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This book is dedicated to Lady Joan

who continues to inspire generations
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Prologue

This story is set on the first anniversary of Leslie and Henry's marriage. They have started exploring the concept of Female Led Marriage. Henry has discovered he is naturally submissive, and Leslie has enjoyed assuming leadership. Together they have committed to moving forward in an FLR.


1 month prior

"Hey, babe. How was coffee with the girls?" asked Henry as Leslie entered the front door.

"It was fabulous; got all the latest gossip," replied Leslie with a smile as she kicked off her shoes. "Jill and her husband just got back from a couples retreat. They did yoga and attended seminars. She looks so relaxed. They had a fabulous time."

"Lucky them. We have our first anniversary soon, perhaps we should look at going away somewhere together. Something that is for couples, like one of those resorts in the Caribbean," replied Henry thoughtfully.

“We should. So how did dinner turn out?”

"Well, I followed your meal plan for the week and made a stroganoff with homemade noodles," said Henry proudly.

"So sexy when you follow orders," replied Leslie only half-jokingly.

“Yes, Mistress,” smiled Henry back.

"Are you still turned on from that spanking?" said Leslie as she kissed him.

"Yes, and the sex afterward was outstanding. Being over your lap is so hot," blushed Henry.

Leslie moved closer and wrapped her arms around Henry, "Yes, it was. I love you," as she kissed him deeply.

When Henry had some free time the next day, he remembered what Leslie had said about going to a retreat for their anniversary. On a whim, he entered 'FLR retreat' into Google. After scrolling through ads for couple only resorts in the tropics, plus some cheap porn clickbait, he came to one that looked promising. Sandel Wood FLR Couples Retreat has programs to help couples in different stages of their FLR journey. Clicking on the link, Henry read the description:

We offer several programs for all different FLR levels. Whether you are just starting out or want to take things to the next level, we can help.

Henry bookmarked the page and shared it with Leslie's phone. "Hey, babe. Check this link out. It may be a fun place to visit. Let's talk later," he texted her.

Later that night, after dinner, they curled up on the sofa with Leslie's laptop. "Thanks for finding this retreat. I had a quick look, and it could be promising. Shall we go through it together and see," said Leslie opening the link.

Sandel Wood was located about two hours away in a rural naturalistic setting. The grounds comprised of several acres with one large villa and a few smaller buildings. According to the website, they offered an intensive training program to help educate couples about FLR. Everything from experienced couples wanting to transition into 24/7 slavery to courses aimed explicitly at culinary skills and seminars on household management. The one that caught their attention was titled:

Expanding your FLR Horizon

This program targets couples new to FLR who want to grow to the next level. Education is of an introductory and general nature covering all aspects of FLR.

Ladies will learn about: Philosophy of FLR, Roles and Responsibilities of the Female, Household Management, Administering Discipline, Standards, and Rituals.

Men will learn about: Philosophy of FLR, the Roles and Responsibilities of the Male, Time Management, Accepting Discipline, Cleaning and Chores, Kitchen Duties, and Pleasuring your Wife.

You will be divided up for most of the weekend. Ladies and men will train separably.

Our Marriage Success Advisor (MSA) will meet with each of you separately and jointly to help write your FLR contract.

“That sounds amazing,” said Henry enthusiastically.

"It could be an excellent starting point for us," replied Leslie thoughtfully. "Sounds like you do not need any specific skills going in. We learn what they teach us and incorporate what we want."

“Yes, I like the part about philosophy and responsibilities. Sometimes it feels like we are just having fun or going through the motions. It would be nice to have a more structured environment,” said Henry.

"Having the MSAs to help us with our first contract would be very helpful. That way, we will know the other's roles and responsibilities. I am sold. Shall we go?" asked Leslie.

"For a first-anniversary trip, this may have the biggest impact on our marriage. Let's do it," agreed Henry.

"Your task tomorrow is to call the retreat and book us in. I want you to get all the information we need to get ready," ordered Leslie.

"You are so sexy when you get bossy. I will call Sandel Wood tomorrow morning," smiled Henry as he leaned over and kissed his wife.

The following morning, Henry called Sandel Wood Retreat to make the booking. 

“Hello, Sandel Wood Retreat, Sandy speaking.”

"Hello, Sandy. My name is Henry. My wife, Leslie, and I would like to attend the Expanding your FLR Horizon program," said Henry.

"Hi, Henry. Certainly, we can do that. Are you and your wife currently living in an FLR?" she asked.

"Yes, we got married a year ago and have been experimenting with Leslie taking charge of the house," responded Henry. "We are looking for some help in growing our FLR."

"You called the right place, and our Expanding Horizon program sounds right for you. I have an opening next month on the 16th. You arrive on Friday at 4 pm, and the program ends Sunday afternoon. Shall I make a booking for you?" asked Sandy.

“Yes, please do. I can give you all our details when you are ready,” responded Henry.

“Go ahead,” said Sandy. After she had taken down their names and contact information, Sandy promised to send Henry an outline of the weekend.

Thank you very much. We are looking forward to this experience," said Henry.

“My pleasure,” replied Sandy, “please call me if you or Leslie have any questions.”

"Thank you, I will," said Henry as he hung up the phone.

Within a few minutes, Henry's phone chimes as the package from Sandel Wood arrived. It contained a welcome letter, driving directions, a receipt, and a schedule of events. Henry saved the files for later to look at together with Leslie.

Later that evening, after Leslie had had a chance to freshen up after work. Henry got them each a glass of wine as they sat on the back patio to review the schedule.

“Before we begin, I would like each of us to say what we hope to get out of this. You go first,” directed Leslie.

Henry thought for a moment, "FLR is important to me. I have known I'm submissive to women for a long time. Our time together has given me a chance to live out these feelings. I hope we can have more structure and common goals moving forward."

Leslie smiled at Henry and gave him a kiss. "I also want more structure. Sometimes it feels like I don't know what to do. I love it when you clean, but sometimes I feel like I am not doing my bit. I guess I am saying I need more education on how to be a Mistress."

Henry nodded in agreement and held Leslie's hand tighter. "Shall we?" as he opened the schedule. The Sandel Wood Retreat - Expanding your FLR Horizon file opened as a chart detailing the events of the course. 


	Sandel Wood Retreat - Expanding your FLR Horizon

	Time	Ladies	Men
	Fri PM	Joint session with both partners
Introduction and meet the staff
Tour of the facility
Seminar: Goals and Duties of an FLR
Ladies and men separate

	Sat AM	Administering Discipline
Conducting an inspection
Building blocks of FLR
	Morning inspection
Receiving discipline
Chores

	Sat PM	Training men
Creating a Household Schedule
Maintenance spanking
Using a man for pleasure
	Chores
Laundry
Pleasing a lady
Receiving Discipline
Boot and Silver Polishing

	Sun AM	Your FLR Contract
Room Inspection
Seminar: Service Styles
Graduation Lunch
	Morning inspection
Receiving discipline
Chores
Your FLR Contract
Tableware and Serving

			



Leslie and Henry both read the outline in silence, taking in their respective education. Leslie spoke first, "It looks very in-depth. What else did Sandy say on the phone?"

"One interesting thing, they use actors to help us practice," answered Henry.

“How so?”

"When you are doing your Administer Discipline session, you will have a man with you who is in an established FLR. They are alumni that come back to help with the training. So, you practice your technique on him. She said that practicing on strangers can break down any barriers or hesitations," replied Henry. "We will also be intimate with these people, so we can practice our pleasure-giving and receiving skills."

"Yes, I see the value in that. I love you and sometimes feel conflicted being strict with you," admitted Leslie.

"Being strict is how I feel your love. This will be a great weekend," responded Henry leaning in to kiss his wife.


Friday Evening

The big day had finally arrived. Leslie and Henry packed their bags and headed off towards Sandel Wood Retreat.

“I must admit, I am getting excited,” confessed Leslie.

“How so?” asked Henry.

"We know that we want an FLR, but all we have been able to do is read some books or look at internet sites. Finally, we will both get proper training. We will both know what is expected, and I like the contract with which we will have. Everything is always much clearer when it is written down."

"Agreed." said Henry, "The contract can grow over time as we expand our FLR. I am excited to meet other people within the FLR community. We will probably make long-term friends. I am just a little nervous. On the phone, Sandy reassured me this was not a boot camp. The environment is one of education and self-awareness. Yes, I will be subject to discipline, but it is to make me a better husband. I just hope I get out of it what I need."

"You will be fine. We are both going into this with the right attitude. Just let the process unfold and apply yourself. How much longer?" asked Leslie.

“About 30 minutes Mistress,” answered Henry smiling at his wife.

Shortly they arrived at the entrance to Sandel Wood. Henry turned off the main road and followed a little laneway about half a mile through trees and rolling hills to a stately home. It looked like what a Governor of some tropical island would inhabit. Colored a light yellow with a sweeping veranda right around the outside. To the side was a horse barn with a paddock. Henry pulled the car into one of the posted parking stalls and went around to open Leslie's door.

"This looks so grand," commented Leslie, taking in the views.

“It’s wonderful,” echoed Henry. “What an atmosphere. May I suggest we leave our bags in the car for now?”

“Yes, Good idea,” responded Leslie.

Together they walked, holding hands, up the broad steps into this grand building. Upon entering, a young lady approached, holding out her hand. "You must be Leslie? So wonderful of you to join us. I'm Sandy, the administrator here." Sandy was in her mid 30's with a slim build and wearing a form-hugging dress that ended just above the knees. She had blond shoulder-length hair, blue eyes, and a radiant smile.

"Hello, Sandy. A pleasure to meet you. This is my husband Henry," said Leslie shaking Sandy's hand and indicating to Henry.

"Nice to meet you, Henry," said Sandy shaking Henry's hand.

“Pleasure is all mine Madam,” responded Henry.

Sandy offered them juice to refresh after the drive, which they both declined. "Why don't I show you around first, have a walk after your drive," suggested Sandy. Leslie and Henry agreed as Sandy motioned them to follow her toward the barn.

"This building was originally built in 1935 by a local rancher. All the lands you see around here are part of the property," explained Leslie. "We offer many female-led relationship courses here, such as pony boy, advanced housekeeping, and even bookkeeping for the ladies who wish their men to take on financial responsibilities. The Fundamentals course, that you are enrolled in, is our most popular. Everyone starts here, and then some will return for more advanced training. It is quiet this weekend. You are our only couple in attendance. Here we are, the barn," said Sandy as she opened the doors for them to enter. "Our male participants sleep and do some of their training here."

Henry looked around and took in the view of his new home. The horse stalls had been converted to small rooms with a single bed and washbasin. A wide selection of equestrian tackle was on one wall, obviously used to train male ponies. In a corner was a spanking bench with an assortment of disciplinary implements.

Sandy continued the tour. "Henry, you will be sleeping here," she said out loud, sweeping her arm towards the stalls. "Over here are the simulation rooms. We have a bathroom, kitchen, living room, and dining room. This is where our men learn how to clean, cook, and do table service. Once they learn their skills here, they get to practice them in the main house. Because it is a quieter weekend, you will be predominantly in the main house. Finally, over there is our Female Pleasure lab," she said, indicating a very comfortable-looking bedroom complete with a massage table and four-poster bed. "The guys learn massage, giving oral pleasure and stamina."

"Looks like you will be busy," said Leslie jokingly, giving a now-blushing Henry a light punch.

"Oh, yes, he will be," agreed Sandy. "Shall we head back to the house?"

They walked back across the lawn from the barn towards the main house. At the front door, Sandy turned to Henry. "Henry, place your bag in the barn, then fetch your Mistress's bag and wait for us in the front lobby."

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Henry as Sandy and Leslie walked away.

Henry grabbed his bag and walked back across the lawn to the barn. He dropped his bag outside one of the first bedrooms. Taking a moment, he looked around, just taking everything in. Shortly, this would be his temporary home as he undertook one of the first steps toward the long-term FLR he and Leslie desired. Admittedly he was nervous; Sandel Wood made a point of saying that they were an educational facility with the stated goal of improving the lives of all their clients. While Henry appreciated he would be under strict discipline this weekend, it was not boot camp. It was educational. Turning, he returned to the car to collect Leslie's bag and wait in the lobby.

Sandy and Leslie walked into the main building. Turning down a hall into a medium-sized room that looked half school and half living room. There were comfortable chairs arranged in a large circle to facilitate group discussions. A whiteboard and projector dominated one wall while carious crops, canes, whips, and paddles hung on another.

Sandy indicated around the room, "This is where you will receive most of your education. As I said earlier, your self and Henry are the only ones here this weekend, so it will be all one-on-one instruction."

“Lucky me,” commented Leslie as she took in the room.

“Tomorrow morning, Richard will arrive. He has been in an established FLR for several years. His wife generously loaned him to us for these courses. He will be your pretend husband for the weekend. He will cook, clean, and serve you. You will get to oversee him and maintain discipline.”

Leslie looks slightly confused, "If Richard has been in an FLR for several years, will he not be perfect?"

"Excellent question," replied Sandy. "Firstly, there is always room to grow, always the next level in perfection to strive for. However, Richard will deliberately make novice errors this weekend, so you can practice guiding him. He will try to simulate how Henry will be when you return home."

"I see, so I can practice the theory," said Leslie thoughtfully.

"Exactly; let me show you the rest."

They walked across the hall to a dining room with large china cabinets filled with silverware. “This is where you will eat. It is also where the men refine their table skills,” said Sandy.

“Very nice,” replied Leslie.

"Outback is a pool and lounge area. You may use that to relax. Some ladies enjoy having tea or coffee outside."

"That sounds lovely. The weather is so nice. I may do that," answered Leslie.

“Shall we continue? Let me show you to your room,” said Sandy motioning for Leslie to follow her.

Up the stairs, they came to one of the many guest bedrooms. It was large and spacious, and the bed with various decorative pillows looked comfortable. Large windows let the now-setting sun fill the room with a warm glow. To the side was a small sitting area for tea and a disciplinary bench.

Sandy started to show Leslie around, "You have an ensuite with a selection of products. Zero will ring the front desk using the phone, and nine will page Richard. Massage oils and lubricants are located in this cupboard. Finally, you may use the spanking bench. There is a range of corrective instruments in the drawers."

"This looks wonderful," marveled Leslie as she looked around, taking it all in.

“Let’s head back down and meet the staff,” said Sandy.

They walked down the main staircase to see Henry waiting in the lobby. "Henry, take your Mistress's bag up the stairs and place it in room 104. Then return here," said Sandy pointing up the stairs.

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Henry as he headed up the stairs with Leslie's bags.

“He looks to be very obedient and enthusiastic,” commented Sandy.

"He is. He is a darling and takes such good care of me. We are both excited about this course," said Leslie.

"If you need anything at all, my office is right over there," said Sandy pointing off to the side. "If I am out, text me, and I will get back to you as soon as possible. My number is in the package next to your bed."

“Thank you, I appreciate that,” replied Leslie.

As Henry returned down the stairs, Sandy motioned down the hallway, saying, "Please follow me. We can meet the rest of the faculty."

Sandy led them back down the hall to the first room she had shown Leslie. Entering, they saw three other ladies in attendance. Sandy made the introductions. "Leslie, Henry, may I introduce you to Wendy, Erica, and Joan. Wendy will be your facilitator,' she said, indicating to Leslie. "Erica is our Marriage Success Advisor or MSA. She will meet with you to draw up your FLR contract. Finally, Henry, Joan will be your instructor."

Everyone shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. Eventually, Sandy announced, "Right then, Erica and I will be off and leave the four of you to start orientation." Sandy and Erica left Leslie and Henry with the two teachers.

"Shall we sit," said Wendy motioning to the chairs. The four of them sat around facing each other. In the center was a small table containing a notepad and pens. "Thank you for coming," continued Wendy. "We hope you will have a memorable and educational time."

"Thank you for having us," said Leslie, already liking Wendy.

Joan asked, “Before we begin, are there any questions? Did you get a chance to look at the schedule?”

"Yes, we reviewed it together," answered Leslie. Henry was quiet, just taking it all in.

“Wonderful, then let's get started," said Wendy. "First of all, as a couple, what do you see as a mission statement for FLR? You can take a few moments and use the notepad."

Leslie and Henry conferred for a moment. Finally, Henry answered, "The mission statement for FLR is to make the female's life easier."

"Good answer Henry," replied Joan, "however, if you make your wife's life easier, does that mean your life is harder?" she probed.

“I had not thought about that,” thought Henry, “I suppose so if I am doing most of the work.”

“Leslie,” asked Wendy, “if Henry’s life is harder, do you think he is at risk of burnout?”

“Certainly, yes, that is a concern I have had in the past,” replied Leslie.

"One of our goals for this weekend is to create an environment where your FLR can work in the long term without the risk of burnout," said Wendy. "Erica, the MSA, will help you create a contract that allows personal growth and fulfillment for both of you."

“Henry,” asked Joan, “are you the best husband you can be to Leslie?”

Henry was momentarily confused, thinking this was a trick question, "There is always room for improvement," he responded.

“Ok, let us say your wife found an area that needed improving. How would she communicate that to you?” asked Joan.

“She would normally tell me and perhaps a spanking,” admitted Henry blushing a little.

Wendy said, "Here at Sandel Wood, we teach the 1-2-3 method. Teach something once, practice with instruction twice, and then three strokes each time it is not completed to satisfaction. For example, Leslie, if you wanted the towels folded a certain way. Show Henry what you want, then you can instruct him twice more as he practices. After that, you give three strokes each time it is not to your standard."

"I like that 1-2-3 method. It seems clear that everyone knows what is expected," said Leslie.

"That is our goal here. To start you off on your FLR journey so you both feel valued and can grow," said Joan. "If there are no other questions? It's time to say you're goodbyes, and I will take Henry."

Leslie and Henry gave each other a hug and kiss. Henry then stood up and followed Joan out of the room.

Wendy turned to Leslie, "You are free to walk the grounds. However, please stay away from the barn area. There are light refreshments available in the kitchen anytime. I will meet you at breakfast at 8 am. Have a wonderful night." The two ladies shook hands, and Leslie headed to her room.

Henry followed Joan down the hall towards the barn. Upon entering, she showed him to one of the stalls, “This will be your room. Take your bags in, strip, and meet me back here in two minutes,” said Joan.

Henry, feeling the butterflies, hustled his bags into the room. It was an old converted horse stall. Three and a half walls, a small bed, and a wash basin. It had a place to store his bags and hang his clothing. He quickly stripped out of his clothes and returned to see Joan.

She was sitting on a high back chair with her legs crossed, and her skirt was riding up the mid-thigh. In her hand was a riding crop which she motioned Henry to a cushion in front of her. "Kneel there. Knees wide, chest out, hands behind your back, head bowed." Henry quickly adopted her commands.

"Welcome, Henry. From now on, you will address me as Lady Joan. How are you feeling?"

“Nervous, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"You look excited to me. Does kneeling before a woman excite you?" asked Joan, obviously referring to Henry's erect cock.

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Henry.

“Henry, you were instructed to call me Lady Joan. Remember the 1-2-3 technique. Consider this your first reminder.”

'Yes, Lady Joan," replied Henry.

"Henry, I want you to know I am your ally, teacher, and mentor. I am not some leather-clad FEMDOM. I want you to succeed. Your success is my success. I will discipline you, but I will not dislike you. You are new to the FLR lifestyle, so I don't expect you to be perfect. Know that each time I punish you, and when your Mistress punishes you in the future, it is done to make you a better man. When you receive discipline, you will feel the love of your Mistress. A caring wife promotes a better husband through discipline," explained Joan. "To accept the love of your Mistress with grace and dignity, you will practice receiving discipline twice daily. You are not being punished; it is a learning exercise."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry.

"Now you will go to bed. An alarm will ring at 6:30. You will shower and shave. Then make your bed and stand outside your room at 7:00. Are there any questions?"

"No, Lady Joan, I understand," answered Henry.

“Good night, Henry,” said Joan as she rose and walked out.


Saturday Morning

Henry’s Morning Inspection

Henry’s alarm sounded promptly at 6:30. He had slept reasonably well, considering he was in a new place. Walking over to the bathroom, he started the shower. Moving quickly, he cleaned up, brushed his teeth, and returned to his room. Lady Joan had told him to make his bed and be ready for an inspection. He arranged his belongings neatly on the shelves and then turned his attention to the bed. Having not formally made one in years, he did what seemed reasonable. Finally, when all was finished, he stood outside waiting for Lady Joan to arrive.

Promptly at 7:00, the door opened, and Joan walked in. "Good morning, Henry. How was your night."

"Very well, Lady Joan," answered Henry.

Joan came and stood in front of Henry, looking him over. Then, without any words, she went into his room. After a few minutes, she called Henry in. "I commend you on trying your best on the first day. This bed is not up to standard. I will not punish you as you have not been trained. Tomorrow, I expect you to do a more thorough job."

"Yes, Lady Joan," responded Henry.

Turning to face him, "Henry, I told you to shower and shave last night. Did you shave this morning?"

Panic swelled up in him. He had already messed up first thing. "No, Lady Joan, I forgot," admitted Henry.

"Alright, go shave, then meet me at the punishment bench," instructed Joan.

Henry hurried back into the bathroom and quickly shaved. Then with nervous trepidation, went over to meet Joan at the spanking bench.

"Stand here," said Joan pointing to a spot before her. "You were given an instruction that you failed to follow. In an FLR, your Mistress is not a cruel person. She will listen to any reasonable reasons and make her best judgment. Do you have a valid excuse for not completing your task?" asked Joan.

“No, Lady Joan. I do not,” answered Henry.

“Why did you not complete the task?”

“I forgot Lady Joan.”

“Then Henry, you are owed a correction. This is to help you remember to complete your assigned tasks and to make you a better husband,” said Joan.

“I understand, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"Three strokes with the crop. Bend over the bench" commanded Joan.

Henry took a step to the spanking bench and bent himself over. His feet were apart, and he held onto two handholds. Henry's bottom was clearly exposed. Joan walked to his side, brought her crop up, and slashed it onto Henry's ass.

“Arrrgghh,” wailed Henry.

"Henry, many Mistresses prefer their husbands to take discipline with dignity. Please do your utmost to remain quiet."

"Yes, Lady Joan," said Henry fighting the panic welling up inside.

Joan raised her crop and delivered another two blows. Henry was left with three burning red stripes on his ass. "Rise and face me," said Joan. Henry turned to face his tormenter, a tear welling in his eye. "When your Mistress disciplines you, it is done out of love to help you become a better husband. This is your opportunity to thank her. Kiss the crop and thank me," said Joan holding the crop up.

Henry leaned forward and placed his lips upon the riding crop. "Thank you for punishing me, Lady Joan."

"You’re welcome, Henry. You took that very well. As your teacher, I am proud of your start."

Leslie Uses the Cane

Leslie awoke to a gentle knocking on her door at 7:30. "Come in," she announced, a bit confused about who it could be.

The door opened, and in walked a gorgeous specimen of a man. Six feet tall, slightly muscular build, more endurance sports than bodybuilding, and completely nude.

"Good morning, Ma'am. My name is Richard. I will be assisting you this weekend."

"Hello, Richard. A pleasure to meet you," replied Leslie, at a bit of a loss for words.

"The pleasure is all mine," said Richard as he placed a coffee on the bedside table. "Your coffee Ma'am. Breakfast is ready at your convenience. Is there anything you require now," he asked with a polite, caring tone.

“Thank you for the coffee, Richard. I will be down shortly," said Leslie smiling.

"Very good, Ma'am," said Richard as he left with a slight bow.

Leslie had a few deep breaths as she appreciated her future FLR life. Reaching over, picking up the coffee, and inhaling the aroma, she sat up. Walking over to the windows, soaking in the views. She slowly entered the bathroom and enjoyed a leisurely shower before heading to the dining room. Wendy was already sitting at the table looking over some papers.

"Good morning, Leslie. I trust you slept well?" inquired Wendy.

“Like a log, It is a very comfortable room, and the country air just knocked me out," said Leslie.

Richard appeared and held a seat for Leslie to sit, "Would Madam like another coffee or tea with her breakfast?"

"Yes, please," responded Leslie as Richard returned to the kitchen.

Leslie looked at Wendy, "So, where do we start?"

"After breakfast, we will have a lesson on administering discipline. You said on your intake form that you preferred using a paddle for maintenance and a cane for correction."

"Yes, I did. I feel the cane has a feminine quality about it. Will I be practicing on Richard?" Leslie asked.

"You will, He has been in an FLR for several years. His Mistress allowed us to use him to assist with training new FLR wives," answered Wendy.

Richard served Leslie’s coffee and quickly returned with breakfast for the two ladies. “Thank you, Richard. You may wait in the kitchen,” instructed Wendy.

"Yes, Ma'am," said Richard retreating with a slight bow.

"This is wonderful," Leslie commented, taking her omelet's first bite. "I must get Henry cooking to this level."

"That is a joy of FLR. You can have Henry do any task you like. Remember the 1-2-3 principle. Giving him a recipe is the 1, having him practice it twice with feedback and encouragement is 2, and from then on, you give him 3 strokes if he fails to satisfy you. Always remember that administering discipline is done to improve your man. It is your responsibility as his wife to correct and promote him," explained Wendy.

"One of my priorities is to make sure Henry does not feel taken advantage of or abused," confessed Leslie, finishing her omelet.

"Henry wants a strict wife. He desires you to have authority over him. You risk making him feel neglected by not living up to your role. Shall we move on,' asked Wendy.

"Breakfast was wonderful, please let's," said Leslie.

“Richard, clean this up and meet us in the training room,” instructed Wendy as she rose from the table.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard reappearing from the kitchen and helping Leslie with her seat.

The ladies walked over to the training room, the same one they had met in last night. Wendy led Leslie to where the correction instruments were hanging from the wall. "I have taken the liberty of picking out both a cane and paddle that I thought you may like," said Wendy indicating the two instruments on a small table.

Leslie picked up the paddle first. It was about 18 inches long and made from layers of stiff leather, giving it only a little flexibility. The outside was a smooth, rich brown leather polished to a shine. Turning the paddle over, Leslie felt the weight and imagined this was a serious instrument. Next, she lifted up the cane. It was 36 inches long, made of rattan, with a lovely leather-wrapped handle. It was about 3/8 in diameter giving it a whippy feel. "These are lovely," said Leslie admiringly.

"I thought you would like them. As a Mistress, you can pick your own instruments, and your preferences may change over the years. I thought these would be a good start," said Wendy as Richard approached the door. Turning to look at him, "Richard, please come in and kneel in the corner."

"Yes, Ma'am," responded Richard as he headed for the corner.

Wendy returned to Leslie, "Now we will have a role-playing session. Here is the scenario. Richard forgot to pick up the groceries and has earned six strokes of the cane. First, I want you to call him forward and ask him why. Sometimes there are legitimate reasons why things don't happen. As the household leader, you must listen and show forgiveness as necessary."

“Alright, I understand,” said Leslie. Turning to Richard, “Richard, please come and kneel.”

Richard rose and quickly approached the two ladies, kneeling before Leslie.

Leslie looked down at this fine specimen of a man kneeling before her. "Richard, you forgot to pick up the groceries. What do you have to say for yourself?" asked Leslie.

"Ma'am, I got distracted and forgot. I do not have any excuse," answered Richard.

Wendy stepped in. "Now, you give him guidance for the future and announce his penalty," she prompted.

“Richard, I expect you to remember your tasks in the future. For forgetting, I am awarding you six strokes of the cane,” announced Leslie.

Wendy prompted again, "Next, you instruct him to assume a position."

"Richard, stand and bend over," said Leslie. Richard stood, turned around, and bent over, touching his fingers to his ankles. His legs were straight, highlighting the shapely calves and taunt ass.

"Here at Sandel Wood, our philosophy is to deliver all stroked with full force and only vary the number for severity. Minor housekeeping items are three strokes, more serious items are six, and proper punishments are a dozen. It takes a few seconds for the pain to sink in, so I recommend delivering a stroke every 6 to 10 seconds," said Wendy as she stood back to give Leslie some space.

Leslie walked up to Richard. Taking the cane, she measured the distance to adequately cover both of his cheeks. She then raised it back over her shoulder and forcefully brought it down upon Richard's upturned ass. Richard grunted but stayed remarkably still. Leslie could see a white line form that quickly turned to red. Mentally counting a few seconds in her head, she again raised the cane and brought it down just a fraction of an inch below the first strike. Richard showed the first signs of trembling, and his breathing had increased. Leslie felt the power and dominance of subjecting this man to a caning four more times.

Slightly out of breath, Leslie placed the cane back on the table. Wendy asked, "What were your thoughts on that?"

"It was very educational. He took it very well," Leslie said, looking at the still bent-over Richard with six bright red lines painted on his ass.

"Yes, Richard has had a lot of experience. The next item is to release your man from his position and have him kneel before you. He is to kiss the cane and thank you for correcting him," said Wendy.

Leslie turned back to Richard, “You may kneel,” was her command. Richard rose up and, in one fluid motion, turned and knelt before Leslie. Seeing his fully erect cock, she commented, "He seems to like this."

“Most men will get an erection when they are punished. It is a show of love for their Mistress,” replied Wendy.

Leslie held the cane out to Richard as he leaned in and kissed it. "Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am."

"You’re welcome, Richard. You did very well," said Leslie placing her hand on his head.

"Richard, finish up in the kitchen, then perform your housekeeping duties. We will inspect later," commanded Wendy.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard as he stood and left the room.

Henry Receives Discipline

Joan looked down at the still kneeling Henry, "Now we move on to your first lesson. Receiving Discipline. You will be disciplined each morning and evening. This allows you to get over the panic of being struck and make you more accustomed to accepting your discipline. Some wives want their husbands to count the strokes and thank them, while others like to hear lots of feedback as they express their pain. Your Mistress has indicated that she prefers silence. You and I will work together so that you can accept punishment without uttering a peep. Any questions so far?"

“No Ma’am,” answered Henry.

“Henry, my name is Lady Joan. That is your second warning. Next time you will be punished.”

"Yes, Lady Joan. I am sorry," said Henry, his head down.

"It's ok to make mistakes. That is why you are here. I never expect perfection during the introductory course. Just keep trying your best," said Joan consoling Henry. "Now, let's get started. Firstly, you will be called to kneel before your Mistress when you are punished. She will review your infraction and ask you for any supplementary information. This is a chance for you to tell your side of the story. Perhaps something out of your control happened. Your Mistress will listen to you and show compassion as needed. If you do not have an excuse, simply say, 'Mistress, I have no excuse.' You will then be instructed to adopt a position. We will use all fours and bent over. After your punishment, wait for permission to return to your knees, then kiss the offered instrument and thank your Mistress. Any questions?" asked Joan.

"No, Lady Joan, I understand," answered Henry.

“Good. Henry, climb onto the bench on all fours, then lower your head down, so your ass is nicely presented," instructed Joan. She walked around him, giving some pointers and correcting his posture. "Very good, Now I will give you one stroke with the paddle. You may cry out as loud as you like. I want you to focus on holding your position."

Joan took the leather-covered paddle and applied one solid wallop to Henry's ass.

“Aaarrgh…oh..oh…fuck,” cried Henry.

"Henry, manners, and decorum are vitally important in an FLR. Your Mistress expects you to be the perfect husband. There is no place for foul language. You will receive three strokes from my crop as punishment. Remain silent,’ scolded Joan as she replaced the paddle and reached for her crop. Within seconds the black braided crop lashed into Henry’s upturned ass. He winced and grunted Two more were applied in quick succession.

"Excellent, Henry. You took that well. Let us continue. How did the paddle feel," asked Joan as if nothing had happened.

“Lady Joan, the paddle was very painful. It had a wide thuddy sting that covered my entire bottom,” answered Henry.

"With practice, you can take several strokes from your Mistress. Let's talk about how you can remain silent. I want to breathe and let it go through an open mouth as if you were silently screaming. Practice this now. In and silently yell it out. Very good, let's try another," said Joan as she picked up the paddle again.

"Ready, breathe in," down came the paddle smacking into Henry's ass, forcing him to exhale into an open mouth of agony.

“Very good. How was that?” asked Joan.

“It hurt very much, Lady Joan; however, the breathing exercise helped,' said Henry.

"It is supposed to hurt. What I want you to master is the ability to process that pain silently. Ok, here comes another," said Joan as she steadied Henry with a hand on his back. "Breathe in." Down came the paddle slamming into Henry's ass. "Exhale. Breathe the pain away. Much better. Last three, ten seconds apart, ready?"

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry with a shaking voice.

Joan raised the paddle and methodically applied the last three strokes. By the end, Henry was panting and shaking slightly.

Joan replaced the paddle, giving Henry a few moments to settle. Finally, she commanded, "Kneel."

Henry got off the bench and knelt before Joan, his knees wide, hands behind his back, and cock fully erect. She held the paddle to his lips, and he gently touched his lips to its leathery surface.

“What do you say?” asked Joan.

"Thank you for disciplining me, Lady Joan," responded Henry.

“Very good. You must always thank your Mistress for punishing you. She is doing it for your own good. Henry, why is your penis erect?" asked Joan.

A flustered Henry stumbled, "Aaaa, I don't know, Lady Joan."

“Henry, I want honest and precise answers,” said Joan picking back up her crop. “Why is your penis erect?”

“Because I am sexually excited,” admitted an embarrassed Henry.

“Does being subjected to a woman’s discipline excite you?”

“Yes, Lady Joan.”

“Remember that, Henry. Your erection is an expression of the love you feel for your Mistress. It shows your gratitude for her effort to improve you," lectured Joan.

"Yes, Lady Joan," responded Henry, proud to display his cock.

"You may have some free time, then we will start learning how to complete household chores. You may wait in your room. Meet me in the front lobby in 15 minutes," instructed Joan as she left the barn.

“Yes, Lady Joan.”

Leslie Inspects

After Richard had been dismissed to return to his kitchen duties. Wendy turned to Leslie, “Any questions on administering discipline?” she asked.

“I was wondering about how strict you are? How often do you take out the cane?" asked Leslie.

"Excellent Question. Obviously, you don't want to become abusive. Your objective is to correct unacceptable behavior and steer Henry toward the husband you desire. Decide how you want your house run, then direct Henry. Be bold and use the cane often at the beginning. Once Henry learns your preferences, then you will have to correct him less. However, make sure that he knows that should he fall below your standards, he will be caned."

“Thank you,” said Leslie. “Very educational.”

"Next, we are going to learn how to do an inspection. Please follow me," said Wendy leading the way. "I will show you a sample bedroom bathroom that has been properly cleaned. While we are looking at that, Richard will be cleaning your room. I have asked him to deliberately make some mistakes you must find."

“Oh, that sounds fun,” said Leslie. “Do I punish him for this?”

“Yes, certainly. We recommend three strokes for a minor error in duties and six strokes for neglecting duties. Here we are,” said Wendy as they walked into a bedroom similar to the one Leslie was staying in.

Wendy continued, "You must post a schedule of Henry's duties. For example, deep cleaning of the bedroom every day may not be practical. You may have a list of items to complete daily and another for a weekend deep clean."

“Yes, I see. Henry works during the week, so his time is limited. Also, I don’t want to overwhelm him on the weekends,” said Leslie looking around the room.

"In that case, a daily list would include making the bed, returning empty water glasses to the kitchen, and looking for clutter. It would take him just a few minutes. On the weekend, there would be more deep cleaning such as, scrubbing the toilets, washing sheets, changing the towels, dusting, etc. Decide what is important to you. We will talk more about how to plan a domestic schedule later," said Wendy.

Together, Wendy guided Leslie around the room showing her areas typically cleaned and explaining if they could be done daily or weekly. She showed the hidden areas like dust on the lamps or staining behind the toilet. "Some ladies like their sheets and towels washed twice weekly and some only once. People even have a preference for how they like the towels hung. Always remember 1-2-3, show Henry how you want it done, give him two chances to improve, then administer three strokes," continued Wendy.

The ladies spend a good twenty minutes crawling over the two rooms. Wendy showed Leslie all the different cleaning styles she could adopt. Eventually, Richard arrived and knelt by the door.

“Yes,” said Wendy looking over at him.

“I have completed the cleaning and await inspection,” said Richard.

“Wait for us outside the bedroom door,” instructed Wendy.

"Yes, Ma'am," said Richard.

After Richard had left, Wendy turned to Leslie. "This is a bit of a hide-and-seek game. You will inspect the room and see if you can find what Richard missed. I will follow you around, but only speak up if you have missed anything."

“This sounds exciting,” said Leslie as they walked back towards Leslie’s bedroom.

Richard was standing outside the door holding a cane in his upturned palms. Wendy stopped by his side, turning to Leslie said, "this is a good time for a demonstration."

She picked up the cane, saying to Richard, "Hands behind your head, legs wide, become erect." Richard immediately complied and after a moment, his cock started to grow.

Turning back to Leslie, “Have you ever caned a man’s penis or balls?”

“No, I haven’t,” replied Leslie surprised.

“Needless to say, you have to be very gentle.” She gave Richard’s cock a little flick causing him to tense.

"Just little flicks. Usually used to drive a point home or as you are dismissing him. You can give the balls little taps as well but be extra careful. Here, you have a go," Wendy said handing the cane to Leslie.

Leslie took the cane and practiced giving Richard's cock light flicks with the cane. Watching his reactions to gauge how hard to hit. Moving to his balls, she started tapping them methodically until she could see Richard struggling to maintain his composure. "Thank you, I enjoyed that," said Leslie.

"Richard, return to your inspection position," commanded Wendy. Richard returned to his position with his hands by his side, his forearms at 90 degrees, with his palms up. Leslie placed the cane on his palms, and the ladies continued into the room.

Leslie took the lead, working her way clockwise around the room. She was on the lookout for any clutter, garbage, dust, or dirt. The bed had been made with the decorative pillows perfectly arranged. The dresser had been dusted, and the waste bin emptied. Looking under the bed, she said," Found one; there is a big dust bunny here."

“Wendy smiled, “Very good.”

Moving into the bathroom, Leslie looked around the toilet, finding no fault. The basin was wiped down, and towels were neatly arranged. Finally, she noticed that the small makeup mirror had spots on it. "Is this the second error?" asked Leslie pointing at the mirror.

“Yes, it is. Well done, you found them both,” commended Wendy. “Now, what do you feel the punishment for this is?”

"They are minor; overall, Richard did a very nice job. I would give him three strokes," said Leslie.

"I agree," confirmed Wendy. "Let's go deal with Richard. I will stand back and let you take the lead."

“Thank you,” replied Leslie heading out of the room.

Leslie walked up and stood in from of the waiting Richard. He was exactly as they had left him. Standing straight, head up, cane resting on upturned palms awaiting his Mistress's report.

"Richard," stated Leslie, "I am pleased with your work. The bedroom and bathroom were well cleaned."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Richard.

"However, I found two areas where you were deficient in your duties. There was dust under the bed, and the small mirror was not wiped. Was there any reason why these two items were missed?" asked Leslie, knowing full well that Richard deliberately did not clean those areas so that Leslie could practice.

"I have no excuse, Ma'am," responded Richard.

"Very well. I am awarding you three strokes for your negligence," announced Leslie taking the cane out of Richards's palms. "Bend," was the following command.

In one fluid motion, Richard stepped out into the middle of the hall and bent over, grasping his ankles. Leslie stepped to the side of his now perfectly presented ass. Raised the cane above her shoulder and brought it down forcefully upon Richard's bottom. An involuntary gasp escaped his lips as the white line turned red. Aware of the Sandel Wood policy of quick and efficient punishments, Leslie raised the cane again. Within a few seconds, there was a second red line on Richard's ass. Once more, Leslie applied a correction to Richard.

When she was done, Leslie took a step back to admire her handiwork. There were three almost parallel lines decorating Richard's upturned rear. He was breathing heavier but, to his credit, remained in position and silent.

"Kneel," commanded Leslie. Richard rose, turned, and knelt in front of Leslie. She presented the cane to him, which he lightly kissed.

"Thank you for correcting me, Ma'am," he said softly, looking her in the eyes.

"You are welcome, Richard. I commend you on taking your correction well; however, I expect a higher standard of cleaning in the future."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Richard lowering his eyes.

Offering the cane to Richard, Leslie said, “You may return this and continue with your duties.”

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Richard taking the offered correcting instrument.

Wendy interjected, “Richard, tea in fifteen minutes.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Richard walking away.

Wendy turned to Leslie, "You did wonderful. Are there any questions?"

“Just one. Are you always this strict? It was only a bit of dust after all,” asked Leslie.

"As a Mistress, it’s your prerogative is how strict you wish to be. Here at Sandel Wood, three strokes for any infraction is reasonable. It causes pain while being relatively easy to accept. It drives the point home and is a good reminder for future performance," answered Sandy. "You know what Henry can take. You can be harsher or more lenient. The one thing we preach is consistency. Once you make a rule, stick with it."

“Thanks, that makes sense,” replied Leslie.

“Shall we have tea?” suggested Wendy.

"Yes, let's," responded Leslie as the two ladies walked off.

Henry Learns to Clean

Henry lay on his bed, his bottom stinging from the paddle and crop. Lady Joan was both firm and fair, strict and encouraging. Henry had developed respect for her and was becoming excited for the rest of his training. Judging that 10 minutes had passed, he got up and walked to the main house. Arriving in the lobby, he stood awkwardly off to the side.

Sandy, working at reception, looked up, “How’s your first day going?”

"Just a minor mess up. So far, I think it's going well," answered Henry.

“Good. Lady Joan is an expert. Just trust her,”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Henry feeling a bit more confident.

Shortly, Joan walked down the stairs towards the waiting Henry, “Hello Henry, nice to see you are on time.”

“Thank you, Lady Joan,” said Henry.

Joan continued, "Your next training phase will be domestic chores. We will work our way through a bedroom, bathroom, kitchen, and sitting area showing you some techniques for cleaning. Follow me," said Joan, leading him down a hallway. Shortly, they stopped at a bedroom similar to the one Leslie was using.

"This room was used by one of our guests last week. We avoided cleaning it so that it could be used as a training aid. Henry, how much experience do you have a cleaning?" asked Joan.

"Lady Joan, my Mistress assigns me cleaning duties regularly, " Henry answered.

“Very good. Let's walk through this room, and I will point out some of the key features you need to know," said Joan leading him into the room. "Upon entering a room, I like to stop at the door and get a broad view. Has it been recently cleaned? Will I be doing a touch-up or a deep scrub? Often you do a small tidying each weekday and a more thorough clean on the weekend. What are your thought on this room?” asked Joan.

“Joan, I think it looks……,” Henry realizing his error, froze and looked down.

Joan unclipped the crop from her waist, “Bend.”

Henry turned and bent over, finger touching the tops of his feet.

Joan raised her crop and quickly applied three strokes across Henry’s backside.

"Kneel," was the following command.

Henry knelt and pressed his lips to the offered crop. “Thank you for correcting me, Lady Joan.”

"Your welcome, Henry. Stand. I believe you were just about to answer a question."

Henry stood back up to the side of Joan. It had been so quick and efficient. One second, he is bent over receiving a cropping. The next, he is conversing about domestic chores. Henry was beginning to understand the beauty of an FLR. "Lady Joan, this room looks reasonably clean. I believe a light tidy would suffice."

"I would agree," responded Joan. "Follow me," she instructed as she entered. "When cleaning, the two things you always want to watch out for are dust and clutter. If you can keep those two under control, you are most of the way there. Looking at the dressers, you see a fine layering of dust forming?" she asked.

"Yes, Lady Joan," Henry answered, fingering along the surface.

“Dust can hide in many places. Such as the edge of picture frames,” said Joan pointing out some on a picture. “Get on all fours and look under the bed, and describe to me what you see,” commanded Joan.

Henry immediately complied, “Lady Joan, I see a layering of dust and one dust bunny,” answered Henry.

"Correct, under the bed is often forgotten. Stand up," she said, walking to the bed. Henry got back up and joined her bedside. "Wash the bed sheets once per week during your deep weekend clean. During the week you will just make the bed. Your Mistress will choose her decorative pillows, and it will be your responsibility to assemble the bed to her liking. Henry, do you know how to make a bed?" asked Joan.

“Yes, Lady Joan. I learned how to make beds in the cadets,” answered Henry.

"Very good. If your Mistress has a water glass beside her bed, that will have to be washed and replaced. Any flowers are to be watered and disposed of once they start drooping," Joan continued.

“I understand, Lady Joan.”

"Into the bathroom. Like the bedroom, there is a light daily clean and a deeper weekly clean. The daily involves wiping down the sink and toilet rim. Make sure there is paper and Kleenex available. The weekly cleaning adds scrubbing the toilet and shower, plus cleaning the mirrors and faucets to a shine. Check the levels of bath products and replace the almost empty ones. Your Mistress should never run out of anything."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry following along.

“Do you have any questions about the bed and bathrooms?” asked Joan.

“No, Lady Joan,” replied Henry.

"Very good. We will review the living areas. Follow me," said Joan walking out of the bathroom. They walked over to a central reception area where guests were met upon arrival.

"Henry, what kind of floor do you have in your house?" asked Joan.

“Lady Joan, we have mostly hardwood with a few area rugs,” answered henry.

"You will clean the floors twice per week. Midweek, run a vacuum over the floors to collect any dust. On the weekend, vacuum and mop to properly clean the floors. The area rugs can be vacuumed twice per week. During your weekend, deep clean and get under and behind sofas. Be creative in looking for where dust accumulates. When you finish the floors, get a wet rag and wipe down all the surfaces, railings, tabletops, and cabinets. Do a quick wipe mid-week, and spend more time getting into all the small areas on the weekend."

‘Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry.

"Some things will be scheduled seasonally. The outside windows, doors, garage, and gutters should be done every three months. Let's move to the kitchen," said Joan as Henry followed her.

On entering the kitchen, Henry saw a naked man cutting some vegetables. He looked up towards Joan, put down his knife, and gave her a slight bow. "Good morning, Lady Joan," said Richard.

“Good morning, Richard. Nice to see you again. Are you assisting Ms. Wendy this weekend?” Joan asked.

"The Pleasure is mine, Lady Joan. I am assisting Ms. Wendy and Ms. Leslie this weekend. May I offer you tea, Ma'am?" asked Richard.

"That would be lovely, Earl Grey, with a dollop of milk. This is Henry, Ms. Leslie's husband," said Joan indicating to Henry.

"Nice to meet you, Henry," said Richard with another nod.

“Good to meet you too,” said Henry.

"Richard, please continue with your duties. While you are working, I want you to explain how you clean a kitchen to Henry. After lunch, do not clean up; Henry will do that. I will be in the sitting room. Henry may bring my tea in," Instructed Joan.

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Richard returning to his duties.

After Joan had left, Henry looked at Richard. "You are working with Leslie?" he asked.

"Yes, I am helping Ms. Wendy. I am playing your part so that your Mistress can practice. You are a lucky guy Henry. Ms. Leslie is wonderful and strict," said Richard as he put on some water onto boil.

"Thank you, yes I am fortunate," said Henry thoughtfully, taking an offered carrot stick. "How long have you been in an FLR?" he asked.

"Seven years now, we will have been married for ten this summer," said Richard smiling. "We started out just like you, doing the Fundamentals Course followed by a few more advanced courses. I guess we are considered alumni now. My Mistress and I come back occasionally to train new couples."

“I hope we can reach your level one day,” said Henry.

“You will. From what I have seen of Ms. Leslie, she will be a wonderful Mistress. Anyway, on to kitchen duties,” said Richard. “I assume lady Joan has told you about daily and weekly cleaning?”

“Yes, she has,” answered Henry.

"Daily is after every meal. All the tableware, pots, pans, etcetera are washed and put away. Wipe down all the countertops. Clean any spills around the stove. Any questions so far?"

“No, I’ve got it,” said Henry.

Richard placed a tea bag into a cup and added the hot water. "The weekly cleaning involves wiping down the appliances, cleaning the back of the counters and the backsplash, checking the pantry for any items that are close to running out, cleaning the inside of the fridge, and checking expiry dates,” explained Richard walking around the kitchen pointing out different areas.

“Ok, I understand, thanks,” said Henry.

Richard took the tea bag from the cup and passed it to Henry. "Go and serve this to Lady Joan. When you enter the room, kneel to the side, and wait. When she acknowledges you, place the tea on the table beside her and return."

“Will do,” said Henry taking the tea.

Henry walked over to the sitting room. Joan was sitting in one of the high-back chairs, looking at some papers. Henry entered and knelt by the door holding the tea in both hands.

Joan smiled at Henry and said, "Thank you, Henry. You may serve."

Henry rose from his knees and promptly walked over to Joan, placing the tea on her side table. He then gave a slight bow and departed the room.

Returning to the kitchen, Richard looked up, “How did it go?”

“All good. By the way, I thought she wanted milk in her tea,” said Henry.

Richard stopped what he was doing, lowered his head, and momentarily closed his eyes. "Crap. You are right. Lady Joan did ask for milk, and we forgot it."

“Are we going to get punished?” asked Henry.

"Yes, certainly I will be," said Richard. "One of the tenants of an FLR is for the husband to always report to his wife when mistakes have been made. Even if she does not know or will never find out. We are honest and admit everything. Our wives will decide the consequence. Come on, let's go and admit our error."

They walked to the sitting room and knelt by the door. Joan, who had not started her tea, looked up at the two men. "What is it?" she asked.

"Lady Joan. Regretfully, I must inform you that I failed to add milk to your tea," admitted Richard.

Joan looked over at her tea, ‘I see. Are there any reasons for this error?”

“Lady Joan, I was distracted talking to Henry and forgot. I have no excuse,” said Richard.

"Richard, I commend you for admitting your error and setting a good example for Henry. Therefore, I will be lenient with your punishment. Henry, you are also partly to blame as you knew my wishes. You will not be punished, but, consider this a learning exercise."

“Yes, lady Joan,” said both men.

“Henry, go to reception and ask Ms. Sandy for the leather strap. Richard, bend over the back of that chair,” instructed Joan pointing to an empty chair in the middle of the room. The men headed in opposite directions, Henry on his errand and Richard to take his medicine.

Henry arrived at the reception office to see Sandy working on her computer. He stood at the door and gave a slight knock.

Sandy looked up with a beaming smile, “Henry, how nice to see you.”

Henry came in, "Pleasure to see you, Ms. Sandy. Lady Joan has asked for the leather strap."

"Certainly," said Sandy, as if a nude man asking for a punishment strap was an everyday occurrence. She opened a drawer and handed over the strap. It had a short wooden handle followed by eighteen inches of thick leather. It looked to be several years old and had been used often.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Henry as he turned to leave.

Arriving back in the sitting room. Joan was still looking at her papers while Richard was stretched over the back of a chair. The heels of his feet were just slightly off the ground, his body forming a masculine curve over the chair. Henry knelt at the door, holding the strap on upturned palms.

Joan looked up, placed her papers down, and walked over to Henry. She picked up the strap and said, "take my tea and add some milk." Henry leaped up, retrieved her teacup, and headed for the kitchen.

Quickly adding the milk and walking back, Henry heard leather hitting flesh. He arrived just in time to see Richard's last stroke slam into his ass. His earlier cane strikes had started to fade and were just barely visible under the now reddened behind. Joan stepped back and issued the command, "kneel."

With the grace of a dancer, Richard straightened up, turned, and knelt, pressing his lips against the worn leather. "Thank you, Lady Joan, for correcting me," he said.

"You did very well, Richard. You may return the strap to reception and continue your duties in the kitchen."

“Yes, lady Joan,” said Richard accepting the strap and walking out.

Walking to the kneeling Henry, Joan took her cup of tea. "You will go to the rooms we toured and do a deep cleaning. After cleaning the lobby, you may take your lunch and clean the kitchen. Report to me when you are ready for inspection. Any questions?"

“No, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

“Dismissed,” said Joan returning to her seat.

Leslie Learns about FLR

Leslie and Wendy sipped their tea, chatting. They had both lived on the east coast and traveled to Europe in their youth. Leslie asked Wendy, "What brought you here to Sandel Wood?"

"In university, while studying management, I talked to a friend about part-time jobs. She worked as a dominatrix. Just a few sessions a month to help pay tuition. So I got involved, just watched at first, but slowly I started running my own sessions. After graduation, I eventually started working for the government but kept in touch with the ladies. One day, a friend told me about Sandel Wood and said they were looking for an instructor, a mix of management and dom. So one thing led to another. I now work here part-time and do my government job remotely."

"Are you married, boyfriend?" inquired Leslie.

"Not married. I do have a serious boyfriend, more of a partner. He attended Sandel Wood years ago, but sadly his wife got cancer. We are delighted together,' said Wendy.

"So, you live in an FLR?"

“Oh yes, I am very strict,” smiled Wendy, “working here has allowed me to perfect the art.”

“Well, I hope I am as good as you one day," said Leslie thoughtfully.

"Consistency and discipline are the keys. Decide what you want and insist on it. Henry wants to follow you. You guide him with your cane. Some women do not want to hurt their husbands. Just remember that Henry wants this relationship. He craves your discipline," said Wendy.

'Yes, I see that now. Richard is wonderful, and I know Henry can reach or exceed that level of perfection."

“Let’s talk about the different styles of FLR. Starting from very mild to intense. Where would you say you and Henry are?” asked Wendy.

“I think we are mild,” answered Leslie. “He does what I ask, and I punish him when necessary."

“Ok, where do you want to be in the future?” continued Wendy.

"I want our FLR to be a more regular and integrated part of our lives. I want us to both clearly know what is expected."

"Agreed," said Wendy. "Erica, our Marriage Success Advisor, MSA, will review our sample contract. For now, let's talk about some of the different aspects of FLR."

"I'm listening," said Leslie leaning in closer.

"FLR is a range from very mild to extreme. Our Fundamentals course aims to set you up somewhere in the middle. In the mild end, the husband is very polite, does his fair share of the chores, and partners equally discuss decisions. At the extreme end, it is almost like 24/7 slavery. The husband is under a rigorous regiment. We find this to be a lot of work. The Mistress is constantly supervising. It can be exhausting for everyone."

“Yes, I can see that,’ said Leslie. “What would the middle look like?”

"We believe that the fundamental principle of FLR is a long-term arrangement that makes the lady's life more comfortable. You should not have to spend all your time watching over Henry. You should be able to trust that he will perform to your satisfaction even when you are not there. Erica will help you write up a contract so that you and Henry know what is expected," said Wendy. "Getting back to your question about what a mid-level FLR would look like. There would be a published list of chores for Henry. You would dictate how he would behave and conduct himself. You could also set limits on his free time and his finances. Some ladies give their men an allowance, while others trust them to make good choices. As I said, it's about making your life more comfortable."

Leslie thought momentarily, "Henry does a good job managing our banking."

“Excellent, then delegate that to him. One less thing for you to think about,” said Wendy.

“You mentioned free time. How would that work?” asked Leslie.

"Henry is a human being and needs some recreation. If you work him without a break, he will burn out. Remember, we aim for a long-term FLR where both partners are happy. Encourage Henry to engage in his hobbies or visit friends. Obviously, his chores and responsibilities come first, just make sure he has time to rejuvenate," answered Wendy.

“Like any married couple, we have disagreements. How should I handle that?” asked Leslie.

"In an FLR, the wife's word is final. Having said that, Henry is an intelligent guy. If he thinks something is wrong or should be done differently, you are responsible for listening to him. Ultimately, your word is final, and Henry will accept that. If he does not accept your decision or becomes rude, then you bring out your cane," said Wendy. "A question for you. What do you see as your role in an FLR?"

"Excellent question. Honestly, that is something I have been thinking about. It is easy to define Henry's role. He does the cooking and cleaning. I would say I am a manager or leader. I decide how the house will be run, what happens, and how Henry will act," answered Leslie.

"Yes. Let's focus on leadership. You want to guide and motivate Henry to be his best. Agreed?" probed Wendy.

“Oh yes, absolutely. I want Henry to grow as a husband and partner within the FLR.”

Wendy continued, "In our relationship, we guide our husbands through discipline. Henry is submissive and will respond to an authoritative woman. He wants to please you. I advise you to be firm and fair, kind and strict. Show Henry love, encourage him to improve, and punish him as needed. Henry sees your correction as an affirmation that you care for him."

“Thank you,” said Leslie, “that makes sense.”

Wendy reached over to the table and rang a bell. A minute later, Richard appeared at the door and knelt.

“Richard, please bring in the sandwiches for lunch,’ asked Wendy.

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Richard and headed out the door.

"When Richard returns, we will ask him about his FLR journey," said Wendy.

“Delightful,” smiled Leslie.

Shortly, Richard returned and placed the lunch sandwiches next to the ladies. He refilled their tea and ensured they had everything needed.

“Richard, we would like to ask you some questions. Kneel before us,” instructed Wendy.

Richard moved in front of the ladies and sank to his knees. Hands behind his back, knees wide with his impressive cock hanging on display.

"I see your ass is red. What happened?" asked Wendy.

“Ma’am, I forgot to add milk to Lady Joan’s tea. She disciplined me with the strap.”

Leslie, picking up her sandwich, asked, “How did you feel about that?”

"Pardon me, Ma'am, are you asking physically or mentally?"

“Both,” clarified Leslie.

"Ma'am, physically, it hurt. Lady Joan is an expert when it comes to delivering a correction. I have been subject to her discipline many times over the years. She has a wonderful gift of being able to deliver a stroke that is just at my limit. Mentally, Ma'am, I love her for correcting me. I want to provide the best service possible, and I depend on the guidance of ladies like yourself."

Leslie said, "Could she not simply remind you to get the milk? Was a beating necessary?"

"With all due respect, Ma'am. Yes, a beating was necessary. I rely on physical correction to improve. A reminder goes in one ear and out the other. Feeling Lady Joan's strap reminded me not to make the same mistake again. I want to reach the highest levels of FLR service, and as such, I depend on physical correction," answered Richard.

“Thank you, Richard, very well said,' commented Leslie. "I would love to meet your, Mistress, one day."

“Ma’am, my Mistress will be attending lunch tomorrow,” said Richard.

Wendy chimed in, "Well done, Richard. I am going to reward you. You may lie on your back and masturbate while we finish our lunch. You are not permitted to orgasm."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” happily replied Richard. He laid down before the two ladies and began stroking his rapidly growing cock. Leslie and Wendy finished their sandwiches and tea while watching Richard squeeze and pump his impressive dick. His head was back, eyes closed. Working himself just enough to derive pleasure, putting on a show while not risking climaxing.

When the ladies had finished, Wendy said to Richard, “Pick up our plates. Henry will be cleaning the kitchen. You may have some free time.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard, releasing his granite hard cock and attending to the ladies.


Saturday Afternoon

Henry Cleans

Henry went to the cleaning closet, retrieved his supplies, carried them to the bedroom, and then went to find the vacuum. He started giving the room thorough vacuuming, ensuring to get under the bed and dressers. It was like a game of hide and seek. Where could the dust be hiding? Next, he fetched fresh linens and changed the sheets. After making the bed, he arranged the decorative pillows and removed any creases or wrinkles. Henry then went around the room clockwise with a damp rag, dusting and wiping every surface he encountered. He ensured the trash can was emptied and looked around for clutter. Lastly, he gave the room a mop.

Moving onto the bathroom, he followed a similar routine. Vacuuming the floors first, he then spends some time on the toilet. Working his way around the base, removing any stain he came across. After scrubbing the bowl and wiping the edges, Henry focused on the counter. Removing the soap and hand towels, he wiped down the counter and washed out the sink. Using some cleaner, he shined the mirror and faucets. Replacing the soaps and towels, he turned his attention to the shower stall and tub. A good wipe down with a soapy rap followed by a second wipe with the clean one did the trick.

Finally, Henry went to the lobby. Given this was ample open space with just two small tables. Dusting and cleaning the floors was all that was required.

When Henry finished the lobby, he headed into the kitchen for lunch. Richard had left some sandwiches out for him with a few cut vegetables. Henry sat on a bar stool and ate his food. Overall, he was happy with how today had gone; sure, he had made some errors, but that was expected. What mattered was that he and Leslie were learning the skills to take their FLR forward. Lady Joan was exacting but with Henry's best interests at heart. He felt confident that she would guide him through the training. Finishing the sandwich, he looked around the kitchen that was now his to clean.

Henry decided that washing any dirty dishes would be a good starting point. There were some other cups with leftover tea and plates with crumbs. Setting up at the sink, he set up a washing station of wash, rinse, dry. Next was finding out where everything lived. Looking through the cupboards, he eventually figured it out and had everything back correctly. He then got a wet rag and went around the kitchen, wiping down everything while looking for dust or dirt. Henry stood back, satisfied, giving the faucets and sink a final wipe down.

Henry went to reception and stood politely at the door. Sandy looked up, "Yes, Henry?"

“Ma’am, would you know where Lady Joan is?” asked Henry.

“I believe she is in her office. Third door on the right,” said Sandy pointing the way.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Henry and went to find his trainer.

Joan looked up as Henry knelt by her door, “Henry, are you finished?” she asked.

“Yes, Lady Joan. I am ready for inspection,” said Henry.

"Very well, you made good time. Let's look at your work," said Joan as she stood up. She picked up her crop from a side table and said, "Follow me," walking out the door.

Arriving at the bedroom, Joan paused outside, "Stand straight with your forearms tucked in, palms up." Henry immediately complied as Joan placed her crop onto his hands. "This is how you will stand when your Mistress inspects your work. However, since today is a training exercise, you will follow me around," said Joan as she retrieved her crop.

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Henry.

Joan walked into the bedroom, Henry in tow, and paused at the door, taking in the entire room. "Overall, the first impression looks good. The room has a fresh, clean ambiance. Let's have a closer look."

Henry followed her around as she pointed out small items with her crop. "See this dust here on the picture frame", "The duvet is a bit crinkled, make sure to smooth it out," "The top of the headboard was not wiped down", "See that smudge on the window?"

Henry was making mental notes, he had cleaned his house many times, but this was taking it to the next level. His gratitude for Lady Joan’s coaching was growing stronger.

Moving into the bathroom, Joan continued, “Watch the dust on the light fixtures”, “Nice job on the toilet”, “You forgot to polish the faucet in the shower”. Once Joan had finished inspecting the bathroom, Henry followed her back to the hallway.

"Resume your previous standing position," commanded Joan. Henry immediately stood straight with his forearms out, palms up. Joan placed her crop into his hands.

"After your Mistress has inspected your work, she will give you her verdict. As you saw, there were several errors. Since this is training, you will not be punished. However, had this not been the case, you would have received between three to six strokes depending on your Mistress's pleasure."

“Yes, I understand. Thank you, Lady Joan,” said Henry, relieved that he was not now bent forward displaying his ass for Lady Joan’s correction.

“Shall we move downstairs,” suggested Joan, picking up her crop and heading for the stairs.

Henry followed Joan down to the lobby again as she conducted her inspection. Pointing out small areas where he could improve and commending him where he did well. As they moved into the kitchen, Joan stopped at the doorway, turning to Henry, "The kitchen is one of the most challenging rooms to keep clean. It requires constant attention after every meal. My best advice is to be diligent, always ensure items are returned to their proper place, and constantly wipe up after yourself."

“Yes, thank you, Lady Joan,” replied Henry making another mental note.

Joan led Henry around the kitchen. "See that stain on the floor", "Here are fingerprints on the fridge", "Make sure to wipe all of the backsplashes."

Satisfied, she turned to Henry, "Overall, you did well. I now consider your training in this area to be over. Starting tomorrow, you will be assigned household cleaning chores. Your Mistress will be conducting the inspections. Do you have any questions?"

“I understand, Lady Jane. Thank you,” said Henry.

Joan looked at Henry, “What did you call me?”

Henry, realizing his error, confessed, “Lady Joan, I called you Lady Jane in error.”

“Why?” inquired Joan.

"Lady Joan. I recently read a history book about Lady Jane. She was the Queen for nine days in the 1500s. I must have gotten the names mixed up," said Henry.

"Henry, I admire that you are a student of history, women enjoy intelligent men, and I commend you for performing so well in learning your chores. However, you need to improve in addressing your superior. In the context of an FLR, describe to me the roles and responsibilities of all parties involved."

Henry thought for a moment, "Lady Joan. The man's responsibility is to show respect to his female superior, and the lady's responsibility is to require that her man maintain the household standards."

“Well put,” said Joan, “how are standards maintained?”

“Lady Joan. Household standards are maintained through consistent discipline,’ answered Henry.

"You are correct, Henry. For improperly addressing a woman, your punishment will be three strokes. I am needed on a conference call now. You will inquire if Ms. Sandy is available to administer your correction," said Joan.

“Yes, lady Joan,” replied Henry.

“Good boy, you are doing wonderful. Your Mistress will be so proud of you. After your punishment, you may have 15 minutes of free time, then meet me in the laundry room,” said Joan leaving for her call.

Henry paused for a moment to gather his wits. He had never been in a position where he had to go up to a stranger and ask for punishment. The thought of it excited him, and had the apparent reaction as his cock started to rise. Adding a bit of embarrassment to his list of emotions, Henry walked over to the reception, standing politely at the door.

Sandy was busy editing a newsletter to the alumni, paused, and looked up. "Hello, Henry. What may I help you with?"

“Ma’am, I am due a punishment. Lady Joan is indisposed and asked me to inquire if you would be available to administer it?” requested Henry.

“Yes, I am available. What did Lady Joan say?” asked Sandy.

“Ma’am, Lady Joan has awarded me three strokes for incorrectly addressing her,” answered Henry.

"Certainly, I can help with that. I need to finish this paragraph. Please wait in the lobby, bent over," instructed Sandy.

"Yes, Ma'am," said Henry turning to leave. He walked to the lobby's center and bent at the waist, hands around his ankles, legs straight. Henry wondered how he ended up here. In a strange house, completely naked, bending over, waiting for a lady he had just met to come and strap his ass. His cock throbbed with anticipation; he loved this.

After a few minutes, he heard heels approaching and sensed Sandy at his side.

“Three strokes for inappropriately addressing a lady,” announced Sandy.

Immediately afterward, Henry felt air movement just before the strap's first stroke impacted his ass. Although Sandy was a petite woman, she swung the strap with authority. Henry groaned and inched forward. Without warning, the second stroke fell, causing a new wave of pain just as the first was starting to fade. Henry tried to remember the breathing techniques Lady Joan had taught him this morning as he struggled to remain silent. Quickly the third strike landed. In a matter of seconds, this dominant woman had thoroughly punished Henry.

“Kneel,” came the familiar command.

"Henry rose, turned, and knelt before Sandy. Presenting the strap, Henry leaned forward, smelling the well-worn leather and polish, and kissed it. "Thank you for correcting me, Ms. Sandy."

“Well done, Henry. You are doing wonderful. We are so glad you and your Mistress are part of our Sandel Wood family," said Sandy placing her hand on his head.

“Thank you, Ms. Sandy,” said Henry with pride.

“You are dismissed to your duties,” said Sandy returning to her office, strap in hand.

Leslie Teaches Richard

After lunch, Leslie took a bit of reflection time. She sat in the sunroom, thumbing through some magazines, thinking about her future life with Henry. Richard was outstanding, so happy, and attentive. She was sure Henry would reach that level. As she saw it, the key was taking their FLR to a rewarding and satisfying level without the risk of either of them burning out. Wendy had promised their seminar on scheduling, and Erica's contract would prevent this. Speaking of Wendy, it was time to go meet her in the conference room.

Leslie replaced her magazine and walked down to meet Wendy. This next seminar was about how to teach your husband. Entering the room, she saw Richard kneeling, facing the wall.

“Our example today will be teaching Richard how to tie a scarf in a French Knot. His Mistress has started wearing scarves more often and wishes him to learn this skill,” said Wendy. “Are you familiar with that knot?”

“Yes, I am. I wear scarves all the time. It’s one of my favorites,” said Leslie.

"To review the 1-2-3 technique. You will teach Richard how to tie the knot. Then he gets to practice twice more with you giving pointers and encouragement. After that, it's three strokes for every error. He can do his practice on that bust," explained Wendy, pointing at a bust of a Roman lady in the corner.

"It's been a while. I had better practice myself," smiled Leslie picking up the scarf and practicing the knot a few times. Then she was satisfied that she remembered all the steps. Leslie looked at Wendy, "I am ready."

“He is all yours. I will observe and only give pointers if needed,” replied Wendy moving to the rear of the room.

“Richard, approach and kneel,” commanded Leslie.

Richard stood up from the corner and quickly went to Leslie. Kneeling before her, hands behind his back, knees wide. He awaited her commands.

"Richard, today I will teach you how to tie a lady's scarf in a French Knot," explained Leslie. "I will demonstrate it once, then you may practice it twice. Please ask any questions during this time."

“Yes, Ma’am,” answered Richard.

“Follow me,” said Leslie walking over to the bust.

"Now, Richard, pay attention. I will demonstrate the knot, and then it will be your turn to practice," said Leslie holding out the scarf. "First, fold the scarf in half and put it around the shoulders. Pull one of the ends over and under the scarf loop. Take the second end piece and go under and over the same loop. Any questions?"

“No, Ma’am. I think I understand,” answered Richard.

“Very good, you have a go,” said Leslie unraveling the scarf and handing it to Richard.

Richard's first attempt was a disaster. He literally had the scarf in knots. Leslie guided his hands through the loops. "Let's try that again," said Leslie removing the scarf so Richard could restart. This time he did much better. "Very good. Ensure that the two ends are lined up equally, and you have it. Well done," commended Leslie.

"Thank you for teaching me, Ma'am," said Richard, proud of his new skill.

"You're welcome. You are a fast learner. From now on, you are expected to know this skill. If, for any reason, you were unable to perform this, I would expect you to come and talk to me about it. Now, I want to pretend that you are back home, and your Mistress has asked you to tie this around her neck," said Leslie taking a step back.

Richard went to work. He paused halfway, briefly thinking, then continued on. Once he was finished, something was off.

“Did you remember over under followed by under over?” asked Leslie.

“Ah, yes. Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Richard as he quickly undid the second loop and fixed his error. Stepping back, he admired his handiwork and looked forward to demonstrating it to his Mistress.

“I am pleased with your progress,” Richard. “You only made one small error, so a correction is in order."

“Absolutely, Ma’am. May I fetch you a cane?” asked Richard.

"Yes, please," answered Leslie.

Richard quickly went to the side of the room and selected a cane from the selection of instruments. Returning to Leslie, he knelt and presented it to her. Smiling, Leslie accepted Richard's offering and asked him to bend over. He moved slightly to the middle of the room and gracefully bent over, obediently offering his backside for Leslie's correction.

Leslie looked at the sight of Richard bent over, waiting for her. How many times had she caned him today..yes, three? Yet he always cheerfully accepted them with grace and dignity. She was coming to appreciate the vital role of the strict wife in an FLR. Her job was to be consistent and uncompromising.

Leslie moved to the side of Richard and raised her cane, administering a powerful strike. A strip across his ass lit up in pain, turning white, then red. Richard maintained his position well, trusting her to administer the appropriate correction. Again, she raised the cane and applied it to Richard. Instilling in him a duty to perform to an ever-higher level. Finally, the cane fell for the final time. Three parallel lines decorated Richard's ass.

“Kneel,” commanded Leslie.

Richard turned and knelt before his weekend, Mistress. He pressed his lips to the offered cane. Looking up at Leslie with a warm smile, he thanked her for correcting him.

Laundry

After a bit of quiet time, Henry made his way to the laundry room. After a few minutes, Joan joined him.

"Hello, Henry. Was Ms. Sandy available to administer your punishment?" she asked.

"Yes, Lady Joan. Ms. Sandy applied the strap to me," answered Henry, a bit embarrassed.

"Excellent. Our next lesson is laundry techniques. As a husband in an FLR, you will be tasked with laundry duties. I will review some basic rules and precautions when sorting laundry. Have you been doing the laundry at home?" asked Joan.

“Yes, Lady Joan. My Mistress has started assigning me laundry duties,” answered Henry.

“And, have you ever put one of her favorite sweaters in the dryer?” inquired Joan with a smile.

“Yes, Lady Joan. Guilty as charged,” responded Henry, laughing out loud.

"Right, this will be a short lesson. I will review some rules about laundry, and then you will sort a pile of clothes. Let's get started," said Joan walking over to a basket of clothing.

"The first decision you must decide is if you can wash it at home or does it have to go out for dry cleaning. If you look at this label, you see the circle? That is the symbol for dry clean only," said Joan showing Henry a label. "Generally, most professional business clothing should be dry cleaned. I want you to look through this basket and remove any clothing that has to be taken to the cleaners,” instructed Joan.

Henry sorted through the clothing and found two pairs of pants and one skirt that he had placed aside.

“Very good. Next, we must decide whether it can go into the washing machine or be hand washed. The label with the hand means hand wash. Most wool and silk need to be done by hand. Look through this basket and separate out all the hand wash items.”

Henry went through the hamper, checking the tags and removing all the hand-washed items. He found one wool sweater without a label and placed it aside just to be safe.

"Very good. I like your decision to move that sweater into the hand wash pile," commended Joan.

“Thank you, Lady Joan,” answered Henry. He was enjoying this process of separating clothing. It was almost like doing a puzzle.

Joan continued, “Finally, you are going to sort the clothing. Some people just do lights and darks. I prefer to sort by color. Whites and darks have their own pile. The separate the blues, greens, and purples into one pile followed by yellows, reds, and browns into another. Now I want you to sort them into the four piles,' said Joan.

Henry got to work. Occasionally he had a dark blue or a light purple and had to judge which pile it belonged in. He used his best judgment and, when finished, stood back as Joan inspected the piles.

"Well done. I see you will be a natural in the laundry room," smiled Joan.

“Thank you, Lady Joan. Your encouragement means a lot,” said Henry smiling back.

Joan continued, "If there are any stains on the clothing, pre-treat it with a commercial stain remover 30 minutes before you wash. Using the machine, typically, you want to use cold water on a short cycle. That will be fine for lightly soiled clothing and is gentle on the fabric. If you were working in the garage and had to remove grease, wash it separately on a longer cycle with warmer water. Pick your detergent with no fillers or fragrances. Clean clothing does not need perfume. Finally, do not load the machine over three quarters. Any questions?”

"No, Lady Joan. I understand,' answered Henry.

“Now, put in the first load and start the cycle,” instructed Joan.

After Henry had completed his task, Joan continued, "When drying clothing, we recommend using a line or rack. Air drying is better for the clothes and the environment than a dryer. Most of the shrinkage happens in the dryer. If the clothing feels stiff after air drying, you can put them in the dryer on cool for a few minutes to remove wrinkles."

“Yes, lady Joan,” said Henry nodding his head.

"Your assignment is to wash this clothing. You may use the basin to do the hand items. Out back is a drying line, and a drying rack is folded next to the basin. Come find me if you have any questions. I expect this to be completed in two hours," said Joan.

“Yes, lady Joan,” answered Henry getting to work.

Leslie Creates a Schedule

After Richard kissed the cane, Leslie handed it back to him. “You may replace this, then report to Ms. Wendy for further instructions,” said Leslie.

Richard accepted his instrument of correction and returned it to the cabinet. He then knelt before Wendy awaiting her further instructions.

“Thank you, Richard. You performed very well. You are to inform Ms. Erica that Ms. Leslie is available, bring a tea service, and start working on dinner,” said Wendy.

"Yes, Ma'am," cheerfully replied Richard.

After Richard had left, Wendy turned to Leslie. "I was very impressed with your teaching ability. You were clear with your instructions and provided encouragement when helping Richard."

“Thank you,” replied Leslie, “He was a fast learner and accepted the cane very well.”

“Yes, he is. Don’t overlook the power of the cane. Our men rely on it for direction and motivation. Once you establish a household standard, stick to it,” recommended Wendy.

“Again, thank you. You have been a tremendous help,” smiled Leslie.

“My pleasure. Erica will be along soon. She will go over scheduling with you. See you at dinner," said Wendy heading out the door.

Leslie was left alone and took a few minutes to sit and relax. She wondered how Henry was making out? She had only seen him once in passing. Tomorrow they would be together much more. He would be cleaning her room, making, and serving lunch. Then they would be heading home to start their new life together.

The sound of approaching heels signaled Erica's arrival. She was a quintessential girl next door. Blond hair with blue eyes. Slim build and one of those faces that radiates energy.

"Leslie, a pleasure to see you again. I trust you've had a relaxing stay so far?" Erica asked, extending her hand.

“It has been wonderful,” replied Leslie accepting her hand. “I am learning so much.”

"Fabulous, Sandel Wood is renowned for its FLR education. You and Henry will be much richer for the experience," commented Erica, indicating they have a seat. Taking out her notepad, she continued, "As you know, I am the resident Marriage Success Advisor or MSA. My specialty is helping couples develop contracts, schedules, and checklists. Today, I would like to discuss the type of schedule you see for Henry."

"Absolutely, I have been looking forward to this. Honestly, our house seems disorganized. Things just get done as needed. We are never ahead of the curve, so to speak," agreed Leslie.

Erica responded, "That is a common sentiment from many guests. We find that having a workable schedule benefits both the wife and husband. They both have a written record of what the expectations are.”

“Perfect, where do we begin?” asked Leslie.

“Let’s start with a few questions,” said Erica, putting pen to paper. “Does Henry work?”

"Yes, 8-4, Monday to Friday. He is an architect," answered Leslie.

“Does he have an exercise routine, or do you wish him to?"

"He likes to get out for a run a few times a week. I would also like him to incorporate a few weights," said Leslie.

“Very good,” responded Erica, making notes. “Are there any gardening duties?”

“No, we live in a condo complex. We have a garage. However, a service does the lawn."

Erica nodded, "From what you have told me, I believe a detailed schedule is a place to start. You can certainly modify it over time. All schedules and contracts in an FLR are living documents. They change as the couple grows," said Erica. "Let's walk over to the whiteboard, and we can start making up something."

At that time, Richard arrived with the tea. Erica turned to him, "Thank you, Richard. Please place it on the table, we will help ourselves. You may return to your duties."

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Richard, silently laying the tea service on the table and slipping out.

At the whiteboard, Erica laid out four columns. "I divide a household schedule into four. The first is daily. This has to be completed every day. The second is weekly. This is done on the weekend in addition to the daily tasks. For example, Henry could expect several hours of chores on Saturday, and Sunday could be more of a rest day."

“Yes, I understand,” said Leslie following along.

"The third column is monthly. These are jobs that only need to be done once per month. I subdivide this into four groups to coincide with the four weekends of the month. For example, Henry would do his daily, weekly, and second-monthly group on the second Saturday of the month. He would do the daily, weekly, and the third monthly group the following Saturday. Any questions so far?" asked Erica.

“I am following so far. What is the fourth column?” asked Leslie.

"That is for seasonal items. Such as cleaning the garage or changing the car's oil," answered Erica.

“Ok, but what about burnout? I can’t overload Henry,” asked Leslie.

"That is a very valid point. Burnout can be a problem. People get excited entering an FLR and take on too much. That is why I am here to help you design a schedule. We want it, so Henry does the proper amount of work without feeling overwhelmed. On Sunday, I always schedule lots of free time for Henry to follow his hobbies or just rest."

“Thank you, I feel much better now,” admitted Leslie.

“Shall we start with the daily activities,” said Erica. “I will write down making the bed and emptying the trash. What would you like to add?”

"Cooking the meals and cleaning up afterward. Getting his exercise," added Leslie.

“Very good. I am going to add replacing toiletries and looking for clutter.”

"That's a good start. Ideally, we want the daily tasks to be about an hour. Any more and people get tired over the long run. Moving onto the weekly, this would be a few hours on a Saturday morning. I will start off with cleaning and mopping the floors and doing laundry. What do you have?" asked Erica.

"Certainly, the bathrooms must be done weekly, and the bed sheets changed. How about a weekly dusting?" suggested Leslie.

“Yes, absolutely, dusting. I will add checking for expired items in the fridge and a deep kitchen clean,” said Erica.

"Moving on to monthly. Let's make a master list, and then we can divide it into four. Every room in the house should be deep cleaned once per month. Vacuum all the furniture and wash the windows," proposed Erica.

“Washing out the garbage cans, vacuuming the curtains and lamp shades,” added Leslie. She was enjoying herself now.

“All good ideas. So now we would divide the monthly tasks into four equal bundles and assign them to subsequent weeks,” explained Erica.

"The seasonal column is completed every 4 months. It includes car maintenance, garage cleaning, washing the outside of the windows, and replacing any filters in the house. Henry can be responsible for scheduling these himself during the appropriate months," explained Erica. "Finally, you can add special items, like hanging seasonal decorations as needed."

"Thank you so much. I can see our house running so much more efficiently already," replied Leslie.

"Ideally, Henry will do all this without supervision. I would only do formal inspections on Saturday. After all, part of the FLR is to make your life easier. No need to be constantly watching over him. Having said that, if you see that the bed was not made, a dirty dish was left out, or the toilet paper ran out. Then apply three strokes of your cane and have him fix his error. You want to be aware of what he is doing without being a helicopter wife," smiled Erica.

"Helicopter wife, I love it," giggled Leslie. "So, will you write this up for me?"

"Yes, I will make up this schedule and send it by a Word file. That way, you can easily make alterations at home," answered Erica. "The tea is getting cold; may I pour you a cup?"

"Please," said Leslie, following her back to the table.

Henry gives Pleasure

Joan stopped in to check on Henry after ninety minutes. The third load of laundry was on the line, and he was finishing the hand washing. Joan studied his work and was very satisfied. He was very methodical in his sorting and preparation.

“Well done, Henry,” said Joan.

"Thank you, Lady Joan," said Henry, proud of his accomplishments.

“Once the last load has been hung out to dry, you may have 15 minutes of free time. Go to the kitchen and get something to eat if you wish. Then return to the barn and wait for me in the Female Pleasure Lab. Our next lesson will be on Pleasing a Lady.”

“Yes, Lady Joan,’ replied Henry returning to the basin.

The course on Pleasuring a Woman intrigued Henry the most. While unsure exactly what it entailed, he knew he would have to perform with another woman. Leslie would also spend some time with Richard. They had discussed this before they arrived, and both agreed that, while it was different being with another person, the skills they learned would strengthen their FLR.

After handing in the last load, Henry ensured everything was clean and returned the way he found it. Walking into the kitchen, he saw Richard chopping vegetables for dinner.

“Hello, Henry, I made you a sandwich,” said Richard pushing a plate towards him.

"Thanks, mate," replied Henry biting into the ham and cheese. Lady Joan had clarified to him that he needed to care for himself. To stay fed and hydrated. He was no use to his Mistress if he got dehydrated or fainted.

“Lady Joan asked me to pick up the laundry, so you don’t have to,” said Richard.

"Thank you. Funny, laundry is much easier when you have a system," Henry said.

"Yea, that's the beauty of FLR. Our expectations are clearly defined. Just follow the rules, and all is good," said Richard.

“That it is,” agreed Henry, “Right, I have to go to my next lesson. Thanks again for the snack.”

“Anytime, enjoy,” said Richard as Henry walked out of the kitchen.

Walking outside back to the barn, Henry had a moment of confusion. What should he do? Where should he stand? Remembering Richard's example of kneeling by the door, he found a spot along the wall. He knelt, waiting for Lady Joan to arrive. Hearing voices and heels, Henry adjusted his position straighter and prouder.

Joan and Sandy walked in, talking about next week's schedule. Joan looked over at Henry, "There you are. Nice to see you so punctual. Stand up and come over here."

Henry stood and moved to stand before the two ladies. Hands by his side, suddenly keenly aware of his nakedness.

Joan addressed Henry, "This lesson is on providing pleasure to a lady. You will be practicing with Ms. Sandy. We will begin with massage techniques followed by instructions on providing oral sex. Lastly, Ms. Sandy will ride you, allowing you to practice self-control. Any questions?"

"No, Lady Joan," replied Henry, hardly believing what he had just heard. Joan said it matter-of-factly as if this was perfectly normal. In a way, he thought, in an FLR, being able to fully pleasure your wife was normal. Regardless, his cock was now arching upwards on full display.

"Shall we get started? Henry, come over to this table. Let's review what is required to give a massage," said Joan walking over to a small side table with Henry in tow. "It is important to create a soothing, calming environment. Turn the lights down, light some candles, and put on some gentle music. Do that now," she directed.

Henry closed the blinds, so just a bit of light was entering. He then walked around the room, lighting the candles, and finally chose a peaceful playlist from Joan's provided phone.

"Very good. Here we have your required items. For massage oil, we use a lavender scent. You can ask your Mistress what her preferred scent is. Lastly, you will need some towels to wipe up any drips or to place on your Mistress to keep her warm. Should she get thirsty, you should also have a glass of sparkling water next to the bed."

I understand, Lady Joan,” said Henry looking at the oils.

"Excellent, we shall get started. Bring your supplies over and arrange them beside the bed," instructed Joan.

Sandy walked out of the bathroom wearing a robe as Henry was getting set up. Walking up to him, she said, "Henry, I am ready for my massage. You may take my robe."

Henry accepted the robe as Sandy let it slip off her shoulders. She was stunning, simply stunning. Henry folded the robe, placing it on a chair while Sandy laid her lean body on the bed.

"Now, make sure your Mistress is comfortable. Inquire about her temperature. You can place towels to keep her warm.," directed Joan.

Henry addressed Sandy, “Ma’am, are you comfortable? Would you like some towels to keep you warm?”

"No, thank you, Henry. I am fine," replied Sandy.

“Let’s get started. Put some oil in your hands and warm it up,” said Joan. ‘Good, now start with the neck and shoulders. People often hold a lot of tension in this area. Use your fingers to grasp the side of the neck and gently press on the muscles and tendons. Knead with your thumb and forefingers.”

Henry got to work massaging Sandy’s lovely back. She made a pleasurable sigh and relaxed her body.

"Very nice," said Joan, "now rest your fingers over the shoulders and place your thumbs on the muscles on either side of the neck. Squeeze the shoulders and press in with your thumbs. The motion should be slow and steady."

Henry complied, doing his best to work Sandy’s muscles and bring her relaxation.

"Now, work down from the shoulders on either side of the back, rubbing the muscles as you go. When you reach the lower back area, knead the tight muscles there with your hands and thumbs," continued Joan, "Do not exert pressure on the spine and other backbones. Focus on the muscles to either side of the spine."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” replied Henry as he followed her commands.

“Very good. Work on Ms. Sandy’s shoulders and back. I will be back in fifteen minutes,” said Joan stepping out the door.

“Yes, lady Joan,” replied Henry. “Ms. Sandy, is everything to your liking? Is there anything you require?” asked Henry.

“Mmm… you are doing just fine,” purred Sandy.

Henry spent the next while diligently working the back and following muscles. Removing any knots he found, doing everything he could to bring her pleasure.

After a while, Joan walked back into the room. "How are you finding this, Henry," asked Joan, "any questions?"

“No, Lady Joan. I believe I am getting the hang of it,” answered Henry.

"Very good. Let's move on to the arms and legs. Use both hands to form a circle around the upper arm. Knead the arm muscles with your palms and fingers, working your way down to the wrists. Repeat with the opposite arm, then work on the legs, starting from the thighs and kneading the muscles until you reach the ankles."

"Yes, Lady Joan," said Henry moving to Sandy's arm. He worked down Sandy's arms before moving on the toned legs. By this time, Sandy was half asleep, completely relaxed in total bliss. Henry was being trained well and would have new skills to take home to his Mistress.

"Now, you are going to finish off with a temple rub. Get up on the bed and kneel at Ms. Sandy's head. Now use your fingers to rub her temples in circles. Gently rub the forehead and sinus area. Place your fingers on the scalp and massage it using the same motion you'd use to shampoo her hair.”

Henry went to work massaging Sandy's temple and head. She let out a few more purrs of pleasure as Henry worked over her. After another fifteen minutes, Joan told Henry to make gentler motions and bring the massage to a close.

"Excellent, Henry. I am pleased with your abilities,' commended Joan. "Please go and kneel in the corner."

Henry got off the bed and went to kneel, facing the corner. He heard some conversation and movement but did his best to keep his eyes focused on the wall.

“Henry, come here,” commanded Joan.

Henry walked back to Joan’s side. Sandy had flipped over to lie on her back. She had her hands tucked behind her head. Henry was taking in a stunning view of her. Smallish yet ample breasts that matched her slim build. Her pussy was neatly shaven and already slightly wet from the massage.

Joan continued, "Henry, providing oral pleasure is very important in an FLR and is sought after by many ladies. Today you will demonstrate your skills and hopefully learn some new ones."

"Yes, Lady Joan," replied Henry, still slightly shocked at what was happening.

“Are you familiar with the geographical layout?” she asked. “The top nub is called the clitoris, where women typically receive most of their pleasure. You will be focusing primarily there. Below are the labia or lips. "

“Yes, I am, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"Very good," said Joan. "Get onto the bed between Ms. Sandy's legs and place your lips just above her vagina. No touching yet."

Henry immediately complied. Kneeling on the bed, he went to all fours placing his mouth just above Sandy's pussy. He could sense her hotness and smelt a musty scent. His cock was rock hard, bursting at the seams, but no one noticed.

Joan took her crop and slid it across Henry's ass. "Your sole purpose will be to please Ms. Sandy. Pretend she is your Mistress. If I sense any hesitation, I will encourage you," said Joan tapping the crop on his backside.

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry, slightly breathless.

"Very good. Now start building the anticipation by nibbling or licking her inner thigh."

Henry dropped his head, using his tongue to trace along Sandy's legs. Sandy was very restful, almost in Zen mode.

"Excellent work. Keep doing that for a few more minutes. You can also use your free hand to massage her hips and legs," instructed Joan.

Henry was making long broad stroked with his tongue up and down Sandy's inner legs. Be careful to avoid her pussy for the time being.

"Now move to her clitoris. Dance around the clit with your tongue" directed Joan.

Sandy inhaled deeply and grabbed hold of Henry’s hair.

“Listen to and feel your partner respond as you lick their clit either up and down or side to side. You should be able to tell which they prefer,” said Joan.

Henry experimented with different patterns trying to feel Sandy’s response. Learning what she liked and repeating it.

"Try sucking it gently."

Sandy inhaled again and pulled Henry into her.

“Very good, if your Mistress is clearly enjoying what you're doing, maintain the same movement and rhythm,” said Joan.

Joan gave Henry a light smack with the crop, “Bit more pressure, push your lips in more.”

Henry complied, burying his mouth deeper onto Sandy's clit. Sandy moaned, moving her head to the side, both hands now on Henry's head. Joan left henry to pleasure Sandy's clit for a few more minutes. He had to figure out how to breathe without releasing the stimulation. Once when his head came up, a quick stroke of the crop sent him back down.

"Now move down to the lips. Start with long strokes up and down," instructed Joan. "Nice. Now spread the lips and lick inside."

Henry moved down to concentrate on Sandy's labia. Licking it, spreading then with his fingers, and inserting his tongue.

"Now move between the two. Spend most of your time on the clit and come to the lips. Try inserting a finger while you lick?" said Joan.

Henry was now fully engrossed in administering pleasure. Sandy was breathing harder and shifting her hips. She guided Henry with her hand wrapped in his hair. He was starting to read her signs, knowing what she really liked. Where to touch her to get the most significant response. Joan had retreated to the side of the room, sitting with her legs crossed. Watching matter of fact as Henry worked away.

Eventually, Sandy said, "Thank you, Henry. You may finish up."

From across the room, Joan said, “Now start reducing your stimulation. Slowly allow your Mistress to come out of her pleasure state.”

After a few minutes, Henry had finished and resumed kneeling on the bed. Joan walked over, “Return to the corner.” He walked over and knelt in the corner as he had before.

Again, Henry heard movement and some muffled voices. His cock was dribbling a little pool of pre-cum, his mouth now slightly chapped with an ache in his tongue. He was so excited to get back home with Leslie and show her all the skills he had learned.

"Henry, come please," instructed Joan. He immediately sprang to his feet and went to stand by her side. She continued, "Your next exercise will be to practice self-control. In an FLR, you are not permitted to climax without permission. Furthermore, you will never ask. It is your wife's prerogative to grant you the pleasure of having an orgasm. At Sandel Woods, we recommend a mandatory caning for any unauthorized orgasm. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Lady Joan," answered Henry, wondering how he could resist Sandy.

"I understand you have a mathematical mind. Do you know what prime pairs are" asked Joan?

“Yes, Lady Joan. They are prime numbers that come after one another. Such as 3 and 5 or 11 and 13,” answered Henry proudly.

"Yes, now if you feel like you are getting too close, start listing numbers in your head. You need to stay focused on your Mistress and distract yourself as needed. On the bed, lie on your back."

Henry climbed onto the bed and laid on his back, his cock straining towards the ceiling. “Put this on,” said Joan handing him a condom.

Henry opened the package, rolling the condom over his already twitching cock. Sandy walked out of the bathroom, smiling at him. She reached over and ran her nails along his cock, "It's so big. I'm going to enjoy this." Henry groaned, closing his eyes. This is so not fair. It was the most demanding test yet. But he had to resist. Pleasing Leslie was his ambition in life. Having the ability to make love to her for extended periods would bring her so much pleasure. Henry opened his eyes, game on.

"Shall we begin," said Joan. "Henry, Ms. Sandy will ride you for twenty minutes. You may touch her with your hands and kiss her breasts. Your goal is to bring her maximum pleasure. If, after twenty minutes, you have not climaxed, you will be rewarded. If you climax, you will be caned."

"Yes, Lady Joan," said Henry as Sandy climbed onto the bed and positioned her glistening pussy above his cock.

Sandy sank down, sliding her wetness over his thick pole. Both Sandy and Henry groaned as the first sensations rippled through their bodies. Sandy leaned into Henry and started pumping herself against his manhood. Henry used his hands to lightly rub her legs and thighs, lifting his head to cover her erect nipple with his mouth. 3,5..11,13..17,19.. Henry was on a mission to give Sandy the ride of her life while showing Lady Joan he had a monk's restraint.

29,31..41,43.. Sandy was nearing her first orgasm. She sat upright, put her hand behind her head, and ground down onto this mighty cock. Her face contorted as she paused momentarily to let the pleasure wash over her. Sandy took a moment to regain her composure, then leaned forward, offering her nipple to be sucked while resuming her rhythmic dance. 59,61..ahhg crap..71,73. Henry was lifting his hips to meet hers, pushing against her thrusting. Running his tongue in light circles around her nipples.

Sandy collapsed onto him, shuddering against her second orgasm. They met, and she kissed him aggressively, pushing her tongue deep into his mouth. 101,103..107,109. Henry was determined to provide her with a third climax. Sandy was going to remember this ride. He started to pump her hips again, encouraging her to ride him. Moving in tandem, he squeezed his ass cheeks together, increasing the size of his already straining cock. She responded by pushing back and down on him, grinding her pussy onto his cock, feeling the fiction inside her. Another flurry of thrusting followed a final moan as Sandy enjoyed her third wave of pleasure.

Spent and exhausted, she lifted off his strained member and lay beside him. Nuzzled in close, her head on his chest. Henry put his arm around her, holding her close.

Joan walked over, looking at Henry’s still twitching cock. “Very well done, Henry. I am proud of you."

"Thank you, Lady Joan," said Henry, slightly breathless.

“I think Henry is due for his reward,” said Sandy.

"Agreed," replied Joan. "Henry, once Ms. Sandy is finished. You will attend to her in the shower. Then you will clean up and replace the bed linens. Afterward, you may stop in the kitchen for dinner, then report to the stables. I will meet you there later for your evening punishment."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” replied Henry. Still not sure what was to transpire.

As Joan left, Sandy whispered to Henry, "You may cum." She reached down, grabbed his thick member, and started to massage her hand up and down its shaft. Henry groaned, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. Sandy slowly increased the pressure and frequency until Henry started to twitch. Shortly, he let out a long moan, his legs shook, and long powerful jets of seed filled up the condom.

“Thank you, Ms. Sandy, thank you,” gasped Henry.

“Your welcome Henry,” said Sandy heading o the shower.

Leslie gives Maintenance

Leslie met Wendy in the sunroom. Richard had already laid out a tea service for them.

“How are you enjoying Sandel Wood so far?” asked Wendy.

“Loving it. This is just what we needed,’ replied Leslie. “How is Henry doing?”

"I hear he is enjoying himself. Joan says he is an excellent student. He is very dedicated to being the best husband he can be to you.," answered Wendy.

"Oh, I am so glad. He was so excited to come here."

"Tomorrow, he will be assigned to clean your room and serve lunch. You can see him in action," said Leslie.

“I can’t wait. So, what’s on the agenda next?” asked Leslie.

“We are going to discuss the importance of a weekly check-in and the benefits of a maintenance session.,” said Wendy. “Do you and Henry have a weekly maintenance routine?”

“No, we do not. I have read about it, but we have never tried," answered Leslie.

"Right, a weekly maintenance session is a time to accomplish several aspects of FLR. It allows you both to review the past week and discuss the next. Henry has an opportunity to air any issues that have come up, things that he believes may have to be changed. Remember, he is your eyes and ears around the house. For example, if he believes that your cleaning schedule could be more efficient in a different way, he would suggest it now. You also get to talk about what you liked last week and anything upcoming that will require Henry's attention,' stated Wendy.

“So it is like a review and planning session?” asked Leslie.

"Yes," replied Wendy. "An FLR is a living arrangement. Both the wife and husband are continually working to make it better. These weekly meetings are when you set aside time to review and plan."

“I understand. What about the maintenance part?” asked Leslie.

"In entering an FLR, Henry agreed to be submissive to you, and you have agreed to be the dominant partner. Maintenance is not a punishment. It is an opportunity for each partner to express their role within the marriage. Think of it as reaffirming your wedding vows, but done weekly."

“I see,” said Wendy nodding her head.

"As we discussed earlier, you prefer using a cane for punishments. Therefore, I would recommend the paddle for these weekly sessions. Why don't I call in Richard, and we can go through one together?" proposed Wendy.

“Yes, please,” replied Leslie.

Wendy reached a small intercom and pressed the button, "Richard, please report to the sunroom."

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the quick response. Two minutes later, Richard entered the room and knelt by the door.

Wendy turned to Leslie, "I will do the session with Richard. You can observe."

“I shall enjoy watching you work,” replied Leslie with a smile.

Richard arrived and knelt by the door, waiting to be acknowledged. Turning to face him, Wendy said, "Richard, you and I will demonstrate a weekly maintenance session for Ms. Leslie. Please fetch a paddle and kneel before me."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Richard walking to the side where the implements were kept. He quickly picked a medium-sized wooden paddle, stained in dark mahogany with a leather-wrapped handle. Sinking to his knees before Wendy, he presented her with the paddle before clasping his hands behind his back.

"Thank you, Richard," said Wendy. Turning to address Leslie, "Firstly, the wife gives her thoughts on the week past and an outlook for the following week. Next, the husband has an opportunity to ask questions or make suggestions. This is meant to be a time of interaction between you both, an opportunity to see if anything is wrong and if any changes need to be made. Both you and Henry need to be open and honest with each other. As the wife, listen carefully to Henry's concerns and be prepared to act on them. In an FLR, you are both invested in each others happiness."

“Yes, I agree. Well said,” replied Leslie turning her attention to the kneeling Richard.

Wendy addressed Richard, "Richard, overall, I am very pleased with your performance this week. Your duties were accomplished on time to a high standard. Looking forward, tonight you will serve Ms. Leslie, and tomorrow, you will instruct Henry in dining service and deportment. Tomorrow night you will be returning to your wife. I am pleased to say that we will send her a glowing report on your performance."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Richard proudly.

"Do you have any comments or concerns you want to discuss?" asked Wendy.

"Ma'am, I am finding that the kitchen duties are taking most of my time. I fear it may lead me to neglect my other responsibilities,' Richard answered.

Wendy momentarily thought, 'Yes, I can see that is a valid concern given the cooking required this weekend. Tomorrow, Henry will be assisting you. Thank you for bringing this to my attention. In the future, we will adjust the schedule."

“Thank you, Ma’am,”

Returning to Leslie, Wendy continued, "Now we move on to reaffirming our FLR roles. I will paddle Richard to demonstrate my dominant role within our marriage. Richard, please get into position on the spanking bench."

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Richard cheerfully. He walked over to the side where a simple two-level bench was. Kneeling on the lower level, he laid his chest along the upper level. His bottom was perfectly positioned at the correct height to receive the paddle.

Wendy walked over to his side, “Remember, this is not a punishment. It is an act of love between you both.” Leslie nodded and leaned in to follow along.

"Ready, Richard?" asked Wendy.

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the reply.

Wendy raised the paddle and brought it down onto Richard's ass. It was not harsh yet firm enough. The crack of impact was followed by a small whimper from Richard. Wendy raised the paddle and applied the second stroke. She was not paddling to fast, just leaving a few second between strokes for him to feel their impact and compares himself to the next. After the paddle landed for the sixth time, Richard's ass was a lovely shade of red. His breathing had increased, and a light sheen of sweat was forming along his back.

Wendy touched Richard's back, "You did very well. I am proud of you. You may stand up."

Richard stood before Wendy and kissed the offered paddle. “Thank you, Ma’am, for your love and dominance.”

"You're welcome, Richard. Please return the paddle, then you may continue your duties in the kitchen."

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Richard taking the paddle and returning it before departing the room.

Wendy went to sit down next to Leslie. “Your thoughts?” she asked.

"I never viewed weekly maintenance as an act of love. It looks like a special time between wife and husband. I especially see the value in the conversation beforehand. We can make up all the contracts and schedules we like, but it is bound to fail if they are not workable. Having a set time to focus on communication is important," said Leslie.

Wendy smiled, "Exactly, that is an excellent description. I am glad you see it that way."

“Thank you for everything. I am learning so much this weekend,’ said Leslie.

"My pleasure. Dinner will be a six, and Richard will report to your room this evening at eight. He is yours for the night. You may practice any disciplinary techniques, he can show you some of the positions his Mistress uses, or you can simply enjoy with his company."

“That sounds lovely, I will see you at dinner,” replied Leslie as she stood to leave.

Henry’s Evening Discipline

After Henry had toweled off Sandy, he replaced the lotions, and put fresh linen on the bed, then walked back the kitchen. Richard had left a plate of lasagna with a side of garlic bread out for him. Henry sat and eagerly tucked into the food. Working around the house all day had left him famished.

After eating, he washed his plate and walked back to the stable. On his bed was a note from Lady Joan.

Henry

You may rest and watch some TV this evening. There are two pairs of boots and a silver platter that you are to polish by morning inspection. There is also a sheet detailing six standard positions. You are to have them memorized by morning.

Lady Joan

Henry walked over to the TV lounge and saw the box with the boots and platter. There was both shoe and silver polish along with rags. Next to them was a sheet with the six positions. They were referred to by a number. For example, number one was standing, feet apart, hands behind your back. Number two was standing the same but with hands behind the neck.

He turned on the TV, found a rerun of MASH, and settled in. Choosing to do the boots first, he had memories of his youth polishing cadet boots.

About thirty minutes later, Joan entered the barn carrying a cane. Henry stood as she walked into the lounge.

"Good, I am glad you found the boots and platter. You will have to do polishing regularly, " Joan said, looking at the boots. "I see you have done this before; they are already starting to shine."

“Yes, Lady Joan. I was in the cadets in my youth,” answered Henry.

“Very good, then I expect a mirror finish by morning,” smiled Joan.

“Yes, Lady Joan,” answered Henry blushing slightly.

Joan continued, "I will use the cane for tonight's disciplinary session. Your wife has said that it will be her preferred implement for correction. Therefore, you must learn how to accept it with good grace. Do you remember the breathing techniques we practiced this morning?" asked Joan.

"Yes, lady Joan. To release my breath with each stroke. To breathe through the pain, like a silent yell," answered Henry.

"That is correct. The cane can be severe, and it will take time to master the art of receiving it. At first, you may cry out. However, with practice, all men can remain silent," said Joan.

“Lady Joan, may I ask a question?” asked Henry.

"Absolutely, Henry," replied Joan. "Remember that I am here for you, to help you become a better husband. There are no wrong questions."

“Lady Joan, will I be expected to remain silent always,” asked Henry.

"Excellent question. Obviously, it is your wife's prerogative how you respond to punishment. Sometimes you may be instructed to count and thank her after each stroke. By taking the time to discipline you, she is helping you to become a better husband, and you must show gratitude. Some women prefer silence and for you to thank her at the end. Accepting a punishment from your wife is a privilege you are grateful for," explained Joan.

“Thank you, Lady Joan. I understand,” said Henry.

"Please move to the center of the room and bend over," instructed Joan pointing to an open area with the tip of her cane.

Henry quickly went to the indicated position and bent at the waist. Joan adjusted his position slightly. "You must keep your legs straight and bend as far as possible without buckling your knees. Also, keep your head up. Remember, you are proud to submit to your wife." Legs straight, feet parted, back straight, and head up, Henry willingly presented his bottom for Joan's correction.

“I am going to give you the first stroke just so you can feel the experience,” said Joan as she stepped to the side of Henry.

He heard a slight whistle of the cane moving through the air before he felt the impact. A fraction of a second later, his ass erupted into a searing line of fire. Henry yelped. He felt the panic rising as the pain morphed from a sting to an ache. Joan placed her hand on the newly formed red stripe across Henry's ass. "You are all right. Stay calm and breathe," came her gentle words. Henry focused on getting a few measured breaths letting his body process what had just happened.

After about a minute, Joan removed her hand. "Now I am going to deliver another stroke. I want you to breathe in and then exhale in a silent yell upon impact," said Joan.

“Yes, Lady Joan,” came Henry’s shaking voice.

"Ready, breathe in," said Joan as Henry heard the now familiar whistle of the cane making its approach. His ass exploded as the second red hotline was laid down. Henry emptied his lungs, screaming silently, followed by a slight gag.

Joan gave him another minute to settle, then laid on the third stroke. Henry did better, but he was still apparently fighting panic.

"Henry, go stand in the corner, hands on your head," directed Joan. Henry steadied himself, straightening up with a slight wobble. His hand instinctively went to his ass but was quickly redirected by the tip of Joan's cane. He walked to the corner and stood facing the wall, hands clasped behind his neck, three parallel lines on his ass. Joan continued, "I am going to give you five minutes to compose your self then you will receive the last three in a formal setting. I want you to take this time to think about the feeling of the cane and how you managed it. Remember, your wife is not going to permanently mark you. When she is required to discipline you, she does it out of duty and care. During the pain of the cane strikes, I want you to also feel the love of your wife."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” came a calmer Henry.

Joan rested her can against the wall and sat down in front of the TV, inspecting the boots Henry had been working on. They were gleaming. Henry really did have a talent for polishing. She had high hopes for him. After a few minutes, she got up and returned to the center of the room.

“Henry, fetch a cane,” was the simple command.

Henry left the corner, retrieved the cane from against the wall, and knelt before Joan, offering it to her op upturned hands. Once Joan accepted the rod, Henry placed his hands behind his back.

“You are to receive three strokes. Bend,’ commanded Joan.

Henry resumed his now familiar posture, offering his ass to the mercy of Joan and her cane.

Joan stepped into position, raised the cane, and applied the first of three new stripes on Henry's bottom. His ass came alive with the sharp driving pain of the cane. He exhaled in a silent scream of agony. Quickly, the pain faded away, just leaving a lingering ache. He had survived the first one. Recomposing himself, focusing on his breathing, he heard the cane whistle as it started its second approach. Impact, breathe out the pain, focus, compose. Henry struggled to keep his head up, remembering to show the pride of being subject to a woman's discipline. Despite the agony of his ass, his cock was fully erect, betraying his love for the cane. Seeing Joan's arm move out of the corner of his eye, Henry steadied himself for the final stroke. A sixth parallel line appeared upon his ass as he repeated his now familiar pattern of breathing out the pain.

“Kneel,” came the simple command.

Henry rose, turned to face Joan, and knelt gracefully. When the cane was offered, he kissed it and responded with a simple, "Thank you for correcting me."

“Stand up,” said Joan. “Henry, I am very proud of you. I know what strength it took to receive six strokes in silence. I am so proud of you.”

Joan opened her arms, inviting Henry in for a hug. He moved closer, wrapping his arms around her, and wept. The emotions of submission and dominance got the better of him. "You are doing wonderful," said Joan stroking his back. "Relax, enjoy the rest of your evening. I will see you for inspection tomorrow."

“Thank you, Lady Joan,” said Henry stepping back, drying his tears.

“Good night, Henry,” said Joan retrieving her cane on her way out.

“Good night, Lady Joan,” replied Henry standing in the room, still processing what he had been through.

Ladies Dinner

The four ladies joined one another in the dining room for dinner. Richard had meticulously set the table with the appropriate cutlery for a salad, main, and dessert. There was water and wine glasses laid out in military precision. Wendy sat at the head of the table while Joan, Sandy, Erica, and Leslie took their places. Richard attended to Leslie, holding her chair.

"Wonderful, we are all together," said Wendy welcoming the group. "Even though we work together, it's not often that we can all share a meal." Turning to Leslie, "A special welcome to you, Leslie. We are so happy that you are joining our group of dominant women. You will find that being a Sandel Wood alumni has many benefits."

Leslie nodded and smiled at the other ladies, "Thank you all so much. This weekend has been amazing. I hope Henry gets as much out of it as I am?"

"Oh, I can assure you he is," replied Joan. "I just came from seeing him in the barn. He has had a full day and learned many skills. He is looking forward to showing them off to you tomorrow."

"I am sure he is as grateful as I am," said Leslie.

Richard appeared and poured the water, followed by the wine. He then returned to the kitchen and brought out a serving tray with five salads which he sat down to the side and promptly served the ladies their first course.

"What is on the agenda from here on in?" asked Leslie pouring some vinaigrette onto her salad.

Wendy answered, "Tonight, after drinks, Richard will be visiting your room. It is an opportunity for you to become more comfortable, requiring pleasure from a man. Some ladies feel awkward demanding pleasure from their husbands. We find that being able to practice with a stranger builds confidence. You may keep him as long as you wish and have full authority over him."

“I believe I will enjoy some quiet time with Richard,” smiled Leslie.

Erica said, "After breakfast, we will meet to set up your contract with Henry. I will also meet with him afterward to get his input on the contract. You will receive the contract and schedule via email within a few days."

“Thank you,” replied Leslie.

"Speaking of Henry," said Joan. "Tomorrow, he will be assigned to clean your room which you will inspect afterward. He will then spend the rest of the day working with Richard in the kitchen, receiving lessons in deportment. The boys will be serving our final lunch tomorrow."

“Thank you, Joan,” replied Leslie. “If I may ask, what brought you to Sandel Wood?”

Joan thought briefly, "I am a vice principal at one of the local schools. My husband, Peter, approached me a few years ago about forming an FLR. Like most ladies here, we started by attending this Fundamentals course. Over the years, we have attended other courses and have networked with the other alumni. Eventually, someone asked me to fill in for a weekend. I come a few times a year and work with the husbands."

“You left Peter at home?” asked Leslie.

"Most times, I bring him along. He sleeps in the barn with the other men and is put to work around the facility while I am teaching. He was away on a business trip and only arrived home this morning. He is probably tired. I told him to rest and that I would see him tomorrow."

Richard collected the salad plates, refilled the water, and offered more wine.

Erica looked up at him, “What is for the main course tonight?” she asked.

“Ma’am, the main course is a grilled halibut with a lemon drizzle, roasted baby potatoes with asparagus from our garden,” he answered.

“Sounds delicious,” replied Erica.

Turning to Sandy, “What is your background?” asked Leslie.

"I am here full time, mostly office administration stuff, although I get involved in training occasionally. I organize the various courses and see to the guests," answered Sandy.

“You have guests that visit?” asked Leslie.

"Yes, couples or single women come for a holiday. They can live the lifestyle in the open. We have had women come for a relax while their husbands took courses," said Sandy.

“What a wonderful resource you have here. I am sure we will be back,” said Leslie.

Richard appeared with the main course and laid it out before the ladies. It looked and smelled terrific. Leslie turned to him, "Richard, tomorrow, you must tell Henry your secrets."

“Yes, Ma’am. I will be sure to pass along all my tricks,” he said with a smile as the other ladies chuckled.

As the ladies started into the fish, there was unanimous agreement as to its excellence and Richard's kitchen skills. Overhearing this, Richard smiled in the kitchen as he went to work preparing the dessert course.

The conversation centered on how Sandel Wood was run and how it was founded. Leslie discovered that during the 60s, a wealthy heiress bought the place as a play palace. As more of her friends started to visit, someone came up with the idea of doing training. It has grown from there to today as one of the most well-regarded FLR training facilities on this side of the Atlantic. It even had a sister facility in the UK that specialized in more formal training. Women who wanted their husbands to act as a butler would attend there.

"As your FLR grows, you will have to decide which direction you wish to go," said Erica. "Some ladies are content with a polite, well-behaved husband while others want specialty training in household management or reflexology. The choice is yours. See what both you and Henry are interested in."

“Yes, I will,” answered Leslie. “Honestly, I had not thought of advanced training. It’s a lot to take in.”

“Just take it in baby steps,” said Wendy. “An FLR is not built in a day. Like Erica said, take your time and see what would work best for you both.”

Richard was walking around topping up the wine and water glasses. Leslie suddenly realized she had become accustomed to this handsome, nude man diligently attending to her. She made a mental note to thank him for all he had done tonight.

Richard cleared away the plates and shortly brought out the desert of blueberry crumble with a small side of vanilla ice cream. The ladies savored the last of their meal, complementing Richard for all he had done.

"Shall we retire to the lounge," asked Wendy, placing her napkin on her plate and standing up. The ladies all followed suit, moving to the comfortable chairs of the lounge. Enjoying the views of rolling hills in the fading light of the day.

Richard went to work cleaning up the table and shortly appeared with five glasses of Port.

"Thank you, Richard," said Wendy. "Once you have completed your duties in the kitchen, you may have free time. You are to report to Ms. Leslie's room at eight o’clock."

"Yes, Ma'am," answered Richard with a slight bow before returning to the kitchen.

“What shall I do with him?” said Leslie looking out the windows.

"Whatever you wish," answered Joan. "This is an opportunity to get accustomed to giving orders and getting what you want. We find it works better to practice on a stranger before you do it on your husband. He is completely yours."

“Oh, the possibilities," joked Leslie.

Wendy said, "Henry has been learning some basic positions. You could practice them on Richard. They are detailed in the folder next to your bed."

“Always wanted to try out that riding crop. Now’s your chance,” laughed Sandy. “Or just have him go down on you till you fall asleep.”

It was Leslie's turn to giggle, "Oh dear, I see. Yes, I'll find something to keep myself occupied.

The ladies eventually decided to stroll through the grounds while finishing their Port. Finally, Leslie said good evening and walked back to the room. It had been a long day. So much had happened that she just felt exhausted. A good shower was what she needed. Long, hot, and cleansing. Take some time to herself to relax and unwind. On the way, she opened the folder and looked at the positions. Yes, she thought, it would be fun to school Richard.

Richard visits Leslie

After a relaxing shower, Leslie dried her hair and wrapped herself in a fluffy robe. She had been thinking about what she would have Richard do for a while now. It was her first time having a man entirely at her disposal. Henry always did what he was told, but he was her husband, and she loved and cared for him. While a lovely gentleman, Richard was simply her plaything for the evening.

She walked over to the dresser and opened up the drawer of supplies. It contained cuffs, a blindfold, plugs, a selection of disciplinary instruments, and something that caught her attention. A pegging kit. This was something she had never done before. There and then, she made the decision to be a bitch.

The time was 7:58. Leslie removed her robe and wore a pair of heels. When there was a knock at the door, promptly at eight, she barked out the command," Enter."

Richard opened the door. Walking in, he came face to face with Leslie, completely nude, save a pair of heels, hands on her hips. He instantly composed his shock and stated warmly, "You sent for me, Ma'am."

"Position two," came Leslie's calm command. Richard immediately positioned himself, feet apart, standing straight, hands behind his head. Leslie walked around him, trailing a finger across his ass. "Let me be perfectly clear, Richard. Tonight, I intend to be very strict with you. Your job is to obey and please me."

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Richard with a mix of fear and anticipation.

Leslie was now facing him. She aggressively kissed him, plunging her tongue into his mouth. Leaving him in no doubt who was in charge. Stepping back, she said calmly," Kneel and please me."

Richard sank to his knees, hands still behind his back, and pushed his face into Leslie's pussy. Smelling the clean scent of soap, he extended his tongue, rolling the tip over her clit. Leslie inhaled, "That's my boy. Please, your Mistress."

Richard went to work using the many techniques his Mistress taught him over the years. Moving his mouth and lips over Leslie's pussy. Licking and sucking at just the right spots. When he felt a reaction from Leslie, he would remember and return to that spot more regularly. His tongue made long sweeping stroked up her lips, occasionally darting into her. He gently sucked the nib of her clit while running his tongue around it in circles. Eventually, Leslie found it hard to stand as waves of pleasure started to wash over her.

Leslie grabbed a handful of hair and pulled his head back, “That was unacceptable. Fetch me a paddle. Be quick,” she barked.

Richard leaped up and ran to the drawer, fetching a leather paddle. Leslie had walked over to a chair and sat down. When Richard approached her, kneeling to present the paddle, she commanded, "Over my lap."

Richard draped himself over her lap, ensuring his bottom was on her right side as Leslie was right-handed. Leslie took hold of his right hand with her left and bent it behind his back, securing him in position.

Feeling his rigid cock pressing against her legs, she said calmly, "Richard, I am very disappointed with you. You are going to be severely spanked. I want you to struggle and cry out."

"Yes, Mistress," came the quiet response.

Leslie Looked at his ass, perfectly proportioned, bent across her lap. The cane stripes had faded from earlier. It was now a smooth blank canvas. Raising her arm, she forcefully brought the paddle down.

“Arrg," cried Richard as his head shot up and his body tensed.

“Yes, you naughty little boy. You take your punishment,” hissed Leslie as the paddle flew again.

“Aaaaaa,” came another cry. “Thank you, Mistress, thank you.”

"Yes, you should thank me," said Leslie as she quickly delivered three more.

“Owww," cried Richard. Starting to struggle, Leslie held his arm tightly bent behind his back.

"You are such a naughty boy. You deserve to be punished, don't you?" she mockingly asked.

“Oh yes, Mistress. I do deserve this. Please, Ma’am, spank me hard, spank me.”

Leslie laid on six more strokes. Richard was legitimately pushed to his limits. Feeling the pain of the paddle and the pleasure of submission, he was entering his subspace. Crying out, yet begging for more. He wiggled on Leslie's lap, accepting all she had to offer.

Leslie put the paddle to the side, catching her breath. She admired her handiwork, the red ass with white spots. He would be going home with some bruises. Trailing her nails over his redness, Richard moaned, melting into her lap.

"On the bed, position five," said Leslie harshly, releasing his arm and pushing him off. Richard scrambled to regain his balance, climbed onto the bed, and adopted the position. Knees apart, bent at the waist, head to the bed with his arms crossed. His Mistress sometimes used this position to discipline him. He could not help thinking about what Leslie had in store next. So far today, Joan had strapped him while Leslie had caned and paddled him twice. Richard was in absolute heaven, submitting to these dominant women. He was so grateful to his Mistress for allowing him to serve here.

Richard felt Leslie climb onto the bed behind him. His ass ached as he waited for his due. Suddenly, he felt a cool finger covered in lube, exploring his anus. Richard groaned and lowered his back to present his ass for that glorious finger. When the finger left him, he heard a vibrating sound start and the end of a dildo press into him.

Leslie had strapped on the two-ended dildo. In her was a vibrating cock, and protruding was a well-hung appendage destined for Richard. She eased the tip into him, carefully moving slowly, giving his ass time to open up. Judging by his moans, he was enjoying this. As she pushed into him, the dildo pressed back, plunging the vibrator deeper into her. As Richard opened up, they settled into a rhythm. He was moving his bottom back into her, absorbing his penetration, his moans now steady. She was impaled by this pulsating rod that brought waves of pleasure. Leslie reached around and grabbed Richard's cock. As she expected, it was granite hard. Her hand stroked his shaft with each thrust of her hips into his ass.

Panting, she asked him, “Richard, what is the penalty for ejaculating without permission?”

“Aaaah, three strokes of the cane, Ma’am. Mmmmm,” groaned Richard.

Leslie reached the orgasm, thrusting deep into Richard, tightening her grasp around his cock. Her head back, she felt waves of pleasure sweep over her like never before. Richard's cock was now starting to twitch. Leslie resumed her stroking, giving him no option but to shoot his cum onto her bed with a loud moan. Leslie slowed down, catching her breath, leaning forward onto his back, feeling his heart pounding.

Leslie pulled out of Richard and stripped off the dildo. She collapsed onto the bed and turned to Richard, "Hold me." She lay on his chest, his arms around her. They came down from this marvelous time together.

“Thank you, Richard. You have been wonderful this weekend,” said Leslie softly.

"It truly is my pleasure, Ma'am. Thank you for allowing me to serve," he replied, holding her close.

After a few minutes, Leslie took charge. "Richard, I am going to have another shower. Change the bed linens, clean up any mess, remove my cane, and then face the wall."

"Yes, Ma'am," replied Richard in his usual pleasant demeanor.

Leslie took a long shower, using the hot water to come down and rejuvenate. Toweling off, she walked naked back into the room. The bed was freshly made with clean sheets, the dildo and lubes had all been cleared away, and she assumed cleaned. Richard was standing in the corner with a cane perched upon the duvet.

Leslie picked up the instrument of correction. How many times had she used this today? Wendy had told her that one of the missions of Sandel Wood was to give her the confidence to hold high standards. Although, honestly, Richard did not have much of a chance tonight.

“Richard, approach and kneel,” she ordered. Richard immediately obeyed and was quickly on his knees before her.

Holding the cane before her, slightly flexing it between her hands, she continued. "I am very pleased with your performance Tonight. You are very charming and obedient. It was a pleasure to have you in my company."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Reichard.

"However, you did ejaculate without permission. The house standards must be upheld. Therefore, you are to receive three strikes. Bend"

Richard promptly stood and bent over, waiting for his correction. Leslie looked at his ass, reddened from her paddle, and momentarily felt a bit of pity. She quickly recomposed herself. A Mistress is fair but firm. Richard knew the rule and the penalty for breaking it. He would expect nothing less than to feel the cane, and her obligation was to administer it. Leslie took her position, raised the rod, and quickly administered the three strokes. Richard remained silent, accepting the care and love delivered from a woman via the cane.

“Kneel.”

A grateful Richard returned to his knees, looking up at Leslie. He kissed the cane, “Thank you for correcting me, Ma’am.”

“You are welcome, Richard. I will see you tomorrow. Good night.”

Good night, Ma’am,” said Richard closing the door behind him.


Sunday Morning

Henry's Morning Inspection

Henry rolled out of bed at six and headed for the shower. This was his last day at Sandel Wood, and he wanted to make it memorable. After a quick shower and shave, he tidied his room for inspection. Learning from yesterday, he made sure the bed was military grade and neatly arranged all his belongings.

He arranged the boots and platter on the side table with twenty minutes to spare. Using a critical eye, he examined them one last time in the morning sun, buffing out any overlooked scuffs. Finally, he practiced his positions, repeating them repeatedly until he could assume any of the five without thinking. Joan had told him that, most likely, Leslie would change positions, adding some or adjusting the stance. He was to learn these five as a starting point.

At a few minutes to seven, he gave the room one final sweep and then went to stand proudly at attention outside his room.

Walking into the barn, Joan smiled at Henry and asked, “Good morning, Henry. How did you sleep?”

“Very well, thank you, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"Yes, many of the men find that they sleep well here. Quiet, dark, country air and an honest day's work," said Joan. "Position two, please."

Henry immediately spread his legs further apart and placed his hands behind his head.

"Very good," said Joan looking over his position. "Move your shoulders back a bit, chest out, head up. That's right. You are on display. Look proud."

Henry puffed up his chest, straightened his stance, and displayed his body.

“Position one while I inspect your room,” said Joan walking into the room. He moved his hands from his neck to behind his back. Standing in a more relaxed, semi-formal position.

Henry stood quietly, mentally reviewing everything he had done this morning. Hoping that nothing had been overlooked. After what seemed like a small eternity, Joan called him in.

"Much better than yesterday. I am impressed with how precise you made the bed. You have very refined polishing skills. Remember, your wife should never have to ask for her boots to be polished. It is something you do automatically."

"Yes, Lady Joan," replied Henry feeling pride.

Joan turned to face him, "Well done, Henry. This performance will be very pleasing to your Mistress. It is time for your morning discipline. Please follow me to the spanking bench."

With Henry in tow, Joan walked out of the bedroom towards the spanking area.

Arriving at the bench, she pointed, “Position four.”

Henry climbed onto the bench and adopted an all-fours position. Joan adjusted his posture using the tip of her crop, "Back straight, head up looking forward. Remember, unless commanded to look down, you look up. You are a proud husband."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” replied Henry adjusting his position.

"This morning, I will be using a tawse on you. It is like a strap but is thicker and heavier. You will also be calling out the strokes. Some wives prefer silence while administering discipline; others want their husbands to acknowledge the correction. You will receive six strokes. After each one, you will count, thank me and ask for your next. An example would be 'One. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another. Do you understand?"

“Yes, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"Let us begin," stated Joan raising her arm, swinging the tawse firmly across Henry's ass. The leather slapped loudly, and a wide red stripe instantly appeared.

Henry lurched forward, making a deep anguished noise followed by an "Oh God."

Joan paused, walked to Henry's head, placed her hands on her hips, and said, "Look at me."

Henry turned his head to look into the eyes of the woman who had just bought a strap down on his ass.

“I do not recall asking you to pray,” stated Joan.

“I am sorry, Lady Joan. The pain was overwhelming and caught me off guard,” admitted Henry.

"That is why we have these practice sessions. So you can feel the difference between implements, develop strategies for processing the pain, and have the confidence to accept your corrections with the style and dignity your wife requires," stated Joan. "Do you remember the breathing exercise we practiced?"

“Yes, Lady Joan,” answered Henry.

"Good. I am going to give you another stroke, and I want you to focus on your breathing," said Joan moving back to Henry's side. She raised the tawse and swung it solidly across Henry's backside. Another loud smack sounded, followed by a doubling of the red on his ass.

Henry jerked forward, a slight wince escaping from his lips. Joan could hear his breathing. He quickly recovered and corrected his posture, presenting his ass for the next stroke.

"Excellent, Henry," commended Joan placing her hand on his back. "Now we shall begin. Do you remember what you are to say?"

“Yes, Lady Joan. I am to thank you, count the stroke and ask for the next,” replied Henry, fighting the butterflies in his stomach.

"Yes, good. Remember, composure is your priority. It is fine if you need a moment to breathe before you answer. You will get better with practice," said Joan.

She once again swung the hardened leather soundly across Henry's ass. He felt the wind followed by the smacking sound and the broad pain across his ass. Henry opened his mouth and exhaled a silent scream, releasing the pain through his lungs. Just as quickly, he took another breath and replied, "One. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another?"

"Perfect, Henry, and yes, you may," answered Joan with a slight smile.

The leather lit into his backside again, resulting in the now familiar agony. "Two. mmmm Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another?" he said with a noticeably weaker voice.

"You are doing great, Henry. Remember, punishment is an act of love. Your wife does it because she wants you to succeed, to become a better man. This strap is the conduit that connects you to your wife," said Joan as she delivered the third stroke.

“Arrgg, three. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another?”

“With pride Henry, say it with your head up and pride in your voice. Let me know how much you appreciate being disciplined,” said Joan raising the strap.

Something clicked in Henry. The tawse painfully lit up his ass, the agony radiating in all directions. He exhaled and thought about his beautiful Leslie. With his head held high in a clear, measured voice, he replied, "Four. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another?"

Smack, came the sound of leather impacting flesh.

“Five. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another?”

Once more, a loud crack echoed across the walls of the barn. Henry’s back buckled ever so slightly as he absorbed the last stroke. Two quick breaths later, “Six. Thank you, Lady Joan. May I please have another.”

Joan laid the tawse on the bench next to Henry. She placed a comforting hand on him, gently rubbing his back. "You did marvellously. I am so proud of how far you have come."

“Thank you, Lady Joan,” said Henry in a noticeably weaker voice.

"Wipe down the bench and have another shower. Then, once your Mistress leaves her room, you will clean it. When you are finished, report to the Conference room, advise her you are ready for inspection and wait outside her bedroom door."

“Yes, Lady Joan,” said Henry to the now departing Joan.

Leslie Discusses the Contract.

Leslie rolled out of bed feeling refreshed, smiling as she remembered her time with Richard. She had a quick shower before choosing a floral summer dress for the day.

Arriving in the dining room, Richard greeted her, “Good morning, Ma’am. May I fetch you a cup of coffee?”

“Thank you, Richard,” smiled Leslie.

"Certainly, Ma’am," he replied, returning to the kitchen.

Leslie sat next to the windows, soaking in the view of the still morning mist rising over the fields.

Richard returned, placing the coffee on her side, "What may I offer, Ma'am, for breakfast?" he inquired.

Leslie looked up at him momentarily, "Turn away from me. Position two," she spoke with an air of authority. Richard instinctively spun, spread his legs, and clasped his hands behind his neck. Leslie never got over how promptly obedient Richard was and made a mental note to bring Henry to this same standard. She gently traced her finger across his ass. "Your marks have almost disappeared from last night. Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked.

"Yes, Ma'am. It was a pleasure to serve you," answered Richard.

Leslie reached her hand between his legs and weighed his balls, "These feel lighter this morning. You must let your Mistress know about your little accident."

“Yes, Ma’am. I have already informed Ms. Sandy so that she may include it in my report.”

"Very good," Leslie replied, giving his sack a light smack. "Spinach and cheese omelet, please."

“Right away, Ma’am,” replied Richard returning to the kitchen.

Just then, Erica walked into the dining room. “Good morning, Leslie.”

“Good morning, Erica. How was your night?” asked Leslie.

“Very restful, yours?” Erica asked.

"Same. Had a good deep sleep," said Leslie.

“Richard, whatever Ms. Leslie is having, make two,” Erica called.

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the response from the kitchen.

Soon Richard appeared and placed two lovely-looking omelets before the ladies. They enjoyed breakfast, chatting about lives, work, and families. Once they were done, they called in Richard to pick up the plates and took their coffees into the conference room. Sitting around the table, Erica took out her notepad, giving Leslie some paper and a pen for her notes.

"Today, we will review and tailor a typical FLR contract to your relationship. I will meet with Henry later today to get his input and send you the final draft later in the week. Any questions before we begin?" asked Erica.

“Will Henry have a proper say in this?” asked Leslie. “I want to make sure that he is fully committed”?

“Certainly,” answered Erica, “getting his input is just as important as yours. Yes, there is a power dynamic, but Henry needs to be able to fulfill his commitment. This contract will give both of you the guidance to do that".

“Thank you, that is reassuring. So, where do we start?”

Erica picked up her pen and said, "The first paragraph of any agreement is an affirmation about your FLR. Both you and Henry acknowledge that you live in an FLR and are the head of the household taking the lead in your relationship."

"Yes," said Leslie nodding her head. "That sounds reasonable."

Erica continued, "Next comes the promise, like wedding vows. Henry promises to love, honor, and obey. To do his best to follow your lead and live up to your standards. You promise to love, honor, and oversee him. To use your authority to help him be disciplined and focused."

Leslie was making some notes. “What comes next?” she asked.

"Now we come to the part I call the 'Living Document,' said Erica. "Any agreement that details the relationship between two people will change over time. You may have a change in your life situation, or perhaps you wish to take your FLR in a new direction. I recommend you sit down every three months to review this document and make any changes. I know one couple where the husband was an astronomy buff. They decided to do their review each solstice and equinox."

Leslie laughed, "I like the astronomy slant. Why don't we also adopt that schedule."

"Very good," said Erica making a note. "Besides the three-month review, you should have a weekly check-in. Many people refer to this as weekly maintenance. It is a chance for you to discuss the prior and coming week with Henry. A chance to give him any upcoming instructions. Henry will also have to opportunity to voice suggestions and concerns. This is also a time to reaffirm your dominance in the relationship with a maintenance spanking. I believe you had an opportunity to practice this with Richard yesterday?"

"Yes, I did," answered Leslie. "I took that it was a precious time as a couple to maintain the foundation of our FLR."

"I'm so glad. The weekly sessions are essential. At Sandel Wood, we recommend them to everyone." Erica continued, "Now we get into freedoms, or as some people refer to, the food groups. What liberties would you like Henry to have? Things like hobbies, free time, spending money."

Leslie thought momentarily, "I don't want him to get overloaded or over-tired doing housework. He must have some time to himself to unwind and rejuvenate. Henry is very responsible with money, so I don't have an issue there. I would say that he may have free time once his chores are completed and if I have nothing else for him. If he wants to go out with friends, I would like him to ask me the day before. I also want him to be fit, so going out for exercise should be mandatory."

Erica was busy making notes, "That all sounds very reasonable. Now, what are the responsibilities for you both? You first, what is your responsibility to Henry?"

"As the dominate partner," said Leslie, "I have a responsibility to guide and mold Henry into the man we both want. To correct errors and celebrate victories. To lead Henry."

"Very well said," replied Erica. "Think of yourself as a Major and Henry as a Corporal. He is educated, talented, and motivated. If you give him direction, he will follow it to the best of his ability. However, it is up to you to ensure he stays on track. Any errors or laps in performance must be corrected. Henry relies on you for his FLR growth. In the beginning, you should be using your cane regularly. Eventually, he will become so proficient that your cane comes out less often. Consistency is the key. Determine your standard and continually insist on perfection. Your responsibility is to lead the way for Henry to follow. Secondly, and just as important, you must listen to Henry. Take his concerns to heart and look out for his best interest. Men flourish under a dominant caring partner."

"Thank you, I understand," said Leslie. "What would be Henry's responsibility to me," she wondered aloud. “He has to be responsible for trying his best, following my orders, and speaking up if there are any problems.”

“Exactly, you got it. Henry must follow you without being a dumb robot. He is an intelligent man and knows what he wants. He has the responsibility to grow and flourish under your guidance.”

At that moment, Henry appeared at the door and knelt. Leslie looked up at him breaking out in a wide smile. Erica interjected, “Yes, Henry?”.

“Ma’am, I have finished cleaning the bedroom and am ready for inspection.”

“Thank you, Henry. You may wait outside your Mistress’s bedroom.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Henry.

Erica looked over at Leslie, “You have a special man there. He is naturally submissive.”

“Yes, he is pretty special,” admitted Leslie.

"A couple questions for you," continued Erica. "What do you want him to wear in the house?"

"Nude in the house, please," answered Leslie.

“Chastity.”

“No, I enjoy viewing and touching his cock at my convenience.”

“Shall I put in the standard clause about no orgasm without permission?” asked Erica.

“Yes, and please include the mandatory three strokes of the cane.”

“Will do,” said Erica making some more notes. “Punishments are at your discretion. Any limits or safety concerns?”

“You can say that I expect him to say the word ‘Red’ if any punishment exceeds his limits,” said Leslie.

"I have enough to start with. I will talk with Henry after the inspection and get his wishes. If you think of anything more, please call or email me. I will send it in Word so you can modify it as your relationship grows."

"Thank you so much for your help," said Leslie. "It means a lot to Henry and me."

"My pleasure. Remember that you will have access to all our resources as a Sandel Wood alumni. If any questions or concerns arise, just call us," said Erica.

Wendy walked into the room. “Did you two have a productive meeting?”

“We certainly did. Erica is amazing,” answered Leslie.

“Thank you,” said Erica. “When you are finished with Henry, would you please send him here?”

"We certainly will," said Wendy. Turning to Leslie, "Shall we see how well your husband cleans a room?"

“Let’s,” replied Leslie standing up to follow Wendy.

Henry’s Cleans Leslie’s Room

Henry wiped down the bench and headed for the showers. Looking in the mirror, his bottom was bright red with a small white patch, however, the pain had already faded. Lady Joan was right in saying that if he could manage the pain for a short while, then he would be able to accept any correction with dignity and grace.

After towing off, he walked from the barn into the kitchen. "Good morning, Richard," said Henry.

"Good morning to you, too," replied Richard looking up. "How did you sleep?"

"Very well, thanks. The hard work and country air does wonders," said Henry accepting the offered bowl of porridge and fruit. "Is Ms. Leslie up yet? I am to clean her room this morning."

“Yes, she is in the dining room. I just brought them omelets. Would you like a bit of coffee?” Richard asked.

“Oh yes, with one cream please,” replied Henry eagerly.

Henry ate his porridge and savored the coffee. “I believe I come back here later this morning for some instruction on table etiquette.”

Richard nodded, "Lady Joan wants me to go over the setting of a table and service techniques. Then you and I will serve the ladies' lunch. It's kind of an end-of-course celebration."

“Perfect, thank you again for breakfast. See you later,” said Henry heading out the door.

“Cheers,” replied Richard.

Henry walked into Leslie's room and surveyed the scene. Richard had cleaned it the day before, so it was in good shape overall. This would allow him to do a deeper cleaning to impress his Mistress. Walking back down the hall, he collected the bucket of cleaning supplies and then went back to get a set of fresh linens.

Henry started out checking for any trash or clutter in the room. Removing the empty water glass on the side table, he emptied the few tissues in the waste basket. Next, he stripped the bed and remade it with fresh linens. Arranging the decorative pillows, Henry stood back and admired the bed as one would with a piece of art.

Wetting a cloth, he went around the room wiping down every surface, checking for dust in all the not-so-obvious places. Folding her silk nightgown, feeling the smoothness between his fingers, he placed it neatly at the head of her bed.

Onto the bathroom, Henry started with the toilet. Scrubbing out the bowl, he wiped down the sides, ensuring to get around back. Using a fresh sheet of paper towel, he squirted some cleaner on the seat and gave the top half of the toilet a complete wipe.

Henry removed all of Leslie's toiletries from the counter and gave it a scrub. He then cleaned the mirror and faucet to a sparkling shine. Wiping down the sink before neatly replacing her belongings. Finally, Henry moved on to the tub, scrubbing, wiping, and polishing the faucet. The towels were removed, and fresh ones were set out.

Henry returned to the main bedroom to start on the floors. Running the vacuum, making sure to get under the bed and dressers. Lastly, he fetched a mop and pail and gave the floor a final clean. Once finished, Henry slowly walked around the bed and bathrooms, carefully checking for anything out of place. It was almost as if he was taking on the role of his Mistress conducting an inspection.

Leslie Inspects Henry’s Work

Once Henry was completely satisfied that he had completed his task to the best of his ability, he walked to the conference room. Quietly kneeling by the door, he waited to be acknowledged.

"Yes, Henry?" asked Erica.

“Ma’am, I have finished cleaning the bedroom and am ready for inspection.”

“Thank you, Henry. You may wait outside your Mistress’s bedroom.”

"Yes, Ma'am," responded Henry. He rose and headed back upstairs to the bedroom. First, though, he needed to make a stop. When standing for inspection, Sandel Wood men held an implement so that it would be readily available for their wives should something need to be revised.

Henry walked to the office and knelt by the door. Sandy looked up,” Good morning Henry. How may I help you?”

“Ma’am, my Mistress would like to inspect her room. May I please borrow a cane?”

"Certainly, Henry," said Sandy. "They are stored in the cabinet."

"Thank you, Ma'am," replied Henry rising. He walked over to an ornate wooden cabinet. Opening it up, he saw several disciplinary implements. There was a vintage-looking black riding crop, the strap Sandy had used on him yesterday, several paddles with the name Sandel Wood inscribed, and three canes. He selected a medium one from the selection, closed the cabinet doors, and headed upstairs.

Henry stood outside the bedroom door, legs shoulder width apart, elbows by his side with the cane resting on his upturned palms. His mind was reviewing everything he had done and was at peace. While Henry had done his best, he knew there was always more to learn. He trusted Leslie to be fair in her inspection and to help him where he needed improvement. Shortly, he heard the sound of voices, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw the two ladies approaching.

“Henry. Darling. How are you?” exclaimed Leslie.

“Very well, Mistress,” smiled Henry back.

“Have you been enjoying your weekend? Has Lady Joan been good to you?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress. Lady Joan has been an inspiration. She has taught me so much,” he replied.

“Let’s see how you did. I am excited you have learned some new skills,” said Leslie.

"Yes, Mistress. I am very pleased with what I have learned."

Leslie and Wendy walked into the room and started looking around. At first glance, it seemed very nice. The bed was made, the floors cleaned, no noticeable dust on surfaces. Leslie took the lead, with Wendy following along, giving her some pointers.

"The mirror has been cleaned. Just make sure to look at the frame," said Wendy indicating the curves along the frame where grunge could build up.

"Look here," said Leslie. "The window frame is cleaned, but there is a spot on the glass."

Wendy moved in and inspected the window from an angle. "Yes, he forgot to clean the window. That is an error," she said, making a note in her book. "Look closely at the bed. See how it is all smooth and even. He did very well here."

Leslie bent down to run her eye along the surface of the bed. It was smooth and perfectly symmetrical, "I see. It does look immaculate."

After checking under the bed and running their fingers along surfaces, they continued in the bathroom.

“The toilet looks very clean,” commented Wendy.

“Look. He even caught the spot on the mirror that Richard missed,” added Leslie.

The ladies returned to the bedroom. “What are your thoughts?" asked Wendy.

“Very impressed and happy,” said Leslie. “Any woman would be grateful to have their husband do this on a daily business.”

"I agree," said Wendy. "However, this is where you can fall into the trap of complacency. Regardless of how well he did, if it is not perfect, then you must correct. That is how Henry will learn and improve. Remember, it is your obligation to be strict. Are we agreed that he made one error with the window?"

"Yes, I only found one mistake. So that would be the standard three strokes?" asked Leslie.

"Yes, he tried his best, so a small correction to encourage him to strive for perfection is in order. When you are ready, call him in," said Wendy.

Leslie looked around the room, silently rehearsing what she would say to Henry. "Henry, please come here," she commanded.

Henry quickly appeared at the door and walked to stand in front of Leslie, the cane still balanced on his upturned palms.

“Thank you,” said Leslie taking the cane off him. “Position one.”

Henry swiftly placed his hands behind his back.

Leslie took a moment and then started, "Henry, I am very pleased with your performance. The bedroom and bathroom were both cleaned to a high standard. I only detected one missed item. Would you please go to the window, inspect the glass, and then return."

Henry walked over to the window and carefully inspected the pane before resuming position one in front of his Mistress.

“What did you see?” she asked.

“Mistress, there are smudge marks on the window,” answered Henry.

"Why was the window dirty?" asked Leslie.

"Because I did not clean it, Mistress," admitted Henry.

"Henry, you have done a wonderful job cleaning these rooms, and I am pleased. However, I have very high standards and know you can do better. I will award you three strokes as a lesson to assist you in improving your performance."

“Yes, Mistress,” said Henry.

“Place your hands on the bed. I would like responses.”

Henry pivoted, stepped towards the bed, and bent forward, resting his hands on it. His legs were straight, with his ass slightly pushed out.

Leslie walked to his side and promptly raised the cane, slicing it down upon Henry's presented bottom.

Henry heard swishing air just before a searing line of pain was deposited on his ass. Using the breathing technique taught to him by Joan, he exhaled before quickly taking another breath and speaking, “One. Thank you, Mistress. May I please have another?”

Leslie did not say anything in return. Disciplining her husband was her duty, and she was conducting it efficiently. The cane rose and fell again.

A second white line formed just under the first, causing Henry's eyes to bulge as he let out another silent scream. This was his final exam, the last day here, and his Mistress wielded the cane. He was determined to give her reason to be proud. "Two. Thank you, Mistress. May I please have another?"

Leslie was also aware of the finality of the moment. Wendy, her teacher and mentor watched her put into practice all she had learned. With dignified determination, she swung the cane for the last time.

“Three. Thank you, Mistress.” Henry’s head bowed slightly as the emotion of his correction swept over him.

Leslie stood back, holding the cane with both hands. Looking at her husband, bent over, three stripes on his bottom. She felt the love between them. “Stand.”

Henry stood up and faced his Mistress. He bent forward when the cane was offered and placed his lips upon it. "Thank you for correcting me, Mistress."

“You’re welcome, Henry.” Smiled Leslie, “Return the cane and then report to Ms. Erica in the conference room.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Henry accepting the offered rod and departing.

Leslie turned to face Wendy with a look of satisfaction. “Well done,“ said Wendy. “That was beautifully administered. You and Henry are wonderfully matched.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much for everything,” was Leslie’s response.

"You're most welcome. If you would like a cup of tea, take a break. I would like to discuss some of the resources Sandel Wood offers before lunch. Shall we meet in the sunroom in 20 minutes? Just let Richard know what you would like."

"I will see you shortly," said Leslie walking towards the kitchen.

Henry Discusses the Contract

Henry returned the cane to the office and went to find Erica. Arriving at the conference room, he knelt at the door and waited for her to acknowledge him.

"Henry, there you are. Come in. You may sit on that cushion," said Erica, indicating a pad on the floor in front of her chair.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Henry as he went and knelt on the cushion.

"Please, sit comfortably. Cross your legs if you want," said Erica. While Henry adopted a more comfortable position, she continued, "Today, we are going to discuss your FLR contract. I spoke to your Mistress this morning, and now I want to get your input. Even though you are the submissive in your relationship, honest input is needed for this contract to work."

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand,” said Henry.

Erica continued, "You can dispense with the formalities for this meeting. You do not need to call me Ma'am. I need you to be able to open up and talk freely. Let’s start with some basic questions. What do you see as your role in the marriage?”

Henry thought for a moment, "I would say that my primary responsibility is to make my Mistress's life easier."

“In what way?” probed Erica.

"If I do all the cooking and cleaning, then she does not have to," said Henry, at a bit of a loss for words.

"Alright, you entered this relationship because you wanted to cook and clean?"

"No, I am a submissive, and that is what we do," said Henry.

“Excellent, you are submissive. Do you get pleasure from serving?” asked Erica.

“Yes, yes I do,” admitted Henry.

“What about life direction. How much do you want your wife to guide you?”

"That I enjoy and need. I am a natural procrastinator who defaults into a lazy state if left alone. My Mistress keeps me on the straight and narrow, so to speak," answered Henry.

“Very good. So I will put in the contract that you acknowledge that your wife is superior to you and you value her direction,” said Erica.

“Yes, thank you. I would agree,” responded Henry.

"Great. Let's move on to the vows. When I spoke to your wife this morning, she suggested that yours be Love, Honor, and Obey. What are your thoughts?" asked Erica.

“I like that,” said Henry smiling. “Old fashioned yet accurate.”

“I thought you would,“ said Erica joining him in a smile.

“Now, your FLR contract is a living document. Do you know what that means?” she asked.

"Yes, it means the contract will be reviewed and changed over time," Henry answered.

"Correct. How would you feel about a review every three months? You and your wife would go over it together, making changes you feel are appropriate?" she asked.

"Yes, I think that would be a good idea. What happens if something is not working and we can't make the right changes?" asked Henry.

"Excellent question. As a Sandel Wood graduate, you have access to our resources. In that case, another staff member or I would work with both of you to facilitate the necessary changes," answered Erica.

“Thank you, that sounds good. I like the three-month review and the resources we have here.”

"Moving on, there will be a section regarding a weekly check-in. It is a time for your Mistress to give her a report on the week's activities and any instructions for the coming week. It is also your opportunity to get any clarification needed. Included is a maintenance session where your Mistress reaffirms her authority and your submission," explained Erica.

"I have read about weekly maintenance and am fully in support. It has been something I have wanted to try in our relationship," said Henry.

“Very good, we will definitely include this. Now I wanted to talk about your mental health. Too many men want to dive headfirst into a 24/7 level 5 relationship only to get burnt out. It is important that you have some breaks and that you can pursue your own interests. I plan on including a Free Time clause that says you will get time to yourself regularly and that your household workload will be manageable. Your Mistress fully agreed when we talked this morning."

"Thank you," said Henry. "I agree that free time is important for everyone's health."

Erica made some notes on her pad. Putting her pen down, she looked back to Henry. “What do you see as your Wife’s responsibility in an FLR?”

Henry thought for a moment. "I want to be the best husband I can be, to do everything I am asked perfectly. I know that is impossible, but I want to come as close as possible. I would rely on my Mistress to guide and motivate me throughout this journey."

"Well said. I would agree with you," replied Erica. "Alright, I think we are almost done. There will be clauses about your wife having full discretion over punishments, your dress, and the final say over any decisions. As I said earlier, this is a living document. You will find that some areas work, and others may need to be changed. Do you have any questions for me?" asked Erica.

“No, Ma’am. Thank you for taking the time to help us,” said Henry.

“It is my pleasure. Report to the kitchen and tell Richard you are ready for your lesson in tableware. I will see you at lunch. You are dismissed,” instructed Leslie.

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Henry rising and walking out the door.

Richard and Henry set the table.

Richard was busy sorting through some silver cutlery when Henry walked in. “Hi Henry, how was your morning so far?” he asked.

“So far so good. I have discovered that cleaning is an art form. Did my absolute best and still got three strokes,” laughed Henry.

"Yes, it is like that at the beginning. Sandel Wood preaches a liberal use of discipline until the standard is achieved. When my wife and I first started our FLR, I was getting the strap almost daily. Eventually, I reached the level my wife demanded, and now the punishments are fewer," said Richard.

"I hope to live up to Leslie's standards. It's important that our FLR evolves and improves," stated Henry.

"It will. We all start off with lots of clumsy mistakes. From both of you. Eventually, you will become a well-oiled machine. Hey, what did you think of the contract that Ms. Erica talked about?" asked Richard.

"I liked it. Having everything clearly written down is good. That way, everyone knows their roles and expectations. I also like how we review it regularly so it can grow with us," answered Henry.

Richard nodded, "Yes, you will find you guys make lots of changes at first. Eventually, you settle into what works for you both. My Mistress will be arriving shortly and joining us for lunch. I am looking forward to you and Ms. Leslie meeting her."

"Yes, I would love to meet her, and my Mistress is very interested in meeting other people involved in FLR. I am looking forward to our life together. So, apparently, you are going to teach me how to set the table?" asked Henry with a smile.

"Yes, we are going to go over table setting. Your Mistress will occasionally entertain guests, and you may be called upon to serve. Let's start with the table setting. Come with me to the dining room," said Richard leading Henry.

In the dining room, Richard had laid out several different styles of tableware. Different shaped knives and forks, big and little spoons, plus different shaped glasses.

"You are going to set the table for a four-course meal. So, the first thing we do is look at the menu. That tells us what style of cutlery and glasses to use. Here is the menu for today's lunch," explained Richard handing Henry a piece of paper.

Henry reviewed the menu. It started with tomato soup, followed by a green salad. The main was prime roast with roasted potatoes and baby carrots. Finally, the dessert was a creme brulee. The wine would be a Malbec. "That sounds delicious," commented Henry placing the menu on the table.

Richard continued, “The four ladies plus Ms. Leslie and my Mistress makes six. Start by setting out the chargers. That is a large plate that the other plates will sit on.”

Henry went around the table setting out the chargers, two on each side and one at the ends. Leslie and Wendy would sit at the head of the table. The two men would be eating their meal in the kitchen between services.

Richard retrieved the napkins and folded them into crisp rectangular shapes. He handed them to Henry and said, “The napkins are placed to the left of the charger.”

Richard was busy opening the box of silverware as Henry placed the napkins. "Most homes have an everyday set of tableware and a formal set. These are silver-plated and come out for formal occasions. The key thing to know is that you must wash them by hand. As a rule, you start on the outside and work your way inwards. The forks are on the left on top of the napkin, and the small salad fork is on the outside. On the right, the soup spoon is outside of the dinner knife. Lastly, to the top is the dessert spoon. Its handle is facing towards the knife." Richard supervised Henry setting the first place and then helped him set the other five.

"Onto the bread plate. This would be a small plate to the charger's top left. It will have a small bread knife laid horizontally," said Richard handing Henry a stack of small plates.

Henry went around the table, placing the bread plates and knives. Richard followed him, occasionally correcting a knife alignment.

"Let's move on to the glasses. The ladies will be drinking red wine, so we will be using these glasses," said Richard retrieving elegant-looking wine glasses with long elegant stems and a pear-shaped top. He also got out some tumbler-style water glasses. "The glasses go to the top right of the charger with the water to the inside of the wine."

Both men placed the glasses on the table, wiping off any smudges they found. They stepped back and inspected their work, lining up the edges of cutlery, glasses, and chargers to confirm that everything was straight.

"Excellent work," commented Richard. "We just finish with the salt and pepper and a small bowl for the horseradish."

Joan walked into the dining room and both men stood straighter to acknowledge her presence.

"Lovely table. You boys have done a wonderful job," she said.

“Thank you, Lady Joan,” they both answered together.

“Richard, your Mistress will be arriving in the next 15 minutes. You may take Henry with you to meet her. Afterward, please invite her to the sunroom so she can meet Ms. Leslie.”

“Yes, Lady Joan,” answered Richard with a broad smile. Obviously very happy to see his wife.

Lady Victoria Arrives

After Joan left the dining room, Richard and Henry returned to the kitchen to check on lunch preparations. The prime rib roast was already in the oven, and the soup was simmering on the stove. On a side bowl were the cut potatoes and carrots.

"After we greet Lady Victoria, we will put the rest of the items in the oven. Then it's just the salad to make. I did the crème brulee yesterday; they are in the fridge," said Richard. "Let's go to the front door and wait."

Richard and Henry walked out to the front of the building and waited on the step. Richard looked over at the barn, "How do you like staying in the barn?" he asked.

"It's ok. Despite being an old horse barn, it's actually very nice inside. Where do you sleep?" Henry responded.

"Yes, it is nice. I have stayed there a few times. It is more fun when several couples attend, and several guys are there. Perhaps if you come back, there will be others. I am sleeping in a small bedroom down the hall from your Mistress. Because I am considered staff this weekend, I was allowed to sleep in the main building," said Richard.

“I would like to return one day. I think this place has a lot to offer,” said Henry. He noticed a car in the distance, “Is that her?”

"Yes, it is. We can leave the car out front. We will be going home after lunch," said Richard taking a few steps onto the drive to greet his Mistress.

The maroon Audi saloon car stopped by the front door. Richard went to the driver's side and opened the door for his Mistress. Out stepped an elegant red-headed woman wearing a casual, knee-length summer dress.

“Richard, darling. How was your weekend?” said Victoria wrapping her arms around her husband.

“It has been wonderful, Mistress,” replied Richard giving his wife a kiss.

After a further embrace, he carried her handbag and escorted her to where Henry was standing. “Henry, may I present Lady Victoria. Henry is the husband of Ms. Leslie. I have been helping to train him this weekend.”

Victoria extended her hand, "Hello, Henry. How are you liking Sandel Wood?"

“Hello, Ma’am. It has been a wonderful weekend,” said Henry shaking her hand.

"So glad you enjoyed it. I look forward to meeting your wife. It's always nice to meet new alumni."

“Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Henry with a slight bow.

Richard and Victoria continued inside, holding hands, with Henry following. Victoria turned to Richard as they walked into the door, "I would like to see your report first. Let's stop in at the office."

"Certainly, Mistress," replied Richard leading her to reception.

Sandy was working at her desk and heard them coming, "Victoria!" she exclaimed, walking out of her office. "It's been so long."

“Far too long,” said Victoria giving her old friend a hug. “How are you?”

“I am doing great. Busy here, lots of new and returning clients," said Sandy.

“Wonderful. May I see Richard’s report before I meet the others? Business before pleasure,” Victoria smiled.

“Certainly, I have it ready for you. Right this way,’ said Sandy indicating for Victoria to follow her.

"Wait here, boys," commanded Victoria, following Sandy.

“Yes, Mistress. Yes, Ma’am,” echoed the men.

Henry could see the ladies in the office. Sandy handed Victoria a folder that she opened and reviewed its contents. Victoria asked a few questions, and when satisfied, she placed the folder back on the table. Sandy nodded and went to the side of the room, producing the same strap she had used on Henry earlier. Victoria walked back out to the two men with Sandy following.

“Richard. First, I want you to know I am very proud of you. Sandy tells me that you have worked hard and been a tremendous help to all the staff. Ms. Sandy tells me that they would like you to return in the future," commented Victoria.

“Thank you, Mistress. Everyone here has been so wonderful to me,’ replied Richard beaming.

"Your report only mentioned two lapses in behavior. Incorrectly serving tea and being unable to restrain a climax. I understand that these have already been dealt with. However, as you know, you are here as my representative and are accountable to me," said Victoria.

"Yes, Mistress. I understand. I did not act according to your standards, and I humbly ask that I may be disciplined," replied Richard.

“I have awarded you six strokes. You may assume the position,” instructed Victoria.

Richard promptly stepped to the center of the room and bent at the waist, hands on his knees. His legs were straight, back at a forty-five-degree angle, with his head proudly looking forward.

Victoria shook out the strap as she walked to his side. She raised it and forcefully struck Richard's offered ass. Richard was a statue. He absorbed the impact without so much as a movement or sound. Henry looked on in envy. Here was this dominant woman administering a loving punishment to her willing husband. Henry envisioned that this would one day be his life with Leslie.

Waiting only a few seconds, Victoria delivered the second stroke, which Richard received gracefully. He was a role model for FLR husbands everywhere.

Victoria continued applying the rest of the strokes in an almost business-like fashion. Both she and Richard knew their roles and obligation in the marriage. She was inspiring Richard to perform better in the future. Richard was receiving his correction, knowing it was delivered by the love of his life.

After the strap fell for the sixth time. Victoria commanded, “Rise.”

Richard stood up and kissed the offered strap. "Thank you for correcting me, Mistress," he said with a radiant look.

"I love you," said Victoria leaning in to kiss her husband. "You can put the strap back in the office. Ms. Sandy is going to introduce me to Ms. Leslie. We will see you, boys, for lunch," said Victoria handing the strap to Richard.

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Richard.

After the ladies left, Henry turned to Richard, “That was amazing. You are one lucky man.”

Richard smiled, nodding his head slightly, "Yes. Yes, I am."

Graduation Lunch

Sandy led Victoria to the sunroom, where Joan, Wendy, and Leslie discussed the resources offered at Sandel Wood.

Walking into the room, Wendy looked up and exclaimed, "Victoria!" She rose to her feet and went to embrace her old friend. Joan and Leslie followed; introductions were made.

"Wonderful to see you again, Joan," said Victoria, giving her a hug. "You must be Leslie," she said as they exchanged kisses on the cheeks.

“Yes, I am. I am so glad to finally meet you. Richard has been such a help to me over the weekend,” replied Leslie.

"He was excited to come. Feels like he has graduated from student to teacher," admitted Victoria.

Everyone sat while Joan offered Victoria a glass of water from a pitcher off to the side after her trip.

"When did you and Richard first attend Sandel Wood?" asked Leslie.

"We had been married for a few years. Started playing in the kink scene, attending some parties, etc. As time passed, we decided to take it to the next level and formalize our FLR. We came here about two years ago; we did the same course you are taking. We returned from a vacation last year, and I took some time to read while Richard received extra training in kitchen management. He was subsequently asked to help on weekends," answered Victoria.

“Wendy has been explaining all the advanced courses and resources available. I am certain we will be back,” said Leslie.

"You must come back for our next reunion weekend. Several couples arrive and enjoy a very social time. It's a great place to meet other FLR couples," added Joan.

"Something smells good," said Sandy. "Richard promised lunch on the table for 11:30."

“For his sake, 11:30 it shall be,” smiled Victoria.

Henry and Richard returned to the kitchen and continued with lunch. They put the potatoes and carrots into the oven. Henry went to work making the salad while Richard checked on the roast. Its temperature had just reached 145 degrees. He took it out to sit for a few minutes before carving.

At 11:30, the ladies entered the dining room and took seats. Richard played host, explaining the menu while Henry filled wine glasses.

Wendy raised her glass, "Ladies, a toast to a successful weekend and to Leslie, our newest alumni." An echoing of 'cheers' with the clinking of glasses filled the room.

The men brought out the first soup course, placing the bowls on the chargers. Returning to the kitchen, they took the opportunity to plate the salads. Once the ladies had finished their soup, Richard and Henry removed the bowls and served the salad course. Back in the kitchen, they nibbled as they worked. Lady Joan had said that it was vital that they did not neglect themselves and that they also get a chance to eat.

The ladies chatted about their FLR relationships, other couples they had met, the latest training techniques, and different household standards. One wife kept her husband as a live-in ladies' maid, complete with a French maid's dress. Another had told her mother and adult daughters. Her husband now answered four ladies. Some couples were informal, with the man being a polite, well-behaved husband, while others had something approaching 24/7 slavery. Most seemed to be similar to Victoria and Richard. A strict, loving wife with an adoring husband.

After the men had cleared away the salad course, Henry topped up everyone's wine and the men brought out the main course. The beef was a perfect medium rare, potatoes roasted on the outside yet fluffy on the inside. Henry admired Richard's calm command of the kitchen and was mentally taking notes. After accepting rave reviews about the meat, Richard and Henry served the final dessert.

“Richard, Henry, come out here please,” called Wendy.

The two men walked out and stood together, facing the table. Henry was unsure what was happening, whether they were in trouble? Everything was flowing well.

Wendy continued, “Richard, Henry. On behalf of all the ladies, I want to thank you both for all of the hard work you have done this weekend. Cooking, cleaning, laundry, and serving. You two, have both made, everyone’s stay very enjoyable. To Richard and Henry," she said, raising her glass.

"Richard and Henry," replied everyone. Henry could see Leslie's beaming face, and he could feel the pride she had in him. The men both grinned and nodded in acknowledgment.

Once the cheers had died down, Wendy got back to business. "Boys, once lunch is over, Richard, you start cleaning the kitchen. Henry, you will pack up your mistress room and place her bags into your car, then return and help Richard finish. When the kitchen is clean, you both pack up your rooms, dress into your clothes and wait in the lobby."

“Yes, Ma’am,” came two responses.

Departure

Henry arrived in Leslie's bedroom, taking a moment to reflect on the weekend. Only a few hours ago, he was in here, bent over, having a cane applied to his backside. He knew that the next time he cleaned a room, he would be even better and was grateful to Leslie for her guiding hand. He loved being of service and was committed to serving his wife.

On with the task, Henry went about folding her clothing and placing them neatly into the bag. He collected all the bathroom items and did a big sweep of the room to ensure nothing was left behind.

Taking the bags to their car, he returned to the kitchen to assist Richard. Henry went to the sink and started scrubbing the serving platters that had been piled up. Richard was drying the silver cutlery, having just finished hand-washing it.

“I hope you enjoyed your weekend,” said Richard.

"Yes, it was life-changing. Leslie and I have so much to look forward to," replied Henry. "Thank you for everything. The advice, guidance, and for being a role model."

"My pleasure. When I came here for the first time. A guy called Jake took me under his wing. I am just paying it forward. One day you will be here helping a newbie husband,” said Richard in return.

"I certainly hope we see each other again. It's been wonderful to meet you," said Henry.

"Oh, we will. The wives all have get-togethers plus there are reunion weekends here. The Sandel Wood FLR couples are a tight group," said Richard. "Thank you for helping me here. If you want to put the dishes away, I will wipe down the table; we should almost be done."

“Will do,” said Henry.

Once the kitchen was cleaned up, the two guys went their separate ways. Henry headed to the barn to pack up and change. He had been naked all weekend. Cleaning, polishing, cooking, everything completed without a stitch of clothing. Honestly, he had forgotten about his state of undress. It was almost strange to put clothing back on. Henry dressed, packed, and went to wait in the lobby.

Shortly after, Richard joined him in the lobby. Henry turned to him, “Again Richard, thank you for everything.”

"Anytime, Mate," responded Richard giving him a hearty handshake.

Eventually, they heard the ladies arriving as everyone gathered at the front of the building to say their goodbyes.

Leslie turned to Wendy, "Thank you so much for your leadership and guidance. Henry and I have learned so much."

"I am so happy for you two. You are both wonderful, and I am sure you will have a fabulous FLR," replied Wendy moving in for a hug.

“Erica, Sandy, thank you for all of your help and assistance this weekend,” continued Leslie hugging each of the ladies. “Victoria, it was a pleasure to meet you. I do hope we can get together again soon.”

“I am sure we will. I know the men would also like that,” said Victoria.

Lastly, Leslie turned to Joan, "Your guidance and training of Henry have been invaluable. From the bottom of my heart, thank you."

“My pleasure,” said Joan giving Leslie another hug.

Finally, Leslie went to Richard, “Richard, you are a testimony to your Mistress and Sandel Wood. Your help this weekend was very much appreciated.”

"It was my honor, Ma'am," replied Richard with a slight bow.

Leslie looked at Henry. “Henry.”

"Ms. Wendy, Ms. Sandy, Ms. Erica, and Richard. Thank you for everything this weekend. I have learned so much."

Lastly, Henry turned to Joan. She was the perfect teacher. Firm yet fair. Strict yet pleasant. Even when he messed up and she had to punish him, she always had his best interests at hand. Henry knew his Lady Joan would always have a special place in his heart. "Lady Joan, I don't know what to say," said Henry with a lump in his throat and a moist eye. "Your guidance has been life-changing, and I thank you from the bottom of my heart."

Joan hugged Henry tightly, "Henry, you were a marvelous student, and you will make a fabulous husband." A single tear was rolling down his cheek.

After another round of hugs and handshakes, Leslie and Henry walked to the car, their weekend behind them and a new life in front.


One Week Later

Henry was cleaning up the last of the dishes from dinner in the kitchen. He had checked his chore schedule posted on the fridge to ensure that all his daily tasks were completed. Leslie was sitting on the sofa using her laptop to finish off some work.

Henry heard the familiar chime of a new email arriving, followed by Leslie calling, “Honey, our contract just came in. Why don’t you stop that and come join me.”

Henry dried off his hands and sat next to his wife. Leslie opened the attachment.

Agreement of a Female-Led Marriage

Between

Leslie – Dominant wife.

Henry – Submissive husband.

Affirmation:

	Leslie acknowledges that she is the head of the household. She will lead and guide Henry. 
	Henry acknowledges that Leslie is the head of the household. He will accept her leadership and guidance. 
	Leslie and Henry acknowledge their desire to have a strong, loving female-led marriage. 


Vows:

	Leslie promises to Love, Honor, and Guide Henry. 
	Henry promises to Love, Honor, and Obey Leslie. 


“So far so good,” said Henry. “I like how it spells out our roles out from the beginning.”

"Looks like Erica did an excellent job," replied Leslie.

Responsibilities:

	Leslie is responsible for giving Henry direction, setting out his tasks, maintaining household standards, administering discipline, and helping him to continually improve. 
	Henry is responsible for following Leslie's direction, working hard to meet her standards, completing assigned tasks, receiving her discipline, and continually trying to improve all aspects of his life. 


“When it says you have to improve, it does not mean that you are bad or not worthy,” said Leslie with a compassionate look.

"Yes, I know. It means that I should always try to improve in whatever I am doing. There is always an opportunity to learn and grow,” replied Henry.

"Perfect. So glad you understand. You really are very good to me already. Just imagine where you will be in the future," said Leslie giving him a peck.

Living Document:

	Leslie and Henry accept that this contract will change over time. 
	They agree to review its content every three months, making changes that will enhance their relationship. 
	There will be a weekly Maintenance Session to review the week and reaffirm their positions within the relationship. 
	Sandel Wood remains available to assist with any needed contract changes. 


General Principles:

	Leslie will consistently hold Henry to a high standard. 
	Henry will treat Leslie with the utmost respect. 
	Henry will follow Leslie’s commands to the best of his ability. 
	In the event of differing opinions, Henry will defer to Leslie's judgment. 
	Henry will be nude within the house and well-dressed when in public. 
	Henry will receive three strokes of the cane should he orgasm without permission. 


Punishments:

	Punishments are delivered with Love for the purpose of improving Henry. 
	Henry will accept Leslie’s evaluation of his performance. 
	Leslie will administer punishment fairly and consistently. 
	Henry will accept punishment awarded by Leslie. 
	Henry will confess any wrongdoings or infractions to Leslie. 
	Henry’s safe word is ‘Red’. 


“So far, I like it a lot,” said Henry. “It feels comforting to know that we have both agreed to this.”

“It does,” replied Leslie. “I must admit I am feeling a bit nervous being the leader. I hope I do you justice.”

“I know you will. We are in this together.”

Chores:

	Leslie will post a list of duties for Henry. 
	Henry will advise Leslie if he is unable to complete the required tasks. 


Privileges:

	Leslie and Henry both agree they need free time to pursue their interests. 
	Leslie will schedule time for Henry to partake in sports and hobbies. 
	Both partners shall speak up if they feel they are betting burnt out. 


They read to the end, and both absorbed its contents. Their FLR had gone from a fun bedroom play scene to a dedicated lifestyle.

Henry looked at his wife, “I am very happy.”

"Me too, love," said Leslie kissing her husband. "You know what today is?" she asked.

“No,” replied a slightly confused Henry hoping he had not missed anything.

"Maintenance day. Now up you get, fetch me a paddle and kneel," said Leslie with an authorial edge.

Henry's face broke into a broad smile, "Yes, Mistress."
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