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 1. I Know You're Wondering 
 
      
 
      
 
    I know you're wondering what I'm doing here like this, sitting naked on the bed with no one else here. The truth is I'm waiting for my wife to come home, and when she does, I'm going to get a spanking. 
 
    I'm actually supposed to be standing in the corner while I wait for her. But I know I'll hear the garage door go up when she pulls in and uses the remote. There's no sense in standing in the corner any longer than I have to. I've already moved the chair she uses for spankings to where she wants it, and I also put her hairbrush on it. Now I just have to wait for her, and she'll probably get here in the next few minutes. 
 
    I have no one to blame but myself for getting into a situation where my wife spanks me. I'm a 49-year old man who was never spanked in his life until three years ago, and now I find myself in this position a lot more often than I want. I didn't want Nancy to treat me this way, but it seemed to be the only way to keep going with her, so I agreed to let her do it. I guess that since I agreed to this kind of marriage, I can't complain about it, but sometimes when she thinks I deserve a spanking, I don't think my behavior was that bad. At some other times, I guess I do deserve to be punished. 
 
    How it all happened is a long story... 
 
    I met Nancy about four years ago. She's a nurse who works with my sister-in-law. Nancy was a widow then, her husband Rick having been killed in an accident four years earlier. Her two kids were away at college. 
 
    I had been divorced for a few years at that point. That was mostly my fault - Sharon was a good wife and good mother to our daughter, but I guess I just wore her out with stupid behavior too many times. I didn't see it at the time, but she called me irresponsible and accused me of acting like a child sometimes. She was probably right about that. 
 
    I met Nancy at my brother's house and we started dating shortly after. We hit it off pretty well, and after about six months, I started to think that maybe we might end up getting married at some point. We had a couple of minor spats and a couple of times she criticized what she called some adolescent behavior on my part, but generally everything was going quite well, at least from my point of view. 
 
    I had met Nancy on a Saturday and the one year anniversary of our meeting fell on a Sunday the next year, so I invited her out for a special anniversary dinner. But what happened was that one of my buddies got a hold of four tickets to a Steelers game and invited me. Nancy agreed to push back the dinner to 7:30 which would give me time to go to the game, get home, change, and then pick her up. 
 
    But it didn't work out that way. 
 
    The guy who had said he would be our designated driver decided to have a few beers once we got to the stadium, and by the time the game ended, none of us were in great shape. He got into a little accident coming out of the parking lot and the police brought all four of us to the station. Jeff got hit with a DUI charge and while there were no charges against the rest of us since we weren't driving, we needed to make calls to get someone to drive us home. Needless to say, it was way after seven by the time I got home, and the big anniversary dinner was out the window. I called Nancy to explain - she wasn't happy! 
 
    I told her we could do it the next night, but she said No, just come to the house, we need to talk. It didn't sound very good and I spent the rest of Sunday and most of Monday thinking she was going to dump me. 
 
    I was right about that. She was all business when I got there and seemed quite sad. We went into the living room to talk and she started right off by telling me that she was fed up with men and probably wouldn't date any more. I apologized for the night before but she seemed to have made her mind up. 
 
    She said she didn't know what it was about men - every man she had been serious with seemed incapable of acting his age all the time. Everything is fine for a while and then, out of the blue, a man does something stupid and juvenile. She said she had put up with 20 years of Rick being that way, and the other guys she had dated before she met me were fine for a while, but then they also reverted to being little boys on occasion. She had hoped I would be different, but I'm not. 
 
    She said I had made a very childish decision on Sunday. Anything would have been more adult than deciding to get into a car with someone who had been drinking. If I had called her she would have come to the stadium to pick us up, but instead I acted like a child and simply decided it would turn out all right if I rode with Jeff. 
 
    She didn't use the same words my ex-wife had used, but her criticisms of me were pretty much the same kinds of things Sharon had said to me. She was right, I was wrong. I knew that. 
 
    Nancy wasn't angry - she was sad instead. It seemed like she really didn't want to break up, and I know I didn't want to break up, so I tried to talk her out of it. I told her again I was sorry, and I asked her since she could put up with the same kind of behavior from Rick for twenty years, was there any chance she cared enough for me that she could put up with occasional bad behavior from me? 
 
    It took a while before she answered. Finally she said that she and Rick had worked out what she called a system, which allowed them to deal with his childish behavior. I asked if whatever the system was might work with me. She hesitated again but then said no. I persisted. I told her that I loved her and she had already told me that she also loves me, so maybe we meant enough to each other that she could at least tell me what the system was, and maybe it would help. 
 
    She sighed and took a few seconds before she spoke. Finally she said, "Barry, if you really have to know, whenever Rick acted like a child, he was treated like a child." I looked at her for more explanation and then she said, "I spanked him. I made him take off his clothes and then I put him over my knee and spanked him with my hairbrush until he cried. And then I made him stand in the corner with his red butt pointing out until I decided he had been punished enough. Happy now? Now you know!" 
 
    I was shocked and I'm sure my face showed it. I really didn't know what to say; Nancy picked up on that and started talking again. 
 
    "I'm not proud of it," she said. "I didn't enjoy spanking my kids when they were little, and I hated spanking my husband. But I do feel, and so did he, that it helped our marriage. If he hadn't been killed, I'm sure we would still be together and he'd still be getting spanked every once in a while." 
 
    I asked Nancy how she felt it helped their marriage. 
 
    She said that once she had started punishing Rick for childish behavior, the incidents became less frequent. He himself had told her that he hated getting spanked and he found himself avoiding doing some things that he knew would get him into trouble with her. Also, she said, that while she certainly didn't enjoy spanking him, she found that when she did, whatever anger she had about his behavior dissipated rapidly. And afterwards, when she would see him standing in the corner sobbing, she would feel he had paid a fair price for his behavior, and they could move on. 
 
    "But I still hated it," she said. 
 
    She told me that nothing about Rick's death was good, but a few weeks later she saw the hairbrush in her dresser and told herself that at least she'd never have to use that again. She said she had moved the brush out of her dresser on to a shelf in the closet so she didn't have to see it very often. 
 
    I asked if there was any other way we could keep our relationship together. She was obviously sad about it but she said there wasn't. I didn't want to give up, though. I loved her and didn't want to lose her. Believe me, when I went to her house that night, the subject of spankings was not something that was on my mind, but I made a quick decision that if that was the only way to stay together, I would do it. 
 
    "What if you and I tried the system you had with Rick?" I asked. 
 
    She seemed surprised and sat there for probably ten seconds. Then she said quietly, "Stay there," and she went upstairs. 
 
    After about two minutes, she came down the stairs holding a hairbrush. She sat down again and faced me. 
 
    "I do not want to do this," she said. "I like you, I love much about you, but when you act like you did yesterday - and you do act childishly too often - you exasperate me. The other men I dated after Rick's death didn't mean enough to me for me to even consider this. I could end those relationships without thinking twice. But I do feel differently about you. I'd like to continue with you, but not with your childish tendencies unpunished. Do you really, really want to do this?" she asked, while she lifted the brush and held it in a threatening way. 
 
    I told her, no, I didn't want to do it, but if she thought it was the only way we could stay together, I would. 
 
    She sat there with a sad face and it probably took about 30 seconds before she spoke, but she finally said, "Stand up and take your clothes off." 
 
    I did what she told me to, and felt myself becoming embarrassed as I did. She had seen me naked before, but we had not had a situation where I was naked and she was fully clothed. As I undressed, with each piece of clothing I took off, I started to feel more and more inferior to her. 
 
    As I undressed, she moved to an armless chair in the room and sat down. There was no doubt that she was taking full charge of the situation - it was a side of her I had seen a little bit of before, but not nearly to the same degree. I do feel nurses generally have an aura of authority about them, and Nancy seemed very comfortable taking a strong leadership role. 
 
    Fully naked, I walked over to her. To the best of my memory, I had never been spanked as a child, but I at least knew what to do - I lay down over her lap with my right hand and my feet touching the floor. For a few seconds at least, it felt somewhat enjoyable, being naked and sprawled over her legs. I could feel her lightly rubbing the brush on my backside and that also felt good. 
 
    "Are you positive you want to do this?" she asked me once again. 
 
    "I love you, I'll do whatever it takes to keep you. I'm sorry for yesterday," I said. 
 
    "I'm going to make you a lot sorrier," she said and the brush landed on my butt for the first time. 
 
    At first, it didn't feel too bad, for the first dozen or so spanks. But then as the brush started landing on spots that had already been hit, I could feel real pain. I started to squirm a bit, then I found myself kicking my legs. It was really starting to hurt and I was moving, trying to avoid the next spank. Nancy knew I was starting to feel it, and she did not let up one bit. I felt her right leg lock itself over the back of my legs. I tried pushing up with my hands but didn't have any leverage. Then I reached back with my right hand to try to cover my butt - she grabbed my hand and pinned it to the small of my back. Now I was completely helpless - I couldn't move very much, certainly could not get up, and couldn't cover my aching butt at all. This was starting to hurt much, MUCH more than I could have ever imagined. 
 
    My pride totally gone, I begged her to stop. 
 
    She took pity on me and did stop, moving her leg and releasing my arm so I could get up. 
 
    I stood in front of her rubbing my butt. I can't quite say I felt like a child, but I did feel that I had more than met my match with her - she was in charge, and if the relationship continued, I knew she was always going to be the dominant partner. 
 
    "Hurts, doesn't it?" she said to me. 
 
    I was still out of breath and just managed to say "Yes" very weakly. 
 
    "Good. It's supposed to. And I can make it hurt a lot more. You're not crying. If there's another time, I will ignore you asking me to stop so soon." 
 
    I almost laughed despite the pain. "That was soon?" I said. It didn't seem so soon to me. 
 
    "You need to do some serious thinking," she told me. "We can continue as a couple, but if we do and if you act childish or irresponsible again, I will spank you again." 
 
    I did. 
 
    She did. 
 
    And despite the fact that neither of us liked the fact she spanked me, we were married a year later. Ironically it was on a Sunday, 52 weeks to the day from the football game that got me into trouble. 
 
    So here I am. I know that in the next few minutes I'll move into the corner and have to wait for her to get ready. I know she makes me wait longer than necessary because she feels it's part of the punishment to make me stand in the corner thinking about what I know will be happening. 
 
    Eventually she'll call me over. The first sight when I turn around will be her sitting in the chair holding the hairbrush, and every time I see her like that I honestly get scared. I suppose that's part of the punishment also. 
 
    Then I crawl over her lap, and she rubs the brush over my butt for a short time while lecturing me about my behavior. I really hate that. I never know exactly when she'll start with the brush, and the longer she makes me wait, the worse it is. But then when she does start, it hurts so much that nothing else matters any more. I would have thought that I would get used to it after a few spankings, but that doesn't seem to have happened. Today is going to be the ninth or tenth time she has spanked me, and it seems that each time it gets worse. And she was right. I cry. It's so embarrassing, but I can't help it. I guess that's part of the punishment too. 
 
    I think I hear a car... damn, there's the sound of the garage door going up. I have to move to the corner now. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 2. The Garage Sale 
 
      
 
      
 
    Judy Robbins loved garage sales. 
 
    When she was a little girl, her grandmother had given her a collection of porcelain pieces with butterflies painted on them. The young girl fell in love with them, and in the years since, added many butterfly-themed items to her collection, now over a hundred pieces spread throughout the small home where she and her husband, Joe, lived. 
 
    Many of the new pieces had been found at garage sales, and whenever she saw a sale and had time, she would stop and look. On a warm July Saturday afternoon, she was returning from food shopping while her husband was at his weekly golf game. She saw a garage sale sign and pulled into the driveway. 
 
    It was 2pm, about the time most sales break up, and there were no other cars. She walked up to the garage and saw an older woman - about 80, she estimated - starting to put some pieces into boxes. 
 
    "Am I too late?" she asked the woman. 
 
    "No," the older woman replied. "Come, please look around." 
 
    "Do you have anything with butterflies on them?" 
 
    "Butterflies? No, I don't think so. But we can look," she said. 
 
    Judy browsed through the items spread out on the tables. Much was the usual - old books and records, lots of old kitchen utensils, souvenirs of old trips, and such. One item caught her attention, though. It looked like it might have been a ping-pong paddle, but it could not have been used in that game. Instead of a flat surface, it was completely covered by leather, held in place by intricate stitching over the full circumference. It had a two dollar price sticker attached. 
 
    "What is this?" Judy asked the older woman. 
 
    She smiled. "Well, dear, things are very different now from when I grew up. That's what my mother used when she spanked us kids. She used it on my sister and brothers and me and then when we grew up she gave it to me. It sounds old-fashioned now, but I also used it on my children. Of course, my children are grandparents already, and I'm sure none of my great-grandchildren will ever feel anything like that." 
 
    "That's very interesting," Judy replied with a smile. 
 
    "Do you have any children?" the woman asked Judy. 
 
    "No," she replied. With an even bigger smile, she added "But I do have a husband I could use this on." 
 
    The older woman laughed. "Well, in that case, dear, it's free." 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Judy and Joe had been married for only six months. They had been able to find a small home they could rent for about the same cost as a typical newlywed apartment, but it was an older home that needed a lot of work to bring it into the shape they wanted to live in. Judy and Joe had not lived together before getting married, and the distribution of labor between them was still a work in progress - or, as Judy thought frequently, a work of no progress. 
 
    It wasn't that Joe was unwilling to do his share or to work on some of the projects Judy wanted done to improve the house - it was instead that he just didn't attach the same priorities to the tasks. If there was a chance to do something that was more fun than painting the bathroom or cleaning out the garage, he much preferred to put off the work. While dating, Judy had thought his spontaneity and his zest for fun was cute, but not so much now. As a friend had said to Judy, "Before the wedding, they're all Prince Charming. But when you become Mrs. Charming, you get to see the other side of them." 
 
    Judy had had many discussions with Joe over tasks he needed to do, and feared she was becoming a nagging wife in so short a time. Each time he promised to do better, but in the majority of promises he had made to her, the work was put off, not done at all, or done shoddily necessitating Judy to finish his work. 
 
    23-year-old Joe was in a bank's management training program, and was off on all bank holidays. Judy, aged 24, was a restaurant assistant manager, and often had to work on holidays. The evening before Labor Day, she and Joe sat down and put together a list of projects he could work on the next day. Rain had been forecast and he appeared to be willing to do a lot of the 'honey-do' list as he knew he had been upsetting his wife previously. 
 
    During the day, Judy noticed the weather had cleared up and she started to wonder if her husband would be true to his words this time - but she had real doubts. When she got home, she saw his car was not there and inspected the house. Nothing he had promised to do had been done, and she was furious. He arrived about 10 minutes later carrying a pizza. 
 
    "Hey, hon, I got us a pizza so you don't have to cook tonight," he said. 
 
    "Where were you? Why didn't you do anything you had promised to do," she demanded angrily. 
 
    Joe had expected her to be upset, but not this badly. "I really planned to, honey, I really did. I slept in a little late and I was ready to get started, but the sun had come out and my cousin Jeff called and wanted to get nine holes in. But I promise I'll get everything done this weekend." 
 
    It was another meaningless promise, and Judy knew it. Still wearing the heels and skirt she had worn to work, she stormed off into their bedroom and emerged with an item Joe had never seen before - the paddle she had been given at the garage sale. 
 
    While the house was not yet fully furnished, they did have a dining room set which was a gift from Joe's parents; Judy grabbed one of the chairs and brought it into the living room. She ordered him to come to her. He had never seen her this angry before - he didn't yet grasp what she had in mind, but he did as he was told rather than making the situation worse. He stood right in front of her and she unbuckled his belt, pulled down his zipper and then pushed the pants as far down to his ankles as possible. Immediately after, his undershorts went down to rest upon the pants. Despite her actions, Joe had no idea what she was doing and still did not understand what the paddle-shaped object was going to be used for. 
 
    Judy sat down, tugged his arm to move him to her right side and then demanded he lay down over her lap. Joe had never been spanked in his life, and still could not guess what was about to happen, but he did what his angry wife was demanding. 
 
    He lay down as ordered, putting both his hands on the floor to keep his balance. He let out a loud yelp as soon as the paddle landed for the first time - that was the first realization that his wife was spanking him, and he screamed. "What are you doing?" 
 
    "What I should have done weeks ago," his angry wife replied as the paddle landed for a second time and Joe cried out again from the pain. 
 
    Gasping a bit, he managed to say, "You can't do this." 
 
    But he was wrong. The paddle landed again for a third time, and the pain was starting to set in. She was landing spanks about every five seconds and he started to anticipate the moment the next would come. He tried to use his arms and legs to push himself up, but she was stronger than he had expected, and he found he could not escape. The fourth and fifth spanks landed with the pain growing, and he shifted his tactics to apologizing and begging her to stop. 
 
    In all, there were only a modest ten spanks, but they made a big impression - both physically and mentally - on him. After Judy told him to get up, he struggled to his feet and stood in front of her, vigorously rubbing his butt. She stood up directly in front of him, brandishing the paddle, and wagging her finger at him for emphasis. 
 
    "I can't believe you spanked me," he whimpered. 
 
    "No," his wife said. "That was not a real spanking. That was just a wake-up call. I'm sick and tired of you avoiding your responsibilities around here and it's going to change. And if I ever have to give you a real spanking, today is going to feel like love taps. You'll end up crying in the corner with a bright red behind, feeling like the little boy you act like far too often." 
 
    "Where did you get that thing?" he asked, looking at the paddle. 
 
    "A wise old woman gave it to me - and wanted me to use it on you," was the answer. 
 
    To Judy's delight and surprise, the 'wake-up call' had great success. It wasn't that the pain had been all that meaningful to Joe - within a half-hour there was no remaining pain; rather, it made him realize just how desperate his previous actions had made his wife, and he regretted that. He started catching up on his promises the next day and even offered to skip his golf game that weekend, but Judy told him that wouldn't be necessary. All went well for the couple for the next several weeks. 
 
    One question remained in Joe's mind - what gave his wife the right to punish him (and with a spanking, no less)? She was his wife, not his mother (and his mother had never spanked him). He didn't see justification for either a husband or wife to actually punish their spouse. He wouldn't think of punishing his wife in any manner, and he was still a little uncomfortable with her assuming she had the right to punish him. 
 
    Early in October, Joe's grandparents were to celebrate their 50th anniversary. The couple still lived at their farmhouse about 40 miles outside Kansas City. Their children, grandchildren, extended family and friends were all coming, about 50 people in all including cousin Jeff and his wife Rachel. 
 
    It was a beautiful warm fall day with the celebration starting around 1pm. There was one problem, though - the Chiefs were playing arch-rival Denver in a game that started at noon local time. Joe was a big fan and had the game on the radio as he and Judy drove to the farm. 
 
    After quick greetings with the other guests, Joe ambled towards the large living room and found about 15 other men watching the game. They all left to rejoin the women and other guests during halftime, but once the game resumed, most of them headed back to the house. Some of the women weren't all that pleased by those actions, but with most of them helping to prepare the meal, it was just as easy to do so without the men hanging around. 
 
    Joe's mother and aunt had planned the meal for about 3pm, followed by a cake-cutting and a group picture of all people there. As 3pm approached, the Chiefs were losing 14-13, but had their offense on the field at the 2-minute warning. Prompted by their wives (or in some cases knowing better than to anger their wives), the other men started to leave the living room to head outside for the meal and pictures. As the game started up again, only Joe and his cousin Jeff remained to watch the game. 
 
    "We're going to catch Hell for this," Jeff said. "We really should be going out there." 
 
    "It shouldn't be too long," Joe replied. "Five minutes tops, they won't miss us all that much." 
 
    Of course as football fans know, sometimes with timeouts, replays and commercials, it can take ten minutes or more to play two minutes of clock time. The good news for the cousins was that the Chiefs managed a 16-14 win, but the bad news was that it took almost twenty minutes to run out the clock. They emerged finally, having missed the group picture. Joe glanced at Judy and saw fury in her eyes. Jeff avoided looking at his wife at all. 
 
    The party broke up about 5pm, and as he and Judy headed for their car, Joe knew he was in trouble. As soon as they pulled out of the driveway, his wife declared, "You're going to get a real spanking when we get home." 
 
    "Jude, I know I probably did the wrong thing, but it's not that big a deal. And it was my family, not yours. Why are you so upset?" 
 
    "In case you have forgotten, we're married now, so they're my family too. If you think I'm upset, your mother was furious you stayed in the house. And your dad wanted to go in to drag you out, but your mom stopped him. You embarrassed me, your parents and yourself with selfish, spoiled-child behavior." 
 
    Joe knew he was on the losing side of the argument. In desperation, he tried, "I wasn't alone. Jeff stayed too." 
 
    "That's Rachel's problem. I'm sure she'll deal with him some way. But for you, your juvenile behavior will be answered the way it deserves – with a good hard spanking. Now I don't want to talk to you again until we get home. Turn on the radio and keep your mouth closed." 
 
    He did. He knew from the beginning he was making a bad choice by staying inside to watch the game. And he wasn't really apprehensive about getting the "real spanking" she had promised - the last time really wasn't that bad, so how much worse would a few more spanks matter? But again the question arose - he was her husband, not her son. Even if he did act like a child, where did she get the right to punish him for it? 
 
    But he decided this would not be the time to debate that question. 
 
    As soon as they reached home, Judy took over complete control. "This is going to be a real spanking," she told him. "Go to the bedroom and get undressed. Come out with just your pajama bottoms and my paddle. It's in my panty drawer, the upper right of my dresser." 
 
    Joe did as he was told, still questioning in his own mind how Judy had assumed the authority to punish him. But he knew his actions had been wrong and he knew how upset she was. Let's get this over with and maybe we can talk about it tomorrow, he said to himself. 
 
    As he emerged from the bedroom, he saw Judy sitting in the same chair as the first time. He walked over to her and handed the paddle to her. She then pulled down his pajama bottoms, and pointed towards the floor to get him to lay down. He slowly stretched out over her lap, awaiting the first spank. 
 
    "Give me your right hand," she demanded. 
 
    He did, and felt her grab it with her left hand, then he felt her move her right leg over his ankles. This was different from the wake-up call. He realized he was immobilized and she could keep him there as long as she wanted. Maybe this is going to be a lot worse than the other time, he thought, just as the paddle landed a very painful smack on his right butt cheek. 
 
    He quickly realized, yes, it was going to be a lot worse than last time. Each spank seemed to be much harder than before, and once she got past ten spanks - well, well past ten spanks - he lost count and couldn't guess how long it was going to be. He was gasping and panting for breath, then he realized Judy had started to scold him. It was hard to concentrate on what she was saying because the pain was so acute. He was squirming and wriggling, and he heard her telling him to stop squirming as it would just make things worse. How could it possibly be worse, he wondered. He also heard phrases such as 'bad boy', 'naughty', 'so embarrassed', 'ashamed of yourself', but he just couldn't think too much about what she was saying - all he could think about was how much this was hurting his butt and the back of his thighs. 
 
    He tried to verbalize apologies and promises to never act childish or selfish again, but he realized he was probably just babbling. He wasn't exactly crying, but he was sweating and panting, and he realized some tears were coming from his eyes. She had warned him last time if she needed to give him a real spanking he was going to feel like a little boy. Well, he had not been spanked when he had been a little boy, but he certainly felt like one now. 
 
    Having dispensed what she felt was an appropriate amount of justice, Judy finally stopped and allowed him to remain over her knees for a few seconds while he regained his breath. She then eased him off and onto the floor where he was on his knees sobbing softly with his forehead on her lap. After about thirty seconds, she gently helped him to stand, then gave him a soft kiss and guided him to a corner in the room. She left him there and watched as he desperately tried to rub the hurt out of his butt-cheeks and thighs. 
 
    She looked at him with a mixture of pride and sorrow. She had spanked her husband for poor behavior - something she had never imagined she would do - and she had done a thorough job of it. But she did feel sorry for him, and especially sorry he had acted in a manner that had brought about punishment. 
 
    She only left him in the corner a few minutes. She walked over and gently turned him around. She handed him his pajama bottoms saying, "Why don't you go to bed. I'll be in in a little while. We'll talk about this tomorrow." She kissed him and he nodded and walked slowly to the bedroom, where he was already asleep on his stomach when she went in. 
 
    Since Judy had worked on Saturday, she had Monday off. While she usually slept late on mornings when Joe worked and she did not, this time she arose before his alarm and made breakfast for him. As he left, she kissed him again and reiterated that they could talk tonight about what had happened. 
 
    On the way home from work, he rehearsed what he wanted to say. At the minimum, he needed to get her to agree punishment between spouses wasn't right, and absolutely needed a promise to never attempt to spank him again. When he got home, the first thing he noticed was a delicious smell coming from the kitchen. Judy had put all her culinary talents to use to make him as wonderful a dinner as she could. As she came out from the kitchen to greet him, she looked as good as he had ever seen her. This had been no 'jeans and T-shirt' day off for her. She was wearing one of her most appealing outfits and had done everything she could to maximize her appearance. He took her efforts as a hopeful sign that she might want to apologize. 
 
    After he had changed clothes, they sat down to dinner and she opened a bottle of expensive wine they loved. She had put a soft pad on his seat, which he appreciated as he still felt some discomfort sitting down. She asked him about his day at work and most of the talk during the meal was small talk, but after she served dessert (a homemade banana crème pie which was his favorite) it was time to get serious. 
 
    "Judy, what's done is done. Yes, I know that what I did yesterday was wrong. I'm sorry. But I just don't buy into one side of a marriage having the right to punish the other, either husband or wife. I need you to promise me it won't happen again, especially a spanking." 
 
    Judy smiled - it was a loving smile, not malicious. But her answer was a simple "No." 
 
    "NO?" 
 
    She softly put one finger on his lips to keep him from talking. 
 
    "Honey, I love you," she started. "I love you a million times over. You're the most important thing in my life. I love you and I respect you for all the great things you do. Ninety-nine percent of the time you're the greatest guy in the world. But every once in a while - like yesterday - you turn into someone who makes me think 'I married that?' Honey, I want to be married to you for 50, 60, 75 years. I want you to be the father of my children and the grandfather of my grandchildren. But I now know that will work best only if I do punish you after things like yesterday. So, sorry honey, but I will not promise to never spank you again. As a matter of fact, I promise that I will spank you again if I feel it's right. Hopefully, that's not for a long, long time, maybe even never. But if it's necessary to spank you again tomorrow, it will be tomorrow." 
 
    She moved her finger away from his lips to let him talk. But he was so stunned, he couldn't think of what to say. She leaned forward to kiss him. 
 
    "Here's what we should do. Let's finish dinner and drink the rest of the wine." She smiled again, "Then let's get to the bedroom and have the greatest sex we've ever had!" 
 
    She gave him a long, seductive kiss. They never even got to clean the dishes; they both knew the moment was right and they held hands as they rushed to the bedroom. 
 
    Judy drifted off to sleep first that night while Joe stayed awake in bed. He thought back to what had happened. His goal had been to get her to agree she had no right to punish him and at least promise never to spank him again. Instead, she promised him that absolutely, definitely, she would spank him again. 
 
    He'd ended up with the exact opposite of what he wanted. Then why am I feeling so good? he asked himself. Somehow his wife had convinced him that her punishing him was good for their marriage and good for him - that not only did she have the right to punish him, she actually had an obligation to punish him. On the surface, it didn't make sense. But then he looked at his beautiful wife sleeping next to him. "Oh, well, maybe she's right," he told himself and he finally went to sleep a happy man. 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Joe went to work the next day content with all that had happened the night before. At about 10 o'clock he got a text from his cousin Jeff, suggesting the two meet for lunch. They got together at a Panera's close to the bank and after placing their orders sat down to talk. 
 
    "Did you get any heat when you got home Sunday?" Jeff asked. 
 
    Joe had expected this question and had already decided he would lie. 
 
    "No, not really," he said. 
 
    "Let me ask you something," Jeff said. "I know what we did Sunday was wrong, we both knew it and did it anyway. But do you think a wife has the right to punish her husband when he does something wrong?" 
 
    The question shocked Joe. "She punished you? What did she do?" 
 
    "Didn't do yet, but she said I need to be punished so I'm not allowed to watch the next four Chiefs games. I can't watch them, record them, she's taking my phone during the games and I have to do a list of things around the house she wants done - scrubbing the floors, scraping old paint off the walls, that kind of thing. For the next four weeks." 
 
    "Are you going to do them?" 
 
    "I guess I have to. I do know we were wrong Sunday, so I guess it's a fair thing. But I just don't understand where she gets the thought that a wife has the right to punish her husband. "You're lucky Judy doesn't think that way," he added. 
 
    Joe thought for a few seconds, then finally said, "Jeff, let me tell you the truth about what happened when I got home Sunday." He took a deep breath, looked around to make sure no one was close enough to hear what he was going to say, and finally admitted, "I got a spanking from Judy." 
 
    Jeff was flabbergasted. "What?!" he exclaimed. 
 
    Joe motioned for him to keep his voice down. "She spanked me. She has a damned paddle she got at a garage sale and she made me get undressed and lay over her lap, then she spanked me long and hard. She also told me I could expect more spankings in the future if she's not happy with my behavior." 
 
    "But you're bigger than her - why did you agree?" 
 
    "I'm not really sure... maybe it's because I love her, maybe I knew we had done wrong and deserved some kind of punishment, maybe I just felt she was doing the right thing." 
 
    "Did it hurt?" 
 
    "Damn right it hurt. A lot. She had used the paddle on me once before, but it was just a few smacks. This was a real spanking. It seemed she would never stop. I actually was getting close to crying, but I managed not to." 
 
    "Amazing," Jeff said. "I guess I should be happy that Rachel had a different idea." 
 
    Joe thought a while and said, "I don't know that I agree with you. At least my punishment is over. Judy and I talked it out last night and we had a great meal and awesome make-up sex. Your punishment hasn't even started yet - you still have four weeks without games and I imagine it will be pretty tense around your house while you're missing the games. You'll be mad at Rachel, and she won't be happy seeing you moping around the house. Yes, I had a very bad Sunday night, but overall I like my deal better than yours." 
 
    "Hadn't thought of it that way," Jeff said. 
 
    Jeff did a lot of thinking about it while at work during the afternoon, and fully concentrated on the question on the way home. He had been across Rachel's lap several times before, but those were all play spankings for sexual foreplay. They switched. Jeff loved to see his wife's naked butt laying across his knees, and would fondle her butt-cheeks with occasional quick spanks that would bring a short yelp from her. But even better was when he was across her naked body. He always had an erection and would position his penis between her legs. She would give him hard smacks, while tightening and loosening her legs, often bringing him almost to the point of ejaculation. 
 
    But a real spanking? That was a totally different question. 
 
    He and Rachel kissed when he came in, still a little awkwardly after Sunday night, and sat down to dinner. 
 
    "How was your day?" Rachel asked. 
 
    "I had lunch with Joe." 
 
    "What did he have to say?" 
 
    Jeff hesitated a second, then finally said, "Judy spanked him Sunday night." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "She had a paddle she got at a garage sale and she gave him a hard spanking. Joe actually admitted he almost started to cry." 
 
    "Unbelievable," Rachel said. "You're lucky I didn't think of that." 
 
    He hesitated again. "I don't know. Joe thinks what Judy did was better than what we're doing. They talked it out last night, had make-up sex, and they have closure. With us we're dragging my punishment out over four more weeks and probably we'll both be upset for a month. Maybe it's better to get it over with." 
 
    "Are you saying you would prefer it if I spanked you?" 
 
    He looked away from her, but simply said, "Yes." 
 
    "I need to think about that," she said. 
 
    They finished dinner and cleaned the dishes. Rachel picked up her phone and said, "I'll be in the bedroom for a while." Jeff sat and wondered who she wanted to talk to - if it was her mother or sister, he'd be very embarrassed if either of them knew he had volunteered for a spanking. 
 
    It was actually Judy she called. 
 
    "Hi, Rach, what's up?" Judy said as she picked up. 
 
    "I heard our boys had lunch today." 
 
    "Yes, Joe told me." 
 
    "Did you really spank him Sunday?" 
 
    "Sure did. Got him good too. If I'd kept it up another minute or two, I think he would have started to cry, but I felt sorry for him and eased up." 
 
    "I had told Jeff he couldn't watch the next four football games, but he's asking me to change his punishment to a spanking instead." 
 
    "Good. Do it." 
 
    "You think so?" 
 
    "Absolutely. Joe was informed that was not going to be his last spanking, and he'll get it again whenever I feel it's called for. I fully expect to have a very well behaved husband for quite a while, and if his behavior starts to slip, he knows what's going to happen." 
 
    "Any suggestions?" 
 
    "Don't feel sorry for him. Remember how upset you were on Sunday, not how you feel today. Don't ease up - make him cry if you can. It should be easier for you, he's actually asking you to spank him. And make sure he knows there are more spankings ahead if he doesn't behave - Sunday is over, but the real goal is to make sure you have a well behaved husband you can be proud of." 
 
    "I'm going to do it, Judy. Thanks." 
 
    "Call me tomorrow, let me know how it goes." 
 
    Rachel sat for a few moments, then went to the door and called out, "Jeffrey, get in here." 
 
    He arose and turned off the TV. She had never called him Jeffrey before; did that mean she was going to do it? 
 
    He entered the bedroom. Rachel was sitting on the front end of the bed. He took about three steps in and she said, "Stay right there," so he stopped immediately. 
 
    "I have decided to be nice to you and give you the punishment you prefer," she said. "You may have your games back, but you are going to get a spanking tonight and you will give up your golf game this week to do things around the house. You will also be spanked again in the future if and when I decide you need to be spanked. Do you understand?" 
 
    Rachel almost had said "Do you agree?" to finish her statement, but changed that to a more-dominant sounding "Do you understand?" at the last moment. The question might have made a difference. 
 
    Jeff had heard his cousin say that his wife, Judy, had warned him of more spankings in the future, and that was something he didn't want to commit to. Hearing Rachel say that, he knew she had been speaking to cousin-in-law Judy rather than her mother or sister - at least that was a relief. If Rachel had asked him if he agreed to the terms, he might have tried to ask for no future spankings, but "Do you understand" did not open the door for negotiations and he was not bold enough to open that question. 
 
    "Yes. I understand," he said quietly. 
 
    "Get undressed. Completely. Put your dirty stuff in the hamper and hang up the rest," she told him. 
 
    He did as told. As he removed the last item, his undershorts, he started to have an erection. He looked at his wife, who seemed not to care. 
 
    "Go to the bathroom and bring me the bath brush," she said. 
 
    He did so and handed the brush to her. She had moved to an angle sitting on the bed, with her left leg on the bed and her right leg spread out. She motioned for him to lie down over her left leg - his feet remained on the floor with his penis over her jeans-covered leg and his upper body sprawled on the bed. There was no eroticism at all in his posture - in fact, it was uncomfortable even before the actual spanking was to start. 
 
    Rachel then moved her right leg over the back of his legs just above his ankles and pressed down hard on his back with her left arm. He realized he was effectively locked into position and there would be little he could do to affect what was going to happen. He started to wonder if he had made the right choice asking for her to spank him. 
 
    But he couldn't stop it now. 
 
    Jeff had made the same mistake his cousin Joe had made. Both were twenty-somethings who had grown up at a time when spanking children was no longer considered to be beneficial, and neither man had even the faintest childhood memory of how much it could hurt. Joe had received the ten swats from Judy earlier, but he assumed a real spanking wouldn't be much worse. And Jeff felt, since he was a grown man, whatever pain he would feel would be easily tolerable. 
 
    The first few spanks from Judy seemed to land mostly of the side of his butt and the sting was mild. His confidence grew - this was no big deal. Judy saw the spanks were not getting the desired result. Perhaps the problem was the handle on the bath brush was too long for the angle of Jeff's body over her leg. She stopped and changed her grip on the brush, using just half the handle. She raised her arm higher than she had done at first and brought the brush down as fast as she could. 
 
    "OWWWW!" he screamed. 
 
    Yes, that's it, Rachel said to herself, and quickly repeated that motion about twenty times. Jeff was clearly under distress now, and she could see his sit spot and just below starting to turn pink and red. She rested for a few seconds and landed another flurry a bit longer than the first one. 
 
    Jeff was now regretting he had chosen this over the other punishment he could have had. This hurt much MUCH worse than he could have imagined. He needed it to stop. He tried kicking his legs as much as he could, but Rachel had him held down securely there. He flailed his arms, but they were too far from the action and could only try to hold on to the bedspread. Finally he tried apologizing and begging his wife for mercy. 
 
    "Please, Rach, I'm sorry, please no more, it hurts so much. Please... no more, please... I'm so, so sorry. Please stop." 
 
    Rachel did start to feel a bit sorry for him, but then remembered all that Judy had told her. "Don't feel sorry for him... he asked for it... the goal is to have a well-behaved husband... don't ease up... make him cry... well-behaved husband you can be proud of." 
 
    "No, young man, we're not close to done yet. Your behavior has been totally unacceptable and that's not just from Sunday. You have a lot of lessons to learn and I won't be sure you have learned them until I see the bed wet from your tears." 
 
    Jeff remembered Joe had said he had almost cried from his spanking, and now he could understand. He didn't want to embarrass himself by breaking down and crying, but he was no longer sure he could avoid it. The spanks kept on raining down and his whole backside felt like a swarm of wasps had taken aim. He knew there was nothing he could do to alter his situation - the spanking would end only when Rachel wanted it to. 
 
    Realizing tears were inevitable, it was easier to give up the last vestige of dignity. His eyes filled up with tears, then he started to sniffle, tears started to drop, his shoulders started to heave and finally the sounds followed - quiet but distinct crying at first, rising to the level of loud bawling. 
 
    Ten more spanks and that's it, Rachel said to herself. Now he's learned his lesson. But the last ten were the hardest of all. 
 
    Jeff texted Joe the next morning. "Why didn't you tell me how much it hurt?" 
 
    "You wouldn't have believed me anyway. Did you get your games back?" 
 
    "Yes, but I'm not sure it was worth it." 
 
    "Judy has to work Sunday. Why don't you come over and we'll watch the game together?" 
 
    "Maybe. It's Wednesday, but I'm not sure if I'll be able to sit by Sunday!" 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 3. Jet Green, Butt Red 
 
      
 
      
 
    Some men take their sports way too seriously. 
 
    Pete Morgan was one of them. 
 
    It was January 3rd, the last week of the football season. Pete was watching TV of his beloved Jets playing Buffalo, and a win would clinch a playoff spot for the Jets after a drought of several years. The Jets were favored, having won their last five games, and to make the expected victory even sweeter, Buffalo was now coached by the same man who had been the Jets' coach until a year ago. 
 
    Pete commandeered the family room with the giant size TV for Jets games, wearing, of course, his green Jet jersey and green sweat pants with a Jets logo, along with a matching green cap. His wife, Vicki, stopped by a few times to get the score, while daughters Emily, age 10, and Rachel,7, did their own things. The game started badly for the Jets but they were coming from behind and early in the final quarter, the Jet quarterback threw a pass that would have put the Jets in the lead - only to have it intercepted by a Buffalo defender. Pete screamed an obscenity, which Vicki heard and hoped the girls had not heard. She had talked to him about his language in front of the girls on other occasions, and went into the family room to tell him to watch what he was saying. 
 
    With the playoffs starting to slip away, the Jets got the ball back and had another chance, but once again, a pass intended for a Jets receiver was grabbed instead by a Buffalo defender. Jet fans everywhere were groaning and likely many were cursing, but Pete's outburst was louder and more profane than before, and at that moment the girls had wandered into the family room, so they heard every word. Vicki stormed into the room and told the girls to go somewhere else for the rest of the game, while giving Pete a glare that communicated how angry she had become. But Pete remained focused on the game as there were still a few minutes left. 
 
    Finally, in the waning seconds of the game, the Jets got one last chance, and for the third time in the final three possessions, an errant pass ended up in Buffalo hands. The game was over, the season was over, and an overly-excited and frustrated Pete screamed the ultimate obscenity at the screen which showed the Buffalo coach smiling. Pete also picked up an empty beer can and threw it at the screen. It missed the screen, but unfortunately it wasn't completely empty and some beer landed on the carpet. He had to call for Vicki to come help sop up the liquid, and as she rushed in with towels she was as livid at her husband as she had even been in the fourteen years they had been married. 
 
    After getting up what beer they could (unfortunately, they couldn't get it all and the carpet is still stained today), Vicki glared at Pete and said nothing when he tried to apologize - while explaining that the three interceptions cost the Jets the playoff spot, as if that should justify his actions. 
 
    Vicki, however, picked up her phone and called Janie, an 18-year old who lived three houses away and was a frequent babysitter for the Morgans. 
 
    "Hi, Janie, it's Mrs. Morgan," she said. "Is there any chance you might be free right now? I'd like you to take the girls to Chuck E. Cheese for dinner and let them play some games for about two hours. You can? Wonderful. About fifteen minutes? Perfect, thanks." 
 
    "What's that about?" Pete asked. 
 
    "I'll discuss it with you shortly," Vicki said coldly. Then she called out to the girls, "Girls, clean up and get ready, Janie's going to take you to Chuck E. Cheese for dinner." 
 
    Pete sat down sadly to watch the next game, even though it was meaningless as far as the Jets were concerned. 
 
    Janie arrived and Vicki gave her the car keys plus money for the pizza and games at the restaurant. As soon as Janie had backed the car out of the driveway and headed forward, she asked innocently, "Hey, girls, what's going on?" 
 
    "Mommy wants us out of the house so she can give Daddy a spanking for the bad words he said during the football game," Emily replied. 
 
    Janie laughed. "No, Emmy, I don't think she's going to do that." 
 
    "Bet you I'm right," Emily said. 
 
    Actually, Emily was exactly right. 
 
    Vicki waited only until the car had pulled out of the driveway then stormed into the family room and turned off the TV. 
 
    "Bedroom!" she forcefully said to her husband, while pointing in that direction. 
 
    By this point, Pete had calmed down and had realized how over-the-top his actions had been. He was genuinely sorry for what he had done, and tried to apologize, but Vicki was nowhere near accepting an apology from him yet. 
 
    "Bedroom! Now!" she commanded. 
 
    Pete did not know what awaited him in the bedroom (although he highly doubted it would be pleasurable) but he did not want to make the situation worse so he arose and walked to the room. 
 
    Vicki followed him and even though there was no one else in the house she slammed the bedroom door closed once they reached the room. Pete watched silently as she went to her dresser and took her hairbrush out of the drawer. Shaking the brush at him, she angrily said, "Naked from the waist down. Right now." 
 
    "Vicki, you've got to be kidding," Pete answered. "OK, I was wrong out there. I'm sorry. But you can't be serious about spanking me. I'm a grown man." 
 
    "Thank you for reminding me you're a grown man," Vicki said sarcastically. "I sure can't tell it from your behavior! I'll tell you what, mister grown man. Because you're a grown man I'll spank you longer and harder. That's exactly what you deserve. You know how I feel about profanity anywhere, and you know how intent I am about it around the girls. Your daughters would get spanked for saying anything half as bad as your language today - not to mention throwing the beer can and ruining the carpet." 
 
    There was nothing in her words that Pete could dispute. He tried again to apologize and added, "Vicki, do you really think that spanking me would change anything?" 
 
    "I don't know," she answered. "Maybe, maybe not. But I reckon a little pain can go a long way in influencing future behavior. I have a feeling that after you and I are done today, you'll watch your dirty mouth a lot closer from now on. Now I want you naked from the waist down. Keep your nice green jersey on. You're going to be standing in the corner after I spank you, and with your green jersey and your red butt, you'll look like a traffic light." 
 
    Under other circumstances, that might have been taken as a humorous comment, but Vicki was not trying to make a joke and Pete knew it. He was not afraid of a spanking. How much can she hurt m? I'm a grown man, he said to himself. He just thought her spanking him would be a waste of time. But he knew she had every right to be livid at him, and he knew that if he refused, he would be in for several days of the silent treatment or worse from her. Maybe spanking me will dissipate her anger, he thought, considering that would probably be the best way out of this. There was a bench at the foot of the bed and Pete sat on it to take off his shoes and socks, then rose to take off his green sweat pants and his underwear. 
 
    Vicki took over the spot on the bench and looked at him, summoning him to go over her knee. Pete walked slowly over to her and tried to make himself comfortable with both hands touching the carpet in front of him and both feet touching it behind him. He felt embarrassed being in this position, but as he awaited the onslaught from the brush, he had a moment to reflect on how outrageous his actions during the game had been, and in that light, maybe this was an appropriate way for Vicki to handle it. 
 
    In truth, when Vicki spanked the girls, the hairbrush played just a minor role in the punishment. A typical spanking for them would consist of ten hand spanks on each side, by which point either daughter would already be crying. Vicki would then tell the girl she was now going to use the hairbrush, which would bring about louder crying and a heartfelt plea to not use the brush. She did use it, but very lightly, mostly just flicking her wrist with the brush, knowing that even though the brush was inflicting almost no more additional pain, the already-crying girl would imagine it much worse than it really was. After a few spanks with the brush she would stop. The brush, however, was a great psychological tool for her - if one or both of the girls was close to getting herself into trouble, a comment from Vicki like "Do I need to get the hairbrush?" usually brought about a quick change in behavior. 
 
    For Pete, however, it was the hairbrush all the way, and not soft taps. Vicki had never used the hairbrush this way but she lifted her right arm above her head and brought the brush down hard - very hard - on his right butt cheek. The sound of the splat it made surprised her, and the pain that he felt from just one spank amazed him, as he emitted a loud "Ouch!" 
 
    Vicki repeated the pattern she used for the girls, ten spanks on each cheek, but all twenty for her husband were very hard smacks at a rapid pace from a high arm position. The twenty came about one a second, and in that short time, Pete had changed his mind about minimizing what the pain of a spanking could be. His butt hurt badly, and he wanted out of this. 
 
    Vicki, however, tightened her grip and clamped down on his legs, locking him into place. Another flurry of twenty spanks landed, and his grunts turned into pleas for her to stop. When she paused after the second flurry, he thought she had responded to his plea to stop and he tried to get up. "Not so fast, Mr. Jet," she said. "This is just halftime. I'm resting my arm for a while and then you'll get the rest of what you have coming." 
 
    After a short pause, she started again. Pete was now in severe pain and tried to cover his butt with his right hand. 
 
    Vicki grabbed it and pinned it to his back. "Sorry, Mr. Jet," she taunted. "Intercepted again." After another twenty spanks, she went back to her football theme. "Two minute warning, Mr. Jet. Think you can take it for anther two minutes?" 
 
    He was in such pain by now the thought of another two minutes of her rapid style was unbearable. Although he was out of breath, he managed to say, "Please, no more, Vicki, please, I'll never swear in the house again." 
 
    That wasn't good enough and the brush landed again, one very hard smack on the right and another on the left. 
 
    "Please, honey, please no more." She could tell he was becoming frantic. "I won't swear anywhere ever again, anywhere, just please stop." Two more spanks landed; each one seemed like the most painful yet. Finally, on the verge of tears, the frantic man blurted out, "Please, I'll never root for the Jets again. Just please stop." 
 
    It's quite hard to spank someone while you're laughing, and that's exactly what the last promise did to Vicki. She knew he really didn't mean it - she actually would not have wanted him to mean it - but the simple fact that he would say that showed her that he was truly remorseful for his actions and perhaps would control himself better in the future. She immediately stopped spanking, and allowed him to remain over her lap while he regained his breath and composure. 
 
    After about thirty seconds, she helped him up and led him to a corner in the room. Of course a traffic light is red on top and green on the bottom and he was opposite, but there was a very distinct contrast between his jersey and his butt color. She chuckled at the sight. 
 
    After about ten minutes she led him out of the corner and helped him onto the bed. Having forgiven him, she applied some soothing lotion to the scorched areas of his backside. 
 
    "The girls are eating out tonight," she reminded him. "Want me to make something for you?" 
 
    "No thanks," he said weakly. "I'd rather just stay here for the rest of the night." 
 
    Vicki went out to make something for herself to eat. About forty-five minutes later, Janie pulled into the driveway with the girls. The three came in and Vicki took back the car keys and gave Janie a $20 bill for her time. 
 
    Rachel looked around. "Where's Daddy?" she asked. 
 
    "Daddy's not feeling well, honey," Vicki replied. "He's staying in the bedroom right now." 
 
    Emily turned to Janie. "You see, I was right!" 
 
    "Right about what, Emmy?" Vicki asked. 
 
    "I told Janie you were going to give Daddy a spanking for what he said during the football game. I was right." 
 
    Vicki's face turned as red as Pete's butt had been an hour before. She knew there was no chance to lie her way out of the situation; instead she took Janie aside and reached into her purse again for another $20 bill. "Please don't say anything about this to anyone," she said as she gave the additional money to the girl. 
 
    "Don't worry, Mrs. M.," Janie said, "Your secret's safe with me." 
 
    Janie managed not to laugh until she was out on the street walking home. And while walking she decided she needed to raise her hourly rate for future babysitting at the Morgans by at least 25%. 
 
    Maybe the Jet fans had a bad day today, but I didn't, she thought. I made $40 in just two hours and I can raise my babysitting rate now. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 4. The Old Folks 
 
      
 
      
 
    After more than forty years of marriage, Charlie Watson had a very good idea of what made his wife angry. Today he knew she was going to be angry - but he wasn't sure if she would be angry enough to spank him later tonight. 
 
    Charlie and Louise were 'snowbirds', spending half the year at their family home in the Boston area, and the other six months in a small home in an adult community near Orlando. Today was a golf day for Charlie - he played three days a week while they were in Florida - but heavy rains had closed the course for an hour, and he was going to be late getting home. He knew enough to call Louise to tell her he was going to be late, but she had unsympathetically reminded him they had a dinner date with some neighbors that evening and he had better get home on time. Once golf had resumed, Charlie's choices boiled down to leaving after fifteen holes or running the risk of incurring his wife's wrath. He decided to finish his round and skip a shower at the club, but while driving home he started to feel he may have made the wrong decision. 
 
    Forty-two years ago as newlyweds, Louise had spanked Charlie for the first time. In those days, driving after drinking wasn't considered to be the horrific act it is now thought to be, and many men did it. But Louise Watson would not accept that act from her husband, and one night when Charlie drove home under the influence, she ordered him to remove the belt from his trousers, then made him undress and used his belt on him for the next five minutes. The young couple had never discussed the idea of physical punishment, but Louise felt she had done what was appropriate and Charlie accepted what she had done. 
 
    A month later she spanked him again for completely different reasons; again he accepted the punishment as reasonable, and a structure had been created for their marriage that would last for more than four decades. 
 
    Although neither of them had kept count, around their fortieth anniversary, Charlie had estimated that he had probably averaged a spanking every two to three months during their marriage, and after forty years he had likely been spanked by Louise two hundred times. It could have been even more than that, but having raised three children, there were probably many times when having kids in the house saved their dad from a spanking he would have otherwise received. 
 
    Over the years, Louise had used several different implements for Charlie's punishments, including a large paddle that she preferred, but she kept that paddle in their Boston home as packing for Florida necessitated bringing as little as possible South. She had brought three implements this year: a belt, a hairbrush, and a leather strap. As they unpacked in Florida, she made a point of telling Charlie which implements she had available should he give her any reason to use them. 
 
    Charlie had long ago accepted the fact that his wife was the one in charge, and that he would be punished whenever she felt it was called for. Early in their marriage, he would get mad at himself for submissively accepting her dominance, but as the years advanced and more and more of their contemporaries ended up in the divorce court, he felt much better about his situation. Maybe having the female as the authority figure was a better model for a marriage, he reasoned, and overall he felt there was much more good than bad in his life. 
 
    Still, whenever he knew he was due for a spanking, he became fearful of both the pain and embarrassment that he knew was coming. He especially hated being spanked at the couple's winter home. The units in Florida were on very small lots, and he was always concerned that neighbors might hear either the 'thwack' of a strap on him, or his uncontrollable outbursts after a strap or brush landed on him. 
 
    Charlie parked the car in their driveway, and rushed into the house. "A two-minute shower," he said to Louise. "I'll be ready in a few minutes." 
 
    But when he glanced at her, he saw exactly what he didn't want to see: he called it 'The Look'. She was frowning, with her eyes narrowed and focused right at him. She didn't have to say it but he knew what it meant: You are going to get a spanking tonight. 
 
    They picked up the other couple fifteen minutes late, and when they got to the restaurant they had missed their reservation and had to wait for a table. If there had been any doubt before, there was none now and Charlie knew what would happen when he and Louise got home. 
 
    He tried to get through dinner in as normal a manner as possible, but it was difficult. No matter how many times a man may have been spanked in the past, he never gets used to it, and knowing he was due one that evening never left his mind. His smiles and banter were a false front - he knew what was coming, and he was a very unhappy man. 
 
    After dinner, they dropped off the other couple and drove home in silence. Charlie's thoughts were mostly about which implement he'd be feeling in a few minutes, the belt, brush, or strap. 
 
    He had felt all three over the years, and had different thoughts about each of them. As long as he had to be spanked, he preferred a belt spanking. For a belt spanking, he was told to hold on to the back of a chair while Louise smacked his butt about fifty times with the doubled-up belt. While each swat stung, Charlie found her technique with the belt to be the least painful overall, and he even had some fond memories of belt spankings from the early days of the marriage. A few times in the first couple of years of their marriage, an apology from Charlie after a belt spanking had actually led to sex with Louise. Spankings with other implements had always been more severe, and even in the early days, neither one of them would have thought about lovemaking on the same night as a heavy punishment. 
 
    The strap was a frightful strip of leather that inflicted the most pain most quickly. For a strapping, Louise would tell him to lay naked on the bed, with two pillows under him to raise the target area. 
 
    Each smack with the strap was both loud and painful, and frequently brought about a verbal reaction from Charlie. He greatly feared getting strapped while they were in Florida - with the neighbors' homes so close he was always afraid they might hear the sound of the strap landing or his involuntary verbal reactions to it. 
 
    But at least strappings were short - Louise would lay on about 25 licks and see how red his butt had already become, so she would quit at that point. Charlie believed that Louise felt a strapping was the worst punishment she could give him, and that she saved strappings for what she considered to be the most offensive actions. But Charlie actually did not consider the strap to be as bad as a hairbrush spanking. 
 
    For a hairbrush spanking, he would have to lay down over her lap in the classical spanking position, and he felt the most embarrassment being spanked in a way he considered to be particularly childish. A hairbrush spanking was quite the opposite of the strap - each spank produced less pain than the strap did, but a session was much, much longer. Louise, who was left-handed, would move her left leg over his ankles to lock his legs into position, then grab his left arm with her right hand and hold it to the small of his back, while she slowly and methodically delivered the brush all over his butt and thighs. The pain built slowly but after several minutes would become simply awful. Louise would expend less of her own energy with a hairbrush spanking and could keep going for several minutes while the pain built steadily for the punished man. The only times Charlie had ever actually cried from a spanking from his wife had been during hairbrush spankings. 
 
    They entered the house and Louise said simply, "Bedroom. Undress." 
 
    Charlie really didn't have to be told that, he knew he would be bared and expected his punishment to be in the bedroom. He entered the room with Louise right behind him and started to undress. She took off the dress she had worn to dinner but stayed clothed otherwise, while he made himself completely naked. 
 
    Charlie glanced at the window. It was open a few inches at the bottom. Once before ahead of a punishment, he had asked Louise if he could close the window. She had told him no and that if he deserved a punishment she didn't care who heard it. So as much as he wished the window was closed this evening, he didn't bother to ask. 
 
    After taking her dress off, Louise walked straight to her dresser and opened the drawer in which she kept the three implements. Charlie continued to undress, but his eyes were fixed on the drawer while she reached in. Please, the belt, Charlie said to himself, hoping that Louise would feel today's actions weren't bad enough to deserve a more severe punishment. 
 
    There had been times in the past when Louise had hesitated at the drawer, deciding at the last moment which implement would be appropriate for that day's punishment. There was no such hesitation this time - she had already decided what she was going to use. With Charlie watching intently, she opened the drawer, put her left hand in, and immediately took her hand back out. 
 
    She had the hairbrush in her hand. 
 
    Charlie sighed and looked down at the floor. He knew there was no appeal from her decision, and he understood the next ten minutes or so were going to be very painful. Only his socks remained on, and he slowly removed them to make himself completely naked. 
 
    Louise sat on the end of the bed and looked at him. She realized that the word 'spanking' had not been spoken by either of them tonight - the two of them had been through the ritual so many times before it simply was not necessary to say the word any more, and, she also thought, he knew his actions today deserved a good, hard, extended punishment. 
 
    The naked man walked slowly to the bed and stood at Louise's left. He sighed again, then dutifully bent down and tried to balance himself as comfortably as possible over her lap. The smoothness of the silky garment he was resting on felt comfortable for the moment, but he knew that any enjoyable feeling would quickly disappear. 
 
    Over the years, Louise had become a very proficient spanker who inflicted a great deal of pain on her target. Charlie, however, had learned how to at least minimize that pain. Yes, a spanking from his wife was going to hurt - a lot - but he had found through trial and error that while over her knee it was best for him to try to relax and keep his body as limp as possible. Stiffening up his body had seemed to make each spank on his butt and thighs feel worse, so he laid as passively as he could, awaiting the first spank. 
 
    In their early years together, Louise would often lecture Charlie about his behavior before she started to spank, but that had died out over the years and now she rarely spoke before starting to punish him. The brush started to fall almost immediately, and Charlie hadn't quite relaxed his body as much as he had wanted to. Louise landed five very quick spanks to virtually the same spot on his left butt-cheek, then followed up with five strokes to one spot on his right cheek. 
 
    Charlie clenched his teeth trying to keep as quiet as possible, but of course it's almost impossible to keep completely silent when a strong woman who is an experienced spanker is landing a heavy wooden brush on your backside. At first Charlie mostly groaned, thinking a lot about the neighbors who might hear any louder sounds, but as the number of spanks escalated and the pain grew, it was becoming harder to stay quiet. For some reason, this one was hurting worse, more quickly than other spankings Louise had given him. Was she really angrier than other times, he wondered. As he squirmed around on her lap, he thought that idea through - no, if she was all that angry, she would have used the strap. 
 
    I wish she would use the strap, Charlie said to himself as the pain built. She'd be done by now. How much longer is she going to continue? he asked himself, just as a particularly painful spank landed and brought out an involuntary loud cry that he greatly feared could be heard next door. He answered his own question, realizing that a hairbrush spanking from Louise was usually a long-length punishment. He realized she was probably only about halfway through his ordeal. 
 
    He had limited his alcohol intake at dinner to just one drink since he was driving, but as the pain built he started to wonder if perhaps the drink might have helped to make this spanking more painful than others. He knew he was losing control and had no hope at all that the end might be near. He desperately felt like raising his voice as his pain-induced outbursts were becoming harder to control, he also (although he knew it would do little good) felt an urge to apologize to Louise and plead with her to stop. But he didn't feel he could control his voice well enough to do so at a safe volume level. 
 
    This spanking was worse than anything he had suffered in many years, and he felt completely helpless. The pain had already surpassed anything he could remember, he was locked into position with his legs anchored and his left arm pinned behind his back. His right arm was grasping the bed but couldn't be used to defend himself, and he needed to scream out but was afraid to because of the neighbors. Charlie was as miserable as he had even been during a punishment from Louise. 
 
    Why didn't I quit after fifteen holes? he asked himself as spank after spank after yet another spank made the pain grow. Golf wasn't worth this, When was she going to stop? He tried - completely unsuccessfully - to avoid the brush. He also realized the pain was so intense that he could no longer lie in place passively, and his muscles had stiffened - maybe that's why this spanking was hurting so much. He lost track of time, lost count of the number of spanks he had taken, and wondered miserably how many more he would get. 
 
    Charlie realized that for the first time in a long time, he was close to crying. He just couldn't control himself tonight, he felt his shoulders starting to heave and his eyes filling up with tears. He was desperate now and could no longer stay quiet. Maybe the neighbors would hear, maybe they wouldn't. All that mattered was getting Louise to stop. 
 
    "Please, Lou, please stop," he begged, having no idea how loud his voice actually sounded and if it could be heard beyond the bedroom. He realized tears were muffling his pleas but continued to try to get her to listen. "I'm sorry, Lou, I'm really, really sorry." The spanks kept coming, however, and the tears were becoming heavier. "I'll be good, Lou, please, I promise, I'll be good. Please no more. Please." 
 
    He was now crying heavily and loudly. The thought of the neighbors hearing was no longer important. He just needed her to stop. 
 
    She didn't stop but she slowed the cadence a bit. "You're almost 70 years old, but sometimes you act like a 7-year-old," she scolded. "How dare you make everybody late because of your golf game? Today you were just a bad little selfish boy." 
 
    "I'm sorry, Lou, I'm so so sorry," he tried to say, but heavy tears made the statement almost unintelligible. "I'll never do it again," he blurted out. He truly sounded like - and felt like - that 7-year-old. 
 
    Charlie's first thought the next morning was how badly his butt still ached. Louise was already making breakfast for them and as he sat down at the table as carefully as possible, he winced a bit. Louise smiled, but in a sympathetic way - it was a new day and as she saw it, the slate was clean. 
 
    As was their usual routine, they had the Today Show on television while they ate, and chatted through most of the commercials. Charlie apologized for his bad choices the day before, then Louise rose and kissed him lightly, saying she had not seen that kind of reaction from him in a long time. He agreed, remarking that he did not know why everything seemed to hurt much worse last night than he ever remembered. 
 
    "I'll keep that in mind for next time," Louise said. She was smiling as she said it, but Charlie knew that yes, there was bound to be a next time in his future. 
 
    He dressed after breakfast, but turned around by the mirror to try to see what his butt looked like this morning. It had a telltale bluish tint and he was pleased that he was not going to be playing golf today - he would not want to be seen in the shower today. Even though it was a warm Florida day he chose a pair of full-length pants rather than shorts, to make sure his thighs would not be visible. 
 
    He went out to the front porch to read the Sentinel, as was his normal morning practice. The woman who lived in the house to his left was doing some early-morning gardening as she often did. 
 
    "Morning, Charlie," she said. "How are you feeling today?" 
 
    "Fine, Bea, thanks," he replied, but as he hid his face behind the newspaper he asked himself what she meant by that. Was it a casual comment or did it mean she knew what had taken place the night before? Had she known for a while? Did other people in the development know? Did everyone know? 
 
    His stomach felt uneasy and he started to sweat. He knew her husband Jack would be out shortly as the two men usually took a long walk on mornings when he did not play golf. Jack was from the New York area, and many of their walks ended up in animated conversations about the Yankees and Red Sox. But that was not on Charlie's mind this morning. Had Jack heard what happened last night? Did he know? He started to sweat a little more and regretted that he had not put shorts on instead of long pants. 
 
    At about 9:15, Jack emerged from his house. "Ready, old man?" he asked jovially. Charlie wished he wasn't going to take the walk, but felt it best to stay to the normal routine. The two men stepped off as usual. 
 
    Before they had even reached the end of the block, Jack asked, "Rough night last night?" 
 
    "What do you mean?" Charlie asked nervously. 
 
    "Your windows were open. What did you do that made Louise so angry?" 
 
    Charlie sighed. Jack knew. Everybody knew. "I stayed too long at golf yesterday and screwed up a dinner date with the Harpers." 
 
    "Well, don't feel too bad," Jack said. "It could be worse." 
 
    "How?" Charlie asked. 
 
    "Bea uses a cane," Jack answered. "But at least she lets me close the windows." 
 
      
 
    The Beginning 
 
    The nation was giddy with excitement. 
 
    It was July, 1969, and Apollo 11 had landed on the moon the day before on Sunday afternoon. "Houston, Tranquility Base here, the eagle has landed," were the first words spoken after the landing and most of America had heard it live on television. 
 
    Neil Armstrong's first steps onto the surface were expected to be taken early Monday morning East Coast time, and many companies had told employees that Monday could be treated as a holiday if they wished to stay up and watch. As it had turned out, NASA had moved up the first steps by several hours and millions of people had seen the event live. 
 
    Charlie Watson - married to Louise for just over a month - worked for a company that was acting as a consultant to Massachusetts, as the state was starting to computerize many of its functions, and his employer had told workers it would be fine to take Monday off. Louise was employed as a pharmaceutical rep and had meetings with several doctors scheduled for the day, so she felt she needed to go to work. With Charlie still asleep, she dressed as quietly as possible and left for work without waking him. 
 
    Louise returned to their apartment around 5:30pm and found a note from Charlie, which read: Went out to celebrate with some of the guys. Back at 6, don't make dinner, we'll go out. 
 
    Six o'clock came and went, as did 6:30 and 7 o'clock. Louise was beginning to worry about her husband - the word 'celebrate' sounded particularly dangerous to her - and as cell phones were many years in the future, there was no way she could get in touch with him. By 7:30pm she had become almost frantic with concern. 
 
    About ten minutes before eight o'clock, she heard a scratching around the door, followed by knocking. She opened the door to see a smiling, heavily-inebriated Charlie. "Sorry, Lou," he mumbled slurring his words, "I couldn't get the key into the door." 
 
    "Where have you been?" she demanded. 
 
    "Went out with a couple of guys. We had a few drinks." 
 
    "And how did you get home?" 
 
    "I drove here," he said proudly. 
 
    "You drove?" she almost screamed. "You're so drunk you couldn't get the key in the door but you drove?" 
 
    "I had to drive," Charlie said with a big smile. "I'm much too drunk to walk." 
 
    It was an old joke, and Charlie had hoped to make Louise laugh, but the line had exactly the opposite effect - it infuriated her. She had gone through two hours of intense stress worrying about him, and now he was standing in front of her with a drunken grin on his face trying to make a joke of it all. 
 
    It was more than Louise Watson would accept from her husband. 
 
    Without any prior thought about it, she walked over to her husband, unbuckled his belt, and pulled it out of the belt loops on his slacks. "Drop your pants and shorts," she commanded sharply. 
 
    Still in a jovial drunken state, Charlie quickly did so, thinking that she was making a sexual advance. He of course was completely wrong, but he did not hesitate when she next pointed to a chair and told him to bend over it. 
 
    But instead of anything pleasant, what he felt was the sharp thwack of the doubled-up belt landing across both his butt-cheeks. 
 
    He stood straight up, but complied quickly when Louise barked, "Get back over that chair. And don't you dare move again." 
 
    It was typical of Louise to have a specific number in mind, and she counted silently to herself with the plan of delivering fifty hard swipes to her errant husband. Charlie tried to stand up a couple of times, but Louise placed her hand on his upper back each time, pushing him back towards the chair. With a head that was still swimming from his drinking, and a butt that was throbbing, he couldn't muster up the strength to resist. By the twentieth stroke he was moaning loudly and hopping from foot to foot, while moving sideways in failed attempts to avoid the next swing of the belt. 
 
    Louise completed the fifty strokes and told him to stand up. "Get to bed and sleep it off," she told him. 
 
    He lifted up his pants and shorts and headed to the bedroom without comment. Louise, still wearing the clothes she had worn to work, finally went into the kitchen and made dinner for herself. 
 
    Charlie had a meeting scheduled in Springfield for Tuesday morning, and the ride on the Mass Turnpike gave him extra time to think about the previous evening. Certainly he couldn't get the evening out of his mind, largely because he had a lot of discomfort as he needed to sit on a bruised butt for two hours. 
 
    He was comfortable with all that had happened. He accepted that his actions had been dangerous, and he was pleased that his wife had cared enough about him to become as upset as she had been. As for the strapping, he would have preferred that she might have found a different way to prove how upset she was, but given the fact that he had been drunk, he did not feel that her actions were beyond understanding. He also promised to himself that he'd never drive drunk again, and if he was ever going to be late getting home again, he would certainly call Louise so she would not worry. 
 
    Charlie also believed that Louise's use of physical punishment would be a one-time event. 
 
    For Louise, however, that question was not one that had been decided. Riding the T to work, she also had time to think about the night before, and she was quite proud of what she had done. She was positive that her husband would never again get behind the wheel after drinking too much, and she also was confident that she had made her point about Charlie calling if he was going to be late. If it took a strapping to get her husband to modify his behavior, then perhaps physical punishment between adults might be a reasonable idea. She also thought it might be necessary to use physical punishment again in the future. 
 
    When Louise and Charlie were married in June, their work schedules had not allowed them to take an immediate honeymoon. Instead they planned to take a week in late August at Cape Cod as a delayed honeymoon, and both had been looking forward to the trip since the wedding. 
 
    Their first full day at the Cape was a beautiful late summer day, and the couple eagerly headed for one of the local beaches near Hyannis. The glorious weather had attracted a large crowd of both tourists and local people, and the beach and swimming areas were crowded. 
 
    Part of the beach had been closed off because of danger from riptides, which contributed to the crowding in the areas where swimming was allowed. Charlie was a strong swimmer and grew tired of the crowds, so he swam over to the restricted area for some privacy - as well as to try to impress Louise, who was on the beach reading a recently released novel called The Godfather. 
 
    The lifeguard on duty, a local high school student, blew his whistle vigorously to get Charlie's attention trying to get him out of the restricted area. Charlie heard him, but waved at him to reassure the lifeguard he was fine. But the young man had a job to do and he could not allow swimmers to make their own decisions about swimming in restricted areas, and he went down to the water's edge to demand Charlie get out of the water. 
 
    Charlie got out, but got into a loud argument with the lifeguard which attracted the attention of many people on the beach, including Louise. Charlie did not feel in danger swimming in that area, and also did not like the idea of being ordered out of the water by a teenager. 
 
    The argument grew louder and several people walked over towards Charlie and the boy. Finally an off-duty Massachusetts State Trooper who was on vacation with his family walked over, showed his badge to Charlie, and suggested that perhaps it would be best if Charlie left the beach. 
 
    Charlie and a furious Louise picked up their belongings, and headed for their car. Most of the people on the beach stared at them as they walked back to their car, and by the time they got to it, Louise was as angry as Charlie had ever seen her. 
 
    He tried to apologize as soon as they started to drive away but she would have none of it, telling him to be quiet and that she would deal with him once they reached their hotel. Charlie didn't like the sound of that, especially the "deal with" part, and wondered if she would want him to give her his belt when they got to the room. 
 
    It was about a ten minute ride back to their hotel, and during it, Charlie cooled off quite a bit and realized he had acted like a fool on the beach. Once they reached the hotel, he followed a few feet behind Louise as they walked to the room. He noticed that she took extra time scraping her sandals against the floor mat before she went in, but he did not pick up on the significance of her doing so. 
 
    The sandals she had worn to the beach had hard rubber soles and Louise immediately headed over to the bed and took off the right shoe, rubbing the sole against her hand to remove any remaining sand particles. It was her intention to redden his bottom but not to draw blood, and as soon as she was sure the sole was free of sand, she held the shoe up menacingly, looked directly at Charlie, and said sharply, "Take off your bathing suit and get over my knee." 
 
    Charlie was shocked - he might have expected a strapping with his belt again, but not an over-the-knee spanking like she was his mother and he was a little boy. 
 
    "Lou... I'm not a child," he said nervously. 
 
    "Then why did you act like one on the beach?" she demanded. 
 
    Her response stopped Charlie cold. He knew she was right; he had acted like a child. Still, the thought of being spanked like one scared him. He needed a new strategy - maybe he could at least delay a spanking until they went home. 
 
    His voice quivered a bit. "Maybe you're right, Lou. It's just that, um, the walls here are pretty thin. I'm afraid that if we do something like that, the people in the next room might hear it." 
 
    "That's your problem," she responded coldly. "If you deserve a punishment, I don't care who knows about it." It was a philosophy she would stick to for the entirety of their marriage. "Get over here," she commanded. "And I mean right now." 
 
    Charlie had to make a momentous decision that would impact the rest of his life. He was physically bigger than her and he could refuse to allow her to spank him. He had thought of last month's strapping as a singular event - but if he consented to being spanked now, singular would become plural, and as there's no upper limit on plural he realized he'd be agreeing to a life where his wife would have the right to punish him. 
 
    On the other hand, he could not deny that last month's drinking incident and today's beach behavior were both stupid and immature actions on his part - he really couldn't blame her for being upset and angry about what he did. 
 
    Most importantly, the two months of married life with Louise were the best months of his life. He couldn't imagine not being married to her at this point, and if he refused to consent to her authority to punish him, would he be putting their entire marriage in jeopardy? 
 
    The last point was the most important to him. He slowly pushed down his bathing suit and approached the bed. 
 
    Standing next to Louise, he gazed down at her legs. He had always considered her legs to be especially attractive, and as he positioned himself over them he felt some momentary pleasure, but it was fleeting. He felt her clamp her right leg over the back of his ankles, taking away some of his ability to escape if he wanted to. Louise pulled his torso closer to her with her left arm, helping her control him even more securely. 
 
    Charlie was nervous, but didn't have long to wait. In later years, Louise would often scold him before punishing him, but this time she started in immediately with several hard, fast spanks that surprised Charlie with how badly they stung him. 
 
    Louise had a new number in mind this time, one hundred spanks. She gave him the first twenty-five but found her arm tiring, so she took a moment to rest up before resuming. She saw Charlie's butt had already turned red near the primary spank spots, and she could hear that he was short on breath. 
 
    Charlie took the break to mean that Louise was done, and he started to try to push himself up off her lap. 
 
    "Not so fast. You'll be done when I say you're done," Louise snapped as she lifted the shoe again to start another round of twenty-five spanks. 
 
    The realization that it was not done yet broke Charlie's spirit of resistance, and he took the next flurry with a growing volume of moans and groans. When Louise took her next break at fifty spanks, she could see parts of his butt cheeks were starting to bruise, and she gave him a longer break this time, about thirty seconds. When she started up again, Charlie began begging her to stop, his voice cracking to the point where she thought he might start to cry. 
 
    "Please, Lou... no more, please... I'm sorry... I won't do it again, please stop, please." 
 
    Louise felt sorry for her husband, but wanted to make sure he would be truly sorry before she let him up. She stopped to rest after number seventy-five, but saw his butt was now heavily bruised. Not wanting to do any real damage to him, she gave him five more especially hard spanks, but then put down the shoe. 
 
    She allowed him to remain dangling over her lap for about a minute, then started to rise, helping him to his feet. She then guided him back to the bed where he laid down on his stomach. 
 
    Louise picked up her copy of The Godfather and went out onto the balcony of their room to read, leaving Charlie alone in the room. She looked in after about five minutes and saw him still on the bed as she had left him, so she went back out to read another chapter or two. 
 
    After another ten minutes she went back into the room. He was now resting on his side looking towards the balcony as if he had been waiting for her to come back. 
 
    She walked over to the bed and looked down at him. Neither of them was sure what to say and it was as though each was waiting for the other to say something and set the tone for the rest of the day - and maybe the rest of their lives. 
 
    Louise finally was the first to speak, and she wanted to bring down the level of tension. 
 
    "We both need a shower before we go to dinner," she said in a soft and pleasant voice. "Let's go in the bathroom and I'll soap you down... and I promise I'll be very gentle where you need me to," she added. 
 
    He smiled at that. She took off her bathing suit and held out her hand to help him off the bed. He rose and the two walked to the bathroom holding hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 5. How to Spank Your Husband 
 
      
 
      
 
    By 7:28, more than twenty women all in their twenties and thirties had gathered in the small hotel meeting room, looking at a podium and a portable screen that had a graphic on it reading: How To Improve Your Marriage. 
 
    At exactly 7:30 a tall blonde woman walked in. As applause started to grow, she waved and walked to the podium, then made a motion to end the applause. 
 
    "Hi, ladies," she started enthusiastically. "I know you may be confused about the How to Improve Your Marriage signs. We did it that way because the hotel wouldn't rent us the room if we used the real name for the meeting... and we all know what the real name is." She picked up a remote control that changed the graphic on the screen. The first image was a stick figure drawing of a woman sitting with a man sprawled over her lap. Word by word, in a large but feminine typeface, the graphic expanded as the speaker encouraged her audience to join her in each word. 
 
    "How... To... Spank (that word was in red on the graphic, the others were in blue)… Your... Husband." 
 
    The audience applauded again, many of them also laughing, and the speaker's smile became very pronounced. 
 
    "Let's get started," she said. "As you know, my name is Nancy Morgan. That's not my real name; it's a pen name - or as I like to think of it, it's a 'hairbrush name'." Most of the audience laughed. 
 
    "I know you want to know how I got here. I grew up in a normal middle-class family where my mother was the family disciplinarian for me and my two brothers. One day, we found out by accident that not only did the kids get spanked, so did our father. One day all three kids were out of the house but one of my brothers got home earlier than expected. He opened the door and heard sounds of a spanking going on upstairs, and it was Daddy's voice pleading for it to stop and promising to behave better. My brother closed the door and stayed away for an hour, so they never knew he had heard it, but he told my other brother and me about it first chance he got. 
 
    "I was actually trained to become a physical therapist. While I was in school, I had a boyfriend I liked a lot. But he had some tendencies to occasionally show immaturity and do some really stupid things. One day I got fed up. We were at his place so I went into his bedroom and got his hairbrush and ordered him to drop his pants and get over my lap. He looked shocked, but I insisted, and he did what I told him with almost no resistance. I gave him a good, hard spanking and to be honest, I found I enjoyed it. We dated for another year or so, and I spanked him a few more times. 
 
    "During that period I became quite interested in women spanking men, and I made contact with a dominatrix where I lived. She became a mentor for me. She had a couple of customers who wanted discipline from two women, so I became her apprentice and was part of those sessions. I quickly learned that all kinds of men, including some who would be thought of as important business and community leaders, all kinds of men want to be spanked, strapped, whipped, tied up, caned, all kinds of things, by strong dominant women. With her help, I did it all, but what I enjoyed the most was having a man's butt turned up over my knee, and turning that butt a nice bright red. 
 
    "About the time I was finishing schooling, two important things happened. I met another guy I liked a lot - I'll call him Robert, mostly because that's really his name," she said as the audience laughed, "and my mentor decided to move to a bigger city. 
 
    "Robert and I were dating for a couple of months when he did something I felt called for punishment. I had bought a nice wooden hairbrush I was saving for him, and I immediately put him over my knee and used the brush. He didn't like it at all - but it didn't scare him away either. For the record, that was 22 years ago. Robert has felt that brush many, many times since then. He still hates getting spanked, but we're closing in on our 20th anniversary and we have two kids. I'll tell you more about that later. 
 
    "When my mentor moved away, I inherited her customers. Suddenly, in my early twenties, I was the leading dominatrix/disciplinarian in a medium-sized city. I opened an office that appeared to be a physical therapy office, but almost everything I did there was for men looking for a spanking and other discipline. I did a little advertising in some local alternative media, and I couldn't keep up with all the business. I got everything from college boys to older men in their seventies. One of my clients called me his spankiatrist - I love that term! 
 
    "About two years ago, Robert suggested to me that I should write a book. I asked him why and his answer surprised me. You have to understand - Robert is in no way a masochist. He hates being spanked and he has told me on many occasions that he tries very hard not to do things that could earn him a spanking. But he thought I should write a book because he felt it might help other couples have as good a marriage as we have. (This time there was heavier applause from the audience.) 
 
    "So I wrote How To Spank Your Husband and we self-published it. Many of the spanking blogs wrote about it and we sold so many copies we needed to print more several times. That led to me starting my own blog, and then a few months ago I started traveling to some cities to talk to great audiences like you. And by the way, I'm very confident that when I get home tomorrow I'll find a clean and orderly house when I get there - or somebody is going to be a very, very sorry husband." Nancy smiled very broadly as the applause became very loud. 
 
    "Ladies," she said slowly and with emphasis, "you cannot believe how many men are out there who want to submit to a strong, assertive woman. I honestly believe there is an excellent chance that if you make it clear to the man in your life that you are taking control of your relationship, and that he will be punished whenever he fails to live up to his responsibilities, that man will submit to your authority." 
 
    The screen changed and now showed just three large letters: FLR. 
 
    "What I am advocating has a simple name which is completely descriptive - it is a Female Led Relationship. I've also seen it called a Wife Led Marriage, but I'll go with FLR. A Female Led Relationship is exactly what it sounds like. You take complete - and I do mean complete - control of your marriage. You lay down the rules. You set the standards of behavior that are acceptable. You tell him what he is allowed to do and what he is not allowed to do. You can allow him to make some decisions if you wish, like what kind of tires to get for the car or perhaps which cell phone model you use, but he only gets to make decisions if you allow him to. 
 
    "You become a dictator. Hopefully, you'll decide to be a benevolent dictator, but that's up to you. If he wants to go out with the guys some nights, he needs your permission. If you allow him to play golf on the weekend, you have the right to take that privilege away if he misbehaves. And most importantly, you make it very clear that when he misbehaves in any manner, or disobeys you, or in any way fails to live up to your complete satisfaction, you can - and will - punish him in any manner you choose, including, but not limited to, physical punishment. 
 
    "Ladies, let's be honest with each other. Most of us are really married to a little boy. They have grown up physically, but most of them are little boys emotionally and act like little boys way too often. When they think, they think with the wrong part of their body," she said, smiling as the audience laughed. "And what they need is the same thing as when their mommy used to watch over them. They need a confident, determined woman to watch over them and reel them in when they go over the line. Am I right?" 
 
    Most of the women in the audience nodded in agreement. 
 
    "There are different ways to do physical punishment, and we'll talk about some of them, but I much prefer a good, hard, over-the-knee, bare-bottom spanking with a paddle or hairbrush. How much it hurts is probably 60% of why a punishment is something to avoid, but embarrassment is probably 40%. Other things like canes may hurt more - I know, everything I've ever done to a man was done to me when I was learning from my mentor - but nothing is more embarrassing than a grown man lying down over a woman's lap with a bare butt pointing up at her. He sees an OTK spanking as the most childish way he can be punished - and that's why it can be so effective in changing his future behavior. 
 
    "But we need to define terms, and when I say a spanking I don't necessarily mean an over-the-knee spanking. Let's include stand-up or bend-over or lie-on-the-bed sessions with a paddle or belt or cane when we talk about spankings. But we do need to distinguish between disciplinary spankings and other kinds of spankings. 
 
    "I'm sure there are millions of couples that use erotic spankings in their married life and enjoy it. He spanks her, she spanks him, and they both get aroused. Even though some couples may give severe spankings that really hurt, those are recreational spankings and are not disciplinary spankings. And I also exclude mistress/slave relationships, where we are talking about a masochist who wants a woman to hurt him with a spanking or in some very bizarre ways. I'm just talking about a disciplinary spanking that is given because the wife has found her husband's behavior to be unacceptable. He has previously consented to their arrangement, but in most cases he does not want to be spanked and he understands that what is happening has been brought about entirely by his own bad behavior. 
 
    "I know what you're thinking. You've read about wives spanking husbands, but does anyone - other than me - really give disciplinary spankings to grown men?" She paused and looked at all the women before her. "Does anyone in this room currently spank their husband or boyfriend?" 
 
    The women in the room nervously looked around, but no one raised her hand. 
 
    "Not a surprise," Nancy said. "Occasionally, I get someone at these meetings who does, but that's the exception. I know you're here mostly to listen and think about it. So let me ask this question: Who thinks that there are some women somewhere in this country who currently give disciplinary spankings to their husbands? No number yet - just some women, other than me - who do so." 
 
    On that basis, everybody in the room raised their hand. 
 
    "OK," Nancy said, "now that we agree it happens at least sometime, let's see how often it happens. Who thinks the wife spanks the husband in 5% of marriages in this country? That's one out of every twenty marriages." No one raised their hand. "That's fine, I agree with you. Anybody think 2% of marriages? One out of fifty marriages?" Again, no one raised their hand. "Here's where I start to get some hands. 1% of marriages. One out of a hundred women is smart enough to take control of her marriage and punishes her husband when he gets out of line." 
 
    A few hands went up tentatively. 
 
    "I wish you were right," Nancy said, "but I think that's probably too high. I'm going to go with a much more conservative number. I'm going to say it's just one-tenth of one percent. That's one out of a thousand marriages. I hope it's much higher than that, but for tonight's purposes I'm going to be safe and say one out of a thousand. 
 
    "Our next question is: In those households where women spank men, how often does it happen? I think there's a very wide variance in that, based on lots of factors including how quickly the man learns what not to do. In my marriage, for example, Robert got spanked a lot when we were younger, but much less frequently now. I suppose if you want to say I finally have him trained, I guess I do. Some men hold on to bad habits longer and are likely get spanked more often, others will try harder to not misbehave. 
 
    "Does anyone know the term maintenance spanking? I don't believe in that concept, but some women do, thinking the big, strong man needs a constant reminder that in this house, it's the smaller, weaker wife who really wears the pants. The idea is the man gets spanked at a set interval such as once a week as a reminder to behave, even if he didn't do anything particularly wrong that week. Doing something wrong will get him another spanking, longer and harder, but the weekly spanking still hurts and has to be included in our numbers. 
 
    "So if we add everything together including the well-behaved husband who maybe only gets one or two spankings a year, and the bad boys who get spanked much more often, and whatever number get spanked weekly or even more, I think a conservative estimate is that men who do get spanked average one every other month or six times a year. 
 
    "Now let's do the math. There are about 55 million active marriages in the country right now. The latest numbers I've seen show there are at least 6 million more households where men and women cohabitate without being married. So that makes at least 61 million households where men and women either are married or live together the same as being married. 
 
    "Let's use round numbers. Let's say 60 million households. One tenth of one percent is 60,000. Using conservative estimates, we think 60,000 men get spanked by their wives or live-in female partner. And each one averages six spankings a year. That means a woman spanks her man 360,000 times a year, or an average of almost exactly one thousand times a day! Right now, it's almost 8 o'clock. I'm sure that's prime time for marital spankings. 
 
    "Just think of this: at this very moment, there are probably dozens of men laying across their wives' laps with their bare bottoms exposed as they receive numerous spanks from her hand, a hairbrush, a paddle, maybe a wooden spoon from the kitchen. Maybe they're face down on the bed as their wife straps them with their own belt. Maybe they're bent over the back of a chair feeling an old razor strap she found in an antique store. And in many cases, tears are rolling down their cheeks as they promise with great sincerity never to do it again and to be good from now on! 
 
    "I like to think of it this way: a thousand women will be taking a very positive step to build their marriage today. Maybe you should too." 
 
    With that statement, the audience gave the speaker their loudest applause of the night. 
 
    The graphic on the screen changed. It showed a large heart split down the middle with a '5' on the left side of the heart and '0%' on the right. 
 
    "Ladies, you know this statistic. 50% of marriages in this country end in divorce. You may love each other now, but will you five years from now? 10 years? 20 years? Are you sure you'll make it to your 25th anniversary? 
 
    "The sad fact is that right now, doing what you're currently doing, you have as good a chance of becoming divorced as you do of staying with your husband. The vast majority of marriages - 99.9%, we estimated tonight, are either male-centric or at best an attempt to have a 50/50 marriage. And half of those marriages will fail. 
 
    "I suggest that in clearly-defined and well-understood Female Led Relationships and Wife Led Marriages, the divorce rate will be much, much lower than 50%. The partners know their roles, there's no jockeying for leadership, no head games. Please believe me on this: there are many, many men out there who want to live like this, but the majority of them are afraid to admit it to you and ask for a FLR lifestyle. And there are many other men who have not actually thought about living that way but will accept it with little or no resistance once you define the new roles. I've received hundreds of emails since I wrote the book, and so many of them are from happy women telling me they cannot believe how easy it turned out to be to take control." 
 
    DAY ZERO appeared on the screen. 
 
    "I call the day you take control Day Zero. It's the day an entirely new life starts for your marriage. For some of you, it will be a very tough day. But many of you will be shocked how easily you accomplish what you want to do. And for most of you, you'll have a few difficult minutes, but as long as you stick to your plan and control your emotions, you too will be able to do what you need to do. 
 
    "I suggest you wait for an incident to trigger Day Zero, preferably something that you and he have talked about on numerous occasions and he has promised to do better. He disappoints you once again by doing whatever it is he has promised you he won't do again, and it has become time for you to hold him accountable. 
 
    "You must remain totally calm. He may become upset, perhaps even angry - you can't be. But you have to be the dominant partner in the discussion, as you will be the dominant partner for the next many years. Pretend he's ten years old, and speak to him with the same confidence you would if he were a child - that's fair, he's probably been acting like he's a child. Listen to whatever objections or comments he makes, but just refute them and tell him he has forfeited his status as an equal partner in the marriage and from now on you will be making all the rules. Explain to him calmly but forcefully that from this moment forward you are taking complete control of the marriage including making the rules and establishing standards for his behavior. Failure to do what you expect will result in punishment for him. He'll react to the word 'punishment' – a word that will get his attention. Follow that up by telling him that punishments will be entirely up to you, and the most serious offences will result in him getting a spanking. 
 
    "Of course the word 'spanking' will get his attention in a big way. Expect to hear him say that you spanking him would be ridiculous, and, again, staying very calm but staying completely in control, tell him what has been ridiculous has been his behavior. Feel free to use the old cliché that his behavior has been childish and justifies childish punishments. 
 
    "There are three kinds of men when it comes to Day Zero. On one extreme end of the spectrum, I have to tell you there are some men that simply will not go along with it. Even if you have a physical advantage over these men, I don't suggest you go forward - you really do need their consent to have an effective FLR. But the good news is that having received literally hundreds of emails from women who have gone through Day Zero, the number of men who absolutely will not consent is amazingly small. So many women have told me they had been skeptical their husband would go along, and they were shocked that he offered so little resistance. 
 
    "You would be amazed how many men are out there who have wished for you to take control all along, but were afraid to ask you to do so. You'll know your man is in this group if he tries to suppress a smile when you talk to him on Day Zero. Some of them have fantasized about lying over your knee and think a spanking from you would be sexy. After you give them a good, hard spanking for the first time, they're not going to think it's sexy any more, and from then on spankings will be exclusively disciplinary - whether he likes it or not. 
 
    "The biggest group is men who haven't yearned to submit to you, but will agree once you demand it. They will resist you at first, and may continue to resist for quite a while. But you can wear them down by staying under control and insisting that you are implementing your leadership whether or not they want you to. Reiterate they have proven they cannot control themselves and they need a strict woman to take care of them. It may take a while, but the vast majority of men will soften in the face of a controlled, dominant woman. 
 
    "It probably won't go this far, but I had an email last week from a woman who was at one of these meetings last month. On Day Zero, her husband continued to resist. Finally she told him she had a hairbrush in their bedroom and gave him a choice: go in the bedroom and bring out the hairbrush so I can spank you right now or go in the bedroom and pack your suitcase. Given that choice, he brought out the hairbrush and she tells me he cried like a little boy when she spanked him." 
 
    There was a good round of applause from the audience and Nancy smiled again. 
 
    "There are two critical things you have to watch out for. First, you have to make it hurt, and make it hurt a lot! A spanking is supposed to hurt, and you're doing it to make the punishment so bad that he will not repeat the behavior that earned him the punishment. To make it anything less than a real ordeal for him means he has won, not you, and he will not improve his behavior if you do not make him. 
 
    "Do not feel sorry for him. He'll try to get you to stop. He'll moan a lot, he'll apologize, he'll promise to do better. Don't listen to him. Keep on spanking until you are completely satisfied that he is really suffering. You're not doing anything to him that won't wear off in a couple of days. If you can get him to cry, that's best. But make sure he's really crying, not just forcing it to get your sympathy. 
 
    "He does not deserve your sympathy. He's been a bad boy who disobeyed you or broke your rules. He deserves a good, hard spanking that will change his behavior, and you have to give it to him. 
 
    "Second, if you say you're going to do it, you have to do it. I won't pretend that giving a spanking is as bad as getting one, but it's also not an easy thing. There will be some days when you really don't feel like going through with it, but if he has done something that he knows is a spanking offense, you have to follow through. I'll use an example that's trivial, at least to me, but if you have told him that next time he leaves the toilet seat up he's going to get a spanking, and he leaves the seat up, you have to do it. You can't let him wonder which threats you really mean, and which you don't really mean - you have to mean them all. You can't rationalize 'Well, he's been good for a few weeks, so I'll let it slide this time' or 'I'm really tired so I'll pretend I didn't see it.' Letting him off when he's done something you have warned him about undermines your authority, and you can't start a FLR without making a full commitment to carrying it out every day it's necessary. 
 
    "Another thing that's important is to make the punishment more than just the spanking itself. Whenever possible, you should give him lots of time to think about what is coming. Depending on the circumstances, maybe you text him at work to let him know he'll be spanked that night, or maybe you're in the car and you tell him he's getting a spanking when you get home, or in some other way you give him notice of what's coming. It's not a warning - it's an announcement. Not negotiable. He may try to offer what he calls an explanation, but it's probably just going to be a lame excuse. Listen to his explanation, but 99 times out of 100, you'll reject it, and he gets spanked. 
 
    "I strongly recommend corner time, both before and after the spanking. Tell him to strip, or at least take off everything except his shorts and make him stand in the corner for 10 or 15 minutes before you call him over. It's an absolutely horrible time for him. He has a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach, he knows he's in for a very painful experience, he becomes truly sorry that he did whatever he did to make you spank him. Some men will actually start sobbing in the corner knowing what's coming. Make sure he keeps his eyes straight ahead. He'll hear you walking around but not know if you're ready to start or if he has more time before you do. In a way, he wants you to call him over so he can get it over with, but he also doesn't want you to call him yet because he knows how much it will hurt. He just feels completely miserable - but that's OK, he's there because he disobeyed you knowing what would happen if he did. No sympathy for him! 
 
    "Then spank him good and hard, and send him right back to the same corner. Hopefully he's sobbing by now and he has made all kinds of promises to you about better behavior in the future. All he wants to do is rub his backside to try to get some of the pain out - don't let him! Tell him if you catch him rubbing, he comes back for more spanks. Let him stand there for another 10 or 15 minutes. Between corner time before and the spanking itself and corner time afterward, it will be a really harrowing experience. Again, we're not trying to be brutal or sadistic - it's a punishment, he earned it, and if the goal is really to improve his future behavior, it's very reasonable. 
 
    "I'll open it up for questions, but I think I know what the first question will be: 'He's so big and I'm so much smaller.' Ladies, in delivering physical punishment, size does not matter. If you have established your dominance over him, he will accept punishment from you even though he might be much bigger and stronger than you are. I received an email last week from one woman - she's 5 feet 2, he's over 6 feet - and she tells me she brings him to tears every time she spanks him. 
 
    "I always prefer an over-the-knee bare bottom spanking as that's the most childish way you can treat him. I find sitting on a solid straight-back chair is best, but if he's too big or heavy for you to control on a chair, use a couch or a bed where you can stretch him out over your lap. Swing your legs around his ankles to lock him in place and grab his free hand to help hold him and you'll be able to spank him all you want. 
 
    "And if he's really too big to put over your knee, you can make him lie on the bed and paddle or strap him. Or make him bend over the back of a chair or desk if you want to strap him or cane him. Almost all of you will have a man bigger than you are. But if you have done your job in establishing yourself as being completely in control, you can have your big little boy sobbing the same as that 5 foot 2 woman. Any questions?" 
 
    A woman in her mid-twenties rose and asked, "Do you always spank with a hairbrush or do you ever use just your hand?" 
 
    "With my clients, I like to warm them up with my hand and then switch to a more powerful implement. My favorite is this paddle." She took a large paddle out from behind the podium and proudly displayed it, receiving some applause. "But for a disciplinary spanking, never use your hand - you'll end up punishing your hand as much as your husband's butt. It simply doesn't hurt enough. With Robert, I always use the same hairbrush I used on him the first time. I know he hates it and it makes an excellent warning. I usually keep it in my dresser drawer, but occasionally I might leave it on his night table - that sends a powerful message to him that he better clean up his act fast, and trust me, he responds! 
 
    "A hairbrush also makes a man feel like a child, and that's good. But lots of things can hurt as much - try a wooden kitchen spoon, that can really sting. A hard paddle can do lots of damage, like the one I just showed you. Some women double up a belt or strap for over-the-knee, but I always felt that's better for when he's lying on the bed and you can really get a good wind-up for your stroke. And in my judgment, a cane is the worst so if you have one you might save it for the very worst behavior. But I suggest never use your hand by itself except for maybe a very brief warmup." 
 
    A woman near the back of the room rose. "You talk about men crying. I can't imagine my husband actually crying if I spank him. Do grown men really cry?" 
 
    "Many do," Nancy answered. "Not all. It's best if they do, of course. That really embarrasses them and that makes it a very meaningful punishment. You can help get them to tears. You should be scolding them while you're spanking, and even taunting them with phrases like 'Aren't you embarrassed being over my knee like a naughty little boy.' Tell them: 'Bad little boys need to cry, and I'm not stopping until I see real tears' and things like that to help get them to cry. Even if you have one that won't cry, you can still make him suffer a lot to help teach him a lesson. He'll get out of breath quickly and you'll hear him in real pain as he pleads with you to stop or promises better behavior. Never ever stop until you hear him pleading with you. He may start by trying to stay silent and proving to you it doesn't hurt him. Don't let him win that way. You have to strip him of his pride. So don't tell him he's getting 50 or 100 spanks or anything that he can hold out until the end. Keep it open-ended until you know you had a real impact on him. Even if he doesn't quite cry, you'll probably hear blubbering and some unintelligible words coming from him to let you know you've done a good job." 
 
    A woman who looked to be in her late thirties stood up. "Do your children know you spank Robert?" she asked. 
 
    "No," Nancy replied. "When my daughter gets older, I'll give her a copy of the book to read. I'm sure she'll figure out the kind of relationship her father and I had. As for my son, I'll wait until he's dating someone seriously, and then I'll give his girlfriend a copy. I certainly hope my son ends up with exactly the kind of caring wife his father had." The audience applauded loudly. "It's getting a bit late," Nancy said. "How about one more question, and then I'll be happy to meet you individually if you'd like to talk some more." 
 
    A woman in the front row raised her hand. "Should there be any witnesses when we spank them?" she asked. "Wouldn't that make it even more embarrassing?" 
 
    "Yes, it sure would," Nancy responded. "But maybe it would be too embarrassing. Most of the women who tell me about their experiences don't talk to other people about the fact they spank their husbands. Some do confide in close friends, maybe their sister, but I've only heard of a very few that would actually spank their man in front of someone else. While in a FLR you're certainly in charge, you still do need your man to consent to the relationship, and punishing him in front of other people may be just a step too far. 
 
    "But how about this?" Nancy said with a smile. "How about you threaten him with a spanking in front of witnesses? You don't have to do it, but that alone could improve his behavior. Remember, our goal is to make him a better husband. If knowing he could be spanked in front of other people gets him to behave better, that's what really matters. 
 
    "I'd like to thank you all for coming," Nancy said in closing. "That's my email address on the screen and I'd love to hear from all of you if you have any questions, or especially your success stories." 
 
    The screen went back to its original graphic: How To Improve Your Marriage. 
 
    "We agreed that the real name tonight was How To Spank Your Husband instead of How To Improve Your Marriage. But the truth is if you do spank your husband, you will also improve your marriage - so the original title is correct too. Happy spanking," she said with a big smile, again holding her favorite paddle. 
 
    The evening ended with all the women giving her a standing ovation. 
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    The Third Date by Shaun Kelly 
 
    When Stan meets an attractive woman on a plane flying to New York, he has no way of knowing she will be his future wife. They chat during the journey, and Stan is delighted when Stacey gives him her phone number. Things progress well, but on their third date, Stacey tells him about her family and their belief that women are superior to men and that the best way to keep a marriage together is for the woman to discipline the man. It appears that wife-led marriages with strict discipline are the norm in this family. Stacey then reminds Stan that he was late... and ends up putting him over her lap for a spanking. It is the first of many, but Stan is happy to accept this new lifestyle because he loves Stacey. However, Stacey's mother is very formidable and takes some getting used to; poor Stan feels her hairbrush on his bare bottom when he falls asleep in church and snores loudly! Still, he becomes happily married, accepting the fact that his dominant wife is very much in charge... and the pair always celebrate the anniversary of their third date. 
 
    Two Couples by Shaun Kelly 
 
    Brian confides in his sister Brenda about how Abby, his wife of two years, spanks him when he does something wrong. Only a few weeks later Brenda watches him being spanked for forgetting to re-set the alarm clock and also for not telling Abby that he had confided in his sister. Seeing the spanking gives Brenda an idea of her own - she decides it is time to try and incorporate the same discipline into her relationship with Gary. His behaviour often embarrasses her and she realises the application of corporal punishment is the only way their relationship can continue, and maybe if things improve they might get married. So Gary is told to undress and stand in the corner, waiting for his spanking. Two years on and Gary resents being spanked by Brenda, now his wife. He feels as though he is the only man in the world subjected to such punishment. But a family trip exposes a secret and it changes the way Gary feels entirely. 
 
    The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby 
 
    Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it! 
 
      
 
    This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman. 
 
    Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur 
 
    Pharmaceutical rep Jeremy has no social life; he spends most of his time driving long distances and his life has become tedious. But all that changes drastically when he gets lost, eventually finding himself in a small town called Scurbin. He inadvertently parks his vehicle in the wrong place and makes things worse for himself by being rude to the female police officer and the female judge - who sentences him to 30 days in jail unless he takes a public whipping. Horrified, he opts for the whipping. It proves to be the first of many, for Scurbin has its own unique way of doing things. Made up of 80% women, the town is run by women, whereas the male residents are disciplined and controlled by their wives. A proposition is soon put to Jeremy - there are many women wanting to sample him sexually. Is this a dream come true? A sex slave to as many women as he wants? There are conditions of course - Jeremy must be subservient and obedient, and when he messes up, his bare bottom receives regular punishment spankings from various dominant women. Ironically, that has always been his secret fantasy. Perhaps he should remain in Scurbin and see how well his fantasy matches his new reality... 
 
    Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby 
 
    Includes the following and 3 other stories: 
 
      
 
    Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for! 
 
      
 
    Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...? 
 
      
 
    Trevor's First Spanking: Married for six months, Jane finds Trevor's selfish attitude and behaviour increasingly irritating. He's untidy, doesn't help around the house, and expects Jane to do everything. A rebellious Jane goes round to see her friend Amy, but on arrival Jane is very surprised to see Amy's husband standing in the corner with a bare, freshly spanked bottom. Amy gives Jane a few tips on how to discipline Trevor... and it works a treat! 
 
    Disciplined by His Wife by Jack Crawford 
 
    Eric has been married to Wendi for seven years. Theirs is a reasonably happy marriage, but Eric has a secret fantasy he dare not confess to his wife ... he yearns to be spanked. He always takes great care to cover his tracks on the computer, but one evening he slips up, and Wendi finds the spanking sites he has visited. They are all sites where men are disciplined by females. Wendy is surprised but not horrified, and when she confronts Eric with her findings and listens to him talk about his needs, she decides to take action... of a corrective nature! 
 
      
 
    Eric can hardly believe his luck. Not only is Wendi tolerant and understanding, she does her utmost to give him what he has craved for so long. She even has him setting up a special spanking room in the basement of their house. It comes as a bit of a shock to Eric when he finds out just how much getting spanked can hurt, and his clever and attractive wife thinks up ingenious ways to punish him. It seems she gets satisfaction out of their changed relationship too, because as a naturally dominant woman, disciplining her husband is no chore ... and the sex that follows is red hot. And so is Eric's bottom... 
 
    The Disciplined Male - Volume 7 by W. Arthur 
 
    This compilation features the following and 4 other femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women: 
 
      
 
    The Lifeguard: Sara is doing her job as a lifeguard at Big Bear Lake, when Jeremy, the resort owner's son, starts to make a nuisance of himself; he loses his temper when a group of girls laugh at him. Encouraged by angry mothers who have witnessed Jeremy's behaviour, Sara tips Jeremy over her knee and administers a bare bottom spanking with a hairbrush. It soon improves his attitude! 
 
      
 
    Requiem for a Cowboy: Stripper Misty Rollover is interrupted during her act by a drunken, annoying, wannabe cowboy. She decides to teach him a lesson onstage, much to her and the crowd's enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    A Day in the Woods: When three college students take a hike up to Crystal Lake, they don't bargain on being hassled by Melissa's eighteen-year-old brother, Ryan. He tags along and makes a thorough nuisance of himself, and Melissa and her friends decide to teach him a lesson with switches, freshly cut from the silver birch trees. When they reach the lake, the three young women go skinny dipping, and so does Ryan - to cool his butt! 
 
    Taking Henry in Hand by Charles Pangbourne 
 
    When the eighteen-year-old intelligent but nerdy college student, Henry Talbot, attends a party at a frat house, his life is forever changed after he meets the exceedingly tall, beautiful Barbara Hopkins, a fellow student and basketball player. 
 
      
 
    Initially stunned that she should take an interest in someone like him, he begins dating her but during a meal at a restaurant Henry embarrasses Barbara when he is especially rude to the waitress attending their table. 
 
      
 
    Following the meal, he is given an ultimatum, either he allows Barbara to spank him for his bad behaviour or their relationship is over. Henry readily accepts her punishment which she delivers using her hand and a hairbrush, and although painful, it is clear that he is also sexually aroused by it. He is further humiliated when Barbara insists that he apologise to the waitress and even worse, show her the proof that he has been spanked. 
 
      
 
    Thus begins a female led relationship with the dominant Barbara who disciplines him with a variety of spanking implements including hairbrush, paddle, cane and tawse, whenever he steps out of line or doesn't meet her expectations. 
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