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Chapter 1

“What did I tell you, Amy?” asked Hogan.  He was frustrated.  Really frustrated.  It was her behavior.  Again.

“To mind my own business, Sir,” said Amy.  She sat on the couch in the living room, facing the picture window.  Her head was turned down, eyes on the floor as she carefully avoided the eyes of her HOH.  Hogan looked at her.  The phone call he’d received this afternoon was still fresh in his mind. 

It was the end of the spring semester and the last few weeks were always stressful in the Hendricks household.  Amy had final exams to study for and they always seemed to trigger her issues with self-esteem and eating.  Hogan had met with her advisors and professors and together they reviewed her syllabi and developed a study plan to prepare her for exams.  He required she study six nights a week and encouraged her to join study groups at school.  All so that she would feel confidence in her ability to pass her exams and write good papers.  But each term he watched her spiral downward, questioning her ability and sometimes even whether or not she belonged in college at all. 

Hogan had lived through this change in her attitude a few times now.  She became short-tempered, gossipy and sometimes downright mean.  She’d earned more spankings in the last month than she had in the last three months combined.  She’d had her bottom popped time and again this month and now, after the phone call this afternoon, he feared things were about to get much worse.    

Lately, Amy had become obsessed with two new members of their church, Bob and Linda Richardson.  Bob and Linda had been attending services at Family Victory for a few months now, and were often seen in the church pantry volunteering at the food bank.  Amy also volunteered at least once a week and had started to get to know the couple.  Like all the other members of their church, Bob and Linda practiced domestic discipline.  Linda was Taken in Hand, and Amy was glad to potentially have another friend in the community.  She was happy that Hogan supported her, knowing how important it was to her to feel accepted and he encouraged their budding friendship. 

They were all at the pantry today, in fact, handing out groceries to those in need.  It was a long but satisfying day of helping others.  Now that their shift was over, Amy was cleaning up, re-shelving left over canned goods and putting away new donations.  Reaching over to put away some receipts, she noticed an envelope with Bob’s name on it.  She knew she shouldn’t look but it couldn’t hurt to take a little peak.  Just a quick glance.  It looked so official.  It might be important.  Bob may have forgotten it was there.  She casually looked around, and seeing no one else nearby, she quickly extracted the letter and proceeded to read it.  Just as she was returning the letter back to the envelope, Linda walked in; Bob just a few feet behind her.  Amy had been so absorbed in the letter she hadn’t heard them come back.  She jumped guiltily and hurriedly put the envelope back on the table but it was obvious what she’d been doing.  Rather than stay and apologize, Amy excused herself and quickly fled. 

Knowing Amy was a disciplined wife, Bob felt obligated to let Hogan know.

“If it were Linda who’d been doing that,” said Bob, “I’d want to know about it, so I felt like I had to call you.”

“I understand, Bob,” said Hogan.  “I appreciate the phone call, really.”  He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  “Are you sure she was actually reading the letter?  I just can’t believe-”

“I’m sure,” said Bob.  “I actually saw her slip the letter back into the envelope when I came in.  So I know she was reading it.  And Linda has been so upset.  See, she hasn’t wanted anyone to know I lost my job, so it wouldn’t be a burden on Katie, you know?  She doesn’t want to worry the kids.” 

Hogan felt terrible that the actions of his wife had put Bob in a position where he felt he had to explain his private business. 

“So things have been tight.  And I guess maybe I have been a little proud.  We work at the food pantry in exchange for food.  I really don’t want to take handouts.  And Linda and I are able-bodied.  There’s no reason we can’t volunteer at the church in exchange for a few groceries. In fact, I’m grateful the church has taken such good care of us, Hogan.  I’ll admit – it’s been tough.”

“Listen, Bob, I am sorry about all this.  And if there is anything we can do please don’t think twice about letting me know-”

“Well, there is one thing,” said Bob.  “Linda is so worried about Amy knowing about my situation now.  She has been distraught all day.  If you could ask her to keep it confidential, I would really appreciate it.”

“Don’t worry about that, Bob.  Amy will not be saying a word to anyone.  I’ll see to that.” Among other things, thought Hogan.  “And I hope this doesn’t change our plans for the weekend.  I hope you’ll still accept our invitation to dinner this Friday.  Amy will want to apologize in person, I know.”

As he and Bob worked out the details of the dinner, Hogan was thinking of Amy. He twirled a pencil between his fingers as he thought about his unruly wife.  It was time she learned a lesson. 

***

Amy was teary now, sitting on the couch.  She could barely look at her HOH.  Hogan, on the other hand, was silent.  She almost wished he would yell or scream.  But as usual, Sir never lost his cool.  Even when he was mad, he was in control.  The tight rein he kept on his emotions simultaneously aroused and frustrated her, and she found herself bratting sometimes just to provoke him.     

When she arrived home from the pantry today Hogan was waiting for her.  She barely made it through the entryway before Hogan was standing in front of her.  She took one look at his face and knew that Bob had called him. 

“Get upstairs, Amy.  Right now.”  Hogan stood at the bottom of the steps, leather strap in hand.  She practically ran up the stairs, heart pounding.  Knowing she was in a punishment session she went to the bedroom and immediately knelt on the floor in front of the bed, waiting for her HOH.  Hogan followed a few minutes later and sat on the edge of the bed.  He didn’t say anything; just looked at her with her head bowed toward the floor. 

“Is it true?” he asked, after a moment. 

“Sir?” asked Amy.   She winced as soon as the word left her mouth, knowing Hogan would not stand for pretend ignorance. 

“Don’t you ‘Sir’ me, little girl,” said Hogan.  “You know damn well what I’m talking about.”  Gripping her chin in his hand, he forced her to look at him.  “I asked you a question and I expect an answer.”

Her eyes closed as she saw the expression on Hogan’s face. 

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered. “It’s true.”

She heard him take a deep breath as he let go of her chin.  He stood up and walked across the room.

“Do you have anything you want to share, Amy?  An excuse?  A misunderstanding? Anything at all so that I don’t have to believe that my wife was caught reading other peoples’ private mail?”

“No, sir.  I – I don’t know why I did it.  I just saw the envelope there and I was curious.  I always thought something was not quite right with them and I just wanted to know what it was and…” Her speech was fast and her voice was high, a sure sign of guilt Hogan had seen before. 

“Did it occur to you that maybe it wasn’t any of your business, Amy?  Or maybe there was nothing to find.” Hogan’s voice was exasperated.  “How many times have I told you?  How many times have you been punished for snooping?  You tell me, Amy Emily, where is the grace in this?  I thought it was ‘love thy neighbor?’  Not ‘spy on thy neighbor.’”  He was disappointed in her, expecting more from her at this point.

“Get in your corner,” said Hogan.  “Right now.”  She stood up and began walking toward the corner closest to the bed.  They’d assigned it as “Amy’s Naughty Corner” when she first moved in. 

“Pants off, panties at your ankles, tuck your tee shirt into your bra.” 

He waited as she folded her pants and lay them on the bed before lowering her panties.  She glanced at him, trying to read his face.  She knew better than to talk, focused only on following his directions.  She slipped her tee shirt under her bra so it wouldn’t cover her butt.  Whenever she was in her naughty corner her bottom was to be on display.  Shuffling forward, awkwardly, she fit herself into her corner with her nose to the wall. 

“I’ll come back to whip you in 15 minutes. Use the time to think about your behavior.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, as he walked out, leaving the door open behind him.

He stood in their punishment room, looking at the various implements, trying to determine which he would use on her today.  He’d grabbed the strap in a moment of haste but realized it was not appropriate for what he had planned, and returned it to its hook.  He thought about the last year or so.  After the wedding earlier this year she’d made a lot of progress.  Hogan had become more strict right after their honeymoon, wanting Amy to feel secure in his lead and her role as his submissive wife.  He’d added to her rules and assigned weekly chores. He washed her mouth out with soap for cussing or back talk.  He’d even given her a punishment enema once when she sassed him.  Amy responded beautifully, falling deeper into her submission than ever before, turning to Hogan for everything and deferring to him in all ways.  She was doing well in school.  She was meeting her goals and doing well at her job.  But over the last couple of months her behavior had deteriorated, her grades had fallen a little and while she was still doing well at her job, she had developed a bad habit of prying into other people’s business and gossiping.  He’d punished her for it before but it did not seem to deter her.  And this latest episode was the worst yet.    

He ran his hand along the top row of implements, a line of straps and paddles ranging in size and severity.  His fingers lingered on a long rubber paddle, about 20 inches long, with a leather-wrapped handle.  She called it the “Bear” because of its severe bite and tendency to leave welts and marks.  He’d only had to use it on her twice before.  It was very good for correcting behavior.  He took it off its hook, now, just as his watch vibrated against his wrist telling him 15 minutes had passed.  Decision made, he waited another full minute before returning to the bedroom.  He hid the Bear under a pillow, not ready for her to see it yet. 

Still standing, he called her over to sit on the bed, and watched as she waddled back to him.  Hogan didn’t say a word.  He simply slid her panties from around her ankles and pushed her back until her butt hit the mattress.  Spreading her legs wide he buried his face in her pussy, kissing and licking her folds, searching for her sweet cream.  Her head fell back, body tensing, as the flat of his tongue slid through her labia.  Her pussy grew wet and warm, and she shivered in pleasure as he lapped at her core.  He nibbled her lips before teasing her with his tongue, just barely sliding it inside her.  She moaned, hands curling to grip the bedspread, as his mouth found her clit and began suckling the little bundle of nerves.  Her hips surged up against him, her pussy wanting more of that thick muscle.  He let her move freely, worrying her clit back and forth, up and down, until she was dripping; her juices flooding his mouth.  She was anxious, needing him to finish her. 

Hogan had no intention of letting Amy finish.  But he did want her to learn the lesson.  Backing off, he gave her clit a few light last licks before standing up.  He watched as her eyes opened, glazed with arousal, her breath coming in short gasps.  She lay there, eyes silently pleading with him, wanting, her body battling with her mind which knew she did not deserve an orgasm. 

Hogan didn’t always let Amy come, believing that orgasms were earned.  When she needed correction or discipline he would often enforce orgasm denial reminding her that bad girls weren’t allowed to come.  Many was the night, Amy had lain under her HOH, receiving his thick cock into her pussy, his balls slapping against her as he rode her hard, hoping and praying he would take pity and let her come.  He would pump and thrust, his strokes relentless, yet somehow always stopping before she found her pleasure.  The sweet torture would go on and on, Sirs’ hips pressing her into the bed, knowing she could barely move.  He liked holding her as she bucked against him, her tiny movements stoking his pleasure.  She would plead with him, begging to come, if he would let her move her hips, just a little, but no, he would hold her down, legs spread, until he’d spent every drop inside her.  And then he would remind her, “Bad girls don’t get to come, Amy” and would tell her to go to sleep. 

He always dropped off easily but Amy would lay there in discomfort, aroused and frustrated.  She knew better than to try to sneak an orgasm after he slept.  She tried that one night when they first got married and he’d awakened to the sounds of her heavy breaths.  He didn’t say anything, just reached into the night stand and took out a little tube of gel.  She hadn’t even known it was there, let alone what it was.  He dabbed some onto his fingers and then, cradling her in his arms, face pressed into her neck, he reached between her legs and rubbed the gel onto her pussy lips, whispering, “Bad girl.”  He kissed her cheek and hugged her to him.

“Wake me in an hour and I’ll take it off,” said Hogan, practically asleep again.  “Don’t scratch, baby, just let it burn, or I’ll tie your hands and put some on your pucker, too.  I’ll know, sweetheart.  I’ll smell it on your hands.”  

He’d fallen right back to sleep while Amy had twisted and squirmed, tortured with a low-grade itch that she desperately wanted to scratch.  She was grateful he only used a small amount.  The itch was not painful but it was steady and continuous.  And as the hour progressed and she watched the clock, her sensitivity increased, her pussy feeling prickly and enflamed; the desire to scratch growing and growing, until she was quite frantic.  The only thing that saved her was Sir’s warning.  She had no doubt that he would make good on his promise to coat her anus if she disobeyed him.  When the hour passed and she woke him up, he sniffed her hands and was pleased.  He got a warm wash cloth and some soothing anti-itch cream that felt like paradise after the torment of the gel.

***

“Sit up, Amy,” said Hogan, bringing her back to the present.  His eyes were dark with arousal, his lips wet. “Spread your legs.”

Still a bit dazed Amy hesitantly spread her legs.  Her pussy was throbbing.

“Wider.”  He nodded as she wearily obeyed him. 

“Now put your hand between your legs and rub yourself,” said Hogan.  “Rub on that sweet pussy.”

Amy felt the heat of arousal radiate from her pussy to her face and she blushed with shame.  She ran her fingers through her labia, coating them with her essence before sliding two fingers inside.  Her body shuddered as her thumb found her clit and played with it. 

“Are you wet, Amy?” asked Sir.  “Are your fingers wet?”

“Yes, Sir.”  She nodded.  She knew he could see she was dripping, her pussy weeping with need.

“Show me.”

She raised her fingers to him, watching through hooded eyes as he took a step forward, forcing her head back just a bit.

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “Now, take your fingers and wipe ‘em on your nose.”

He watched the realization wash over her.  She blinked up at him.

“Sir?” she asked.   

“I said wipe your fingers on your nose, Amy.”

She looked at him, face crumpled in dismay. 

“Please Sir, please don’t -“

“Do it right now, Amy.” 

Her eyes dropped to his hands which rested on his belt.  Slowly she raised her fingers and swiped them across her nose.  She cringed feeling the thick, viscous fluid spread across her skin until her nose was wet and glistening. Hogan stepped up close to her, raising her chin up to look at him with a couple of fingers under her jaw. 

“What did Sir tell you about gossiping and minding your own business?”

“To keep my nose out of other peoples’ business.”  She was mortified. Her voice was wet with tears.  He’d warned her multiple times to stop snooping, to stop being so nosey, and she hadn’t listened. 

“When you stick your nose in other people’s business, what happens?” asked Hogan.  His cock hardened as he looked at her, eyes watery with tears, cheeks blushing crimson, and her nose sticky and wet, with her own pussy juice. 

“It gets dirty,” said Amy. 

“That’s right,” said Hogan.  “Do it again, Amy.  Swipe between your pussy lips and do it again so you can learn the lesson.”

Her bottom lip quivered in a delicious pout, as she swirled her fingers through her pussy, gathering more cream.   She looked at him, ready to plead for mercy, but the expression on his face told her there would be none. 

“Make sure you get enough, now, Amy,” said Hogan.  She held out her fingers, a healthy amount of cream coating her middle and forefinger.  He nodded his approval, waiting for her to continue. 

She sat quietly after the second time, head down.  Her nose now covered, she could smell her own arousal with each breath. 

“Stand up,” said Hogan. “Come with me.”  With a hand to the small of her back, he guided her toward the mirror, standing behind her. 

“I want you to look in the mirror, Amy,” said Hogan, standing behind her.  It was so hard.  She glanced at her reflection and then quickly looked down, appalled at her reflection, yet also incredibly aroused, her pussy leaking even now. 

“I said look, Amy.” 

She felt Hogan’s hand move from the small of her back to grip the nape of her neck.  It was an incredibly sensitive part of her body that made her feel deeply submissive. She shivered and gasped as she felt his fingers gently caress and squeeze her neck.  He stepped up close behind her his erection grazing against her buttocks.

“Look at yourself in the mirror.”  She lifted her head, meeting her own gaze and that of her HOH. 

“Are you embarrassed?” he asked, “To see yourself like this?”

She nodded, her disgrace rendering her speechless. 

“Now you understand how I felt when Mr. Richardson called me to say he’d caught my wife reading his personal mail.  I felt embarrassed and ashamed that my wife would do such a thing.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy.  Her stomach twisted at the thought of how uncomfortable Hogan must have been.  She hated when he was angry with her, but even worse was when she disappointed him.  She could see in his eyes that she let him down. 

“I’m sorry, Sir.  I know that doesn’t change anything.  But I am sorry.”  Her eyes overflowed with tears.  “I’m sorry for letting you down, for disappointing you and for embarrassing you.”

He nodded.  She shuddered as his fingers slid down her back.  He wriggled between her cheeks, fingers sliding through her slick lips. 

“What is the lesson, Amy?” asked Hogan, holding up two fingers, dripping with her cream.

She tensed as she steeled herself, dreading what was to come.

“To mind my own business and not be nosey.”

“That’s right,” said Hogan.  “What happens when you stick your nose where it doesn’t belong?”

“It gets dirty.” 

She cringed as she felt his fingers glide against her nose.  He swiped the bridge of her nose, the nostrils, even the tip above her upper lip.  He took his time, making sure she was completely covered, before sliding his finger into her mouth. 

“Suckle, baby,” said Hogan.  “Clean it up.”

She nodded.  As much as she hated Sir’s humiliating discipline, she couldn’t stop the arousal his dominance stirred within her.  She felt her pussy plump, as her hands came up to grasp Sir’s fingers, busily licking them clean.  As intended the session worked well to bring out her submission, she was eager to obey her HOH. 

“You embarrassed Mr. Richardson today.  I want you to remember that.  Now you know how it feels to be embarrassed, don’t you Amy?”

She nodded, still lapping at Sir’s hands. 

“Go on back to your corner.  I want you to think about what you’re going to say to Linda and Bob when you see them at dinner on Friday.  Think about your behavior.  When you come out, you’ll get your ass blistered.”  He guided her back to the bedroom.  “I’ll see you in 15 minutes.”

Amy tucked herself into her corner again, naked from the waist down, with her hands on her head.  Crying softly, she put her face in the corner as required.  She could feel the juice on her nose drying, tight and smelly.  She wanted to wipe her face.  She wanted to clench her butt in protection.  She knew Sir would increase her punishment if she did either.  So she stood, quietly, waiting for her HOH to come back to the bedroom and blister her bottom.   

***

“Time’s up, Amy,” said Sir, “Come on out.”

Amy turned from the corner, lowering her arms.  She saw her Sir sitting on the bed.  She gasped, as she caught sight of the Bear laying next to him.  She remembered the bone deep pain of her last blistering with the Bear.  Sir had shown no leniency, paddling her ass for lying.  She’d sworn she would never do anything to cause him to use it on her again, and now here it was.  She wanted to crawl out of her skin, kick, scream, cry, anything to get Sir to not use it.

Hogan watched the emotions cross Amy’s face and knew she’d seen the Bear.  It had six nubs, three on either side that could be removed to allow for airflow.  If removed, the Bear could easily create blisters against the soft skin on a woman’s bottom.  If left in, they added a nice sting.  Hogan would leave them in today, unless Amy disobeyed.

“On your knees, Amy.  Come here.”

She knelt before him.  Taking her hand he brought it to his fly. 

“Take me out, sweetheart.  Kiss my cock to thank me for your lesson.”

Usually, Amy gave Hogan an oral thank you after her punishment, although sometimes, like now, he required a thank you both before and after.  They had discussed it and Amy acknowledged that servicing her HOH orally made her feel intensely submissive, which was the frame of mind Hogan was aiming for right now.  He wanted her meek and humble, focused only on pleasing and obeying her Sir. 

Amy released Sirs’ cock from his shorts and bent forward to embrace it with her mouth.  Sir believed that oral worship was one of the best ways for a woman to show her submission to her HOH.  When Amy was on her knees with Sirs’ cock in her mouth she thought only about him, surrendering to his dominance, answering his command.  Her lips clung to his cock as it grew, forcing her head back to allow it deeper into her throat.  His strong masculine scent, his dark thicket of hair, that musky taste, all combined together compelled almost slavish devotion to his cock. Amy’s head moved up and down, slowly, her lips and tongue caressing his shaft.  She never let him fully escape her mouth, pulling back far enough to suckle the head but never fully letting go.  She worshiped Hogan’s cock.  On her knees, legs wide open, knuckles on the floor, she swayed forward, pressing her face into his crotch to lick and sniff his balls.  He was her lord in this moment and his cock was her master.  She closed her eyes wanting to lose herself in him, needing him to remind her of her place and her purpose – to serve and submit.

Hogan could be demanding.  He enjoyed Amy’s throat.  It had taken several months of training but she could now swallow Sir’s cock, to the root and beyond, holding him for what felt like minutes.  He pushed her, thrusting just a little deeper, testing her ability and complimenting her when she worked through a particularly harsh retch.  True to his word, Sir never pulled back when she gagged, saying she had to learn to work through it.  And she had learned the lesson well.  She was attuned to the slightest nuances of his reactions to her efforts.

She backed off as she felt his hand on her forehead lifting her off his cock.  Drool dribbled down her chin.  She’d been embarrassed in the beginning when she couldn’t contain all the saliva generated from a good blow job, but Sir had reassured her, telling her it was a natural lubricant for her throat that increased his pleasure.  Cupping his balls she kissed his tip, as he looked at her.

“Nice, Amy.  You’ll finish later.” He breathed deeply, regrouping after such thorough cock worship.  “Get into position.” She kissed his head one final time, before reluctantly climbing over his knees and draping herself across his lap.  She centered her bottom right on top with her arms touching the floor.  Clutching his leg she felt him lay his leg over both of hers to hold her in place.  He always did this when using the Bear or she would wriggle and squirm off his lap, trying to escape, resulting in additional strokes.

Sir laid the paddle across her cheeks.

“I know you remember the Bear, Amy.  I hoped last time, would be the last time I had to use it on you but I guess you have more to learn.”  She felt the Bear stroke across her butt.  “I hope this teaches you a lesson, Amy.  It never pays to snoop in someone else’s business.  And your ass will always pay the price for being nosy.”

“No more snooping.”  She tensed at the first hard stroke.  The sting traveled across her butt, making her clench.

“You know better than that,” said Hogan.  “Soften up.” 

He waited until she relaxed her cheeks again. SMACK!

“From now on, every time you embarrass someone else, I’ll embarrass you.”  SMACK!  Her ass throbbed.

“Think about that.” SMACK! Sir watched with satisfaction as her ass jiggled on impact.

“Think about that on Friday, when you make your apology to the Richardson’s.” SMACK! “Alright, Amy.  Let’s get your butt blistered.”

With that, Sir picked up speed, the strokes coming at a steady clip.  The benefit of the Bear was that it was designed to issue maximum impact with minimal force.  There was no need for Sir to wallop Amy’s bottom or swing his arm with all his might.  He could devastate her bottom with even light strokes, the thick rubber reverberating on contact.  He heard her breath catch and knew she had begun to cry.  He covered her ass from top to bottom, whacking her cheeks again and again.  Her legs began to writhe and twist as she sought to escape the strokes.

“Be still, Amy.  Take your punishment,” said Hogan.  “You know you deserve your spanking.  Take what you’ve earned.”

He smacked her butt again, listening to her cry and plead for him to stop, just for a minute, not inclined to grant any of her wishes just now.  Her ass was a pretty, rosy pink.  He tilted her forward a bit, raising her in the air to concentrate on her sit spots, the sensitive skin between her buttocks and thigh.  He gave her several strokes, watching as she struggled, her breath hitching in her throat.

“Please…I’m sorry, Sir…please, I promise I’ll be good…Please stop…Please,” begged Amy.  The pain in her bottom was excruciating now.  She no longer cared what she looked like, having completely forgotten her embarrassment at the pussy juice still on her nose.  She would gladly dig between her lips and coat her nose ten times over, if it meant Sir would finish.  She sniffed as she saw her tears drip onto the floor.  She turned her head, her lips seeking Sir’s leg and began pressing kisses against it, obsequiously imploring him to stop. 

“Please, oh God, please, Sir…”

Hogan regarded her behavior with surprise.  He was gratified to see she was rightly focused on her HOH.  But he was not inclined to be merciful today.  She had earned her paddling and he would make sure she saw it through to its painful end.  He landed several strokes to her thighs before returning to her ass, to finish up with a veritable flurry of strokes.  He listened as she hiccupped and coughed through the last whacks before, finally, he laid the Bear on her butt, letting her know her spanking was done.

Amy sobbed for several minutes after the last stroke, her bottom virtually on fire.  Sir stroked her back and butt for long minutes, listening to her sobs die down.  He couldn’t bring himself to reassure her as he normally would; telling her she was okay and she’d done well.  Not yet.  While her punishment was over, only her final thank you remaining, something held him back from giving her those final reassurances of his forgiveness.  She hadn’t earned it yet.  Parting her cheeks with a single finger he lay his forefinger on her rim, stroking her pucker.  She quieted down eventually, laying across his lap, waiting to be released.   

He patted her ass indicating she could get up.  “Go get the Arnica and I’ll put some on your bottom.”  She stood, shaky at first, and he put his hands on her waist to steady her.   

“Yes, Sir.”

She dropped to her knees, reaching for his cock, but he held her off, his erection having deflated somewhat as thoughts tumbled through his head.  He shook his head, zipping himself back into his pants. 

“You’re mad at me,” said Amy, her eyes constricted in distress.

“I’m not mad, Amy,” said Hogan.  “I’m troubled by your behavior.  I’m not ready to forgive you yet.”  He sighed.  “Go get the Arnica and lay on the bed now.”

Not knowing what else to do, Amy obeyed her HOH and prayed, once again, that her behavior hadn’t ruined the best thing that had ever happened to her.




Chapter 2

It was Friday evening, two days since Amy’s punishment, and she and Hogan were preparing for their dinner guests.  Amy was nervous and rightfully so.  This would be the first time she’d seen Linda and Bob since the incident.  After her spanking on Wednesday, Hogan had explained that her punishment would not officially end until she apologized to the Richardson’s at dinner.  And, to highlight that she was still on punishment, on Thursday she was assigned lines to write as part of her continued discipline. 

“When I stick my nose where it doesn’t belong, it gets dirty,” and “A nosy wife is a spanked wife.” Over and over she’d written the sentences in her punishment book giving the log to Hogan to review.  If her handwriting was sloppy or he felt her attitude was wrong he might assign her more lines so she’d taken her time and been very careful to be neat and tidy, following the margins and writing clearly.  She also had to record her punishment and the apology she would make, in detail, for Hogan to approve.  She submitted everything to Hogan this morning after breakfast and now she was waiting for his review. 

Amy had tried to be on her best behavior these last couple of days. She tried to demonstrate to her HOH how sorry she truly was and how she would try to do better.  She cooked, cleaned, did her chores with no reminders; she’d studied, limited her phone calls, anything and everything to make Sir proud of her.  Sir had been pleased, she could tell, but she still saw the shadow in his eyes, telling her all was not right. 

It was 4pm and the Richardson’s were coming at 6.  Amy stood in the doorway of Hogan’s office waiting to be acknowledged.  She was not allowed to enter his office without permission since he had meetings and conference calls there. 

“Yes, Amy?” asked Hogan, looking up from the computer.

“I was just wondering if you had time to review my log, Sir.” Her tummy fluttered as she felt, again, the distance between her and her Dom.  It felt like a wall was between them and she wanted very much to tear it down.  She loved Hogan.  She respected him.  Her life had improved exponentially since meeting him.  And she was confused and distraught, unable to understand why she would breach his trust like that.  She didn’t even really care all that much about the Richardson’s; not the way she cared about her HOH. 

“Yes,” said Hogan.  “I finished it.  You can take it back now.  It’s good, Amy.  You did a good job.”

She smiled, breathing a little easier, glad she had finally pleased him. 

“Thank you, Sir.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart. Here,” said Hogan, handing her an envelope.  “Tape these into your book.”

Amy took the envelope and opened it, extracting two pictures.  Occasionally Hogan took photos of Amy after punishment to include in her journal.  She shouldn’t be surprised that he was requiring it of her this time.  She looked at the top picture, a close up of her after her spanking, her mascara streaking down her face, nose runny and shiny with her juice. Her hair was wet and matted from tears and sweat.  God, she looked like a wreck.  Hogan knew that Amy took pride in her appearance and in being pretty.  He said that having her picture taken after her punishments was a good reminder that pretty is as pretty does and even the prettiest girl isn’t pretty when her behavior needs correcting.  The second picture was of her spanked bottom.  Sir’d had her kneel on the bed, head flat on the mattress, bottom in the air, right before he applied the arnica lotion.  The picture showed the dark red hue of her bottom, a souvenir from the Bear, the small welts and raised ridges visible even in photo.  She shivered even now, remembering the sting and throb of the paddle.

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, sliding the photos between the pages of her punishment journal. 

“I’m going to start dinner,” said Hogan.  “Go get dressed and you can help me prepare.”  He stood and began exiting toward the kitchen.  Her Sir was a great cook and often did the cooking for the two of them.  She liked being his “sous chef” and had learned how to prepare delicious, nutritious meals with his guidance.  Amy made her way to the bedroom to pick out an outfit and review the apology she was going to make once more.

***

Bob and Linda showed up right on time, bringing wine and flowers with them to dinner.  Amy needn’t have been nervous at all.  The Richardson’s graciously accepted Amy’s apology, which she made to them as soon as they entered.  She didn’t read from her journal as planned, just spoke from her heart and with sincere regret. 

Dinner was a simple vegetarian lasagna with homemade Italian bread and fresh bruschetta.  Amy tried to be a gracious hostess and make Sir proud.  She served each person’s portion, poured wine for everyone but requested water for herself and made sure to compliment Linda on how pretty she looked in her dress.  She answered questions but made sure to listen more than she talked.  She never interrupted the men and sat quietly but attentively throughout the meal.  Hogan was watchful, seeming to enjoy himself but also keeping an eye toward her demeanor.   They moved into the den for coffee and dessert and it was there that Hogan asked Amy to produce her punishment log.

“Bring your journal out, Amy,” said Hogan, “It’s time you made your apology.”

Amy was in the midst of sitting on the couch.  She stopped in mid-motion, and glanced at her HOH with trepidation.  Hadn’t she already apologized? Her heart started to pound as she realized perhaps the evening would not be as pleasant and enjoyable as she originally thought. Visibly swallowing, Amy stood back up.

“Yes, Sir.”  She padded off to the bedroom to get her book.  Uncertain, she offered it to Hogan.

“No,” said Hogan.  “Read your apology to Mr. and Mrs. Richardson.”

Amy’s hands were shaking slightly as she turned the pages in her journal, the evening having taken an unpleasant turn. Her breath was shallow as she found the entry and began reading.

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Richardson, I want to sincerely apologize for my atrocious behavior on Wednesday at the church food pantry… 

She continued reading her prepared apology all the way through, stopping every now and then to look at her HOH.  Each time he nodded, encouraging her to continue.  Taking a deep breath, she read the conclusion, relieved to be finished.

Looking at the Richardson’s, Amy was happy to see Linda give her a big smile.  Bob’s smile was not quite as big and Amy worried he was still upset.

“That was nice, Amy,” said Hogan.  “Now read them your punishment entry. Read it from your journal.” 

Amy dared not question her HOH, though she was truly distressed and embarrassed for them to know the intimate details of her punishment.  Flipping a few pages in her journal she began reading, voice barely audible in the small room. 

“Louder, sweetheart,” said Hogan.  “We can’t hear you.  Start again.”

I got a punishment lesson today for snooping.  I got corner time and then a lesson in empathy.  Sir said it’s important I know what it’s like to be embarrassed since I embarrassed the Richardson’s.  I got my butt blistered with the Bear and Sir taught me a lesson about sticking my nose into other people’s business.

Punishment entries were required to be descriptive and Amy got teary as she vividly recounted how Sir taught her the lesson.  She peeked up at her audience, her face absolutely flaming as she read, seeing Linda’s face creased in compassion and Bob looking on with satisfaction.  Amy couldn’t bring herself to look at Hogan, afraid of what she might see there.  In many ways reading from her journal was like living the humiliation over again.  And she understood why Sir was requiring it.  She imagined how Bob must have felt when he realized she knew he got fired from his job; the embarrassment he must’ve endured.  As she finished reading her entry, she wiped her eyes and closed the journal, determined to stand before her Sir and their guests and face up to what she’d done.

“Give Bob your journal, Amy,” said Hogan.  “Show him the pictures.”

The evening had now done a complete 180.  What had been enjoyable was fast becoming a nightmare.  Her tears flowed steadily as she walked over to Mr. Richardson and knelt on the floor in front of him, showing him the pictures of her debasement. Her breaths were sharp now, those shallow, gaspy gulps of air that made it hard to talk.  Mr. Richardson studied the pictures for some time before handing the book to his wife.  Amy sat quietly, head down, waiting for Hogan’s next direction.  Finally, Linda returned the book to Hogan.

“As you can see, Amy was punished for her behavior.  But her misdeeds were so egregious that I wanted you to see.  I wanted to find out what you think, Bob.  Do you think Amy’s punishment was sufficient?  Do you think she’s learned a lesson?  Or do you think she needs another spanking?  And if so, I would ask that you administer it this time.”

Amy listened in shock waiting for Hogan to say ‘no’ or ‘just kidding.’  But he appeared dead serious.  They’d never discussed her being punished by others and she knew that while she could give her opinion about many things in their life, she had little to no say when it came to her punishments.  Those were determined, defined and doled out by her HOH.  Always.

“Well,” said Bob, chuckling, “I’d like to see this “bear’ that I’ve heard so much about tonight.”

“Go on, Amy,” said Hogan.  “Go get the Bear for Mr. Richardson.”

She couldn’t stop crying as she rose to her feet.  Her feet thumped against the carpet as she ran from the room to fetch the dreaded implement.  Returning shortly thereafter, she handed the Bear to Mr. Richardson.

“Turn around, Amy.  Raise up your dress.”

Checking with Hogan, Amy obeyed Mr. Richardson’s order.  Grasping the hem of her silk dress, she raised it above her waist.  She was wearing a pink thong that was now visible to all. 

“Pull down your panty,” said Hogan.  “Pull it down and bend over for our guest.”

She bent at the waist, thong around her knees.  She flinched as she felt the Bear rub against her bottom.

“How do you feel, Amy?” asked Bob.

It took a minute for Amy to gather herself, to find her ability to speak.  She was mortified, horrified beyond belief at this turn of events.  Her legs shook as she swayed, feeling a wave of dizziness come over her.

“You’re okay, Amy.”  A soft hand stroked her back, down to her cheeks, and squeezed.  Her eyes closed as she realized Sir was there, behind her, taking her in hand, literally.  “You’re fine.”

Taking a deep breath, she nodded.

“Mr. Richardson asked you a question, Amy.  How do you feel?”

“Ashamed, Sir,” whispered Amy.  “Ashamed and embarrassed.”  She couldn’t bring herself to admit that she was aroused.  She couldn’t hide it anyway.  Mr. Richardson and Hogan would be able to tell soon enough.  She felt the Bear stroking her, running up and down her legs, caressing her buttocks, and she fought the urge to clench, knowing Sir would be displeased.

“That’s how I felt,” said Bob.  “Ashamed and embarrassed.  That about sums it up.” 

He sighed. 

“I’m not going to spank you, Amy.  You can stand up,” said Bob.  “I think you learned your lesson.  I think you understand now, the pain that your actions caused.  Not just to me, but to Mrs. Richardson and my family.”  He was silent for a minute as Amy stood and lowered her skirt.  “Turn around.”

“Please forgive me, Mr. Richardson,” she asked.

“Forgiveness is a gift.  And Mrs. Richardson and I both forgive you, Amy.  And I thank you, Mr. Hendricks, for taking me seriously and showing me such respect.”  He turned to look at his wife who sat up straighter at his uncompromising look.  “Now it’s time to put this behind us, right?” 

“Yes, Sir,” said Linda.

“Alright,” he nodded.  “I expect you two to be friendly.  No grudges and no female vindictiveness.  I know how women get.”  He looked at them both, as they nodded vigorously, eyes rounded at the seriousness of his words. 

“Yes, Sir,” they said, in unison.

***

The evening ended on that note.  Amy’s punishment was over and she was ecstatic to see Hogan’s eyes had cleared. He was more relaxed and affectionate, patting her rear and teasing her as they cleared the dishes and cleaned up.

That evening, he made love to her, allowing her an orgasm for the first time in days.  He held her in the missionary position as his cock slid inside her. 

“I have my good girl back now, don’t I?” asked Hogan.

Amy could barely breathe, let alone talk, her body in rapture from his slow, deep strokes. 

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped.

“You want to be my good girl, don’t you, Amy?  You don’t want to be a naughty bird, do you? You don’t want to be a dirty bird.”

“No, Sir,” she managed, “I…I want to be your…oh, oh, your good girl.”

“That’s right,” said Hogan, mouth nibbling at her nipples.  “Be my good girl, now.  Show Sir how much you love his cock. Work for it, Amy.  I know how much you need it.  Work for it, now.”

It had been so long and his cock was so good.  He spread her wide, knees pressed to shoulders, immobilizing her with the strength of his desire.  She struggled, her body fighting for him, hips rolling, pussy clenching.  She needed more, more of that thick, pulsating cock breaching her, pushing past her walls until she didn’t know where she ended and he began.  Instead, he teased her, retreating, the broad head just cresting her hole.  He held her there, paralyzed, body craving, giving her short, shallow strokes that would never be enough.  

“Please…please Hogan,” begged Amy.

He grinned, loving how she wanted him, almost feverish in her need.  Her eyes slammed shut, and she whimpered, as he filled her hard, feeding that hungry, yearning part of her that could never get enough.  It was glorious, simply glorious, head thrown back, her body on the rack, no thought, no words, only the mind-numbing sensation of his slow, steady rhythm as he fucked her hard now. 

“Come for me, Amy,” said Hogan.  He felt his lust for her rise; take him over, goading him with a fierce intensity.  Arms wrapped around his neck, she buried her face in his chest, clinging to him as he pounded her pussy like a battering ram, her cries and whimpers stoking his need.  It was coming.  Dear God, it was coming.  Overcome, utterly undone, she trembled, shaken to her core by bliss. 

Hogan never slowed, his rhythm never faltered.  He was on a mission now.  Suspended above her, grunts and growls erupting, he mounted her like a dog in heat.  His teeth clenched, nostrils flared, as his cock locked to her pussy like a vice.  It was basic, primal mating, his biological need to master guiding him, driving him, as he exploded inside her.    

Christ, she felt incredible.  His arms trembled and he collapsed, knocking the wind out of her.  Bracing his hands on the bed he forced himself up, only to hear her soft plea.

“Please,” said Amy, “Please, not yet.  Stay in just a minute longer, Hogan, please.”  Her delicate hands clutched at his biceps.   “It’s been so long, Sir. Please stay.”

He was touched by her humility.  Yet there was still some grim part of him that ached to deny her, leave her wanting, to remind her that his manhood was earned.  He shook his head, distancing himself from those dark thoughts.

“I’m too heavy, baby.  I’ll crush you.”

“No.  It’s okay,” said Amy.  “I can-” Her words were cut off as she felt her buttocks held tight in his grasp while he rolled them over.  She sighed with gratitude, resting her head on his chest.  She thrust her hips down working her internal muscles to keep his half hard cock inside her just a little longer.  She needed him like she needed air, filling her, grounding her, binding her to her Dom.  After the distance of these last few days, she wanted to stay like this forever, his cock nestled in her pussy, his arms tight around her, safe, under the protection of her Sir.


Chapter 3

Across town, Linda gazed out the window, her attention caught by a fat bunny rabbit, hopping through the backyard.  She’d seen him a few times, and now she kept a look out for him.  So far he hadn’t touched her vegetable garden but she knew it was only a matter of time. 

She was up to her elbows in soap suds this afternoon, cleaning up the lunch dishes leftover from the kids.  Katie, her youngest at 13, was off to the movies with her girlfriends.  Ryan, her stepson at 19, was at the first playoff game for his college baseball team.  Ryan was a pitcher, a position he’d coveted and worked for since middle school.  As a sophomore at Ellery Christian College, he was playing for the Bobcats, trying to help them win the championship.  Bob was going to miss this first game but had promised to come to the next one.  He had gone to a worksite even though it was Saturday having been hired temporarily to work for Mike Rayes, a friend of Hogan’s who’d come through with a roofing job.

Linda said a silent prayer.  Mike said if things went okay, he might be able to hire Bob for the spring season.  It wasn’t permanent but it was still a good opportunity and Bob had been so relieved to have even a chance at regular work. She had prayed every night since finding out he’d be working with Mike, that this panned out into a real opportunity.  After months of hardship, of worrying every night, things might be turning around for the Richardson’s.  Katie was doing well in school and Ryan was in seventh heaven being part of a team.  Bob was working.  And they had found a church where they felt accepted, like they belonged, and had even made a few friends.  Although their acquaintanceship had hit rocky times, Amy and Linda were becoming fast friends.  It helped that their husbands got along so well.  Amy and Linda, both, were gently “encouraged” to be amicable and cordial and as they got to know each other, they realized they actually had a lot in common.

Linda jumped as the front door slammed, pulled from her daydreaming.

“Mom!”  Ryan came stomping into the kitchen, a murderous look on his face.

“Ryan,” said Linda, wiping her hands on a dishtowel.  “What on earth is going on?  Are you okay?  What are you doing home?”

“You didn’t wash my uniform,” said Ryan.  He was a big young man, almost as tall as his father, muscular and solid.  “Coach sent me home.  Said I couldn’t represent the team in a filthy uniform and I better get my priorities straight or I wouldn’t be playing next time either.” 

He shook his head.

“You were supposed to wash my uniform, mom.  I told you I needed it today.”

Linda wrung her hands, distraught at this turn of events.  She’d meant to do laundry yesterday but was so busy that she put it off, planning to do it today.

“But don’t you have a backup uniform or a second uniform, honey?  Couldn’t you borrow one from someone?”

“My 2nd one is dirty.  You were supposed to wash them both.   I didn’t even know ‘til I opened the duffel to change in the locker room.  Coach said I couldn’t borrow a uniform.  Said it’s my responsibility to make sure I am ready to play and that I let the team down.”  He seemed to shrink before her eyes as he recounted the events. 

“I told you I would do it, Momma.  I know things have been tough.  I kept up my grades, I been working part time.  Heck, I’m even giving money to you and dad.  I told you I would wash it myself but you said you would do it.  You said you would do it, Momma, and you didn’t.”

Linda didn’t know what to say.  Her heart hurt at the pain she had caused her son.  Looking at his face, filled with anger and disappointment, she knew words couldn’t fix anything.

“I want you to go to the den and stand in your corner,” said Ryan.  He looked as unhappy as she felt.  “You’ll corner yourself for 20 minutes and then I’m going to give you a whipping.”

Linda nodded, eyes filling, mouth folded into a grim line.

“I can’t let this go, Momma,” said Ryan.  “I can’t.”

Nodding, Linda turned around to obey her son’s direction.

***

As she stood in the corner, nose to the wall, panties around her knees, Linda thought about her marriage and family and the changes that had come to them over the years.  She and Bob had been together for 14 years, married for 13.  It was a first marriage for Linda, a second for Bob.  They’d practiced domestic discipline for their entire marriage and even though they shielded the children from the harsher elements, the kids certainly knew that Bob was the head of the household.  The entire household.  The kids knew, in fact had always known, that if any one got out of line, children and wife alike, they were subject to Bob’s discipline.  Like her children, Linda had been spanked, had her mouth washed out with soap and been put on restriction more times than she cared to remember over the last 14 years.  And when Ryan had turned 18 it was understood that as an adult male in the household, Linda was now subject to his correction as well.  So far Ryan had never disciplined Linda, only going so far as to tell her to watch her mouth when he thought she was getting sassy.  She wiped her cheeks, tears falling again, when she thought about Ryan missing his game because of her carelessness.

She straightened her posture, gripping her dress tighter, as she heard him walk into the room. 

“I’m not your husband, Momma,” said Ryan, averting his eyes.  “Pull your panties up.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Linda, hurriedly pulling up her panties.

“Come over here and bend over the couch.”  Turning, she flinched as she saw him wielding the dreaded loopy john, a deceptively light, quiet, implement made of three loops of rubber that inflicted a vicious sting.  Her HOH mainly carried the loopy john when they were traveling and he needed a quiet implement for hotel rooms.  It made barely a sound but had a big bite. 

She bent over the couch, hands on the cushions, as Ryan raised the bottom of her dress to rest on her back. 

“Tell me why you get a whipping, Momma,” said Ryan.  His hand rested on the small of her back.

“Because,” she gulped, “Because I forgot to wash your uniform and your coach said you couldn’t play in the game.”

“Do you agree you deserve a whipping?  Do you think you should be punished?”

It pained her to agree with him but in her heart she knew he was right.  She had earned a punishment.  She had caused her son embarrassment and let down his team, and now her bottom would pay the price.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, Ryan.”

“I’m sorry, too, Momma.  Let’s get this over with.”  He took a step back.  “I’m gonna give you forty lashes.  You ready?”

“Yes, sir.”

She never forgot the bite and sting of the loopy, but the reality was always so much worse than her memory.  Her son didn’t wield it with full strength but it was so well designed full strength wasn’t necessary.  Her legs wriggled and shook with every lash.  Ryan didn’t limit himself to her bottom like Bob usually did.  He struck in a regular pattern from the top of her butt to just above her knees.  The light rubber straps stinging and itching with each painful stroke.  She cried quietly, her body absorbing each lash of the straps, the flesh on her thighs slowly turning red.  It hurt her, to be sure, but the physical pain could not compare to the pain in her heart.  She let her family down.  Her whipping was a small price to pay. 

At the halfway mark, Ryan paused.

“That’s twenty,” he said, standing up straight.  “You alright?”

“Yes, sir,” said Linda.

“Hold your position, Momma.  Stay bent, now.  Relax your butt,” said Ryan.  “No clenching.”

“Sorry,” whispered Linda.  She consciously relaxed her cheeks, determined to take her punishment with proper form.

“Alright, now.  Last twenty.”

It felt worse after the pause.  It was like her legs had time to process the full impact of her punishment and the pain intensified dramatically.  Her bottom felt hot and swollen. Her legs felt tight and prickly.  She strained now a little bit, to maintain her form, the ache in her thighs growing into a throb.  He sped up now, the loopy traveling up and down in a flash of strokes that had her shaking.

“All done,” said Ryan.  

She cried still, tears falling onto the couch cushions, waiting.  Bob didn’t allow her to break form until given permission.  She didn’t know Ryan’s rules but assumed he would want the same. 

“You’re alright, Momma,” said Ryan, hand rubbing her back.  “It’s all over now.”

After a few minutes he released her.

“Go on to your room and lay down for a while.  I’ll finish up in the kitchen.”

“You don’t have to-” She stopped at the expression on his face.

“What’d I just say?  Go lay down.”

“Yes, sir.”  And with that, she went to her room to rest.

***

It was quiet in the Richardson household as Ryan finished up the dishes and straightened the kitchen.  He didn’t think about anything except how he could make it up to his team.  He’d made a colossal error and even though his mom was responsible, as a man, he knew ultimately he was responsible to his team.

“Hey, buddy.”  He hadn’t even heard his dad come into the house, so wrapped up was he in his own thoughts.  “How’d the game go?”

Bob had a feeling they must have lost considering how early his son was home.  From the dejected shrug Ryan gave him, he feared his prediction was true.  That’s a shame, he thought.  But he knew all was not lost.  They would have another chance on Tuesday.

“Where’s your momma?” asked Bob, guzzling water from the faucet.  He was sweaty and dirty from working on the roof all afternoon.

“She’s in her room lying down.”

“Everything okay?” asked Bob, frowning with concern.  He was met with another shrug.  Oh, the vocabulary of a 19 year old man.

“She wasn’t feeling well.”

“I better go check on her.”

Walking into the bedroom, dropping dirty clothes as he went, Bob was surprised to see his wife, curled on the bed, fully dressed, clutching a pillow and crying her eyes out.

“What’s going on, sugar?” asked Bob.  “Ryan said you weren’t feeling well.”  He sat on the edge of the bed and put a hand on her forehead checking for fever.

“I’m sorry, Bob,” said Linda, crying harder now. “I’m sorry.”

Thoroughly confused, Bob pulled back. 

“What are you sorry for, baby?  What happened?”

She sniffed a few times to get herself together.

“I messed up.  I forgot to wash Ryan’s uniform for the game today.  His coach sent him home because his uniform was dirty.  There weren’t any extra uniforms and the coach said he let the team down.  He was so mad when he got home, he strapped me.”

She saw the mixture of surprise and curiosity cross her HOH’s face as she recalled the day’s events.

“I see,” said Bob.  He was pensive, stroking her forehead. “Did you apologize to Ryan?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And did you take your strapping with proper form?”

“I tried to, sir.”

“When did all this happen?  How long have you been in bed?”

“About 15 minutes, sir.”  Linda looked at Bob as she clutched her pillow.  Her eyes searching his, she couldn’t help but wonder if she would receive another punishment from her HOH, but she was too afraid to ask.

“Alright, baby,” said Bob, he bent and kissed her forehead.  “You’ll stay in bed for at least an hour.  You’ll stay ‘til you get permission to get up.  Get some rest now.”

“Yes, sir.”

Bob looked at his wife’s face, blotchy and wet with her tears.  She always tried to do too much and sometimes got herself into trouble with her desire to serve and please.  And, apparently, this was one of those times. 

“Everything will be okay, darlin’,” he said rising, giving her a peck on the lips. “Now get some rest.”

***

He found Ryan in the den, watching the game on the TV.  His son gazed at him, chin up, with a challenge in his eyes.  Bob thought he might be defensive.

“Everything okay?” he asked, easing his tired bones into the recliner.

“Yep,” said Ryan, eyes back on the television.

“Anything you need to talk about?”

“No, sir,” said Ryan.  “I gave her a whipping.”  He looked his dad in the eye.  If there were repercussions to take he would face them head on.

Bob just nodded.

“She earned it,” said Ryan, ready to answer to his father for his actions.

Bob simply nodded again.  A few minutes passed.

“That’s the first time you’ve corrected your momma,” said Bob.

“Yes.”

“Is it the first time you’ve corrected any female?”  They’d never had a discussion like this before.  Bob reckoned the time was overdue.

“Well, I’ve had to discipline Betsy a couple times since we’ve been dating.” 

Ryan relaxed a little.  This was a change.  He still felt like he was talking to his dad; like they were father and son.  But there was another layer.  It felt like his father was talking to him as a man, almost like one of his buddies.  They were two men, peers of a kind, discussing the discipline of the women in their lives. 

“I told your momma she’d be in bed for at least an hour,” said Bob, turning his head toward the television.  “You let her know when you decide her punishment’s complete and you make sure she knows she’s forgiven.”

“Yes, sir,” said Ryan.  He sat up a little straighter now; proud his father didn’t question his decision.  At least he’d gotten one thing right today.  “I’ll make sure to do that.”


Chapter 4

The spring semester was finally over and they all survived.  Amy’s grades had come in last week and she was ecstatic to get her highest GPA ever; 2.6.  It was a solid C+ and Hogan said it showed her hard work was paying off.  To celebrate the end of the school year and the beginning of summer Hogan suggested they throw a party.  Amy was excited and nervous at the prospect of hosting a group of their friends.  In the end, they decided on just a small group of their closest friends including Julie and Mike, Bob and Linda and two couples both Hogan and Mike knew from their days at The Cave, a BDSM nightclub they’d frequented in college.  It was the right mix of people, Hogan thought, with Bob and Linda being on the deeper side of domestic discipline and the other couples falling on the lighter side of BDSM.  With the exception of Bob and Linda, Hogan had known everyone who was attending for over ten years. He was confident everyone would get along and have a good time.  Well, provided the women behaved. 

The last week had been a downright whirlwind.   There was much to do to prepare.  The house had to be cleaned, the yard landscaped, a menu prepared, and playlists created.  Amy wanted everything to be perfect and Hogan had talked to her a few times reminding her to settle down and stay calm.  Sometimes she got so riled up about the smallest little detail; she let her emotions get the best of her.  Hogan learned long ago, it was the way women were built, at least this woman, and she needed a firm hand to put her back on track. This latest incident was about the food and whether or not they should prepare more vegetarian dishes.

“Honey,” said Hogan, laughing, while they chopped vegetables in the kitchen, “Our friends are carnivores, just like us.  They want meat.  Plus, we are going to have roasted vegetables, potato salad, tossed salad, three-bean salad.  I think any vegetarians will have plenty of choices.”

“I just don’t want anyone to feel left out.  Maybe we should just add one more choice,” said Amy, “like a veggie burger.”  She looked at Hogan with a sweet little pout.  “Pleeeeeaaase.”

Laughing, Hogan glanced at her with a knowing look.  He shouldn’t encourage this mildly bratty manner but she was downright cute right now.  

“Alright, sweetheart.  I’ll pick up some veggie burgers to throw on the grill.  But don’t complain when no one eats them and you’re eating veggie burger hash next week.”

***

The backyard and deck looked beautiful.  Plush chairs and couches were kidnapped from the den so guests could lounge in comfort.   And Amy had cleaned out the local craft store, finding inexpensive, clear glass votive candleholders that she spread throughout the house and in the backyard.  Stringed lights ran along the back side of the house and wound around the deck railing creating a festive atmosphere, along with small speakers hooked up to Sir’s iPad, playing from their jazz collection.  There’d been only one black mark on the day, in Hogan’s view, and it was Amy’s attitude.  Something about planning a party triggered her urge to brat.  She whined and pouted, and generally acted like a four-year-old, whenever she didn’t get her way.  By now, Hogan was at his limit and when she stomped her foot when he told her no more candles, he knew it was time to let her know.  He caught her as she was rearranging the votives for the hundredth time.

“I want everyone to have a good time at the party tonight, Amy,” said Hogan, “including you.  So I’m telling you right now, no more pouting, no more foot stomping, no bratting, period.”  He stepped up to her, fingers wrapped around her wrist, making sure she focused on him. 

“From this moment on I want to see a sweet attitude, understand?  I want my sweet girl today, Amy, not a whiny, annoying brat, who’s asking for a spanking.  You hear me?”  He had her attention, he knew. 

“Yes, Sir.”  She gazed up at her HOH, concentrating on showing respect.

“Come with me, sweetheart.  Sit down a minute.” 

Sinking onto the sofa on the deck he brought her down with him, settling her in his lap.  He cuddled her for a minute, holding her, letting her feel his strong arms wrapped around her.  She breathed deeply, snuggling into her Sir, burying her head in the crook of his neck, her lips leaving a trail of soft kisses on his collarbone.

“I know you’re excited about the party, baby.”  His hands stroked her back.  “And I know sometimes your emotions can get the best of you.” She bristled against him, objecting to his assessment.

“Come on now.  I think we can both agree that you can be a little…high-strung.”  Amy pulled back, her face already in a half pout, before she caught herself. 

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “Amy, I’m going to ask you a question and before you get upset, I want you to think about it, okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy.

“You know I want you on your best behavior tonight, right?  You know what I expect.  I’d hate to have to punish you in front of our guests but you know if you misbehave at the party, you get punished at the party.”

Amy clung to Sir a little tighter, her heart dropping at the mere thought of being spanked in front of her friends.  It hadn’t happened yet but she knew Sir wouldn’t hesitate to correct her in front of their friends and family.

“Sweetheart, do you want a reminder spanking today, before the guests arrive?” 

He’d never given her pre-emptive discipline before.  It wasn’t something they’d discussed.  But he wanted to offer it now, as an option.  It would settle her down, he knew. 

“I’m not saying I’m going to spank you, baby, it’s okay,” said Hogan, his hand cupping her bottom, as she winced in his arms.  “I’ll leave it up to you, Amy.  But I do think it would help you settle down.  I know you don’t like to talk about it, but when your emotions run high, a good, hard spanking settles you down beautifully, sweetheart.” 

They sat quietly as Sir rocked her in his arms.  “It’s okay, baby,” said Hogan.  “You’re alright.”  Sir had strong hands and he always spanked to tears and beyond.  She cried every time, not only out of remorse, but because his hands hurt.

“I don’t want a spanking, Sir,” whispered Amy.  “Please don’t spank me.  I’ll be good. I promise.”

Hogan sighed.  He’d told her it was her choice and he would stand by his word, but he wasn’t optimistic.  “Alright, baby, no spanking.  But then I need you to behave like a big girl.  No. More.  Bratting.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, sitting up and wiping her cheeks. “No more bratting.  I promise.”

Hogan smiled, resigned.  He hoped she was right.  Somehow, either way, he had a feeling the evening was going to end up – with someone in tears.

***

By now, Hogan thought, he should not be surprised.  It seemed to happen at every type of social event.  It might happen earlier, or maybe not ‘til late in the evening but there was always a point where the women separated and went off somewhere away from the men.  In his experience it was the kitchen and this time appeared to be no different.

Hogan looked around his deck checking on their friends.  As expected, everyone had gathered outside where there was food and alcohol.  A mini-bar was setup for people to help themselves to drinks and the music played softly in the background.  The small group had broken up even further into twosomes and threesomes.  Jake sat with his wife, Melissa, on one sofa.  Master Brian sat nearby on a stool.  His submissive, Jenny, was off somewhere in the house most likely to escape the watchful eyes of her master who’d just scolded her for being rude.  Mike stood by Hogan who watched the grill.  That left Becca, Linda and Amy who’d all gone into the kitchen to bring out more food.  They’d been in there a while and Hogan could see them gabbing through the window.   As he watched Amy pull plates and bowls out of the refrigerator he saw Jenny appear, apparently returning from the bathroom, and stop and chat with the others.

Here it is, Hogan thought, that tipping point where the women stay with the women and the men stay with the men.  It was okay with Hogan.  But he knew the men would want to check on their women at some point, having seen previously how a pleasant evening could turn sour and catty at the drop of a hat.  He hoped Amy took his warning seriously, he thought, as he flipped burgers on the grill.  He hadn’t had to warn her or correct her behavior all evening and for that he was glad. On the other hand, Jenny had gotten two warnings already from Master Brian, the last one for making snide comments about one of their friends.  They had all been chatting together, Hogan not paying much attention, as he juggled all the different meats on the grill.  He could tell from the sudden silence that something was amiss.

“That’s your last warning, Jenny,” said Brian.  “If I have to tell you again, I’ll bring the duffel from inside.” 

As far away as Master Brian was from Jenny, Hogan wasn’t sure how he’d even heard her.  But from the guilty look on her face, he’d guess she’d known exactly what she was doing.  Shortly thereafter, Jenny went into the house and Hogan hadn’t seen her since.  Brian joined Hogan and Mike at the grill.

“What’s up with Jenny today?” asked Hogan.  “She isn’t one to usually need minding.”

Master Brian and Jenny had been together for several years, after meeting at Camelot.  Brian was a mild-mannered chemist, Jenny a tour guide at the local art museum.  He was quiet and calm while she was outgoing and bublly, but somehow they seemed to fit.

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” said Brian, “but Jenny’s put on a little weight lately.”

Hogan smoothly slipped the burgers off the grill onto the serving tray and went about replacing them with chicken. 

“I noticed,” said Hogan, with a grin, “and if you don’t mind me saying so, she looks real fine.”

“That’s what I keep telling her,” said Brian, exasperated, his English accent becoming more pronounced.  “But she is not having any of it.  I’ll tell you, Hogan, it brings out every insecurity she has and she takes it out on everyone else.  I’ve actually been considering setting a weight requirement to take the pressure off of her.  Have you ever had to do anything like that with Amy?”

The afternoon sun was finally waning and a lovely breeze picked up.  The candles flickered but were protected by the glass.  Hogan took a sip of his drink, before responding.

“Actually, Amy has the opposite problem.  When she gets stressed or upset she tends not to eat.  I actually have to get on her to eat more.  Her old habits just kick in and she…” He trailed off, not wanting to go into detail about Amy’s past bouts with bulimia.  “But I think I could put you in touch with some couples in the church who practice that.  I think I know of one couple at least. I’m sure they’d be happy to talk with you.”

Master Brian nodded. 

“I might take you up on that,” he said, sipping his beer. 

Hogan looked through the windows into the kitchen where he could see the women gathered, chatting like a coffee klatch.  His eyes fell to Jenny, sitting on a kitchen stool in the center island. Yes, he’d noticed the weight she gained.  In fact, he’d studiously tried not to notice her larger bottom and fuller breasts.  Both Jenny and Master Brian had come in outfits that were more conservative than anything they would wear at the club, in deference to the party being a mixed bunch of mostly non BDSM guests.  Still, toned down for Brian meant today he looked more like a biker and less like a Dom, with his requisite tattoos and beard, his black cargo shorts and matching tee shirt all topped off with several chain and leather wristbands.  And Jenny had on denim shorts so short he could see her religion and a tight tee shirt that showcased her generous cleavage.  Black calf-length boots capped her outfit.  Hogan glanced at her again, eyes falling to her tight nipples on display through her thin shirt.  His cock wanted to thank Jenny and Brian for the view, knowing her outfit must’ve been approved by her Master.

“But like I said,” said Hogan. “I think Jenny’s never looked better.”  Looking at Master Brian, he flushed at having been caught checking out the younger man’s girlfriend.  Master Brian just smiled and gave him a wink, before stealing a piece of burger off the platter.

“Keep an eye on those,” said Brian.  “I’m going to check on the ladies and tell them the food’s just about ready.”

Opening the door, Master Brian felt a blast of cool air as the air conditioning hit him.  His eyes searched out Jenny, whose voice he could hear as clear as day.

“I’m just saying, I don’t know why you’re wearing such a frumpy dress,” said Jenny.  “I mean just because you’re chubby doesn’t mean you have to hide under a muu muu.”

Brian stopped short, blood pressure already rising.  He saw, Linda was it, standing uncomfortably by the wine fridge.   He’d only met the couple for the first time today.  Bob and Linda, he recalled, friends of Hogan’s from church.  Linda was an older soccer mom type.  She seemed rather shy to Brian.  Right now she was looking decidedly self-conscious, arms folded protectively under her breasts, he could see her hands clutching her dress.

“Well,” said Linda. “Bob doesn’t like me to wear racy outfits.  He says a woman can be pretty and modest at the same time.” 

She looked down at her dress, a plain, beige shirt dress that she complimented with red sandals and a thin red belt.  The outfit wasn’t to Brian’s taste, of course, but then again, Linda wasn’t Brian’s to dress.  It really was none of his business what Linda wore or did not wear and it certainly wasn’t any of Jenny’s.  That was between Linda and her HOH as far as Brian was concerned. 

“I mean, I’m just saying,” continued Jenny. “You might be big but you’re not that big.”

Brian watched as Linda’s face crumpled.  She looked seconds away from tears.  Becca and Amy stood to the side, eyes wide, uncertainty on their faces.  

“You could get away with something a little less granny and a little more…sexy nanny.”

“Jenny!” said Brian, disbelief warring with anger in his voice.  Walking toward her, he watched as she calculated how much her Master may have heard.  She could be devious, his sub.  Devious and manipulative. Especially when she was in emotional pain.

“Yes, Sir?” said Jenny, feigned innocence lacing her voice. She looked at him with big, blue eyes.

“Apologize to Mrs. Richardson, right now.”

She frowned at him, outrage and bad temper, even in her posture. 

“For what?  I wasn’t mean.  I was just saying that she’d look even prettier if she-“

Master Brian grasped Jenny’s wrist, drawing her close to him.

“You don’t think it’s mean to say you’re not ‘that big?’” asked Brian.   “Hmm?  It’s not mean to tell someone they look like a grandmother?” 

Her eyes lowered as she realized she was caught.  He put his hand on her back and bent her forward until her hands hit the floor.

“You’ve been asking for this all day, haven’t you?” asked Brian.  “You’ve wanted a spanking all along.”    

“No, Master, please…not here.” A bit more contrite now, but it was too late.

He stood behind her.

“Yes, here.  You certainly didn’t mind being rude here.  Why would you mind being disciplined here?”

Her shorts, scandalously short, already, rode even higher in her prone position.  A good portion of her cheeks were deliciously exposed.  He spanked her then, with quick, sharp strokes using the flat of his hand.  His big palms making a sharp smack that rang in the silence of the room.  Her Master didn’t think about the other women standing nearby, frozen in place.  He didn’t think about the men outside waiting for supper.  He thought only of his submissive, rude and selfish and ass up in front of him.  

“Stop moving about,” said Brian, teeth set with anger.  “You know better than that.”

Her ass jiggled tantalizingly with each stroke.  He travelled up and down her thighs and back again, making sure she was well-spanked. 

“Have you had enough, Jenny?”  She was groaning now, sharp, little grunts after every strike.  “Or shall I keep going?” 

He would make her respond, push her boundaries, make her pay for her misdeeds.  She was embarrassed.  No matter how much she might pretend, might put on nonchalant airs, it pained her to be in this position, ass in the air, rosy bottom, spanked by her Master in front of virtual strangers.  She rebelled often, his sub, like a wild filly, needing a strong hand to hold the reins. 

“Hmm?  No answer?  You were talking up a storm a moment ago.” 

He rested his hand on her fleshy bum, his finger delving beneath the denim, stealthily finding its way between her cheeks.  From this angle his hand was hidden, he knew. 

She jerked, her body literally rigid at the thought of being reminded in front of his friends and their wives.

“Do you need a reminder, Jenny?”

“No, sir,” said Jenny, voice tight with real fear, now. 

“Then answer your Master.” 

He tapped his finger twice, then withdrew, grasping her cheeks in his hands. 

“Have you had enough spanking?  Are you ready to apologize?”

“Yes, Master.  I’ll apologize.”

He pulled her upright.  Face flushed and glistening with sweat, she was breathless with relief.  Her Master’s hand on her back, they walked together to where Linda stood, ill at ease. Jenny was remorseful.  Truly.  She didn’t know why she said the things she did; why she was so hurtful sometimes.  She only knew she was miserable.  She felt fat and disgusting, unworthy of her Master’s love.

She stood before Linda, regret etched across her face.

“Now let’s try that again, shall we?” said Master Brian.  His hand gripped Jenny by the nape of her neck.  “Apologize to Mrs. Richardson.”

She was humbled.  Her Master’s discipline had the desired effect, making her meek and calling forth her submissive nature.  She looked around at the other women feeling lowly and small.

“I’m sorry Ms. Richardson, for my thoughtless words.  I should have spoken more respectfully.  Please accept my apology.”

Linda appeared even more uncomfortable with all eyes now on her.  To make matters worse, Hogan, seeing Jenny receive discipline from her Dom, had joined them in the kitchen.

“What’s going on?” he asked, coming up behind Amy.  The women were all silent, deferring to Master Brian.

“Jenny was apologizing to Mrs. Richardson for her rude comments.  I’m hoping she accepts the apology.”  He looked at her, waiting.

“Of course.  I’m sorry, too,” said Linda.  She blushed, embarrassed at being the center of attention.  She just wanted to put it behind her and move on.  “Like I said, Bob likes me to wear more modest clothes.  I know it’s not everyone’s style.”

Walking up to Linda, Brian took her hand.

“What you wear or don’t wear should be of no concern to anyone except you and your HOH.  Your dress is lovely, Mrs. Richardson, as are you.” 

Smiling, he raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. Like most women Linda was unable to resist his charm.  She gave a small giggle and smiled.

“Now,” said Master Brian, speaking to the group. “I’m sorry you all had to see that.  I came in to tell you all that the food is almost ready and I am sure your husbands would enjoy your company outside.  If you’ll excuse us for a moment, I must attend to my wayward submissive at this time.  Jenny and I will join you all shortly.” 

He waited as the small group shuffled out to the deck, lead by Hogan.  Taking Jenny by the wrist, he led her to the living room, where a dull blue duffel bag sat on the floor.  Sitting on a chair, Jenny knelt in front of her Master.  He sighed, stroking her forehead, her cheeks, her hair.

“I’m not sure what’s going on with you, love,” said Brian.  “But you’re going to have to work it out, whatever it is.  I’m not going to stand for this type of mean, bullying behavior.”  Unzipping the duffel he felt around inside until his hand found its intended target.

“Ahh,” said Brian, “here we are.”  With a triumphant gleam in his eye, he extracted a large pacifier bit.  Seeing the bit in his hands, Jenny blinked, anxiety clicking in the back of her throat.

“Master.”

“No more talking,” said Master Brian.  “Open.”

He quickly and efficiently slid the bit between her teeth.  The large bulb filled her mouth, making speech impossible.  She was grateful, though, knowing Master had a longer mouth plug for days she was particularly sassy.  It filled her mouth and tickled her throat ruthlessly.  He buckled the clasp behind her head, making sure she was strapped in tight, not wanting her to use her tongue to dislodge the bit.  As intended, his submissive would remain entirely focused on her mouth now, and the rubber plug between her teeth.

“You received two warnings, Jenny.  And yet there was a third incident.”  His thumbs stroked her forehead, his gentle voice belying his harsh discipline.   “Since you apparently cannot control the nastiness coming out of your mouth, you’ll wear this plug for the rest of the evening.” 

Her throat clicked as she tried to talk around the bit.  “Cuh, cuh, cuh.” 

He knew she was pleading with him, trying her best to say, ‘please, please, please’ as much as the bit allowed. 

“It’s done, Jenny.  Stop.”

It still amazed Brian, the effect of the plug.  In seconds, his recalcitrant sub went from sarcastic and snarky to humble and fawning, knowing only her best behavior would get Master to give back her words.  Jenny detested wearing a bit and would fight it unless done quickly.  Once bitted however, the psychological impact was instantaneous and severe.  Bitting helped Jenny.  That was the bottom line.  She was instantly less defiant, becoming compliant and mild almost immediately. 

“Talking isn’t always a right.  It can also be a privilege.  You know that,” he sighed, as she lay her head in his lap, tears falling.  “I know this is hard, love.  But you brought it on yourself.  You know you need this.  And probably a whipping, too.”

She gripped his legs tight, silently pleading for leniency.

“I said ‘probably.’  Let’s see if this plug improves your manners.”

She nodded, her head still resting on his thighs.  She rubbed her head against him, seeking comfort.  He stroked her hair for a while, knowing she needed care before returning to the party. 

“Such a mouthy one you are, my love,” said Brian.  “Those beautiful lips…that deep throat…they give me so much pleasure.  Yet you always seem to let your mouth get you into trouble.  I want you to learn, little one. Words have power.  The power to heal and the power to hurt.  Next time, I want you to do better.”

She was calmer now, lulled by the soothing sound of her Master’s voice, his strong fingers stroking her hair, her ear, the back of her neck.  It was lovely being the center of his attention.  She wished the bit was gone so she could kiss his feet. 

“Come, love,” said Brian, after a few minutes.  “Let’s get you back to the others.” 

He stood looking down at her, as she remained on her knees. 

“I want you on your best behavior from here on out, agreed?”

She nodded, resigned to her fate now.  Knowing the other dominants and wives would see her with her plug.  She bit down, feeling ill at ease, thankful it was durable and thick, as they made their way back out to the deck. 

Master Brian wasn’t really concerned with what the others might think or whether or not his girlfriend was embarrassed, but then again, he wasn’t the one with a bit strapped around his jaw.  By the time she earned the bit, Jenny knew, Master Brian was concerned only with compelling her compliance.  Being here, bitted, at Hogan’s house with his friends, was harder than she anticipated.  She felt self-conscious, the only woman who couldn’t speak.  She knew it was for her own good.  Master Brian was really saving her from herself.  Left to her own devices, Jenny probably would have continued in that same vein, saying meaner and meaner things until Master Brian stepped in.  And if that happened her punishment would have been much worse than being made to wear a bit for an evening.

All eyes were on them as they returned to the deck.  The group had left two seats together on the sofa but Master Brian bypassed them, choosing a single chair instead, with Jenny settling on the floor between his feet.  Jenny was conscious of all eyes upon her, some watchful and knowing, some titillated, and still others just gazing out of curiosity.    

“My apologies for our absence.  My sweetheart needed a lesson on the golden rule of courtesy,” said Brian, in explanation to the questioning looks he received from the men. 

“The golden rule of courtesy?” asked Mike, puzzled.  “What is that?”

Brian turned to Linda, who was sitting on the other sofa with Bob at her side.

“Linda knows the golden rule, don’t you?” asked Brian, with a smile.

She nodded.

“Will you share it with us?” he asked, gently.  “I’m sure Jenny would appreciate a reminder.”

Lips quivering, voice shaky, Linda quietly recited, “If you – if you - can’t say something nice about someone, then don’t say anything at all.”  She started to cry as the events of the day finally got to her.  “I know I’m not a small girl.  But I’ve been trying.  I lost eight pounds so far.  Bob said my outfit looked real good on me.”  She dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. 

Master Brian cut his eyes down at the sub at his feet.  Jenny was looking at Linda.  Perhaps she’d finally learn a lesson, he thought. 

Supper was a success.  Amy was right.  Master Brian was trying to cut out meat.  Amy looked at him triumphantly as Brian helped himself to two veggie burgers.   They were a motley crew, from different backgrounds, different professions but somehow it worked.  The conversation flowed from horseback riding, to movies, to travel and beyond.  Through it all Jenny sat with quiet poise, unable to participate in the discussions. 

Mike and Jake, who had experience handling mouthy females, knew it was a good lesson for her to sit quietly and observe.  Occasionally they included her, asking her questions she could answer with a nod or shake of the head.  For her part, Jenny was conflicted.  She hated being bitted.  She hated not being able to freely express herself.  She wanted to have the attention and tell the stories that made everyone laugh.  Instead, with the bit she became somewhat invisible.  Unable to talk, she was forced to listen.  She heard Amy talk about her fear of flunking out of school and Linda talk about her effort to lose weight.  She heard Bob tell Mike how grateful he was for giving him a job.  As she listened she realized everyone was battling something, striving to reach a goal.  It was revelatory, in a way, that the thing she detested the most, having her words taken away, was the thing that in the end made her feel not quite so alone.

As the evening progressed the board games came out and they played a lively round of Pictionary.  Jenny could draw, of course, but someone had to substitute for her when it was her turn to guess.  Mike, her teammate, guessed her final drawing, loudly declaring victory.  He petted her head, taking her face between his hands, crooning to her just as he had to the field dogs he’d grown up with on the farm. 

“Who’s a good girl.  Such a good, good, girl.”

She was flustered, overcome by that confusing combination of pleasure and embarrassment at the same time.  He winked at her, the Dominant in him perfectly aware of her reaction to him, teasing her a little in fun.  Unable to speak, Jenny gave him an outraged frown, doing her best to convey her displeasure, difficult to do with her big eyes and full, pouty lips provocatively wrapped around the bit.  She looked like a sexy, unhappy, china doll. 

The party slowly wound down, the guests beginning to say their goodbyes. It had been a fun night and even though Hogan had been right, there had been tears just as he predicted, he was happy that Amy had been a good hostess.  As Master Brian and Jenny said their goodbyes, Hogan asked if Brian was going to remove Jenny’s pacifier.

“Mmmm.  I think I’ll leave it on a little longer,” said Brian.  “The evening has been quite pleasant and it’ll be nice to have a quiet ride home.”  He laughed as she tried to convince him with a pout. 

“I hope you had fun, Jenny, even though things…took an unexpected turn,” said Hogan. 

She nodded with enthusiasm.  Hogan frowned as she struggled to say something.  Her words no more intelligible than the gurgles of a newborn. 

“It’s okay, Jenny.  Calm down.  Settle down, now,” said Master Brian.  “Listen to your Master.  I said settle.”  He stroked her for a minute.

“She’s trying to say thank you,” he told Hogan.  “She’s thanking you for a lovely evening.”  Hogan turned back to her, eyes crinkling with pleasure. 

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.  I hope you and your Master come back again soon,” and from behind his back he pulled out a shiny red lollipop and gave it to her.

“Here,” said Hogan, with a wink, “It’s a treat for when you get home.”

***

The ride home was quiet for the Richardson’s.  They were going straight from Hogan’s party to Linda’s parent’s house in Greenville, about 60 miles away, so they had quite a drive ahead of them. 

“What exactly happened in the kitchen?” asked Bob.  “I gathered she was impolite to you but what did she say?”

“She said I was dressed like a grandma and that I wasn’t that fat and I could dress more sexy.”

“Hmmph,” said Bob, with a grunt.  “I wish you would’ve told me that earlier.”  He reached down to take her hand.

“It’s okay, Sir.  I could handle it.  I don’t think she truly meant harm.”

“Well, she’s got a funny way of being nice.” 

They were in the countryside now, driving past farms and fields.  There wasn’t much undeveloped land in their part of the state, but as they drove further west, closer to Linda’s parents, the landscape changed, looking as close to a prairie as one could expect this far east.  Linda had grown up on this land and it truly felt like home to her. 

“What did you tell her?” asked Bob.  The road being empty and rural, he could look at her for long moments as they talked.

“I told her that you say that a woman can be pretty and modest at the same time.  And that you prefer me to wear more modest clothes.”

He nodded, once, sharply, his expression turning grim for a moment.

“That’s right, Linda,” said Bob.  “I don’t want you wearing those provocative clothes.  Nothing racy outside of the house.”

Linda’s heart pounded, the hair on her neck actually prickling as she remembered. 

“Yes, Sir.  I know,” she whispered.

Bob looked at her and grinned.  “Well, I guess you rightly do know, don’t you?”

She tried to smile back but it didn’t quite reach her eyes as she thought back to when they first got married and she got her worst punishment ever.


Twelve years earlier




Chapter 5

Winter had been brutal.  Day after day of below freezing temperatures, record snow fall, even the squirrels shivered.  Spring was slow to arrive, bringing two cold days to town for every temperate one.  After weeks of mocking, Mother Nature finally relented and Linda woke up one day to find the air had turned balmy, a warm breeze coming in off the ocean.   It was Friday evening and the Richardson’s had been invited to a party by one of Bob’s colleagues.  A year into their marriage, Linda was eager to go, having finally lost her baby weight.  She’d been exercising and dieting for months and was thrilled she could wear her party clothes again.  The dress she really wanted to wear was a silk cocktail dress, and while it showed off her new slender figure, it also required warm weather.   She took the weather as a sign that it was meant to be.   

Linda’s parents offered to watch Katie for the weekend and Ryan would be with his mother.  That meant they could take advantage of a rare childfree weekend where they could reconnect as man and wife.   The party started at 8p.m. and since it was in town, close to where Bob was working on a construction job, he would bring a change of clothes and meet Linda there instead of driving all the way back to the house. 

Linda stood in the bedroom looking at her dress, wondering if she should change her mind.  She could fit it, but it was a little on the tight side and Bob preferred she wear less revealing clothes.  On the other hand, just this morning he complimented her on how shapely she looked, and how he’d have to fight off all the men at the party.  She ran her hands over the silky fabric, loving the way it felt against her skin, how it flowed through her fingers.  It was red silk, with thin spaghetti straps and a deep v-neck that showed a modest amount of cleavage.  The design of the dress meant she couldn’t wear a bra but the dress had support built-in.  It was scalloped up and down the front from just below her breasts to her hemline, which ended just above her knees.

Taking it off the hanger, Linda shimmied it over her head.  It caught when it reached her hips, the fabric pulling snug.  It was a bit of a battle but she made it, the silk fabric hugging her bottom like a second skin.  Turning around to view herself from all sides, Linda was satisfied, proud even.   

Just you wait, she thought, when I walk into that party tonight, I am going to turn some heads. She stood in the bedroom, viewing herself from every angle, making sure her hair and makeup were just perfect.  She spent so much time on her hair, she lost track of time and ended up running late.  Giving herself a smile, she grabbed her red moiré clutch, stepped into her matching high heels and headed out the front door.  It was time to show off a little. 

***

Bob was enjoying his second beer of the evening.  It was Friday night after a long week and he decided to indulge a little.  He was having a good time at the party of his colleague, Bill Watson, but in all honesty, he couldn’t wait to go home with his wife and fuck her senseless.  Linda’s parents were watching Katie for the weekend, and Bob was grateful.  Since having a new baby their sex life had dwindled considerably, both being either too busy or too tired for much intimacy.  And now with the baby teething and cranky, and Ryan staying with them during the week, he usually settled for Linda servicing him orally either in the morning before work or just before bed.  It was a beautiful thing to wake up to her small, soft mouth nursing from his cock under the covers; her mouth was a treasure, to be sure, but he was really looking forward to sinking into her sweet, wet pussy. 

He heard a couple of catcalls and wondered who had made such a grand entrance.  Making his way closer to the entryway, he was shocked to see his wife standing there bold as brass in a tight, red dress that showed off her…assets.  Bob tried to appear calm on the outside but inside his blood boiled as he recognized the dress she was wearing.  He had forbidden her to wear it more than a year ago.  It looked cheap and trashy and no wife of his needed to wear such a thing.  And now here she was not only wearing it, but at a party with his co-workers and his boss.  Bob took a gulp from his beer, feeling like he had been slapped in the face by her blatant disregard of his opinion, not to mention disobeying a direct order.      

***

Linda was having a great time.  Just as she had hoped, the dress was a big hit!  Two ladies she’d never met before told her how good she looked.  Bob’s secretary, Regina, said she looked pretty, too.  But best of all were the reactions from the men.  Bill Watson, Jackson, Dave, Louis, they’d all taken the time to tell Linda how beautiful she looked tonight.  The only black mark on the evening was Bob.  It had taken her awhile to get through the party guests but eventually she made her way to where he was standing, talking with friends.  After a chaste kiss, she’d stood before him, hoping for a compliment.  But, it was just the opposite.

“I thought I forbade you to wear that dress, last year, Linda,” said Bob.  They stood away from the other guests, in a quiet corner. “I’m not sure why you still have it.  I believe you were told to donate it to the Good Will.”

The last year was a jumble in Linda’s mind.  They were still newlyweds and had quickly gotten pregnant and had a baby.  Shortly after they were married, Bob had evaluated Linda’s clothing and told her some things that he considered inappropriate for a married woman to wear.  Some items Linda had really liked and was able to persuade Bob to let her keep.  On other items he remained firm, telling her to give them away to friends or to donate them.  She couldn’t remember specifically if this dress was on that list.  But it was her favorite.  And she had it on now, and it looked great.  She hoped he could see that.

“I…I don’t…remember,” started Linda.  She honestly did not remember but knew better than to contradict her HOH.  “I’m sorry, Sir. I thought…”  She shook her head.  She’d had only one drink, wanting to remain clear-headed.  But now, everything seemed jumbled up somehow.  Looking up at Bob, she gave a tentative smile.  “I can finally fit it again.  And I got a lot of compliments on it.  People said I look real nice.”

He nodded, beer in hand.

“I know you think you look nice, Linda.  I can see it on your face, how nice you think you look.  You look real satisfied.  Tell me something,” he said, leaning forward, maintaining eye contact with her.  “You don’t think that dress is too tight?”

Linda was careful.  She didn’t want to lie to her HOH.

“Maybe a little tight, sir.  But I lost another few pounds so I thought…” she trailed off, hesitant.  “I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry, too, Linda,” said Bob.  Taking a deep breath, he put a hand under her chin, forcing her to look at him.  “You go on, Linda.  Have a good time at this party.  But you watch yourself, you understand me?  We’ll discuss this more at home.”

“Yes, sir,” said Linda.  “Thank you.”

***

Bob didn’t know how much more he could take.  All he wanted was a fun evening out and a roll in the hay.  Was that too much to ask?  He was angry and hurt, at how easily Linda seemed to dismiss her disobedience.  Since when is “I forgot” an acceptable excuse.  But they were both tired.  They both needed a break.  Rather than make them leave the party early he decided to allow her a little slack.  She could stay at the party as long as she was on her best behavior and he’d deal with her when they got home.  He tried to put the incident out of his mind for the time being, listening to Jackson talk about a potential contract the company might obtain.  It would mean more business which meant more hours for everyone, and that was a good thing.  With three mouths to feed Bob never shied away from taking on a job.

Looking at his watch he saw it was getting late and decided to check on Linda.  They should head out soon.  He made his way to the bar area and had his second shock of the evening.  Linda sat on a bar stool, surrounded by three of his colleagues, all men.  In the quintessential scene of male/female flirtation, one of the men, Dave, held a maraschino cherry up in the air and all three men watched as Linda leapt up to snatch it away from him, using only her mouth.  Her breasts bounced as she jumped up and down, while Dave jerked the cherry higher, always keeping it just out of her reach.  He watched as the men surreptitiously gazed at Linda’s cleavage, her breast having almost completely escaped from the confines of her dress. 

“I almost got it that time,” said Linda, laughing.

“Try it once more,” said Dave, with a knowing glance at the other men.  “I bet you can get it this time.”

“Okay,” said Linda.  “But just once more.  Then I need to find Bob.”

A surge of adrenalin carried Bob over to her in seconds, just as she jumped the highest yet.  Her breasts bounced again, as this time, she caught the cherry between her lips, just as Bob reached them.

“Cover yourself,” said Bob, leaning down to whisper in her ear.

“Huh?” said Linda.  She looked at him, puzzled.

“I said, cover yourself.” He spoke at regular volume this time, not caring if his colleagues heard him.

Linda looked down, and gasped, seeing her breasts on display, and quickly adjusted her dress.

“Excuse me,” she said, with a giggle.

“Come on, Linda,” said Bob, grasping her arm.  “It’s time to go.  Say goodnight.”

Linda smiled at him, agreeing. 

“It is getting late.  Thank y’all for a wonderful time.  I hope we can do it again soon.”

She quickly followed Bob as he practically dragged her out the door. 

It was a quiet ride home.  Linda made a few overtures but, not receiving any real response in kind from her husband she thought it best to remain silent.  The party was fun. She’d had fun.  It was nice getting all that attention, she thought, as they turned onto their street.  Okay.  Maybe she had gone a little too far.  Maybe the dress was a little revealing and a little tight.  But, if she were completely honest with herself, she really liked getting all that attention.  She wasn’t just “mommy to Katie” and “stepmom to Ryan.”  Tonight she’d been “Linda” the hot soccer MILF to Dave and Louis and Bill Watson and Jackson. 

Bob held the door for her, walking with her up the steps.  He still hadn’t said a word.  Linda was starting to get worried, fearful of the calm before the storm.  Unlocking the door, he frowned as it swung open.

“You didn’t lock the deadbolt?” he asked.

“Oh, I was rushing,” said Linda.  “I must’ve forgotten.”

“You forgot?” echoed Bob, nodding.

As they crossed into the foyer, he turned to her, arm held out.    

“Give me your purse,” he said, laying it on the credenza.  Her arm was held in a firm grip, as he led her silently through the house.  He stopped at the bathroom on the first floor.  Linda was perplexed, still unclear what was going on inside him and a little frightened at his reticence.  He guided her into the tub, his fingers nimbly working the straps of her shoes as he maneuvered them off her feet.

Standing, she felt the press of his hands on her shoulders and lowered herself to her knees.  As he unzipped his fly, she leant forward, eager to show her devotion, ready to service his need.  He stopped her though, with a gentle tap under her chin.  She looked up at him, questioning, as his hand guided her forward, face pressed into his crotch, his balls and penis resting atop her head. 

She gasped at his feet, head burrowing between his thighs as a full body shiver ran through her.  Scrambling toward him, she clutched at his legs as he held his penis and bathed her in a stream of warm, bitter piss.  It was a moment of pure, primitive, male retaliation.  After three beers and no chance to relieve himself, Bob’s flow was heavy and pungent.  His hand resting on the back of her head held her in place, his strong hold providing gentle reassurance. 

“Shhh.  Settle,” said Bob, not letting her move a muscle.  His urine flowed in steady rivulets from the top of her head down the back of her neck, soaking her hair and dress. 

“Settle down,” whispered Bob.  “You’re okay.” 

She crouched into him, clinging, her whimpers sounding for all the world like a sick puppy.   

Bob closed his eyes and sighed, a combination of physical relief and visceral satisfaction flowing through his veins.  This is what she deserved, he thought.  This is what she deserved for jumping up and down without a bra on, like a tramp, letting his buddies see her tits.  This is what she deserved for playing fetch the cherry with his colleagues.  He felt like she had spit in the face of their wedding vows tonight, humiliated him in front of his co-workers, pissed all over him and his dignity. 

He shifted his groin to the right a bit wanting to make sure she was drenched, plastered from head to toe from his golden shower.  Head thrown back, eyes closed, Bob slowly halted his flow.

“Look at me,” he said, backing up a few steps.  His eyes fixed on her, hair and face wet, dress damp and smelly.  She cowered, shrinking in disgrace.  Grasping his cock he started again, his piss stream a little weaker this time.  She gasped, shuffling back, as he aimed lower now, dousing her neck, her chest and the infamous red dress.  He stepped closer as his flow began to falter before trickling to an end.  He shook his cock, the last few drops dribbling on her head.

“That’s what you did to us tonight,” said Bob.  “That’s what you did to our marriage.”

On her hands and knees now, she looked at him, seeing his pained expression, the hurt in his voice, the reality of her actions hit her in the chest like a bolt of lightning, and she sank onto her haunches, collapsing in despair. 

“In case you don’t understand the lesson, let me clear it up for you.  For as long as we’re married, it will never be okay for you to jump up and down with your titties hanging out.  It will never be okay to flirt with my buddies.  And it will never be okay to wear a slut dress to a party.  Especially a dress that I told you to throw out.”

His fingers curled with latent fury at the mere thought of her willingly letting another man touch her.  He looked down, shocked to feel his cock growing, intense arousal coursing through him. He shuddered, almost light-headed as he went to full erection in a matter of seconds.  

“You pissed all over our marriage, Linda.  You pissed all over me,” said Bob.  “And now you know how it feels.”  Pulling the door behind him, he turned, and walked out.

***

Thirty minutes passed before Bob returned, a pair of scissors in his hand.  All cried out, Linda sat against the far wall of the tub, legs curled up under her chin.  She was cold, wet and miserable and it was all her own fault.  She realized now the gravity of her errors, starting with selfish pride, an overabundance of ego and a dash of arrogance.  She replayed the evening over and over again in her mind and came to the same conclusion each time.  Bob was right.  She’d treated him horribly all because she wanted to look pretty.

She didn’t know if she would ever recover from seeing the hurt on his face, the pain etched into his mouth and eyes, put there by her own hand.  And what was worse, she didn’t know if he would recover.  How could she regain his trust?  How could he forgive her?  Her head ached as she tried to make sense of it all.

Her head lifted as the door swung open, his large frame filling the doorway.  She sat, motionless, waiting upon his will, as he looked down upon her like a confessor. 

“I’m sorry,” said Linda. 

Bending down, he handed her a pair of scissors, before returning to stand in the doorway.

“Cut the straps,” said Bob.

With shaking hands she obeyed him, snipping each string.  Unsupported now, the dress fella little, exposing more of her large breasts, still wet from her disgrace.  She looked at him, body flushed with shame.  It was dirty and demeaning but there was nothing to it, except to wait.

“Take it off,” said Bob. 

She hesitated, unsure how to proceed.  Standing up, she rolled the wet dress down to her feet, until she stood there clad only in her wet panties. 

“Cut the dress up.  Cut it into little pieces.  When you’re finished put it in this bag and throw it outside in the trash.  Then you can clean up and make your apology and we’ll put this behind us and start fresh.”

It was a gift he was giving her and she eagerly accepted, nodding her head, as her eyes overflowed.

“Yes, sir.”

She knew he was still mad.  She could see it in his face.  But he was making an effort and for that she was grateful.

“Alright, then,” he said.  “I’ll leave you to it. Bring it out when you’re done.”

“Yes, sir,” said Linda, already snipping, eager to show her compliance.  “Thank you.”

***

Two hours later the dress was discarded.  Linda was probably happier to get rid of it than Bob.  She was clean, warm and dry now, wrapped in a thick, plush robe after a hot shower.  Bob had come in and washed her, stroking her body with soapy hands, telling her how glad he was to wash away her ugliness, to have his beautiful wife back again.    

They sat on the couch, he in sweatpants, she naked under her robe, and he held her as she sobbed out her apology, anxious to make him understand how truly sorry she was.   Once she calmed down, he just held her, letting the stress and tension of the day slowly seep away.  He talked to her then, about their marriage and his expectations. 

“That was a hard punishment, wasn’t it?” asked Bob.

She nodded, remorse lodged thick in her throat.   Her head lay against his chest, his hand stroking her hair. 

“I don’t want you to ever do anything like that again,” he continued.  “I take our wedding vows very seriously, Linda.  I won’t stand for you desecrating our marriage.  When you do things like that, you desecrate our marriage.  You desecrate me.” 

He was quiet for a minute, feeling the anger rise up in him again.  He didn’t try to erase it or pretend it wasn’t there.  He let it run through him, through his blood and his veins.  He understood now what people meant when they said they were so angry they “saw red.”  He took a deep breath, releasing his fury, waiting for his pulse to quiet. 

“I don’t want to have to do that again, but I will if I have to.  Any time you defile us, I’ll defile you.  You’ll get a piss bath every time.”  He gripped her scalp, leaning her away, needing to see her face. 

“Look at me, Linda.”

She sat up, scooting back just a little bit, her robe shifting with her movements.  Her eyes were red-rimmed from her tears, the shame obvious on her face. 

“What happens when you repeat bad behavior?” asked Bob. 

“I get a harsher punishment,” said Linda.  

Bob’s eyes were on her lips.  His fingers rose to caress her mouth. 

“I don’t want to have to spoil you again,” said Bob, his forefinger sliding between her lips.  He raised his eyes, looking at her steadily, needing to ensure that she grasped his seriousness in this moment.  “But I will if I have to.”

It had been hard; the hardest punishment he’d ever given her.  But in her heart she knew she deserved it.  Nodding, she vowed in that moment never to grant him cause, never to stain their marriage again.

His face broke out in a small, sad smile as he settled her against him once more.  With her ear against his chest she could hear his heart beating, the slow, rhythmic pounding was a comfort.

“I realize now, I haven’t been paying you enough attention, have I?” 

He’d had time to really consider what happened, why his usually sweet, submissive wife, would do something so hurtful and vain.  She was crying out for attention he realized.  For his attention.  Parting her robe, he exposed her breasts, his fingers flicking her nipples.  Curling over her, he caressed the pink buds with his tongue.

“It’s only natural you want to seek out a male’s attention, darling.  You’re a healthy woman.  You worked hard to get your body back.  But, darling, you want a man’s attention – you don’t have to go any further than right here.”

He guided her hand under the waistband of his pants, urging her to grasp his thick erection.  She gasped at the solid heat in her hands.  Slowly, she stroked him, watching his eyes drift shut.  He let out a quiet sigh.

“You know what I thought about all day today, sweetheart?” asked Bob.

“No, sir,” she whispered.  Her pulse spiked, seeing how aroused she was making him.  She relished the moment, the power to control his pleasure. 

He kissed her neck, nuzzling her sweet-smelling hair, tongue fondling her ear.

“I thought about how I much couldn’t wait to get home and fuck you,” said Bob, whispering the words in her ear.  “I didn’t even want to go to the party.”

“Really?” asked Linda.  She pulled back, real surprise in her voice.

Laughing with chagrin, he grasped her head in his hand, and kissed her, his tongue seeking hers, stroking deep inside.

“Really,” he replied.  “I thought about fucking you all day long.” 

He swung her leg over him, in a straddle, easing the robe off her shoulders.  Her heavy breasts and tight nipples hung there, exposed in the cool air.  

“I know you want to show off sometimes, darlin’.  I get it.  I do.” 

He reached further into her robe, caressing her hips, hands reaching around to squeeze her butt cheeks.  “But if you want to shake that sweet ass, sweetheart…”

His fingers tickled between her cheeks.  She jumped, falling into him, hips undulating. 

“That’s right, sweetheart.  Shake that ass.  You shake that ass for me.”  Kissing, stroking, he fondled her breasts, pinching her nipples. 

“And if you want to swing those titties for someone, darling, you swing ‘em for me.” 

She peeked at him with a shy smile and shimmied her shoulders making her breasts sway, temptingly.

“There you go,” said Bob, with enthusiasm.  “Swing those bad boys.” 

Encouraged, she shimmied again, laughing with a soft blush. 

“I thought you didn’t want me,” said Linda, “since I…”

“Since Katie?” he asked, knowing she was self-conscious about the changes in her body since having the baby.  He looked at his wife, her pretty breasts and shapely hips.  Growling, he grabbed her, pressing her soft curves against him. 

“Does this feel like I don’t want you?” he whispered.

She gasped, feeling his penis brush against her core. 

God, she felt good.  She felt pretty, and sexy, and powerful. She spread her legs wide, embracing his cock with her pussy, eager to take him inside.  As he filled her, she couldn’t help riding him, legs pumping, she felt wild and wanton.  He encouraged her, whispering sweet, hot nothings in her ear, calling her beautiful, sexy, the hottest piece of ass he’d ever had.

He felt huge inside her, he was more turned on than ever before, as he watched her in amazement.  He’d never seen her so aggressive; so demanding.  She rode him hard, body bucking in a furious whirl of lust.  The fear vanished.  The insecurity gone, dissolving in a cloud of pleasure and trust as she realized the truth of this one thing. She loved him, this man who’d brought her down to her lowest point only to rebuild her, stronger than ever before. 

Her breasts jiggled, sweat dripped down her chest as her fingers nimbly worked her clit.  She came in an instant, their bodies colliding, her wet pussy carrying him over, as she collapsed on top of him, heaving and trembling in his arms.  He held her, hot and sweaty, rubbing her back, her shoulders, kissing her cheek. 

“Good girl,” whispered Bob.  “There’s my good girl.”

He thought about nothing and everything, his mind a white void, while she drifted, her body a quivering wreck.  Without knowing exactly how, he understood clearly that his world had just shifted.     

***

The lights were still on as Bob pulled up to Linda’s parents’ house.  The 60 miles had gone by much faster than anticipated.  He pulled up to the old, red farmhouse where Linda had grown up.  She’d fallen asleep sometime during the drive, using his body as her own personal pillow.  He gently let his seat back, encouraging her to lay her head in his lap.  He stroked her hair, while she was deep in slumber, and thought about their years together.  It had been quite a ride, marriage, divorce, children, job, house, finances.  And through all the ups and downs, somehow he’d found her, this beautiful, passionate woman, who gave him the gift of her submission, every day.  He closed his eyes and said a quick thanks and prayed the next 14 years would be filled with as much love, laughter, and discipline as the last.   

The End
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