors or are illegible. You will repeat those lines. Thirty minutes left." She commented as she returned to her desk.

"Yes, Ma’am," replied Henry writing as fast as he could with a now very sore and aching hand.

Eventually, Blake pulled into the lane of a small cottage in the country. "Ma’am, is this acceptable?" he asked, "the owner is away on holiday."

"This will be fine. While I respect your Mistress's use of the strap, I prefer a cane. I want you to take your knife, go over to those trees, and cut a switch. I want it three feet long, the thickness of your thumb, with some flexibility. When you are done, remove your clothing and stand by the front of the car. I will let myself out," instructed Leslie.

"Yes, Ma’am," said Blake as he exited the car.

Fiona looked up from her desk, "Times up, pencil down, stand."

Henry stood by the school desk while Fiona approached and reviewed his papers. "This work was not completed on time. You are 14 lines short. What is the reason," demanded Fiona looking sternly at Henry.

"I apologize for not completing your task within the prescribed time. I was unable to write fast enough," said Henry.

“Hands up,” commanded Fiona as she turned to fetch her tawse. 

Henry did his best to control his breathing and suppress panic. His hands still hurt from the earlier strapping and the writing cramps. Nevertheless, he held his palms up with as much dignity as he could muster. Fiona placed the end of the tawse on his outstretched finger, measured her distance, lifted it over her back, and swung the hardened leather across Henry's palm. He yelped, feeling the searing pain and mustered everything he had to stay in position. Twice more, his palm lit on fire by this stern woman furnishing this unyielding strip of leather.

"Switch.” Henry switched palms. Three more times, he was tormented as his hands exploded into fire. "You may sit and continue your lines. Report to me when you are finished," said Fiona as she returned to her desk.

With pain, pins and needles, and numbness, Henry sat back down and carefully picked up the pencil to start on the remaining lines.

Blake quickly found a young Birch sapling and cut a switch that matched Leslie's instructions. Carefully peeling the bark off while removing any twigs and knots. Blake made sure the ends were cleaned with no splits. Once he was satisfied, he returned to the car. Placing the switch on the bonnet, he stripped off his clothes, hanging them over the farm fence. When he was ready, he stood at the front and awaited his due.

Leslie finished off the email she was typing on her phone while Blake stood nude in front of the car. After another minute, she opened her door and stepped out, walking around to stand before him. "Blake, I wanted to let you know again that I was very impressed with your actions today. You were a perfect gentleman accompanying me shopping."

"Thank you, Ma’am. Your praises mean a lot to me," answered Blake with a slight smile.

"However, you made an error in parking in the wrong location and almost got a ticket. As a representative of your Mistress, I am obligated to maintain her household standards. Your lack of attention in properly parking the car has earned you a whipping."

"Yes, Ma’am, I understand. Thank you for assisting my Mistress in maintaining my discipline," Blake said, slightly lowering his eyes.

Leslie picked up the switch examining it. Blake had cut it precisely to her specifications. It was three feet long, smooth, and supple with neatly cut ends. Satisfied, she stepped to the side and said, "Bend." Blake bent forward at the waist and placed his hands on the bonnet of the Range Rover. 

Leslie measured her distance, then raised the switch and lashed it down onto Blakes's exposed ass. He gave a slight yelp and dropped his head as a red line formed on his ass. Leslie traced the single red line with her finger. She marveled at his control. "Perfect, five more in silence."

The switch fell five more times, and a red line appeared upon Blakes's ass five more times. When she was finished, he was breathing faster and shaking slightly. This was a very different feeling from the strap he was used to. Leslie said, "Very well done. I will be sure to tell your Mistress how professionally you took your correction. You may stand and comment."

Blake straightened up and turned to face Leslie. "Thank you, Ma’am, for correcting me and assisting me in maintaining the high standards that my Mistress expects of me." He said with a grateful smile.

"You are most welcome. Please get dressed. We shall continue home," replied Leslie walking back to her door.

"I am finished, Ma’am," said Henry as he stood beside the desk. Fiona looked up from her desk and walked around to his stack of papers. Picking them up, she flipped through them, examining his work. Henry felt very nervous and anxious that she would find further fault and he would be subject to another punishment. His hands were cramped and pained from the writing and strapping.

"This all looks very satisfactory," stated Fiona,” I commend you for diligently applying yourself to your punishment. I hope you and your Mistress can one day join Blake and me on a trip through Scotland so you may experience the beauty of its land and people."

"I would like that very much, Ma’am," said Henry with a sense of relief, "Thank you, Ma’am, for applying my correction and improving my behavior."

"My pleasure Henry. We have loved having you visit us. It was wonderful to catch up," said Fiona as she moved in to give him a hug.

Leslie and Blake arrived back home. After parking the Car, Blake carried Leslie's shopping to her room. He then stripped off his clothing and went to find Henry.

Leslie met Fiona in the sunroom, where a glass of lemonade was waiting. "How was shopping?' asked Fiona.

"Very nice. I got this amazing sweater. High Street is so cute."

"I do like the village. It has everything I need while not being too big. How was Blake?" asked Fiona.

"Blake was a perfect gentleman. There was only one mistake, he parked in a restricted spot. Fortunately, he did not get a ticket. He pulled the car off a few miles down the road, and I dealt with that infraction," responded Leslie. "How did Henry make out?"

"Thank you for disciplining him. I appreciate the help in maintaining standards. Henry was a darling. I strapped his hands and then made him write lines. He took it all with dignity and grace. His attitude reflects your training,” said Fiona.

“Henry and I want to again express our gratitude for the hospitality you and Blake have shown us. We are blessed to have such great friends,” expressed Leslie.

"Having you two here has been marvelous. Here is to many more fabulous times together," said Fiona as they clinked their glasses together.
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