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Pete is married to Penny but likes to indulge himself by spending a lot of time with his mates, drinking, playing cards, and eyeing up women. When Penny demands a divorce, Pete decides to make an effort to keep her, and goes along with her request to see a marriage therapist. Miss Davis knows exactly how to motivate Pete to change his behaviour - by spanking him. She instructs Penny how to use a hairbrush on Pete's bottom, and Penny soon finds herself in the role of disciplinarian. Pete is horribly embarrassed, particularly when Penny's sisters and mother get to witness his spankings. It seems corporal punishment is here to stay, and Pete faces up to the fact he is now a disciplined husband.
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Chapter One

Peter Martin was nervous, very nervous. He had a right to be. He and his wife Penny were in the waiting room of their new marital therapist, Jane Davis, MSW. And he was certain he was about to be spanked by Miss Davis right there in her office. Yes, here he was, a man of 31 years about to submit to a spanking by their marriage counselor.

As they sat there he reflected on how he had gotten to this point. He had been a star athlete in high school where he and Penny had met and fallen in love. While his athletic ability was not good enough for the pros, he had made enough of a name for himself that he managed to get a good job at a local car dealership. He and Penny got married soon after they graduated from college. The problem was that many of Pete's friends were still single and Pete liked to hang out with them instead spending time with his wife. He would play cards a couple of times a week and go drinking with his friends another night or two. He blew off his wife's complaints as she grew increasingly frustrated with his behavior. When they were at parties Pete would often get drunk and flirt with many of the women at the party. The final straw came when Penny caught Pete coming home smelling of perfume. He finally admitted that he'd had a one-night stand with a waitress at the bar he frequented.

When she demanded a divorce, Pete begged for another chance, promising to change his behavior. He loved his wife and really intended to change his ways, so they went to a marriage counselor. However, traditional marriage counseling just didn't work for them. Pete had good intentions but he succumbed to temptation all too often, getting drunk and flirting with many of their women friends. At their fourth and final therapy session, their counselor told them that she knew of another marriage counselor with unusual methods that might be able to help them.

"I will warn you, though, that her methods are indeed unconventional," the counselor told them, "but I have seen them work in cases much like yours."

Since Penny had told Pete that the only alternative was divorce, Pete readily agreed to see this new counselor, despite any "unconventional" methods. So they scheduled a session the following Thursday afternoon with Jane Davis, where they found out just how unconventional her methods were. After listening to Penny's description of their issues (and Pete's reluctant agreement with Penny's account), Miss Davis asked them how much they wanted to try to save their marriage. They both insisted that they very much wanted to salvage their marriage.

Miss Davis turned to Pete and asked him just how important saving his marriage was for him. "I ask you in particular," she said, "because it is your behavior that is threatening your marriage. Your behavior and your inability to change it."

Pete assured her that he was willing to do anything to save their marriage.

"That's good," Miss Davis said. "Because changing your behavior is the key to saving your marriage. As I understand it, you keep trying to change your behavior but fall back into the same bad pattern despite your good intentions. Is that about right?"

Pete agreed that it was even though he was embarrassed to admit it.

Miss Davis went on, "It looks as if you really want to change but are unable to do so on your own." Pete could only nod at this accurate assessment of the situation. "I have seen other cases like this and when I tried any of the traditional therapeutic methods with these couples it was always unsuccessful. That's when I began experimenting with other ways of helping men change their behavior that was threatening their marriage. I have now developed a method that works in most of my cases, but I warn you, it is so unusual that you may decide not to continue."

At this point, Penny chimed in. "I am sure we want to continue, Miss Davis. Our only alternative is divorce and we both want to save our marriage. Isn't that right Pete?"

Pete readily agreed but was a little apprehensive about what this unconventional method was.

"The problem in these cases," Miss Davis explained, "is that these men are unable to get themselves to make the changes necessary to save their marriages. So I developed a way of supplying an incentive, an incentive strong enough to get them to change their behavior."

"An incentive?" Penny asked, "What sort of incentive? How could there be any greater incentive than saving your marriage?"

"Ah, yes," agreed Miss Davis, "that is the ultimate incentive but it is too remote and abstract. What men like Pete need is an incentive that is immediate and strong enough to get him to change his behavior to achieve that ultimate goal."

Now Penny was intrigued. "So what is this incentive?"

"Corporal punishment. When the husband slips up in his effort to change his behavior he is subjected to corporal punishment."

"You mean, like spanking?" Penny asked incredulously.

"I mean exactly like spanking," Miss Davis replied. "If you want to continue with me you and Pete will have to agree for Pete to be subject to corporal punishment for any misbehavior on his part. Here is a contract I have all my clients sign. Please read it carefully and consider if you want to continue with this form of marital therapy."

At this point she took out a sheet of paper for the couple to review and sign. It explained the marital therapy she was proposing and had places for Penny and Pete to sign. The agreement stipulated that it was valid for one year and that corporal punishment could be administered to the husband by either the therapist or the wife during the period of the agreement. It further explained that the wife or therapist would determine the time and place of any corporal punishment to be administered. It also stated that the agreement could be terminated at any time by the husband, but if he did so, the therapy would be terminated.

As the couple read the proposed contract Penny told Pete that she would sign the agreement and if he wanted to continue their marriage, he would have to sign it as well.

"And if you do decide to terminate the contract during the year it will also terminate our marriage," Penny warned Pete.

Pete really wanted to save his marriage so he reluctantly signed the paper sealing his fate. He was going to be a spanked husband.

They gave the signed contract to Miss Davis, who made a copy for them to keep and continued her explanation of her form of marital therapy.

"For the next year, Pete, Penny will be in charge," explained Miss Davis. "If she determines that you have stepped out of line in any way she is going to spank you. Penny, for this therapy to work you will have to be very strict, especially in the beginning. If you let things slide the therapy will not work and your marriage will continue to fall apart. I want to see you next Tuesday evening to begin your actual marital therapy. I am certain that Pete here has some real doubts about how effective such a juvenile form of punishment will be. Most of the husbands have such doubt. So the next couple of sessions will be devoted to convincing the two of you of the effectiveness of corporal punishment therapy. At our next session, Penny, I will demonstrate just how I expect you to discipline Pete and I have no doubt that this demonstration will convince the two of you of the potential for this therapy to help Pete reform his behavior. Do either of you have any questions?"

Both shook their heads. Penny had no idea of what she would ask and Pete just wanted to avoid any discussion of his getting spanked. The idea was just too embarrassing.

But now it was Tuesday evening and they were in the waiting room outside Miss Davis' private office as their session was scheduled to begin in just a few minutes. That's why Pete was so nervous. He was about to be spanked by their marital therapist. He had not been spanked since he was a young boy. He was now a grown man. Surely it wouldn't be so bad. It might be a little embarrassing but that's about all. How much could it hurt? He had been injured on the athletic field and those injuries were very painful. This wouldn't as bad as that. What made Miss Davis so certain that the juvenile punishment would get him to reform his ways? Now he was nervous that it would not work and his marriage would fail despite his efforts.

Just then the door opened and Miss Davis invited the couple into her office. There was quite a difference from their first visit. Miss Davis was dressed like a strict school teacher, her hair pulled back in a tight bun. A large armless chair was sitting in the center of the room with nothing around it. And on her desk was a variety of instruments for corporal punishment--a sorority type paddle, a nasty looking leather strap (actually a prison strap they were later to learn) and a formidable looking hairbrush.

"Right," Miss Davis began, "From now on, Pete, you will address me as Miss Jane. Penny, you can call me Jane."

The therapist had discovered that changing the form of address in this way contributed to the effectiveness of the therapy. It made the husband view the therapist more as a governess or teacher than a marriage counselor. It put the husband in a submissive role even before any punishment took place. She invited the couple to sit on a nearby sofa and explained the purpose of tonight's session.

"This is the first session for your marital therapy," Jane said. "In this session, I will administer a corporal punishment to Pete. This is not for anything that he has done wrong. It is simply a demonstration of what will happen to him if he continues to misbehave. Hopefully, such punishments will provide the incentive to change the behavior that he has been unable to change on his own. Shall we begin?"

At this point Jane went over to her desk and picked up the hairbrush. Then she sat in the chair and instructed Pete to come stand in front of her. As he did so she said, "When I give you instructions, you will respond with 'Yes, Miss Jane.'. Do you understand that?"

Pete felt his ears get warm as he said, "Yes, Miss Jane."

She then instructed him to place his hands on his head and began to unfasten his trousers. As she did so, she explained, "I have found that my undressing the husband emphasizes my control over him. He is not undressing for me, rather I am undressing him in preparation for his spanking. And that is a very different thing, isn't it Pete?"

Now Pete could feel his whole face flush as she said, "Yes, Miss Jane." He was red with embarrassment and his punishment hadn't even begun.

Jane tugged his trousers down to his ankles and put her fingers in the waistband of his undershorts. As she pulled them down to join his trousers she explained, "All spankings must be on the bare. Remember that, Penny."

Now Pete was naked from his waist down, although his shirt tail did provide some coverage. But there was a slight bulge at the bottom of his shirt in front. Apparently some part of him was reacting to being undressed by an attractive woman. Jane addressed this situation.

"Like many men, Pete has had a reaction to being undressed in front of a woman. If this happens at home you can ask him to deal with it by masturbating so it goes away or you can use it as I am doing now to assist him in getting into position." With that, she reached under his shirt, grasped his half erect penis and pulled him face down onto her lap.

It was time to begin his spanking, time to demonstrate to the two of them just how effective a real hairbrush spanking could be.

She started the spanking hard and fast. This was a demonstration of a real punishment spanking. There would be no warm up. Pete reacted at once. His whole body stiffened in pain and surprise.

"Yeeoww!" he cried out. His body twisted involuntarily, trying to avoid the rapid painful swats on his naked rear. He was embarrassed by his outburst. He soon got himself under control. But while he no longer howled, the spanks were still incredibly painful. He was soon in tears. And Miss Jane was showing no sign of stopping any time soon.

Meanwhile, Penny was gaping at the scene unfolding before her. Here was her he-man husband, lying bare-bottomed over the lap of an attractive woman getting the spanking of his life.

There was no doubt that it was a real punishment, one that he was really feeling! It was going on and on. The spanks were loud in the small room, and they were accompanied by audible grunts from her suffering husband. His backside had turned a deep red, with the darkest areas at the lowest part of each cheek. Though the women couldn't see it, Pete was now biting his lip to keep from crying out and embarrassing himself further.

Just when Penny was beginning to wonder if the spanking would ever stop. Jane brought it to a close with several final slow hard spanks, each of which elicited a noticeable reaction from Pete. When the spanking was over, Jane allowed Pete a minute to recover then instructed him to get up from her lap.

He got up awkwardly and wanted nothing more than to rub some of the awful aching coming from his backside. But he didn't want to give her the satisfaction of seeing him do so. Penny noticed that even though Pete was not actually crying, there were tears in the corners of his eyes and he was sniffling a bit. That was some spanking! Could she administer one like that?

"Now, Pete," instructed Miss Davis, "you may go into the bathroom and get yourself together. But I want you back out here fully dressed in five minutes."

Pete stared to pull up his pants but Miss Davis quickly said, "Pete, did I tell you that you could pull up your pants?"

"No Miss Jane," he replied, and let his pants fall back down to his ankles. Then he shuffled his way to the bathroom, with the two women watching his reddened backside wobbling as he did so.

After Pete had washed his face and redressed he joined his wife and their marital therapist back in her office.

The therapist addressed Pete first. "Was that a spanking you would rather avoid?"

He said quietly, "Yes Miss Jane." It was definitely something he wished to avoid!

Then she turned her attention to Penny. "Penny, that is the kind of spanking you must administer to Pete when he gets out of line." Jane was prepared for the look of uncertainty on Penny's face when she saw it. Most of her female clients were unsure about being able to administer such a harsh spanking. But she was prepared for that. "At our next session, you will give Pete a spanking and I will instruct you to make sure it is every bit as effective as the one I just administered. So let's plan on meeting again next Tuesday at the same time."

Jane Davis smiled as the couple left the room, thinking to herself that this particular couple were going to be just fine. Meanwhile Pete was wondering just what he had gotten himself into. But he was determined to get through it. He really did love Penny and if this is what it would take to reform their marriage then this is what he was going to have to endure. But next week did not promise to be any fun.


Chapter Two

"I can't believe it's Tuesday already," muttered Peter as he and Penny entered the office of Jane Davis, their marital therapist. Last Tuesday, in their first marital therapy session, Pete had been brought to the brink of tears by Miss Davis and tonight she was going to instruct his wife on how should could spank him just as effectively. Pete shuddered as he thought about their upcoming session. Of course, he could stop all this ridiculous spanking stuff any time he wanted. That was part of the contract he had signed. But Penny had made it clear that if he did so, their marriage would be over. So Pete was determined to just tough it out.

The couple did not say anything as they sat on the couch in the outer office waiting for Miss Davis to invite them into the inner office and begin their session. Both were thinking of the spanking that was scheduled. Penny was wondering if she could indeed deliver a spanking as effective as the one she had seen the therapist deliver. And Pete was just nervous about undergoing another painful discipline session.

It was not long before Jane Davis opened the door and invited them into the inner office. It was set up as it was the week before, with a single armless chair in the center of the room, a sofa against one wall and Miss Davis's desk on another side of the room. As before, a number of instruments for corporal punishment were laid out on the surface of the desk - a sorority paddle, a leather strap and the sturdy hairbrush that Miss Davis had spanked Pete with last week. Miss Davis got right down to business.

"Penny, this week you are going to spank Pete just as I did last week. It must be a real punishment spanking so that it helps him avoid the behaviors that threaten your marriage. If it is not severe enough, this method will not work. Do not worry, I am sure you can do it; I'll be here to guide you if you need it."

Then she set things up for the spanking session to come. "Penny, you sit here in the chair. How do you want to prepare Pete? Would you like him to come to you and lower his pants as I did last week?"

Penny had thought about how the last session had begun. Jane had lowered Pete's pants and shorts but his shirt tail had still left him somewhat covered. So she had her own idea of how to start this evening.

"No, I have another idea," she said. Then she turned to her husband. "Pete, please undress for your spanking."

Pete turned red and looked at his wife.

"You mean undress completely? Here or in the bathroom?" he asked, hoping to at least be able to undress in private.

"No, undress right here," Penny said. "Fold your clothes neatly and put them in a pile on the sofa. Then go to the desk and bring me the hairbrush."

Miss Davis smiled to herself. Penny was going to do well. She was already taking a much more assertive role in dealing with Pete.

Pete undressed while the two women watched. It was very embarrassing to have to strip in front of them while they remained fully clothed. When he was naked he made sure his clothes were neatly folded and placed them in a pile on the sofa. Then he glanced at his wife and went to the desk to fetch the hairbrush Miss Jane had used to spank him with last week. He took the hairbrush to his wife and awaited her instructions. Penny recalled how Jane had grabbed Pete's penis and used it to pull him over her lap, and decided to try that method for herself, so she reached out for her husband's member which was about at face level. To Pete's embarrassment he starting getting erect when Penny held his member. After all, he was used to having her stroke him as part of their sex play. But of course this was not sex play and it was embarrassing to be getting an erection in front of the two women just before getting spanked. It was almost as if he was getting aroused by the idea of being spanked by his wife.

Ignoring his embarrassment, Penny said, "Over you go," pulling him over her lap and settling him into place. She patted the bare bottom in front of her and then went to work. She recalled how Jane had spanked him hard and fast as she had begun the spanking and tried to copy that procedure. When Miss Davis had begun Pete's spanking that way it had surprised him and he had reacted with a sharp cry of distress. This week he was prepared and endured the beginning of his spanking quietly. Still it was more painful than he expected. After about four minutes of solid spanking, Penny was getting a little tired and was concerned that she seemed to be getting little reaction from her husband. Was she doing something wrong? She looked up at Jane Davis with a puzzled look.

"Am I not spanking hard enough?" she asked.

Miss Davis decided to pose the question to Pete. "Is Penny spanking you hard enough, Pete?"

"Yes, Miss Jane, Penny is spanking me plenty hard enough," Pete replied in a somewhat husky voice. It was embarrassing to have to discuss his spanking while lying over his wife's lap.

Then Miss Davis walked over to the couple and put her index finger at the base of Pete's backside, right where the buttocks met the thighs. "Try some hard ones right here," she suggested.

Penny did as instructed and Pete seemed to find those spanks especially painful. He grunted and twisted for the first time tonight. After about two more minutes of spanking Miss Davis suggested that they take a break and discuss Penny's spanking technique.

"Go stand in the corner, Pete," Miss Davis told him. It was embarrassing to stand in the corner naked with a red bottom like he was a naughty child but Pete followed the therapist's directions.

Meanwhile Jane and Penny had a discussion about Penny's spanking technique. "I think you are doing well, Penny," Jane said. "But Pete here is a tough one. I wonder if you might befit from a different implement."

"Like what?" Penny asked.

"Pete, would you go into the bathroom and bring out the bath brush that's hanging on a hook in the shower?"

Pete did as directed, glad to get out of the corner but became apprehensive when he saw the size of the bath brush. It was much longer and heavier than the hairbrush. What would that feel like? He was sure he was about to find out! When he came out of the bathroom he saw that Miss Jane and Penny had changed places. Jane was now seated in the chair and Penny was standing nearby.

"Pete, get over my lap," Jane said.

"Now, Penny," said Jane, "a bath brush is an entirely different instrument than a hairbrush and it takes a different technique to use it properly. When you use a hairbrush you generally keep your wrist stiff and use the power of your arm. But a bath brush has a much longer handle and you should use your wrist to take advantage of that. The leverage will create a significantly harder smack with less effort on your part. Watch."

Miss Davis then administered a series of hard spanks to Pete's backside with the bath brush bringing the brush down sharply by snapping her wrist for each spank.

It was too much for Pete, he cried out: "Oh Fuck, Oh shit! That hurts!" He knew he should not have cursed like that but he was taken by surprise by how much the bath brush hurt his already sore backside. But he was not surprised when Miss Davis remonstrated with him about his outburst.

"Now, Pete, you know you should not be cursing like that, don't you?" Jane told him.

"Yes, Miss Jane," he said wondering what was going to happen now.

He did not have to wait long to find out.

"Get up off my lap," Jane said.

When Pete had done so, Jane got up, grasped Pete's right ear and led him into the bathroom, instructing Penny to follow them into the bathroom. Once there Jane told Pete to stand there and face the mirror above the sink. Then she opened the cabinet beneath the sink and pulled out a new large bar of Ivory soap. Pete groaned inwardly. She was going to wash out his mouth with soap!

Jane turned on the tap and unwrapped the soap. As the water warmed up she held the soap under the warm running water, until she was able to make the bar all sudsy. Then she said. "Open wide, Pete."

Pete closed his eyes and reluctantly opened his mouth for Jane to administer the shameful punishment.

"Oh no you don't, Mister," Jane told him. "Open your eyes and watch what happens to naughty boys who curse during their spanking."

Pete opened his eyes and watched himself in the mirror. He had expected Jane to put the bar of soap into his mouth and leave it there. But instead she thoroughly washed his mouth out. She soaped up his tongue, both cheeks and even dragged it along his teeth. When she was finally satisfied she told him to bite down on the soft gooey bar and continue to watch himself in the mirror. The acrid taste and the sight of him holding the soap in his mouth had him close to tears. Soon he was drooling suds all down the front of his body. As his chest became wetter the cool air in the room made his nipples erect and sensitive.

Meanwhile Jane was giving instructions to Penny. "You must take charge when the unexpected happens. Cursing calls for immediate additional punishment," she said. "The most obvious is what I have done, washing the mouth out with soap. There are many ways to do this. Some of my clients have the husband wash his own mouth out with soap. Some have the husband stand in the corner with the soap in his mouth. And I had one client who did not use the soap in her husband's mouth. Instead she cut the soap into long sticks and pushed them up his bottom. That kept him focused on his backside."

Pete felt his anus clench when he heard Jane describe this anal punishment. Suddenly mouth soaping didn't seem so bad after all. Jane continued her discussion with Penny, now turning to the use of the bath brush. "Remember Penny, using a bath brush is quite different from a hairbrush," she began. "With the bath brush you can use the length of the brush to increase its momentum and hence its power by snapping your wrist as you spank with it. Let's give it a try."

Then she turned to Pete and told him to spit out the soap. "But no rinsing," she said. Then she led Pete and Penny back into her office and had Penny sit in the chair and instructed Pete to lie over her lap.

"Now use the bath brush to give Pete ten hard spanks," she said. "Remember to keep your wrist flexible."

Penny followed Jane's instructions carefully and was pleased with the result. The bath brush made a loud splat each time it struck Pete's backside.

These final spanks were almost too much for Pete. This was his third dose of being spanked during this counseling session in addition to his mouth-soaping. He grunted loudly with each painful swat and he was in tears by the tenth spank. Penny and Jane were pleased with how the session had gone and Pete was instructed to get his clothes and go into the bathroom to dress. While he was there he took the time to rinse out his mouth.

When he returned Jane gave the couple instructions for the week. "I will see the two of you next Tuesday evening at 8pm. And I have a homework assignment for you. Penny, you are to give Pete at least one spanking during the week. You can give him as many as you think he deserves but you must give him at least one, even if he does nothing to merit a spanking. We can call this a 'reminder' spanking. It will serve to establish your authority in the household.

"Your appointment next week will be on Thursday, not Tuesday. I keep Tuesdays for my new clients. Continuing clients come on Wednesdays and Thursdays. Now, it might also be a good idea to go shopping for spanking implements. You can find many of them at most sporting goods stores or even places like Walmart. Any questions?"

Neither Penny nor Pete had any questions for Jane but as they walked to the car there were a lot of questions going through Pete's mind. What would it be like for Penny to spank him at home? How would she do it? Where would she do it? What implements would she decide to buy? He could feel the effects of the evening's activities as he eased himself into the driver's seat of his car. It had been another eventful session with Miss Jane.


Chapter Three

Pete and Penny had completely different reactions to their second marital therapy session and that was quite understandable.

On Wednesday Pete was still feeling the effects of Tuesday night's session. He was glad that his work at the car dealership allowed him to spend much of his day on his feet. The times he was seated at his desk found him squirming around not able to find a comfortable position for himself.

On the other hand, Penny was feeling rather good about herself and more and more confident that Miss Davis's technique might just work and save her marriage. She began to plan for the week ahead.

That evening she announced to Pete, "I think we should follow Miss Davis's advice and go to Target to look for some implements to use for our homework assignment. Will that work for you, Pete?"

Pete had planned to go to the local bar with some of his friends but realized that this was exactly the behavior that threatened his marriage so he readily agreed with his wife.

That was how the couple found themselves at Target looking for spanking implements. Penny's first stop was the hairbrush department. Pete and Penny were surprised at the number of hairbrushes that were labeled 'paddle hairbrush'. Some were plastic but most were wooden. A couple of them looked quite heavy and formidable. Naturally Penny picked out several of these for consideration. She handed some of them to Pete and asked for his opinion. He blushed as he realized that he was being asked to help pick out an implement she would use to give him a spanking.

Finally Penny settled on one of the heavy wooden hairbrushes and handed it to him to put in their shopping cart. Then she headed to the bath department. She found exactly what she was looking for - heavy, long wooden bath brushes. She rejected the plastic ones of course. But even many of the wooden ones were not suitable for spanking. She needed one that had a plain smooth back. Pete saw one like that immediately but said nothing. Maybe Penny wouldn't see it. But of course she did and put it right into their cart.

Pete was a little puzzled when Penny headed to the next aisle but then saw the reason for her choice. Penny had picked up a package of Ivory soap bars. Miss Davis had given Pete a good mouth-soaping when he had cursed during their last session and recommended that Penny follow her example. But ten bars? He was not going to give her a reason to use ten bars of soap on him! No way!

When they headed to the checkout, Penny made sure to find the youngest and prettiest cashier to check them out. Normally Pete would have taken the opportunity to flirt with the pretty cashier but he was not going to do this tonight. For one thing, flirting was one of the behaviors that had gotten him into trouble in the first place. But more importantly, Pete was worried that the young woman would guess the reason for the purchases. What could a bath brush and a hairbrush have in common except that they were both useful for spanking? And spanking and mouth-soaping were a natural combination, weren't they?

Of course, it didn't help when Penny leaned in close to Pete and whispered, "Think she knows why we bought these?" Pete could feel his face flush at Penny's whispered words.

When they got home Penny said, "I think we will give you your homework spanking tomorrow night. But you can decide when you want it. Just come to me and tell me you are ready for your spanking."

Pete did not like the idea of having to ask to be spanked so he said, "What if I don't ask?"

"Then I will give you a punishment spanking tomorrow and you will get your homework spanking another time," she said.

Pete decided he would find a way to ask for a spanking on Friday night. It was better than getting two.

The next evening nothing was said about the upcoming spanking during dinner. After dinner the couple retired to the den as they usually did and watched one of their favorite TV shows. By now it was approaching 9pm and Pete realized that he had better do something soon. He went to the bathroom both to relieve himself and to screw up his courage to do what he knew he had to do.

When he came out he approached Penny and said, "I think I am ready for my spanking." He could feel his face flush hot as he spoke. He had just asked his wife to give him a spanking!

Penny smiled as she looked up at him. "You think you are ready? Are you ready or not?"

"Yes, I am ready," Pete replied. This was hard to do!

"Then ask me politely," Penny told him.

Pete knew what he had to do. "Will you please give me a spanking?" he said.

"I'd be happy to, since you asked so nicely," Penny said. "Go upstairs and change into your pajamas, then meet me back here in the den," she said.

Pete was surprised. He had expected her to spank him in their bedroom. "Back here in the den? You are going to do it here?" He felt some sense of privacy in their upstairs bedroom. The den felt almost public. What if someone came to the door? Could a spanking be heard from the sidewalk that ran in front of their house?

Penny ignored Pete's qualms. "You have five minutes to change and get back here," she said. "If I were you I would start moving."

Pete took the hint and went upstairs to change. When he came back about four minutes later (he was taking no chances with the time) he could see that Penny had moved an armless dining room chair into the center of the den. The package from Target was on the coffee table unopened since they had brought it home. She handed Pete the bag and told him to open their purchases and give them to her. He had to go into the kitchen for a pair of shears to cut through the wrapping for the hairbrush and bath brush. If anything they seemed even heavier than they had in the store. What would they feel like when Penny used them on his bottom? He handed Penny the two brushes and stood by her side.

"Now take the soap into the powder room and unwrap one of the bars and put it by the sink," she told him. So she really intended to give him a mouth-soaping if the occasion arose. He was determined to avoid that indignity.

When he came back from the powder room Penny was seated in the chair holding the hairbrush. The bath brush was on the floor beside the chair. "Now take off your pajama top and come stand beside me. It's time to complete our homework assignment."

Some homework assignment, he thought, she's really going to spank me with those brushes. But he followed her instructions and took off his pajama top. Then he stood in front of her. She reached for the waistband of his pajama bottoms and pulled them down to his ankles, then instructed him to step out of them, leaving him completely naked. He felt very vulnerable and exposed in his own house. He looked around to make sure the windows were closed and the curtains drawn. This time there was no hint of an erection. Penny was a little disappointed about that but supposed that it was a good thing. Pete was really seeing this as punishment, not something akin to sex, even though he was naked. She instructed him to lie over her lap. It was a little awkward for him to do so since he was so tall but he managed to do it.

Penny tapped his naked backside with the hairbrush a few times then went to work, giving Pete a good solid hairbrush spanking. Even though it was the third time Pete had been given a spanking with a hairbrush, he still found it surprisingly painful. He could not help squirming around on Penny's lap and making guttural sounds in reaction to the hard spanks from the hairbrush. He cursed inwardly, wishing she'd stop and give him a rest.

After about four minutes of fast hard spanking, that's exactly what she did. Pete took the respite as an opportunity to catch his breath. He knew the bath brush was next. When Miss Jane had spanked him with her bath brush, he had cursed out loud and that had gotten him a mouth-soaping. He knew there was a fresh bar of Ivory soap in the powder room and was determined not to give Penny any reason to use it.

"OK," said Penny, "hand me the bath brush. Time for the rest of your spanking." Penny was enjoying being in control for once.

Pete reached over, picked up the bath brush, shuddering at its weight and handed it to his wife. He knew this was going to hurt but he was determined to get through it. And hurt it did. The bath brush was considerably heavier than the hairbrush and the pain from it hurt deeper, Pete's grunts were louder and his involuntary gyrations a bit wilder. While he did not curse out loud, he did curse to himself: Oh, fuck! Oh fuck, this really hurts! He could feel tears beginning to form and did not want to cry from a spanking. It would be just too demeaning. But just when Pete feared he would completely break down, Penny brought the spanking to a halt. She gave him a minute over her lap to get himself under control then ordered him to stand in the corner.

Penny sat there for a minute looking at her husband's reddened bottom and found herself getting more and more aroused. Her husband still had a really good body even at 31, and his backside was one of his best features, even if a little off color at the moment.

She made a decision, "OK, mister let's go upstairs."

Pete was a little puzzled. That was often the phrase Penny used when she wanted sex. Was that what she was saying? Their sex life had been practically nonexistent for several months as they worked on their marital problems. Well, he would find out soon enough. Penny indicated that he should go up the stairs in front of her. As he went up the stairs she gave him a couple of playful swats on his bottom and he worried a bit that he could be seen through the glass above their front door.

When they reached their bedroom, Penny told him to lie on their bed and she began to undress. "This time I'm on top," she said.

Pete thought to himself that she was on top in more ways than one.

Soon Penny was in the bed using her mouth to make Pete hard for what she had planned. When he was fully erect Penny used her hand to make sure she was well lubricated then straddled her husband, impaling herself on his hard member. She took total control of their lovemaking this time, bouncing vigorously up and down on him.

Pete was having mixed reactions. He loved the sexy lovemaking that was happening but the firm mattress was definitely irritating his sore backside. And when he looked at his wife, he realized that she knew it. That was why she had chosen this position. But in the end it made no difference. The sexy feeling of their intercourse and the ecstasy on his wife's face soon brought the two of them to nearly simultaneous climaxes.


Chapter Four

The next day Pete and Penny were supposed to meet some of Penny's relatives for dinner, but in the afternoon Penny said she wanted to go to a yard sale in the neighborhood. She loved yard sales. Pete did not, but he thought it would be a good idea to accompany her this time. Soon he wished he had not. After purchasing a few knickknacks Penny spotted something she just had to have.

"Look," she said to Pete. "Is that what I think it is?" She was pointing at what appeared to be an old pickleball paddle. But it was made of wood. The homeowner noticed their interest in the paddle and came over to them. "Is that a pickleball paddle?" Penny asked. "I didn't know they made wooden ones."

The homeowner, actually one of Pete and Penny's neighbors, said, "Yes, it's wooden pickleball paddle, a very old one. Ralph and I started playing pickleball when it first came out, before it became so popular. In those days many of the paddles were wooden. But wood turned out to be not so good for pickleball. That's why we're selling it. To tell the truth, if you want a pickleball paddle I wouldn't recommend it. In fact, just last week Ralph teased me by saying the only thing that old paddle would be good for is spanking a naughty wife. At least I think he was teasing. But I'm taking no chances. That's why I put it up for sale. I tell you what. If you really want it you can have it for no charge. It will be good to get it out of house."

"Thank you," said Penny. "We'll take it."

Pete didn't say anything but he did blush a bit. He knew very well what Penny had in mind for the paddle and it wasn't pickleball. Their neighbor had come too close to the truth for comfort.

Later that afternoon Pete and Penny were getting dressed for dinner. Penny's mother was going to be there along with her two sisters, and her older sister's husband. These occasional get-togethers has not always gone smoothly. Pete didn't particularly like his brother-in-law or his political views and they often ended up arguing. He could just about tolerate Penny's mother and older sister. Usually her younger sister was not available since she went to a college out of state but the college was on break so she would be joining them.

Penny reminded Pete more than once to be on his best behavior. He was often the one who started arguments and didn't always treat her mother with the respect she deserved. "And you know what will happen if I don't like your behavior, don't you?" she said as they went downstairs. He nodded to show he understood her threat. He would be spanked when they got home.

When they got into the kitchen, the wooden pickleball paddle they had gotten at the yard sale was on the kitchen table and that gave Penny an idea.

"Pete, come here, take down your pants and lie over this stool."

Pete was taken aback. He hadn't done anything wrong. It was clear that she intended to use the new paddle. But why? He started to protest but Penny cut him short.

"Who decides when and where all spankings take place?" she asked.

"You do," he replied, unbuckling his trousers and getting himself over the stool.

"Consider this a reminder spanking," Penny said. "Perhaps the sting in your bottom will remind you to behave at dinner," she said, pulling his shorts down as she talked. Then she picked up the paddle and moved to his side. She patted his rump twice with the paddle and then administered ten short sharp swats with the wooden paddle. A wooden paddle may not have been a good pickleball paddle but it was a very good spanking paddle. It was all Pete could do not to call out his distress. But he managed to keep quiet except for some grunts. He had been afraid that anything louder would have been heard by their neighbors.

Penny set the paddle back on the table and said, "OK get yourself back together and let's go. We don't want to be late."

Pete winced a bit as he pulled up his pants and got himself together. They were not late; they were right on time. The dinner went surprisingly well. Pete was careful to behave himself. He didn't insult his mother-in-law or either of Penny's sisters. And he resisted the urge to flirt with the pretty waitress even when she bent over in front of him with her low cut blouse. In fact, when Penny went to the ladies room with her sisters they could not help commenting on Pete's behavior.

"You know, I dread these dinners, sometimes," Eleanor, her older sister said. "I hate to say it but Pete can often be a real pain. But tonight he's been a perfect gentleman."

"I agree," said Elaine, Penny's younger sister. "What's the secret? I've never seen him like this."

Penny thought a bit about how to answer her sisters. She couldn't come right out and tell them that she spanked Pete when he misbehaved, could she? So she simply said, "It's this new marital therapist we're seeing. I think she is really effective."

When they got back to the table, Eleanor said, "So, Pete, Penny told us about this new marital therapist the two of you are seeing. Do you like her?"

Pete was taken aback. What had Penny told them about their therapist? Or worse, what had she told them about her methods? He looked at each of them for some hint they knew that it involved Penny spanking him. He stammered, "I guess so. I think things are working out for us, don't you honey?"

"Yes, indeed," said Penny. "I think she has already helped us a lot."

Then Eleanor said, "You must give me her name. Just in case Jim and I hit a bump in the road some time along the line."

Pete was now worried. If Eleanor and Jim consulted the therapist they would certainly find out about the spanking part of the therapy. But Penny came to his rescue. "I don't think she would see you. She doesn't like seeing more than one couple in a family. It makes the dynamics of the therapy too complicated."

That was all that was said and when they got home, Pete thanked Penny for what she had said. But he was still worried about what she might have told her sisters about their therapy sessions. So he said, "When you went to the ladies room and told them about our therapy, you didn't say anything about..." From there on he couldn't say the words.

"You mean I didn't tell them that I spank you?" Penny said. Although Pete had trouble saying the word, Penny did not. In fact, she found it empowering. But the subject of telling other people about the spankings was a new one. She would have to bring it up at their next session on Thursday.

The Thursday session was a bit different from the Tuesday sessions. First of all, the light by the door to the inner office was on, indicating that a session was still in progress. On the two Tuesday sessions the light had not been on and Miss Davis came out to invite them in soon after their arrival. Tonight they were going to have to wait until the session in progress was finished. Pete wondered vaguely if the couple in there was going through their own spanking therapy. Then Pete heard some sounds coming from the inner office that removed any doubt about that. These were definitely the sounds of someone being spanked. Soon they were accompanied by some muffled pleas for the spanking to stop.

Oh, my God! What if another couple is scheduled to come in after us? What if I get spanked tonight like I was in our last two sessions? Would the couple in the waiting room hear me getting spanked? Pete wondered. Of course they would. He could hear the spanking going on right now! He looked at his wife. She gave him a knowing look, letting him know that she too heard what was happening. And she could tell that Pete was worried about someone hearing him getting spanked, which she thought might be rather interesting.

The sounds of the spanking stopped and after another few minutes a strange couple emerged from the inner office. When the man saw Pete and Penny sitting in the outer office his face turned a bright red. He knew that they had overheard his spanking.

Soon Miss Davis emerged from the inner office and invited Pete and Penny in for their therapy session. "I'm sorry for running a little late this evening. I try to schedule couples so there is no overlap between sessions but the couple before you was late coming in. You might have heard the penalty the husband paid for his tardiness."

Pete and Penny acknowledged what they had heard. It was clear that Pete was concerned more than Penny about the possibility of a spanking being overheard.

When they were seated Miss Davis asked how the week went. She asked them if they had completed their homework assignment. "So did you give Pete a real disciplinary spanking, Penny?" she asked. When Penny assured her that she had, Jane asked, "Just the one?"

"Yes, just the one, except for a short paddling with a pickleball paddle we picked up at a yard sale. I just couldn't resist trying it out. And it served as a good reminder for Pete to behave at the dinner with my family," Penny said.

"And did it work?" Miss Davis asked. "How did Pete behave at the dinner?"

"Actually, it was one of the best dinners with my family that we have ever had. In fact, when we went to the ladies room my sisters both commented on Pete's improved behavior. I told them that it was due to the efforts of our new marital therapist. Of course I didn't give them any details about the spanking part of the therapy, but that brings up a subject we haven't talked about. Is it legitimate for others to know about the spankings? Can I tell anyone?"

"No," said Pete. "No you can't!" He turned to Miss Davis. "Tell her that this is private, that she can't discuss this with anyone else."

"Actually," Miss Davis said, "this is a subject that each couple has to work out for themselves. Some couples I have worked with have kept the spankings private. Some have told close friends or family members. In some cases, they have actually involved family members or friends in the spankings."

Pete was aghast at the thought of Eleanor or Elaine knowing that Penny spanked him, or, worse, actually spanking him themselves. He could not even bring himself to say anything.

Miss Davis went on, "For your homework this week, I would like the two of you to explore this subject. There are some websites that might be helpful here. It might help Pete to know that he is not alone. A number of disciplined husbands post on various forums  about the nature of their relationships. And the subject of telling others is a subject that arises frequently so it might give you a way to begin to talk about this subject. Another useful place to look are sites that have stories about women spanking men. Of course, I want Penny to give Pete at least one spanking this week as usual," Miss Davis said.

Pete asked, "Is Penny going to have to give me spanking every week, even if I didn't do anything to deserve one?"

"Yes, she will for the first month. I have found that at least that much is necessary to establish the wife's authority. We'll revisit the issue after the first month. Is there anything else either of you would like to bring up?"

Pete hesitated a minute and then said, "I have a question."

"Yes," Miss Davis said, pleased that Pete felt comfortable enough to participate actively in the therapy session. "What is it?"

"We could hear the spanking that took place while we were waiting," Pete began. For some reason, he felt his face flush as he discussed a husband being spanked by his wife. But he continued. "I think I heard him ask his wife to stop the spanking. But the spanking just went on as if he hadn't asked her to stop. Are there couples that don't have the agreement we do, that the spanking require the agreement of the husband?"

Jane smiled as she realized what Pete was asking. "No, Pete," she said. "The agreement you signed is the same for all the couples I see. But there is a difference between asking for a spanking to stop and ending the spanking therapy. Let me explain. In the spanking community, there are often so-called safe words like 'red,' which is code for 'stop the spanking now.' Anything else, even pleas to stop the spanking can be ignored. I suppose I should have explained that to you earlier but it seemed to me that you had quite enough to absorb. Is it clear now?"

"I think so," said Pete, still uncomfortable discussing the topic. "So I can complain about the spanking and even ask Penny to stop without it triggering an end to the agreement?"

"That's right," said Miss Davis. "It won't even result in stopping the spanking unless Penny decides to stop it. But many men find it a useful outlet to the pain of the spanking. It is quite natural for a person being spanked to beg for it to stop. This method allows one to do that without it actually ending the agreement or the therapy. Is there anything else either of you would like to raise? Penny, do you think you need to give Pete a spanking during tonight's session?"

Pete cringed a bit when Jane asked this. It was possible that another couple was already in the waiting room and would be able to hear his spanking. But he was relieved when Penny said she thought that she didn't need to spank Pete during tonight's session. Then Miss Davis brought the therapy session to a close, reminding them of their two homework assignments, to look at the websites she had recommended and another disciplinary spanking for Pete.

"I will see the two of you next Thursday at the same time. Hopefully the couple before you will be on time," she said.

The next day each of them looked at the web sites that Miss Davis had recommended. Pete was surprised to discover that he was far from being the only spanked husband. In reading through past posts he found that while some couples kept their spanking activities private, a number did not. There were posts from men whose wives had revealed their spanking relationship to their sisters, mothers, or even close friends. In some cases, women were invited to witness spankings. Pete shuddered at the thought of Penny discussing his spankings with her sisters, Eleanor and Elaine.

Penny read though the same spanking sites but from a different point of view. She was glad to discover that other women spanked their husbands and many men and women claimed it helped their relationships. And she was surprised to discover that a good number of them shared their spanking secret with others, especially the wife's sister or mother. She also found a great number of stories about women spanking men, especially wives spanking their husbands. And in many of these stories, the wives incorporated additional punishments. Some, like corner time and mouth-soaping, she had already used to some extent. Others, like pegging and figging, she had never heard of before so she had to look them up on the internet. What she especially liked about the additional punishments was the possibility of increasing the intensity of Pete's punishments without making the spankings harder or more painful.

Once again this week Penny decided that she would have Pete determine exactly when he would receive his assigned spanking. "Just come to me and ask for your spanking when you are ready for it," she said.

This presented Pete with an uncomfortable dilemma. He didn't like being spanked in the first place. And now he would have to ask to be spanked, as if it was something he wanted. So he put it off. Last week he got spanked on Friday but this week Friday came and went. But on Saturday Pete decided he had better get it over with. If he waited until Sunday or Monday then he would have to go to work with a sore backside. So on Saturday evening after dinner he came to Penny and said, "I'm ready for my spanking."

Penny smiled and said, "Then ask me politely for your spanking."

Pete blushed as he said, "May I have my spanking, please?" This was even harder than he had imagined.

Soon he found himself naked over his wife's lap getting spanked with the usual hairbrush. When Penny switched to spanking him with the wooden paddle Pete took advantage of their new rules. Interspersed with his ows and ouches, he called out for Penny to stop the spanking.

"Please stop!" he cried. "No more, no more!"

Penny wanted to make sure he knew this would not stop the spanking. "Are you calling a code red?" she asked.

Pete made his wishes clear. "No, I am not calling a code red. I just want you to stop the spanking. It really hurts!"

But of course, it was not up to him. Penny continued using the paddle for several more minutes despite Pete's continuing pleas for her to stop. When she finally did bring the spanking to a close, Pete lay breathless over her lap trying to regain some composure. While he lay there, Penny decided to bring up the subject of telling her sisters about their arrangement. Pete twisted around looking at her in horror.

"No!" he said. "No, you can't do that."

"OK," said Penny. "I would never do that without your agreement." But she was already thinking of ways to get that agreement.


Chapter Five

Penny was enjoying her homework assignment of spanking her husband. Last week she had spanked him in the den and she noticed that he was embarrassed at being spanked downstairs. Perhaps he was afraid that someone might overhear his spanking. So this week she decided to spank him upstairs in their bedroom with the curtains open. It was daytime so no one could really see into the bedroom but the feeling of exposure was there all the same.

Pete kept looking out the windows as he undressed for his spanking, then he asked. "Couldn't we at least close the curtains, honey, please?"

"No, I like things just the way they are," Penny said. "I set up this week's spanking myself instead of making you ask for it. I thought you would appreciate that."

"I do," said Pete. (He hated having to ask Penny to spank him.) "But I don't think we should take the chance that someone can see in here."

"It's daytime, silly," Penny told him. "No one can see in."

Soon Pete found himself over his wife's lap getting his weekly disciplinary spanking as prescribed by their marital therapist. It was a typical hard hairbrush spanking and had Pete squirming and grunting in pain in no time. But he was afraid to complain out loud. For some reason, the fact that the curtains were open not only made him worry that others could see in but also that anything he said might be heard from the outside. When Penny stopped the hairbrush portion of the spanking she gave Pete the option of continuing with the bath brush or the paddle.

Pete didn't want either but that was not an option. "Paddle," he said softly, embarrassed at having to request what implement he would be punished with.

"Paddle it is," said Penny and she went to work at once swatting his backside with the wooden paddle they had obtained at a neighbor's yard sale. This time the onslaught was too much for Pete.

"Oww!" he cried out. "Not so hard, not so hard!"

Penny was pleased at being able to evoke such a reaction from Pete. "Gosh, I sure hope that Linda didn't hear that," Penny teased.

Linda was the neighbor from whom they had obtained the paddle. Pete was already concerned that she had guessed why they had taken the paddle. Pete was sure that his bright red face could have led Linda to guess that he would be the one on the receiving end of the paddle. Pete controlled his verbal reactions for a while so Penny decided to up the ante.

"Just ten more to go," she said.

Thank God, thought Pete.

But then Penny added, "But I want you to count each one and then ask for the next one." Then she gave Pete a particularly hard swat with the paddle.

"One," he called out, not wanting more than the final ten.

"One, and what?" asked Penny.

Pete recalled her instructions and said, "May I have the next one?" And Penny obliged. It seemed to Penny that Pete's voice was getting a little husky at swat number 7 and she smiled to herself.

When the spanking was over, she instructed Pete to remain naked and get himself over to the bed. She had really enjoyed the sex after last week's spanking and saw no reason not to do it again this week. And once again she took the woman on top position and controlled the pace of their lovemaking. Once again Pete could feel the effects of the spanking as Penny bounced up and down on him forcing his sore backside onto the extra firm mattress. But the soreness in his backside in no way prevented him from reaching a spectacular orgasm, just as Penny reached her climax.

That week at their therapy session, Miss Davis gave them an extra homework assignment: they were each to write a report about their marital therapy on a website for Disciplined Husbands. "I want you to describe what the two of you have been doing, with emphasis on the spanking aspect of your therapy. I think the readers will find it interesting and I think you writing about it will get you to think more deeply about how it is helping your marriage."

During the week that followed, Penny did exactly as instructed. She wrote a rather long post about the spankings she was giving Pete and his improved behavior and their improving marriage. She was pleased that her post got a number of positive responses, both from men and from women. Some of them reported that their marriages had improved because of their partners spanking them, but none had done so in the context of actual marriage therapy. Some of the men said that they wished their partners would spank them but they refused to do so. The women were universally supportive.

On the other hand, Pete could not get himself to post anything about their spanking therapy. He found it just too embarrassing to make it public. So when Miss Davis asked about their homework assignments, Pete had to admit that he had not completed his. Penny talked about what she had written and the positive responses her post had received.

"Did you remind Pete about the assignment?" Miss Davis asked.

"Yes, I did," Penny said. "And I just assumed that he would follow through just like I did. But now that we are talking about it, I didn't see any posts from a man in our situation so I should have realized that Pete had not posted anything."

"And what do you suppose we ought to do about Pete not doing his homework assignment?" Miss Davis asked.

Pete did not like where this conversation was heading. Penny and Pete had overheard a man being spanked just before one of their therapy sessions so he knew that if he were to be spanked during this session anyone in the waiting room would be able to hear it. He fervently hoped the therapist would tell Penny to punish him at home, but deep down he knew it was going to happen right here.

"Who should punish Pete for not doing his assignment, Penny?" Miss Davis asked.

"I think you should," Penny said. "It was your assignment, after all."

"Fine with me," Miss Davis said. Then she turned to Pete. "You brought this on yourself, you know," she said. Pete was blushing as he agreed with their therapist. It was his failure and now he was going to pay for it. He kept glancing at the door to the waiting room wondering if there was another couple sitting there.

"I think we'll handle this like a student failing to do his homework assignment," Miss Davis said. "Pete, go over to my desk and drop your trousers and your shorts. You are going to be paddled right in front of the class."

Penny giggled at the situation. It was indeed like a school setting with a desk for Pete to bend over when he got his paddling. For the first time that evening Pete noticed the large wooden paddle lying on the Miss Davis's desk. He was both nervous and embarrassed as he dropped his trousers and his undershorts in preparation for his paddling.

"I want your elbows and forearms to remain flat on the desk," Miss Davis told him. "Is that clear?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Pete responded.

"There will be ten swats," Miss Davis said, tapping his bare backside as she talked. And then the paddling began. The pain from the paddle was totally different form the pain from a spanking, even from the paddle Penny had used. This paddle swat covered nearly his entire backside and everywhere hurt at once. It hurt, it hurt deep. Pete cried out "Oww!" And jumped up grabbing his burning bottom, rubbing vigorously. He knew at once this was a mistake. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he said and got himself back into position.

But the paddling did not resume. Instead Pete heard Miss Davis ask Penny, "What should we do about Pete not following instructions? Should we give him additional punishment?"

"Well," said Penny, "that swat should not count, that's for sure. And perhaps we should add one additional swat. Instead of a ten swat paddling make it eleven."

Pete was thinking no, that would make it twelve, but he kept that to himself.

And then the paddling resumed. Now that Pete knew what to expect, he was able to keep himself under control. But he was quite aware that anyone in the waiting room could hear the paddling. It was much louder than a spanking. After the eighth paddle swat Miss Davis asked, "Will you be completing your homework assignment this week, Pete?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Pete said in a somewhat unsteady voice.

"And what will happen if you don't?" Miss Davis asked.

"I will be punished," he said.

"Exactly," Miss Davis said and then she resumed the rest of the paddling.

When the paddling was over, Pete expected to be sent to the bathroom to get himself together. But Penny suggested that he spend a few minutes in the corner, contemplating what he had done wrong. While he was in the corner, Penny told Jane that corner-time was something she was using at home.

"To tell the truth, I like looking at Pete's punished backside while he is in the corner. He does look rather cute, doesn't he?"

"Yes, I must admit he does," Jane said.

Pete wriggled in shame at having his reddened and sore bottom discussed so openly. But he knew that was the purpose of the discussion. Soon Miss Davis told him he could go to the private bathroom and get himself together. "But leave your pants and shorts where they are until you get there," she told him. That forced Pete to waddle his way through the office to get the bathroom on the far side of the office. Both women followed his movements closely, amusing themselves and embarrassing Pete.

A few minutes later Pete emerged from the bathroom and joined the two women for the conclusion of the session.

When Pete and Penny came out of the inner office, there was another couple seated in the waiting room. The only thing on Pete's mind was how long they had been there and whether they heard him getting paddled. He tried to avoid eye contact but he did see a rather sly smile from the woman as she made eye contact with Penny.

The next evening Penny suggested that Pete take some time after dinner to write his forum post, so Pete went into his office to do so. He was taking no chances on getting additional punishments for failing do his homework assignment again. It was surprisingly easy for him to recount what had led them to their therapist and what she had prescribed for their marital therapy. But he found it difficult to finish the post without describing in some detail the spankings he had gotten From Penny and Miss Davis. And when he did include those descriptions he found them very embarrassing. Here he was admitting in a very public forum that his wife and their marital therapist had spanked him - and that his wife spanked him on a regular basis. His backside was still sore from the previous night's paddling which made writing about his spankings even more uncomfortable.

After about an hour Penny came into the office to see what Pete had written. "Very good," she said. "Now post it and see if anyone has anything to say about it.


Chapter Six

During the next week, Pete and Penny read the forum each evening and were surprised at the number of comments that Pete's post had generated. Most comments were from other men and were supportive of the steps Pete and Penny had taken to save their marriage. Many recounted how spankings had helped their relationships but most expressed surprise that their therapist had made spanking a part of her marital therapy. A few noticed that Penny and Pete had both posted about their experiences and that it was interesting to get perspectives from a husband and wife.

A few women commented about both Pete's and Penny's posts. They encouraged the couple to continue on the road they were on, and suggested that they consider adding other kinds of punishments to their discipline regime.

"I would definitely recommend mouth-soaping for any profanity," one wrote. "This reinforces your authority without making the punishments excessively harsh."

Penny was intrigued by the suggestions of a couple of women who had involved others in their activities. Most of these had told their mothers or sisters about their spanking activities and a few had told close girlfriends. And a small number had included sisters or friends when their husbands were spanked. When Penny expressed interest in these posts, Pete turned bright red and asked her not to tell anyone else that she spanked him.

"Hmmm," Penny mused, thinking she should save that idea for a time when Pete had been really naughty.

Pete and Penny went over these posts with Miss Davis at their next therapy session. And when Miss Davis asked if there had been any new issues that had arisen since their last session, Penny responded.

"Yes, there was. About a week ago I gave Pete a moderate punishment spanking but it turned out to be a problem. I had forgotten that Pete had a doctor's appointment scheduled for the next day and he would still be showing the marks from the spanking and we didn't want the doctor asking about them."

"Yes, I see how that could be a problem," Miss Davis said. "As you know, doctors are mandated reporters and your doctor might report the marks as possible signs of abuse. So what did you do?"

"We cancelled the appointment," Penny said. "But that still leaves us with a problem. Do we have to think about his doctors every time we have a spanking session?"

"I may have a solution for you," said Miss Davis. "First let me ask you a question. How satisfied are you with your present physician?"

"She's okay," Penny said. "But nothing special." Pete nodded his head in agreement.

"Why do you ask?" Pete said.

"Here's what you might want to consider," Miss Davis said. "I have a colleague who is a physician that a number of my clients go to. She is familiar with my techniques and would not be surprised at signs of a recent spanking when doing an examination. If you would like, I could call her office and see if I could get you an appointment with her."

Penny said she thought that was a great idea and Pete reluctantly agreed. He was not happy about someone else knowing about his spankings but this seemed like the best solution. At the end of their session, Miss Davis asked them to wait for a few minutes and she would call to see if she could get them an appointment. Soon she was off with phone with good news. "There was a cancellation and she can see you next Tuesday at 2 if that is all right with you?"

Pete and Penny agreed and the appointment was set.

They went to the new doctor's office the following Tuesday, arriving early so they could fill out the necessary paperwork before the doctor saw them. In addition to the usual forms about medical histories and insurance coverage there was a special form for clients of Jane Davis. This form asked about their disciplinary practices and about whether it was entirely voluntary.

It was embarrassing for Pete to have to fill out a form in which he admitted that he had agreed to being spanked by his wife and his therapist. There was also a section that asked about what implements were used and what other types of punishments he was subject to. The implement list included the usual ones, hairbrush, belt, paddle, strap, and switch, but it also left a blank space for implements not listed. The 'Other punishments' section included things that Pete and Penny had not considered using. In addition to mouth-soaping and corner-time, the list included enemas, soap sticks, figging (Pete wondered what that could be), nipple clamps and anal punishments."

After the paperwork was completed Pete and Penny were called into the doctor's office separately for short interviews. Pete was a little surprised that Doctor Patricia Gold was a rather young and pretty professional. His previous doctors had been in their fifties and sixties. Doctor Gold looked to be barely forty. As she began her interview she explained that she needed to assure herself that both parties were participating in Miss Davis's unorthodox methods on a voluntary basis.

"So you have voluntarily agreed to allow Miss Davis and your wife to spank you?" she asked Pete.

Pete turned a deep shade of pink as he assured her that he took his spankings of his own free will. "I was on my way to a divorce before we met with Miss Davis and she introduced us to her methods. Now our marriage is stronger than ever, not perfect, but solid."

Satisfied with their answers, Doctor Gold turned the new patients over to her assistants to prepare for her examination. In this case, only Pete was to be examined since Penny was not due for her physical for a couple of months.

The physician assistant, Annie, was another good looking young woman particularly attractive in her medical uniform. She took Pete and Penny into an examination room and gave Pete a hospital gown.

"Please take off your clothes and put on the gown," she said. "I'll be back in a few minutes."

Pete undressed and put on the gown and Penny helped by tying it in the back. Soon Annie knocked on the door and reentered the room. "Please sit on the exam table," she instructed Pete. When he had done so, she took his blood pressure and measured his pulse. Then she went to a nearby counter and said, "Now I want you to lie face down on the table so I can take your temperature."

Pete glanced over and saw that Annie was dipping thermometer into a jar of Vaseline. She was going to take his temperature rectally?!

"No way," Pete announced. "You can take my temperature orally.

"I'm sorry," Annie said. "This is the way we do it in Doctor Gold's practice."

At this point Penny intervened. "Pete, just lie down and let her take your temperature. Stop making it a big deal."

When Pete continued to refuse Penny said, "Annie, could we have the room for a few minutes?"

As Annie stepped away from the counter with the medical instruments, Pete noticed that among those instruments were things definitely not medical - like a heavy wooden hairbrush, a hairbrush which Penny was now picking up. After Annie had left the room, Penny sat on the doctor's stool and told Pete to get over her lap. It was clear that she intended to spank him right here in the doctor's office.

"Please, honey," he said, "Not here. Wait until we get home." But Penny was not going to wait.

"Get over my knee," she said. "Now."

Pete slid down from the exam table and put himself over his wife's lap. Why, oh, why hadn't he just let Annie take his temperature? Penny untied the hospital gown and it fell open exposing Pete's entire back and backside. The spanking began. It was loud in the small enclosed room, but not loud enough to drown out Pete's yelps.

"I'll do it," Pete quickly exclaimed. "I'll do it."

"You'll do what?" Penny asked, punctuating each word with a solid swat from the hairbrush.

"Ow! I'll let her take my temperature," Pete said. He was sure every word as well as every spank had been heard throughout the doctor's office.

The spanking sounds stopped so after a couple more minutes Annie knocked on the door and reentered the room. She found Penny sitting on the doctor's stool with Pete draped over her lap, his gown completely open in the back and his backside a deep shade of pink.

"Do you have something to say to Annie, Pete?" Penny asked.

Pete said, "Could you please take my temperature?"

Then Penny said, "You can take it while he is lying here. No need to get him back onto the table.

Annie retrieved the thermometer, coated it with Vaseline and walked over to where Penny was sitting with Pete over her lap. Penny then used both hands to pry Pete's bottom cheeks far apart, exposing his anus for the thermometer. Pete cringed as he felt the cold thermometer enter his anus and slide deep into his rectum. Penny released Pete's backside and the two women chatted as they waited for the thermometer to register Pete's temperature.

"I can see why you utilized Miss Davis's services," Annie said.

"Yes," Penny replied, "as without her services, I doubt our marriage would have lasted. Pete can be quite a handful."

In a couple of minutes, Annie removed the thermometer from Pete's bottom and looked at the reading. "All normal," she said. She then handed Penny a couple of tissues so she could wipe the remaining Vaseline from around Pete's anus. Pete felt like a child on its mother's lap with Penny wiping him. "I'll tell Dr. Gold that you are ready for her," Annie said as she left the room again.

When the door was closed, Penny gave Pete a mild slap on his ass had told him to get back up on the table. As Pete waited for the doctor he wondered if she had heard his spanking. This was not a good way to start a relationship with a new doctor.

Just a minute later Dr. Gold came into the room and greeted Penny and Pete. Then she began her examination of Pete, checking his eyes, ears, nose and throat. Then she asked Pete to lower the gown so she could listen to his heart. "Everything sounds good," she said.

It was then that Penny said, "Can I ask you a question?"

Dr. Gold stopped her exam and turned to Penny. "Of course you may," she said.

"Well," Penny began, "I understood why you asked if the spankings were entirely voluntary but why did your form ask for so many details, like what implements we used and what other punishments?"

"Those are so I know what to look for when examining my patients," Dr. Gold replied. "Different implements leave different kind of marks and pose different kinds of physical dangers. For example, a heavy paddle could be dangerous to the bottom of the spine if not applied low enough. And switches can easily break the skin. If I suspect that a couple is not knowledgeable about the implements they are using I need to instruct them on the proper use so that no real injuries occur. I am also a licensed sex therapist."

"That's good to know," said Penny. "But why the section on other punishments?"

"That's so I know what to look more carefully for when I do my examinations," Dr. Gold said. "For example, if mouth-soaping is used, then I need to check the mouth and throat more thoroughly than usual to make sure that no damage has been done. And if anal play or discipline is involved then I need to check the anus and rectum of the patient for signs of injury. Most people are not aware of how delicate those internal tissues can be. Of course, most of the time everything is just fine."

"Why the question about nipple clamps?" Penny asked. "Why would a woman use nipple clamps on a man? Isn't that just something for women's nipples?"

"Not at all," said Dr. Gold. "A man's nipples can be just as sensitive as a woman's. Haven't you and Pete ever engaged in nipple play?"

Pete was getting more and more uncomfortable with this discussion. In fact, his nipples were quite sensitive but he had never asked Penny to play with them because he somehow felt that this was effeminate. But this discussion was actually making his nipples get hard. And now Penny and Dr. Gold were staring at his nipples.

"Are your nipples sensitive, Pete?" Penny asked. "Would you like me to play with them when we have sex?"

Pete's face had grown bright red by this time. And he found himself unable to reply out loud so he just nodded.

"Thank you, Dr. Gold," said Penny. "Our first visit and you may already have improved our sex life."

"You're welcome Penny," Dr. Gold said. "But if you do decide to use nipple clamps, start slow and don't leave them on too long. You don't want to cause any damage."

Then she turned to Pete and said, "OK, Pete, if you'll just hop down and lean over the exam table, we can finish up your exam with a check of your prostate."

When Pete hesitated, Dr. Gold asked, "Didn't your previous doctor do a prostate exam at your annual physical?"

Pete said, "No, she didn't. I thought that was only a concern for older men."

"It is true that prostate cancer is much more common in older men but it is also true that when younger men get prostate cancer it is a much more dangerous disease. That's why I do the exam for all my male patients every year. Now get yourself ready for the exam."

Pete noticed that Penny was giving him a warning look for not being cooperative. She had already spanked him once during this visit and he didn't want to risk a second spanking so he got down from the exam table, turned around and leaned forward, exposing his back to the room. He saw Dr. Gold put a glove on and getting a generous amount of lube on her index finger then she moved behind him and approached his exposed back and backside. She noticed that his bottom was still pink from the spanking Penny had given him earlier. Then she used her left hand to part his bottom cheeks exposing his anus, which she lubed up before pushing into his rectum with her finger. As she reached for his prostate she said to Pete and Penny, "For some men, stimulation of the prostate can be an addition to their sex play. It has even been referred to as 'the male G-spot." At this point she reached Pete's prostate and examined it thoroughly with her finger.

For Pete the feeling was a strange one. He was not used to having something up his bottom, and he felt the pressure on his prostate was anything but sexy.

But Dr. Gold went on to address Penny. "If you want to consider stimulating Pete's prostate. Perhaps I could show you right now the best way to access it."

"That would be great," Penny said.

"I think it would be easiest if Pete got back on the table on all fours, then put his head down and his bottom up," Dr. Gold said.

"You heard what the doctor ordered," Penny said to her husband.

Soon Pete was back on the table on his hands and knees with his forehead against the table. He had spread his legs for stability leaving his backside facing the two women.

"Now put on this lubricated glove," Dr. Gold said to Penny. Pete closed his eyes so he couldn't see his wife slip on the examination glove but that didn't stop him from picturing it. He shuddered a little when he heard the snap of the glove.

Dr. Gold said, "I think you should use your middle finger since it's longest. That will make it easier for you to reach his prostate."

Pete felt his wife's gloved finger at the entrance to his anus then pushing right into him, going deep into his rectum. This was the second time in five minutes a woman had had a finger up inside him.

"Now feel around until you locate Pete's prostate," Dr. Gold said. "It will feel different from all the tissue around it. It's a small gland, about the size of a walnut."

Penny felt around until she located something that was harder than the surrounding tissue and pressed down on it. Pete's eyes opened as he felt his wife poking on his prostate. "I think I found it," Penny announced.

Yes you have! thought Pete. Yes you have. Now get out of my bottom!

Dr. Gold said, "Let's try a couple of different touches. Different men like different things. First try tapping on it like you were typing on a keyboard." Penny followed the doctor's instructions tapping lightly and then a little more firmly on Pete's prostate. "Now try rubbing in circles, Penny," Dr. Gold said, and Penny rubbed circles on Pete's vulnerable gland. Pete felt these different touches deep inside him. This did not feel at all like Dr. Gold's prostate exam. There was something very intense about them. But then he felt a new sensation.

"I think I am going to pee," Pete announced with considerable embarrassment.

"Don't worry about that," said Dr. Gold. "That's a natural reaction to stimulating the prostate. It's not pee. It's the body's reaction to the prostate being massaged. In fact if Penny were to keep that up you would start to emit semen even without an orgasm. But some men do get a real orgasm from prostate stimulation."

Apparently Pete was one of those men, for he felt himself beginning to get erect. Dr. Gold noticed that and, not wanting to embarrass Pete any further, she instructed Penny to remove her finger from Pete's bottom. She gave Penny some tissues to wipe the excess lubrication from around Pete's anus. It made Pete feel both juvenile and embarrassed.

Dr. Gold then told Pete he could get dressed. Pete was aware that both women could not help but notice his semi-erect penis but neither said anything about it. Pete and Penny left the office, got in the car and were driving home when Penny said, "That was very interesting, I think we have found our new doctor. Don't you agree?"

Pete said that he did but said nothing about the last part of the exam.

When they made love that night, Penny thought about sticking her finger up his ass but didn't say anything. At the same time, Pete thought about asking her to do so but he also didn't say anything. But they each resolved to spend some time researching the idea of simulating the prostate for sex play.


Chapter Seven

Pete and Penny continued to see their marital therapist once a week. And Penny continued to spank her husband whenever she felt he deserved it, which was often more than once a week. Pete no longer complained about the situation. The therapist's unusual methods had saved his marriage and he was grateful for that. But he still didn't like being spanked.

On the other hand, Penny was suspicious about Pete's reactions when she spanked him. He often got erect when he undressed for a spanking and Penny was concerned that somehow Pete was enjoying his spankings. That might undermine their purpose. If he enjoyed getting spanked then he would not change the behaviors he needed to change. When she raised this issue at a therapy session, Miss Davis asked Penny if the couple had sex after their spanking sessions.

"Yes, we do," Penny said.

"Every time?" Miss Davis asked.

"Pretty much," Penny answered.

"Well, there you go," Miss Davis said. "It's classic conditioning, like Pavlov's dog and the bell. Pete's penis is anticipating the sex that will follow his spanking and it's getting ready for it."

And so Miss Davis continued to provide advice and information for Pete and Penny as they worked their way through their marital issues. But one day an issue arose that Miss Davis could not solve for them.

It seemed that Penny's younger sister, Elaine, had failed a required course during the spring semester of her junior year in college. Her college was not offering the class during the summer and if she waited to take it until fall semester she would not be able to complete all the requirements for her major during the academic year. That would mean she would not be able to graduate next year. She would have go for at least another semester the following year, perhaps even two, depending on when the required courses were offered. All because she partied a little too much and didn't study enough for this one course.

On the other hand, a college in the town where her family lived was offering the course in the summer. If she took the course there and transferred it to her college, she would be back on track to graduate on time. The problem was that she needed a place to live while she took the course. Normally she would live with her mother but her mother's house was being renovated and she was living with her oldest daughter and her husband. That ruled out staying with her oldest sister because her mother was staying in their guest room. So she called Penny and asked about staying with her and Pete.

That presented a problem for Pete and Penny because if she stayed with them for the eight weeks she needed to be in town, it seemed to be inevitable that during that time Pete would earn himself a spanking. That meant that Elaine was likely to hear Penny spanking Pete while she was staying at their house. When they brought this dilemma to Miss Davis she simply said that this was an issue they would have to resolve by themselves. Pete suggested that they simply not use spanking during Elaine's stay at their house, but Penny quickly vetoed that idea.

Miss Davis backed her up on that. "If the two of you go that long without any spankings, without even the threat of spanking, I doubt that your marriage will survive," she told them.

When they got home, Pete and Penny discussed the issue further. "I can't turn down my sister," Penny said. "Not getting the course would mean staying in school another semester or even a year, with all that extra expense."

"Well, we can't afford to rent her an apartment for the summer," Pete said. "Expenses are tight enough for us as it is. So I guess she'll have to stay here. But what are going to do about you know what"? He could not even bring himself to say the word 'spanking'.

"You mean your spankings?" Penny said. Unlike Pete, she had no trouble saying the word, or doing the deed, for that matter. Penny went on, "If she's here for eight weeks or more then it seems very likely that at some point she will hear you being spanked."

Pete turned bright red at this realization. His young sister-in-law was going to hear him being spanked by his wife, her sister. Could things be any worse? Maybe, just maybe, he could control himself while she was here and not earn any spankings. Then she could come and go and never even know that her sister spanked him. Not likely but possible, he hoped.

Then Penny dashed even that small bit of hope. "I think it would be a very bad idea for her to hear a spanking without any warning at all," she said. "She might misinterpret what's going on or even interfere. I think we have to tell her about our arrangement beforehand."

"You mean tell her..." Pete stammered. "When? How?"

"Don't worry about it, Pete," Penny said. "I'll take care of it. I'll explain our arrangement and tell her that if she's uncomfortable with it, she will simply have to find someplace else to live this summer."

"Oh, great," muttered Pete. Now Elaine would know Penny spanked him, she'd know that he was a spanked husband. He sighed. The one thing he was hoping to avoid was having someone else know about his spankings, and now there was no chance of that happening.

On the other hand, Penny was quite happy with the situation. For some time now she had been trying to find a way to get Pete to agree to let her sisters and her mother know about their spanking arrangement. But Pete had been adamant about keeping it private. Now the opportunity to tell at least one sister had fallen into her lap.

"But I have another condition," Pete said.

"Oh?" Penny said, wondering what Pete had in mind.

"Elaine got herself into this predicament, all by herself, right?"

"Right," Penny said hesitantly, wondering where Pete was headed.

"Well, then I think we should set some conditions on her stay here to make sure she doesn't waste the summer and fail the course again," Pete said.

"I can buy that," Penny said, knowing that her sister was only too capable of such foolish behavior. "What do you have in mind?"

"I think she should be subject to the same kind of punishments I get," Pete said, quite pleased with himself for coming up with the idea.

"You mean that she would have to agree to be spanked if she didn't do what she was supposed to?" Penny asked.

"Exactly," Pete said. "We'll set some very reasonable expectations and if she doesn't meet them then she will have to agree to take a spanking or move out. You can explain all this to her when you tell her about our arrangement. For her to live here she will have to agree. Otherwise she will have to find other arrangements."

Penny was a little hesitant at first but then found herself agreeing with her husband. Why should Pete be held responsible for his misbehavior while Elaine would not? But would Elaine agree to this condition? She would simply have to find out.

So she called Elaine and asked her to come over so they could discuss the possible summer living arrangements. When Elaine arrived, Penny showed her the room she would have if she moved in with them during the summer.

"That would be perfect," Elaine said. It was larger than the room she had in the apartment she shared with three other girls while she was attending college.

"But there are some things we need to discuss before we finalize things," Penny said.

Elaine was puzzled. What needs to be discussed? She would move in and stay there while she took the course she needed. They wouldn't ask her to pay rent, would they? She was still paying her share of the rent for the apartment she was sharing. She couldn't afford another rent payment. "Are you going to ask me to pay rent?" she asked.

"No, of course not," said Penny. "You're my sister. Come. Let's sit in the kitchen and discuss a few things."

When they were seated at the kitchen table, Penny took a deep breath and started her explanation. "What I'm about to tell you has to stay between us. You can't tell anyone else, not even Eleanor or Mom. Agreed?"

Now Elaine was more puzzled than ever. But she agreed to the terms.

"Have you noticed any change in Pete's behavior in the last couple of months?" Penny asked.

"I sure have," Elaine said. "He's a lot more thoughtful and no longer flies off the handle like he used to. Eleanor and I were wondering how this change came about."

"Well it's all due to our marital therapist and her unique methods for couples like us."

"What unique method?" Elaine asked.

Penny took a deep breath and revealed their secret. "When Pete gets out of line I spank him." She waited for Elaine to respond.

She didn't have to wait long. Elaine's jaw dropped, her mouth gaping open. "You what?" she asked.

"I spank him," Penny said. "A real punishment spanking on his bare bottom."

Elaine was stunned. "And he lets you do it?" She was trying to picture her handsome brother-in-law lying over her sister's lap getting spanked. And she might overhear it! She wondered if she could find a way to even see a spanking!

"Yes, he does," Penny said. "It's the key part of our marital therapy. He had to agree to be spanked by me for our therapist to continue to see us and for our marriage to continue. Before that our marriage was on the rocks. Now it's much more solid. Even Pete would say that."

"I am stunned," Elaine said. "I'm glad you told me but I don't understand why you told me this now when you've been keeping it secret all this time."

"Because, you're moving in for the summer," Penny explained. "It's likely that at some point you're going to hear me spanking Pete. And it's only right that you should know what's going on and that it is entirely consensual."

"Okay," said Elaine, "that makes sense. Is that all you wanted to talk about?"

"No it isn't," said Penny. "There's a condition for your staying here, one that is designed to make sure you pass the course you need to pass."

"OK," said Elaine, "I guess that makes sense, given how I screwed things up last semester. So what is this condition - a tutor or something?"

"No, it's' not a tutor," said Penny. "It's a set of rules. Like a curfew."

"A curfew? Like when we were teenagers?" Elaine said.

"Yes," said Penny, "but not an unreasonable one. Maybe 11 on weeknights and one AM on weekends. Just to make sure you don't overdo your partying again."

"OK, I can live with that," Elaine said. "Anything else?"

Yes," Penny said, "a few things. No cutting classes. And no grade below a C on any paper test or quiz. We want to make sure you pass this course with at least a C. Nothing lower will transfer. These are the conditions for your staying with us this summer."

"That makes sense," said Elaine. "I should have made those rules for myself anyway. Is that it?"

"Just about," Penny said. "There's just one more thing. The consequences for breaking the rules."

Uh-oh, thought Elaine, here it comes. "Are you going to tell me that if I break the rules I have to move out? That's a little extreme don't you think?"

"Yes, it is," Penny said. "So that's not what I am saying. The consequences I am talking about are the same ones Pete has."

"You mean a spanking?!" Elaine said. "You are going to spank me if I break a rule?! I won't let you! I'm too old to be spanked."

"That's hardly true," Penny replied. "Pete gets spanked and he's older than you. And there's always the alternative; you can move out instead. That's entirely up to you."

"Can I at least think it over for a couple of days?" Elaine asked, too stunned to make a decision on the spot.

"Of course," said Penny, "but remember, the course starts in two weeks so don't take too long."

After Elaine left, Pete came home and he and Penny talked about her meeting with her sister. "So how did it go?" Pete asked.

"Well," said Penny, "she was entirely shocked at the news that I spank you."

Pete turned red at the thought that Elaine now knew that Penny spanked him. It was his worst nightmare having someone in Penny's family know that she spanked him. But it turned out that this was not Pete's worst nightmare for now Penny asked, "Did you get a receipt for the package I asked you to take to the post office?"

"The package?!" In the excitement about Elaine he had forgotten all about the post office and the package. He tried to stammer out a lame excuse but Penny wasn't buying it.

"Upstairs," she said. "Into the bedroom, now!"

All too soon Pete found himself bare-bottomed over his wife's lap getting a serous disciplinary spanking. It really hurt and she hadn't even picked up the hairbrush yet. The bedroom door was open as usual and Pete was worried that if Elaine moved in Penny would continue the practice of leaving the door open.

Meanwhile Penny was telling Pete how disappointed she was that he had forgotten to mail the package. "I told you right before you left that that package needed to go out this morning, didn't I?" she asked. "Didn't I?" The spanks continued to rain down on him as she talked, which made it difficult for Pete to formulate an answer. Somehow he managed to sputter out a "Yes, Ma'am." But that didn't mollify Penny of course. She intensified the spanking and said, "If Elaine moves in next week she's going to be staying in the room across the hall. She's going to be able to hear what it sounds like for a grown man to be getting a spanking. Just think about that!"

Pete could think of little else. His sister-in-law would hear his spankings, and unless Penny decided to close the bedroom door, she would see him getting spanked as well. That just couldn't happen! Then Penny picked up the hairbrush and the real punishment began. Soon Pete was begging for Penny to ease up. "Please, Penny, not so hard, not so hard!"

"Are you going to act like a big baby when Elaine is living here?" Penny asked. "Are you?"

"But it hurts," Pete said. "It really hurts!" The thought of Elaine hearing him react this way to a spanking was almost too much to bear. But he couldn't help himself; the spanking really hurt. When Penny felt that Pete had been sufficiently punished she brought the spanking to a halt and said, "Get yourself into the corner and stay there until I say you can come out. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Pete said in a husky voice as he shuffled to the corner, his pants and shorts around his ankles. While it was a relief for the spanking to be over, it also gave him time to think about Elaine hearing his spanking from her bedroom or elsewhere in the house. And even if Penny closed the bedroom door, she would open it when she left the bedroom. Would she leave it open? Would Elaine be able to see his punished backside from the hallway? What had he let himself in for?

Meanwhile, back in her apartment, Elaine had a decision to make. Should she move in with Pete and Penny for the summer? Could she agree to allow her sister to spank her? She shuddered at the thought. "OMG! Pete will be there too!" Would Penny spank her in front of Pete? That thought brought to mind the possibility of hearing Pete getting a spanking, maybe even seeing it. That thought was more than a little intriguing. It made her tingle. Maybe she should agree to Penny's proposal. Maybe she should.


Chapter Eight

Elaine had a decision to make. Her course started in less than two weeks so she needed to make up her mind soon. Should she agree to Penny's condition and maybe get spanked? And if she was spanked would Pete be around to hear it, or even see it? They hadn't discussed that! On the other hand, she really needed that course. Besides, the idea of hearing Penny spank Pete was more than a little intriguing as well as titillating.

She decided she would do it. Before she could change her mind she called Penny and told her she had decided to take her up on her offer stay at their house during the summer.

"You understand that you must follow the rules we discussed," Penny said. When Elaine said she understood that condition, Penny added, "And if you violate the rules you will be spanked."

Elaine felt herself blushing as she said, "Yes, I know that." But she couldn't help adding, "Just like Pete."

And Penny agreed, "Yes, just like Pete."

Elaine didn't know why, but she was definitely finding the idea of Penny spanking Pete titillating.

So the next week Elaine moved into Pete and Penny's guest room. One evening she went to the local college to sign up for the required course. She could not believe how lucky she was that the college was offering the course she needed. She also couldn't believe how foolish she had been the previous semester when she blew off a number of classes and partied before a couple of tests. Maybe it wasn't such a bad idea for Penny to have imposed some rules for her stay this summer. Those rules might keep her in line and make sure she passed the course. She sure didn't want to get spanked!

Pete was a little uneasy about having Elaine know about his spankings; she was the only person who knew about them (except for Penny and their therapist, of course). That made Pete feel a little awkward around her, especially in the first few days. Was she thinking about her sister spanking him when she looked at him? The thought made him blush.

And Pete wasn't entirely wrong. Elaine occasionally was thinking about Penny spanking Pete. Sometimes she tried picturing a spanking, with Pete lying (bare bottomed, of course) over Penny's lap and Penny spanking her husband. With just her hand? Or maybe a paddle? Or a hairbrush like the one she saw on Penny's make-up table. That would do the job all right. But then she thought about the possibility of Penny spanking her with that hairbrush. The picture of her lying (bare bottomed) over her sister's lap getting spanked with that hairbrush wasn't very appealing or titillating. She was definitely going to follow Penny's rules.

The following week Elaine went out to the college bookstore to purchase the textbooks for her course. While she was out, Pete and Penny got into an argument. As was often the case (but not as often as before marital therapy) Pete let his temper get the better of him and he was shouting at his wife, sometimes with profanity. She stopped arguing and just stared at him. That's when he realized what he had done and began to apologize. But it would do no good. He knew what was coming.

"Go upstairs to the bedroom," Penny said. "Get undressed, put on your pajama top and stand in the corner by the closet. I'll be up in a few minutes. I'd better find you waiting in the corner when I get there. You're lucky that Elaine is out!"

Pete hurried upstairs quickly got undressed and donned his pajama top. Then he got into the corner by the closet. He hoped that Penny would get to the bedroom soon. It wasn't that he was eager to be spanked but he did want to get it over with before Elaine came back. It was bad enough that she knew Penny spanked him. It would be super embarrassing for her to hear one of his spankings.

It was only a couple of minutes later that Penny came into the room. She soon had Pete over her lap into the usual spanking position. As the spanking began Pete became aware of how loud the spanks were in the enclosed master bedroom. In fact, the noise of the spanks meant that neither Penny nor Pete heard the front door open as Elaine returned from the college bookstore. She stopped in the front hallway as she heard strange sounds coming from upstairs. Were Pete and Penny having sex? Ewww. No, it wasn't that kind of noise. It was more of a slapping sound. Then it hit her. Pete was getting a spanking from her sister!

She listened a moment longer, then headed upstairs to her room. She would be able to hear the spanking much better from her room, especially if she left her door open. Her room was right across the hall from their bedroom. She went upstairs pausing briefly by the door to the master bedroom. The spanking sounds were much louder there. She was disappointed that she could not hear any reactions from Pete. But she decided not to linger in the hallway. If Penny stopped the spanking and found her there it would not be good.

So she went into her room, sat down on the bed with the door wide open. She opened a book at random since she had no intention of actually reading, and continued to listen. There was a brief pause and then the spanking resumed. But this time there was a difference in the noise of the spanks. The sound was not a sharp a slapping sound but more of a loud thudding sound. Penny must have switched from spanking Pete by hand to using her hairbrush. Oooh, that must really hurt.

That was exactly what had happened. Penny had completed the hand-spanking part of Pete's punishment and moved on to the hairbrush. As usual Pete found the hairbrush spanking almost unbearable. Soon he found himself begging Penny to ease up.

"Please, honey not so hard, not so hard." And then, "OW! Ow! Ow! It hurts, it really hurts."

Penny was pleased with the reaction she was getting from her husband. It was only when he pleaded like that that she was convinced that the spanking was effective. Of course, the punishment was not nearly over and she did not ease up.

Sitting on her bed in her room Elaine listened with fascination to Pete's verbal complaints. She could hear every word (and every loud smack of the hairbrush). She pictured the scene that must be taking place across the hall. It was frustrating to have audio with no visual. She wished they had left the door open. To her surprise she found herself getting aroused by the sounds of the punishment taking place in the bedroom across the hall. But she didn't want to close the door and do anything about her excitement because she wanted to hear the spanking all the way to the end. Would Pete break down and cry? She was sure she would cry from a spanking like that! In just a few more minutes, the spanking did come to an end. Whether it was too soon (as Elaine was thinking) or far too late (as Pete thought) was a matter of perspective. Penny thought the length of the spanking was just right and she was the one who got to decide

In their bedroom, Penny told Pete to get into the corner and wait until she told him he could get out. Then she opened the bedroom door and left the room. She was surprised to find Elaine sitting on her bed reading a book. (Really? Did she think she was fooling anyone?) Penny was sure that Elaine had been listening to the spanking she had just given Pete.

"When did you get home?" Penny asked.

"A little while ago," Elaine said, well aware that Penny would know that she had heard the spanking that she had giving Pete.

"So you heard what was happening in our bedroom," Penny said.

Elaine felt herself blushing as she admitted that she had heard it. "Well, it was bound to happen sometime," Penny said. Then she remembered that the bedroom door was still open so she turned around and closed it. There was no need for Elaine to see Pete standing in the corner with his reddened bottom on display. "Well, let what you heard be a lesson to you," Penny said. "It can happen to you just like that if you don't follow the rules we agreed on."

As Pete stood in the corner in the bedroom he had heard every bit of the conversation between Penny and her sister. Elaine had come home and heard Penny spanking him. She had heard it! She heard him being smacked. She had heard him begging Penny for mercy! It was good thing that Penny had closed the door to their bedroom or Elaine would have done more than hear! But that seemed like small consolation to Pete at the moment. His sister-in-law had heard him being spanked. The thought nearly brought him to tears.

He stood in the corner for what seemed like forever although it was only about twenty minutes. Then Penny came in, shut the door behind her and told him he could come out of the corner. She motioned for him to join her on their bed. Usually they had sex after one of his spankings but it seemed awkward to Pete for them to have sex with Penny right across the hall. Nevertheless, Penny was determined not to let Elaine's presence restrict their love life. So she began by unbuttoning Pete's pajama top, leaving him completely naked. Then she pulled him to her on the bed.

Meanwhile Elaine was dealing with a variety of emotions herself. She had found the sounds of the spanking fascinating and frightening (it could happen to her!) and more than a little arousing. That was surprising. Why should it be arousing? She decided to use the bathroom in the hall. As she passed by Penny and Pete's bedroom she could hear what seemed to be definite sounds of sex. It seemed that she was not the only one who found the spanking erotic. She wondered if it was only Penny who had been turned on. How could Pete be turned on by being spanked?

As she returned to her room she could definitely hear sounds of sex coming from the master bedroom. While it was a little weird to hear her sister and her husband making love, it was more than a little titillating. So she closed the door to her bedroom and used her hand to bring herself off, all the while picturing Penny spanking Pete. After reading for a little while, Elaine decided it was time to go to sleep. But she really wanted to use her vibrator for one more orgasm before going to sleep. She didn't want Pete and Penny to hear the sound of the vibrator so she turned on some music to cover the noise. Then she laid back and turned on her bedside friend.

This time she imagined she was the one spanking Pete, first by hand and then with the hairbrush. It didn't take long to reach a climax. It had been an interesting evening listening to Pete getting spanked. But then it occurred to her that soon things might get turned around Pete might be listening to her getting a spanking. The thought made her shudder. So she put it out of her mind and went to sleep. However, the idea must not have been completely out of her mind because she had a dream of Pete giving her a spanking. The dream seemed so real that her bottom felt all tingly when the dream woke her up. (That wasn't the only thing that was tingly.) But then she went back to sleep.


Chapter Nine

Elaine was quite happy with her situation. It had been more than a week since she had moved in and she hadn't been spanked once. All in all things were going well. She had even found out that the daughter of the couple next door was in the same class as she was so she would have someone to study with.

The first class was Tuesday morning at 10 AM. Elaine got up early to make sure she was on time for class. Then she opened the bag from the bookstore and got her first surprise. Along with the book and receipt was a note reminding students to pick up the syllabus for the course from the department secretary before the first class. She would have to hurry to get to the department office before class; she needed to make sure she had the syllabus. She didn't want to start out the course in the wrong way (or even get spanked by Penny!)

She went to the department office and got the syllabus then hurried to the class. She finally had a chance to look at the syllabus when she sat down in the classroom. To her surprise, there was an assignment for the first class - read Chapter One of the text. There was no time for her to even skim the chapter since right then the professor walked into the classroom. After introducing himself and calling the roll, he told the students to put away their textbooks. Then he handed out a set of papers. Oh no - there was going to be a quiz on the very first day of classes!

"This is not a difficult quiz," he explained. "It is just designed to see if everyone had followed the assignment and read the chapter. If you did so I am sure you will find this quiz very easy."

Of course, Elaine had not read the chapter and had no idea how to answer any of the questions on the quiz. After just a few minutes he had each student pass their paper to the student behind them to grade the quiz. Then he provided the answers so that the students could grade the quizzes. Finally he collected the quizzes so he could check them for himself and record the grades.

Elaine's face was hot with embarrassment. The course had barely begun and she had failed a quiz. Would Penny spank her for that? Of course she would. This was precisely the kind of thing that they had discussed before she moved in. Maybe she should just not tell Penny about the quiz. But then she remembered that the girl from next door was in the same class sitting only a few rows away from her. Penny was sure to find out about the quiz from her mother. Better to tell her herself than make a double mistake of failing the quiz and not telling her. She was going to get spanked. She shivered at the thought.

That evening after dinner, Pete and Penny were in their family room watching television when Elaine came in looking rather nervous. "I have something I need to tell you," she said.

"What is it?" Penny asked.

"I think I failed a quiz today," Elaine said.

"You think you failed or you did fail?" Penny asked.

"I did fail," Elaine said. "There was an assignment for the first class that I didn't know about and so I wasn't prepared."

"And so?" Penny asked.

"I guess you're going to spank me," Elaine said, blushing brightly and trying to avoid Pete eyes.

"Not necessarily," Penny said.

"Really?" Elaine asked. Was Penny going to let her off the hook?

No she wasn't. "No, not necessarily. You still have the choice - you can move out. I want you to go upstairs and then come down in ten minutes. Either bring your bags for moving out or ask for your spanking. Now go upstairs and think it over."

Elaine didn't need ten minutes to think it over; she had made her choice. But she followed her sister's instructions. Penny had a reason for making Elaine go upstairs, even if she had already made her choice. Elaine was going to have to think about her upcoming spanking and then ask for it. That would make her punishment all the more effective. Penny had learned much from her experience with Pete.

In ten minutes Elaine came down to the family room, her hands empty and her face a bright red.

"Do you anything to say?" Penny asked.

"I'm ready," Elaine said in a shaky voice.

"Ready for what?" Penny asked.

"Ready for my spanking," Elaine said, doing her best to avoid her brother-in-law's gaze. God, this was embarrassing.

"Then ask for it," Penny told her.

Elaine said, "May I have my spanking, please," she said.

"Of course you may," Penny said. "Go upstairs and meet me in my bedroom wearing only your T-shirt. I'll be up in a minute."

Elaine went to her room and got out a white T-shirt and then went into the master bedroom. She had decided to undress there rather than go out into the hallway half naked. Was Pete going to stay downstairs or was he coming up? She got undressed and then put on the T-shirt, leaving her naked from the waist down. She nervously awaited the arrival of her sister. She didn't have to wait long. In only a couple of minutes, Penny opened the door and came into the room. Elaine was glad to see she was alone. But she was not glad that Penny had left the bedroom door open. Pete would be able to hear everything clearly even from downstairs.

Elaine looked at her mostly naked sister. She was surprised to find that Elaine had totally shaved her pubic area. Penny had left her bush alone. Elaine saw her sister staring at her shaved slit and blushed once again. Usually the shaved area made her feel sexy but under these circumstances it made her feel like a little girl.

"OK," said Penny as she pulled her make-up chair into the middle of the room, "let's get this over with. I'm very disappointed in you, failing a quiz on the very first day of classes."

"But I didn't know there would be a quiz," Elaine said in a whiny voice. Somehow she had reverted into a young teenager. She heard it in her voice but she just couldn't help herself.

By this time Penny had seated herself in the chair. "Come, get over my lap," Penny said to her sister.

Could Pete her that humiliating instruction? Of course he could. The door was wide open. He wouldn't come upstairs would he? Elaine felt her face grow warm as she assumed the time-honored spanking position, her head now facing the floor.

"Now here's how this is going to work," Penny said. "I'm going to start with a hand-spanking. After that I'm going to switch to my hairbrush. Pete finds the hairbrush part of the spanking much more difficult to take. Since this is your first spanking I'm going to give you a choice. Either you can have a hairbrush spanking from me or you can take another hand-spanking from Pete."

"Oh, no," Elaine crowed. "That would be too embarrassing. I'll take the hairbrush from you!"

"OK, it's your choice," Penny said. "Let me know if you change your mind." With that, she began to spank Elaine's vulnerable bare bottom. By now Penny was an experienced spanker and she was determined to make an impression on Elaine. The spanks were hard and sharp right from the beginning. And they caught poor Elaine off guard.

"Ow! Ow! Ow!" she cried out. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" She was surprised how much a simple hand-spanking hurt. Each spank stung and the heat was beginning to build. It wasn't long before tears were forming and her legs began to kick in reaction to the punishing spanks. "Oh, God, Oh God, Oh God," she called out.

Penny was amused at her sister's reaction to the spanking. It was very different from spanking Pete. Elaine's backside was full and soft; Pete's was firm and athletic. Often she found that she had to cut the hand-spanking short when she spanked Pete; it seemed that she was hurting her hand as much as Pete's bottom. Not so with Elaine. It was clear that Elaine was suffering from the very beginning of her spanking. And her bottom was beginning to get pink. She was also surprised at how much Elaine exposed herself as her gyrations and kicks became wilder and wilder. Too bad she had rejected the idea of Pete spanking her. She was sure that he would have enjoyed the experience of spanking his young sister-in-law. After a few minutes of hand-spanking, Penny decided it was time to switch to the hairbrush. It would be interesting to see how Elaine held up with this more punishing instrument.

There was a brief pause while Penny picked up the hairbrush. Elaine knew what was coming and held her breath. Then again maybe she didn't know what was coming. If the hand-spanking stung, the hairbrush was murder. She couldn't take this. She just couldn't. Suddenly she called out: "Pete can spank me! Pete can spank me! Just stop!"

Penny immediately stopped spanking her sister and said "Are you sure? You want Pete to spank you?"

"Yes, anything but the hairbrush!" Elaine said.

"OK," said Penny. "Get up and wait for us to come back."

Elaine got up from Penny's lap, rubbing her stinging bottom and watched Penny leave the room to get Pete.

Penny went down to the family room and said to Pete, "It's your turn to spank Elaine."

Pete looked at her in surprise. "You want me to spank your sister?"

"I gave her a choice," Penny said. "Either a hairbrush spanking from me or a hand-spanking from you. After a few swats with the hairbrush she decided to have you spank her. Is that Ok with you?"

Pete was delighted to have the opportunity to be the spanker for once, and to be invited to spank his cute little sister-in-law. He wondered if it would be bare-bottomed. "Of course it's OK. Anything for the good of the family."

Penny smirked at this remark. Pete wasn't fooling her for a second. But she let him get away with it. Having Pete spank Elaine was going to serve as a good lesson for her sister. And if Pete got a charge out of it, all the better. It would make for an interesting bedtime. So they headed up the stairs to the bedroom where they found a very nervous college girl standing with her hands in front of her crotch.

Elaine blushed brighter than ever as she saw Pete looking at her mostly naked body as she thought, Oh, God, he's really going to do it. Right here. Right now!

Pete went over to the chair and sat down. Then he called Elaine to his side and told her to get over his lap. She got over his lap awkwardly revealing her shaved slit to him as she did so. Pete noticed the bare genital area and looked over at his wife with raised eyebrows. Penny smiled back at him but said nothing. Pete rested his hand on Elaine's bottom and she clenched her cheeks as she felt his masculine had rubbing her backside. She had only had a few boyfriends and was not used to having a man rubbing her backside. But he was not here to rub her backside; he was here to spank it. And suddenly that's just what he did. With no warm-up he started spanking Elaine's bottom with deliberate hard spanks. These spanks were much harder than her sister's hand-spanks. On the other hand, they were nothing compared to the swats from the hairbrush.

"Ouch," Elaine cried out, "Ow! Ow! Ow!" Elaine was acting just like a naughty little girl getting her bare bottom spanked. She kicked and twisted and as she did so she revealed all her feminine charms. This was certainly no little girl getting spanked. This was a fully grown woman. Soon Elaine began to cry and as she cried she called out, "No more! No more! Please stop."

Elaine's backside had turned a pretty shade of pink and Pete wondered if he should bring the spanking to a halt. He looked up at Penny and asked "Is that enough?" Elaine answered for her sister. "Yes, that's enough! That's enough."

But Penny wasn't sure. "Have you learned your lesson?" she asked.

"Yes," said Elaine, "I've learned my lesson. Please don't spank me anymore."

"I'm not so sure," said Penny. "Pete, give her ten more spanks and make them hard just to reinforce the lesson."

Pete decided to make these last ten spanks count. The first came down with a harder force than he had been using up till now, "One!" he announced. Then came the next. "Two!"

Elaine's legs flew apart as she wriggled in pain from the renewed spanking. The spanks came down in a deliberate fashion so she felt each one individually. By the end she was crying freely. After the tenth spank, she laid on Pete's lap for a couple of minutes getting herself under control. As she did so she began to comprehend her current position. She was lying bare-bottomed over her brother-in-law's lap with a well spanked backside, her sister watching.

Elaine's face was flushed from crying and the humiliation of being treated like a naughty child. But she could feel something poking her from below. Apparently Pete was not immune to her womanly charms. And she in turn had begun to react to what had happened to her. She could feel a definite surge of moisture between her legs. Before she could contemplate this turn of events, Pete ordered her off his lap and she got awkwardly to her feet, exposing herself to the room. Even so, she could not resist rubbing her painful backside.

"Ten minutes corner-time," Penny announced, indicating the corner Elaine was to go to. Elaine had not expected this but did not argue with Penny. She didn't want to add to her punishment. She stood with her nose in the corner quietly crying, knowing Pete and Penny were looking at her well-spanked bare bottom. This was humiliating. Here she was, almost a senior in college getting her backside spanked like a little girl. And now she was standing in the corner with her bare bottom exposed to her sister and her brother-in-law. She continued to cry softly and this caused her backside to wobble in a most attractive way. Pete and Penny were going to have an interesting evening after Elaine went to her room.


Chapter Ten

Pete and Penny were well into their marital therapy routine. Pete's behavior had improved quite a lot now that he was subject to spankings by his wife when he misbehaved. Even the presence of Penny's younger sister hadn't changed their routine. In fact, it may have enhanced it.

For the last week there had been no spankings at all in the house. Both Pete and Elaine were on their best behavior, neither wanting to get spanked while the other could hear it.

On Friday night Pete and Penny had made plans to attend a party at a friend's house and left Elaine at home to study. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do," Penny told her sister as she went out the door.

Elaine was intent on studying for the quiz she knew would be coming the next week. She didn't want another spanking from either Penny or Pete.

It had been some time since Pete and Penny had been at a party and there were a lot of couples they knew well. The food was good and there was an open bar. They spent some time together but as they often did, they went their separate ways and got involved in separate group conversations. Penny was a little concerned about Pete; sometimes he drank a little too much at these parties and then his behavior could get a little out of control, so she had warned him that there would be consequences if he did so this evening.

At one of their therapy sessions, Penny had asked about how to handle misbehavior that occurred outside their home out in public or at friends' houses. Their therapist, Miss Davis, had encouraged them to discuss this possibility. She said what they needed to decide was when the misbehavior should be addressed - at the time it occurred or when they returned home. They also needed to decide what the consequences should be. If Penny decided that the punishment had to occur on the spot, should she spank Pete right then and there, revealing their spanking secret? In the discussion that occurred in that session, Miss Davis also made some suggestions about where Penny might look for alternatives to spanking as punishments. It was emphasized that when the punishment would happen and what the punishment would be, would be up to Penny.

Penny had done some research following Miss Davis's suggestion and had found some interesting alternative punishments that she might be able to use if and when Pete misbehaved at a friend's house. She just hoped she would not be forced to use one of them tonight.

Penny was enjoying herself and was deep in conversation when she heard Pete's voice from across the room. He must have already had a couple of drinks for he was getting a little loud. So she decided to walk over and give him a warning. When she got over to him she pulled him aside and said, "Be careful, you are getting a little loud."

Pete replied, "Sorry, honey, it was getting a little loud in the room and I wanted to make sure the group could hear the story I was telling. I'll be careful."

With that, Penny went back to her group and things were fine for a while. But it wasn't very long before Pete's voice was again loud enough to be heard from across the room. Now Penny was really angry. Not only had she warned him about his behavior before they arrived at the party, but she had even warned him once again just a little while ago, letting him off the hook that one time. But not this time. This time he would be punished. As Pete finished his off-color story laughing louder than anyone in his audience, he spied his wife coming toward him. And she was not happy.

When Penny reached him, Pete took the initiative. "Was I getting loud again?" he asked. "I'm sorry. I'll tone it down."

But Penny wasn't going to be satisfied with another apology. Pete needed to be taught a lesson. "Come with me," she told her husband.

Pete followed along, not sure what Penny had in mind. Penny spied her hostess and headed for her with Pete following behind, getting more nervous by the minute. Penny approached the hostess and asked if it would be possible to use her bedroom for a while.

"I need to have a discussion with Pete," she explained. It was clear that this was one of those "discussions" that husbands never want to have with their wives. When the hostess gave Penny permission to use the bedroom, Penny turned to Pete and said, "Let's go."

Nothing more was said until they reached the bedroom and Penny closed and locked the door. "I had just warned you about keeping your voice down," Penny began.

"I know and I'm sorry," Pete said.

But Penny was not going to be mollified by any apology. "You misbehaved and you will be punished," Penny announced.

Punished?! Pete wondered if she was going to spank him right here, right now. "Can't this wait until we get back home?" he asked.

"No, it cannot," Penny said. "You misbehaved here and you will be punished here."

Then Penny sat in the bedroom chair and opened her oversize handbag. Pete could see the hairbrush Penny always carried with her when they went out. It wasn't as large as the one she used for spanking him at home, but it would still do the job. Surely she didn't intend to spank him here with everyone listening, did she? He knew that she had every right to do so. It was part of their marital therapy agreement - she alone decided where and when he would be spanked.

"Please," Pete pleaded. "Not here."

"I'm going to give you a choice," Penny said.

"Okay," said Pete. "Anything, anything at all." Perhaps she wouldn't spank him until they got home after all.

"I am willing to wait until we get home to spank you, but you must still be punished right here for your behavior. Take down your pants and get over my lap."

Pete was puzzled but followed Penny's instructions. If she wasn't going to spank him, why did he need to take down his pants and get across her lap?

"Here's the deal," Penny said once Pete had settled over her lap. "I really think you deserve to be spanked right here. But I am willing to postpone your spanking until we get home if you are willing to take an alternative punishment now."

What alternative did Penny have in mind and why did he need to be half-naked over her lap? Suddenly he remembered some of the alternative punishments he and Penny had read about and discussed in recent weeks: mouth-soaping, figging, enemas, soap sticks, rectal temperature taking. A number of these would certainly require him to be in just this position. What did Penny have in mind?

He didn't have long to wait for just then Penny pulled something out her handbag. It wasn't her hairbrush (thank goodness). But he couldn't quite make out what it was.

"This, my dear, is a butt plug," Penny explained to her husband. "If you want me to postpone your spanking until we get home, you will have to agree to let me put this plug up your butt for the rest of the party. Of course, if you would rather, you can just take your spanking right now. Which do you prefer?"

Pete felt he had no choice. At least the plug didn't make any noise. No one would know about it. "I'll take the plug," he said, blushing in shame. He was going to have to go back to the party with that thing up his ass. What would it feel like?

Penny continued her explanation. "It is important that a butt plug be properly lubricated to avoid any tissue damage. I did that before we left home in case I needed to use it. That's why it is in the plastic bag. Before putting it in the bag I coated it thoroughly with Icy Hot cream so it should slide in easily. Now is the time to make your decision. Are you sure you want me to use this butt plug?"

"Yes, use it," Pete said. "Just do it." He just couldn't be spanked with everyone listening. He could take whatever this thing was if he needed to.

"Okay, here goes," Penny said.

Penny smiled. This was going to teach him a lesson without exposing their spanking secret. The plug was not so large as to be painful in itself but Pete began to feel an intense heat building up in his nether regions. Soon he was huffing and puffing to avoid crying out.

Penny gave Pete a moment's respite, then ordered him to get up and get dressed. "You can have a minute or two to get yourself together then we will rejoin the party."

When they rejoined everyone, their hostess approached them and asked Penny, "Did you get everything sorted out okay?"

"Yes, I think we did, didn't we, Pete?" Penny replied.

"Uh-huh," Pete agreed.

It was an hour and a half later that the party began to break up. In all that time Pete was quite subdued. In fact one of his friends asked, "You okay, buddy?"

To which Pete replied, "Yeah, I think something I ate or drank might have disagreed with me." He was grateful when people started leaving but waited patiently until Penny indicated that it was time for them to go home. However, he soon discovered that sitting in the car was a problem for him because when he sat in the driver's seat in the car, the pressure of the seat pushed the plug in deeper. He was glad it was only a short drive home.

When they entered the house, they found Elaine sitting at the kitchen table studying for her class. Pete expected to be sent upstairs to their bedroom for his spanking. Elaine was going to get an earful tonight. But it turned out that Penny had other ideas.

"Go into the den and wait for me there," she instructed her husband. Poor Pete. Was she going to spank him in the den where Elaine would be able to watch?

Penny went into the kitchen and asked Elaine if she would take one of the kitchen chairs into the den. "I'm afraid that Pete has earned himself a spanking," she explained. Elaine did as Penny had asked and soon Penny emerged from the kitchen with a dampened washcloth and an empty plastic grocery bag.

"Okay, Pete, it's time for your spanking," she said. "Lower your pants and get over my lap."

"But Elaine is right here!" Pete complained.

"I can see that," Penny replied, "but right now I need her help. Then she can decide whether she wants to stay or go. Now do as I said!"

Knowing that he had no choice, Pete dropped his trousers, lowered his shorts and got over his wife's lap. Elaine was surprised and pleased that she was going to be able to watch Pete get spanked. She had hoped that might happen.

Penny explained what had happened. "Pete got a little too loaded at the party and so he earned himself a punishment. But he asked that I not spank him until we got home. I agreed but he needed to have a punishment right there. So I inserted a butt plug into his bottom to remind him to behave. I hope this doesn't shock you, Elaine."

Now Elaine was blushing. She had heard about such sex toys but had never seen one. Now she was seeing one in use - in her brother-in-law's backside. She wondered what it must feel like. The thought made her clench her own anus.

"I'll remove the plug before I spank Pete," Penny said. "Have you decided whether you want to stay?"

"Yes, I guess I'll stay," Elaine said, trying to make her remark as casual as she could. Of course she would stay. How could she miss her chance to watch Pete get spanked?!

"Then be a dear and get my hairbrush from the bedroom, the heavy one, please," Penny said.

"Of course," said Elaine and she headed up the stairs. Soon she was back and handed the hairbrush to her sister.

Penny took a moment to gather herself for the spanking she was about to give Pete. It was only right that Elaine should watch. Pete had gotten the opportunity to spank Elaine when she had failed a quiz and now Elaine would see what a real hairbrush spanking looked like. Maybe it would convince her to buckle down and keep her grades up. Pete squirmed on Penny's lap as he felt her tap his backside in preparation for the spanking. His anus and rectum still burned from the Icy Hot cream that had coated the butt plug. And now he was about to get a hairbrush spanking right in front of his young sister-in-law. How he wished he had controlled himself at the party.

That was Pete's last thought as the spanking began. Penny was not happy that she had to wait to give Pete the spanking he deserved so she began with several hard swats with no warm up at all. Pete was determined to be as stoic as possible in front of his sister-in-law. But Penny was in no mood to let Pete make it appear that he could take the spanking in his stride. And Penny had the upper hand so to speak. So it was not long before Pete began to beg his wife to stop the spanking.

"That's enough, Penny," he called out. "That's enough. It hurts. It really hurts!" But his pleas did nothing to stop the serious spanking Penny was determined to give her husband. The hard spanks continued to sound out like gunshots in the den. Even Elaine was wincing at the loud sounds and obvious pain the spanks were causing.

Soon it was clear that Pete was on the verge of crying, something he rarely did when being spanked. Penny had been spanking Pete for a good ten minutes now, and she decided that this was punishment enough so she brought the spanking to a halt. Even when the spanking had stopped it took another three minutes before Pete could control himself. Penny let him just lie there until she felt he could get up. Then she ordered him to get into the corner and place his hands on his head. He got up from Penny's lap awkwardly, and shuffled his way to the corner with his pants and undershorts around his ankles. He was only too aware of the presence of Elaine as he did so.

While Pete stood in the corner Penny and Elaine watched Pete and his reddened and exposed backside. Then Penny said, "I need to explain about the butt plug. As I said, Pete misbehaved at the party and he didn't want to get spanked there where everyone would hear it so I gave him the option of getting the plug for the rest of the party. That would be a reminder of what was coming to him when we got home. Oh, yes, I didn't think that the plug would be enough of a punishment so I coated it with Icy Hot cream. I thought that this would cause quite a burning sensation."

Then she addressed her husband. "Did it, Pete? Did it burn?"

"Yes, ma'am," Pete said. "It burned quite a lot."

When Penny told him to go upstairs he started to pull up his pants and underwear. But Penny stopped him, telling him to take them off. In order to do so, he needed to take off his shoes. So he waddled to the sofa and sat down to untie his shoes and slip them off. After doing this he pulled off his pants and underwear. But now he had a new problem. The intensity of the pain of the spanking had receded and his usual reaction to a spanking was occurring. He was beginning to get an erection. When he stood to follow Penny's order to go upstairs, his erection was exposed to the room, obvious to Penny and Elaine.

Penny was not surprised but Elaine had not expected this kind of reaction to a spanking. She covered her mouth with both hands and said, "Oh, my!"

This caused Penny to smile while Pete blushed all over again.


Chapter Eleven

Pete was excited. Football season was finally here and his favorite team was on TV. Elaine was at the kitchen table studying with her friend from next door and Penny was at a Zoom meeting in the dining room so Pete had the den to himself. It was his first chance to see a game with their new 65 inch flat screen TV. He got himself a beer from the fridge and a bag of pretzels and settled down for an enjoyable afternoon.

It was an unusual way to start the season; they were playing one of their major rivals in the opener. There was no score at the end of the first quarter and Pete took advantage of the break between quarters to get himself another beer. The other team was driving as the second quarter began.

"Watch out for a screen pass!" Pete shouted at the TV. But of course the coaches couldn't hear him and they had not anticipated the play. It went for a twenty yard gain and now the other team was nearing the goal line.

Pete was on the edge of his seat, willing his team to make a goal line stand. What he did not realize was how loud he had become. The two young women in the kitchen had trouble concentrating on their studying with the shouting they heard from the den. Elaine had expected Penny to get Pete to quiet down, but Penny had her headphones on and didn't hear anything. So Elaine went into the den to ask Pete to keep it down. She knew that if she had to ask Penny to quiet Pete down it could well result in a spanking for Pete, and she didn't want that to happen with her study partner in the house.

She approached Pete and said, "Could you tone it down a bit, please? We're trying to study. There's a test on Monday."

Pete didn't even look up from the TV but said, "Sure, Elaine."

She doubted he even knew what she had said as she went back into the kitchen hoping for the best. But it was only a minute later that the opposing team scored. Pete was livid. The tight end slipped into the flat and nobody covered him. It was an easy touchdown and really bad defense. "Goddamn stupid coaching staff!" Pete shouted at the screen.

Once again Elaine and her friend had their studying interrupted. This couldn't go on. So this time Elaine went into the dining room to talk to Penny. Penny saw her coming and took off her headphones. "What's up?" she asked.

"Well," Elaine said, "we're trying to study in the kitchen, but Pete is shouting so loud we can't concentrate. Could you ask him to keep it down a little?" She didn't mention that she had already asked him to tone it down. Nor did she mention his cursing. If she had done so she was sure that Pete would be in for it, no matter who was in the house.

"Sure," Penny said. She put down her headphones and went into the den. She was a little annoyed that Pete had been so rude with a guest in the house but decided to give him a second chance. After all, she knew how much he had been looking forward to this afternoon's game. Pete looked up at once when Penny came into the room. He might ignore Elaine but he knew better than to ignore his wife.

"Could you please keep it down in here, honey?" Penny said. "You know they are trying to study in the kitchen."

"Sure thing, Penny," Pete said.

Penny then noticed the beer can on the table next to Pete. "How many beers have you had?" she asked.

"Just the one," Pete lied. He knew she didn't approve of too much drinking. "I'm probably going to get another at halftime." It would be his third but Penny didn't have to know that. In fact, as soon as Penny left the room he went into the kitchen for another beer. Why wait until halftime? Soon he was engrossed in the game again. His team was driving into their opponent's territory now. They had a first down inside their opponent's fifteen yard line. "No mistakes, no mistakes," Pete pleaded. But just then the quarterback made an ill-advised pass over the middle of the field and it was intercepted. Now his team wouldn't even get a field goal out of that drive.

"Shit!" Pete shouted. "Shit! Shit! Shit! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! How stupid can you be?"

Penny had not put her headphones back on and was listening to the Zoom meeting with the iPad volume low so she had no trouble hearing Pete's outburst. It was too much to ignore, especially after she had just warned him. So she muted her iPad and went into the den.

Pete realized at once that he was in trouble. She wouldn't spank him with the girls in the kitchen, would she? He knew it was within her rights to do so. She had spanked him right there in the den after the party with Elaine watching. But their neighbor's daughter, Melissa, was in the kitchen with Elaine. She just couldn't spank him with the two of them here! Maybe not, because she quietly told him to get into the downstairs bathroom. She followed him into the bathroom and closed the door.

"Your language was disgraceful," Penny said. "Drop your trousers and undershorts now!" Even in the closed bathroom the girls would be able to hear him being spanked. As he undid his clothes he whispered, "Please don't spank me with Melissa here! Please!"

But Penny had no intention of spanking him in the bathroom with Melissa in the house. When Pete's pants were down at his ankles Penny opened a new bar of Ivory soap and ran it under warm water working up a large amount of lather. Pete realized at once what Penny intended to do. She was going to wash his mouth out with soap for cursing! It was so juvenile! But at least it would be quiet. But why did she have him lower his pants and shorts? He could think no more about it. Penny had finished lathering up the soap and ordered Pete to open his mouth. "Wider, "she said when he had tentatively opened his mouth a little.

Afraid that her words might be heard by the two girls in the kitchen he quickly complied. When Pete's mouth was opened to her satisfaction Penny shoved the wet bar of soap deep into her husband's mouth. "MMMPH!" was Pete's response.

Penny rubbed the soap against Pete's tongue, then against one cheek then the other. She made sure to coat the roof of his mouth and then dragged the soap against his teeth. She pulled the soap out and told Pete to look at himself in the bathroom mirror. When he did so she inserted the soap deep into his mouth and ordered him to bite down. His teeth sunk deep into the softened bar of soap.

"Now stay here while I arrange things in the den," Penny said. That worried Pete. Was she going to spank him with Elaine and Melissa in the house?

Penny opened the bathroom door and closed it behind her, leaving poor Pete staring at himself in the mirror, a fully grown man biting down on a bar of soap. Penny headed straight into the kitchen. "I'm sorry about Pete, girls," she said, then she asked Melissa if she would mind going home for a little while so there could be a family meeting to address Pete's outburst. "It won't take long," Penny said. "And Elaine will give you a call to let you know when you can come back over and the two of you can resume studying. I promise there won't be a problem with Pete when you get back."

Melissa gathered her things and headed for her house next door. She was glad she didn't have to be there when Pete and Penny had their "discussion" about Pete's behavior. She hated it when her parents argued. And the idea of a family meeting or discussion about someone's misbehavior had too many unpleasant associations for Melissa. Although she was twenty years old and a sophomore in college she was still living at home and subject to her parent's discipline. A "family discussion" about Melissa's behavior too often meant that Melissa was to be spanked. The very thought made her blush. Pete was lucky to be an adult and not subject to such childish and painful punishments.

But then Melissa had a sudden thought. Penny was certainly in charge in their house and in their marriage. And Pete meekly obeyed when Penny ordered him to do something. Was it possible that Penny could spank Pete when he misbehaved? The very idea of a wife spanking her husband seemed ridiculous. But she couldn't get it out of her mind. So instead of going back inside her house she sat on the back porch that looked directly at Pete and Penny's house and fantasized about Penny giving Pete a spanking.

While Melissa was fantasizing at her house, a very real scenario was playing out at Pete and Penny's. Once Melissa had left, Penny told Elaine to bring one of the armless kitchen chairs into the den; then she went to the bathroom to get Pete. She found Pete still staring at his reflection in the bathroom mirror, with the bar of soap sticking halfway out of his mouth. Penny grabbed him by the ear and led him into the den. The TV was off but Elaine was there with a smug look on her face. Was Penny going to let her watch his spanking? She had done so after he misbehaved at the party and it was one of the most embarrassing episodes of his life. But things were about to get worse.

"I think you owe Elaine and Melissa an apology for interrupting their studying," Penny said.

Was Melissa still here? Pete looked around desperately hoping that she had gone home.

"Don't worry," Penny said. "I sent Melissa home. You can apologize to her when she returns. But you can apologize to Elaine right now."

Right now? With the soap filling his mouth? It was impossible but Pete gave it his best shot, making an unintelligible sound.

Both Penny and Elaine giggled at Pete's inability to form words while the soap filled his mouth.

"I couldn't understand a thing he said," Penny said. "Could you, Elaine?"

Elaine could hardly contain herself. "Nope, not a thing," she said. She was having trouble saying anything at all herself as she looked at her brother-in-law, with his pants and underwear around his ankles and his mouth filled with soap. And it looked like he was beginning to get an erection.

It was true. Standing half naked in front of two women with soap in his mouth and knowing he was about to be spanked, Pete had suddenly begun to get erect. He quickly put his hands in front of his growing penis. He groaned in humiliation.

Penny said, "Put your hands by your side, Pete, It looks like some part of you is looking forward to your punishment. Is that right?"

Pete put his hands by his side and shook his head vigorously, spraying soap suds everywhere.

"Okay," said Penny, "You can go into the bathroom and spit out the soap. And while you're in there, do something about that." She pointed to his now fully erect penis. "There's no need to embarrass Elaine any further."

Pete shuffled off to the bathroom to follow his wife's orders. He spit out the soap and rinsed his mouth but the taste of the soap wouldn't go away. He was about to go back to the den when he remembered the rest of Penny's instructions. So he took a wad of tissues and masturbated to a quick climax. It was embarrassing to be doing this with Penny and Elaine knowing exactly what he was doing. Could they hear from the den?

He wiped himself off and shuffled back into the den for the spanking he knew was coming. But Penny had one more surprise for Pete.

"Since it was Elaine you disturbed, I think it should be Elaine who should punish you," Penny announced. "If you don't mind, Sis."

This was a surprise to Elaine but a pleasant one. Not only would she get to see Pete's spanking, she would deliver it! What would it be like to spank her brother-in-law? She was about to find out. She seated herself in the kitchen chair and told Pete to get over her lap. Pete looked pleadingly at Penny hoping that she wouldn't really let Elaine spank him. But Penny didn't give in.

"You heard her," Penny said. "Get over her lap and ask her to spank you."

Pete groaned quietly and laid over Elaine's lap. He could feel his naked penis against his sister-in-law's bare thighs. It was a good thing he had gotten rid of his erection.

"Just a minute," Elaine said. "I'll be right back." Then she went into the kitchen. When she returned she was carrying a large wooden spoon. She handed it to Elaine. "Use this," she said. "It will be much more effective than your hand."

Elaine took the spoon and tapped it against Pete's naked backside, causing him to clench his cheeks in anticipation of his spanking.

But Penny was not yet satisfied. "Remember what I said you need to do," she said. "Apologize to Elaine for disturbing her studying and ask her to give you a spanking."

Pete was blushing furiously as he obeyed Penny's humiliating order. "I'm sorry I disturbed you and Melissa. Please give me a spanking," he said in a soft voice.

"Louder," Penny said. "Make sure we can both hear it."

In a louder voice Pete repeated his apology and request. Somehow it was even more humiliating to say it louder.

But he had little time to ponder that humiliation for Elaine had started his spanking. She brought the wooden spoon down hard and fast, first on one cheek and then the other. It was every bit as exciting as she imagined it would be. Here she was spanking her older and larger brother-in-law right in his own house! She wondered if she could bring him to tears. The spoon was leaving marks wherever she used it. She decided to move the spanks around. In the beginning she had concentrated her spanks at the center of Pete's cheeks. Now she decided to spread them around. It seemed that she was getting the most reaction when she struck the area just above Pete's thighs.

Pete had been determined to take his spanking stoically. It was embarrassing enough to be spanked by his young petite sister-in-law. It would be even worse if acted like a naughty little boy getting a spanking. But that is exactly what was beginning to happen. He was beginning to twist and turn, kicking up his feet at a particularly painful swat. Soon he found himself grunting out ouches and ows. When was this going to end? He was afraid he would break down and actually cry!

Meanwhile, Penny was enjoying seeing Pete's spanking from a different perspective. She had given him numerous spankings and had even seen their therapist punish him on occasion. But watching her sister spank Pete over her knee with a wooden spoon was a new experience, one she was enjoying. His backside was getting all splotchy and he was twisting around in pain. It was really rather sexy.

By now Pete had been reduced to begging for the spanking to stop. "Please, enough!" he called out. "That's enough!"

Elaine looked at Penny for direction. Had it been enough?

"Ten more," said Penny. "Count them out loud, Pete."

Then Elaine brought the spoon down at the center of Pete's left cheek. "One!" Pete called out. Then came two, three, four, all the way to ten and the spanking was over. But something else was not quite over. With all the twisting, Pete's naked penis had been rubbing against Elaine's naked thighs. And now that the spanking was over, the natural reaction of a man's penis against a woman's soft skin began to take place.

Elaine could feel the erection forming against her thighs. She looked at her sister and said, "He's doing it again!"

"Doing what?" Penny said. Then Pete got up from Elaine's lap and put his hands in front of his crotch. "Oh, that's what he's doing," Penny said. "Pete, get into the bathroom and get yourself together."

Pete went into the bathroom, washed his face. And got dressed. When he finally came out, Melissa was back from her house and studying with Elaine at the kitchen table. Penny told Pete it was time to apologize to Melissa.

Pete went into the kitchen feeling himself blushing as he issued his apology. "I'm sorry I disturbed you and Elaine. It won't happen again," he said.

"Thank you," Melissa said, wondering at the subdued tone of Elaine's brother-in-law. He looked rather like she imagined she looked after her parents had given her a spanking and forced her to apologize to someone she had been rude to. Could that have happened here? Had Penny spanked her husband while Melissa had been gone? Had Elaine gotten to watch it? No, such things didn't happen in the real world. Still, it was a most interesting fantasy.


Chapter Twelve

After his embarrassing spanking from his young sister-in-law, Pete was determined not to mess up again, at least while Elaine was still living with them. Despite his best efforts, Pete managed to earn Penny's wrath just a week later.

"Did you mail in our tax estimate payment yesterday?" Penny asked. "It was cutting it close as it was."

"Omigosh!" Pete exclaimed. "I left it in the back seat of the car and didn't see it. I'll go do it right now." He headed out the door to mail the payment, knowing he was in for it when he returned. Elaine was out of the house when he left and he could only hope she would not be back when he returned.

Fifteen minutes later he pulled back into the driveway. When he went into the house, he found he was in luck. Elaine was still out of the house. He held his breath waiting for Penny to tell him what she was going to do. He didn't have long to wait.

"You are definitely getting a spanking for this," she announced. "Now get upstairs, undress and get into the corner in the bedroom"

Pete hurried to obey his wife's instructions. He considered himself lucky that she hadn't ordered him to come back downstairs to get punished in the den. He hated being spanked in the downstairs den; he felt so much more exposed there. He was only in the corner a couple of minutes when Penny came into the room. He could tell she was still fuming. Without a word to Pete, she picked up her hairbrush and put her chair in the center of the room, in its correct position for the spanking Pete was about to receive.

As he expected, she called him and told him to stand by her right side. It was only then that he realized that she had left the bedroom door open. While no one else was in the house, Elaine might return at any time. She would be sure to come upstairs and watch his spanking.

"The door is open," Pete said.

"So it is," Penny replied.

"Shouldn't close it?" Pete asked hopefully.

"No," Penny said. "Leave it just as it is."

"But Elaine might come back," Pete said.

"I'm sure she will," Penny said. "She's living with us."

"But if she comes back, she's gonna see..." Pete stammered.

"See what?" Penny asked "See you getting a spanking? So she will. It won't be the first time. Now get yourself over my lap."

Pete got himself into position and Penny started spanking him. As usual she started with a hand-spanking. She had gotten much better at hand-spanking. Pete definitely was feeling the sting from this one. And the hairbrush spanking hadn't even started. All too soon (from Pete's perspective) Penny finished the hand-spanking portion of his punishment. As she paused to pick up her hairbrush both of them heard the chime that signaled that someone had opened the front door. Elaine was back!

Seeing no one in the den or kitchen she called out, "Penny? Pete? Where is everyone? Is everything all right?"

"We're up here," Penny called out. "Just finishing up some business. We'll be down in a while. You can stay there and wait or you can come up here and join us if you'd like."

Elaine did not have to be asked twice. It was clear at once what was happening. Pete was getting a spanking. And Penny had asked if she wanted to come upstairs. To listen? Or to watch? Could she get that lucky? When she got upstairs she found that she was indeed that lucky. Pete and Penny's bedroom door was wide open. Pete was lying over Penny's lap, his backside bare and a little pink. Penny was holding her spanking hairbrush and tapping Pete's bottom with it.

Elaine crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame as she took in the scene. This was going to be entertaining.

Meanwhile, Pete was dying from embarrassment. He couldn't stop himself from looking over at Elaine standing in the doorway. She had a silly grin on her face. He winced and shut his eyes tight. The hairbrush continued to tap against his butt. Then the tapping stopped and the pain began. No matter how many times he had felt the sting of the hairbrush he was never prepared for it. This time was no different. The pain was sharp and deep at the same time. And Penny was relentless. Pete forgot all about the audience watching his spanking. All his attention was focused on the hard smacks of the hairbrush and the pain he was feeling. Soon he was reacting in his usual manner despite the presence of his sister-in-law.

"Ouch! Ow!" he cried out. "Oh God, oh, OWW! OWOW! OH!" His body also began to react, as he involuntarily twisted and turned in a fruitless attempt to avoid the smacks raining down on him.

Elaine was mesmerized by the sight. This was the hardest spanking she had ever seen, not that she had seen very many. The loud spanks reverberated in the room and Penny had a determined look on her face. How long was the spanking going to go on? Pete was surely going to regret whatever it was that he had done wrong. Now he was no longer twisting and turning but just lying limply on his wife's lap absorbing the punishment. Soon he began to beg Penny to stop.

"Please, honey," he called out in a voice that was suspiciously husky. "Please, that's enough! No more, Please!"

Was he actually going to break down and cry, Elaine wondered. How humiliating would that be - to be brought to tears by a spanking when you are an adult? Then it suddenly hit her - she was subject to the same punishment as Pete. Would her sister spank her as hard as this? Would she do it in front of Pete? Now she was feeling some empathy for her suffering brother-in-law. But only a little. Mostly she was fascinated by the scene in front of her. As these thoughts went through her head, Penny finally did end Pete's spanking. She let him lie there over her lap for a moment then ordered him to get up. Pete got up awkwardly from Penny's lap, glanced at Elaine and turned a bright red, realizing what Elaine had just witnessed. Then he hurried off to the bathroom.

Penny looked over at her sister and said, "That's what a real punishment spanking looks like. So make sure you don't earn yourself one of those."

Elaine didn't trust herself to reply. What came to her mind was "Yes, ma'am," but she sure wasn't going to say something like that to her sister. It would be granting her too much power. But she did promise herself to follow that sage advice.

Soon the summer course had come to an end and Elaine did well on the final exam, getting a B+ for the course. Now she could go back to her college in the fall back on schedule to graduate. It was Saturday afternoon when the letter with her grades arrived. Penny was out getting her nails done but Pete was home. Elaine proudly showed her grade to Pete who said, "We'll have to celebrate. Tonight we'll take you out to dinner at that new steak place. Penny will be so proud of you."

"That'd be great," Elaine said. She was glad that the course was over and that she could go back to the apartment she shared with her roommates in her college town. It had been okay staying with Penny and Pete, but she would be glad when she was back on her own, and not subject to her sister's discipline! Although she had to admit that it was interesting seeing Penny spank her husband.

Just then Pete said, "Why wait until tonight to celebrate? Why don't we celebrate a little right now?" He went to the refrigerator and pulled a couple of beers. Penny was a little surprised. She was used to drinking beer at college, but neither Penny nor Pete had offered her any during her stay here this summer. She gladly accepted the beer and sat down with Pete at the kitchen table. Pete bumped his bottle of beer against Elaine's, toasting her success.

"Here's to your B+," he said. "And to graduating on time."

"I'll drink to that," Elaine said, and took a sip of beer. Soon they had finished their beers and had started on a second round when Penny arrived home. They greeted her at the door with the good news.

Elaine showed the grade letter to her sister. "Look, a B+," she said. "Pete said we're going to the new steak restaurant to celebrate. Is that okay?"

"I think that's a great idea," said Penny. "I'll go upstairs to change and we can head out about 6pm." Then she went into the kitchen for a glass of water. But when she got there she saw the four beer bottles on the kitchen table. "Pete and Elaine, get in here now!" Penny called out a loud and stern voice.

Elaine and Penny walked into the kitchen puzzled about what Penny was upset about.

"What is this?" Penny asked, pointing out the beer bottles on the kitchen table.

"Beer bottles," Pete said. "Elaine and I were celebrating her B+ in her summer course. What's the problem?"

"What's the problem?" Penny said. I'll tell you what the problem is. Elaine is twenty years old. That's the problem. You know very well the legal drinking age is twenty-one! I don't know what got into the two of you - breaking the law in my very own house! I want both of you to strip."

"Strip?" Elaine asked, her voice quivering. "Right here? Right now?"

"Yes," Penny said. "Right here. Right now. I am going to punish both of you. You got into this together and you will be punished together."

Both Pete and Elaine knew better than to argue with Penny. It would only make things worse. So they each began removing their clothes right there in the kitchen. Soon they were both down to their underwear. Elaine hesitated, not knowing whether she should remove her bra or her panties first. Pete had gotten down to his boxers, and with a sigh he slipped them down and stepped out of them. Looking over at Pete, and blushing deeply, Elaine unhooked her bra and shrugged out of it, then she slipped off her panties. Now they were both naked in front of each other. Pete was almost as red-faced as his sister-in-law. Elaine did her best to cover herself, crossing one arm over her breasts and using the other to shield her genital area. Both were keenly aware of the window over the kitchen sink. It was still daylight and they could see their neighbor and her daughter sitting on their patio, which faced Pete and Penny's house.

While the culprits were undressing, Penny had gotten a large wooden spoon out from a kitchen drawer.

"Elaine, you first," Penny said, directing her sister to stand beside her. Elaine was a little confused since Elaine had not sat down in one of the kitchen chairs. Wasn't she going to have her lie down over her lap?

No she was not. As soon as Elaine came within reach Penny began to smack Elaine's bare backside with the wooden spoon. At once Elaine was no longer concerned with her nudity. Being spanked standing up was a new and unpleasant experience for Elaine.

"Yow!" she cried out at the very first swat. "Ow! Ow! Ow!" followed that. And with each swat she took a step around the room.

Pete watched in fascination and his pretty naked sister-in-law pranced around the kitchen, propelled by the swats from the wooden spoon wielded by his wife. Elaine's bottom was getting all splotchy with red marks and her naked breasts were flopping around as she pranced. It didn't take long for Pete to come to a full-blown erection. He took a moment to glance out the kitchen window to see if their neighbors were aware of something happening at Pete's house. He didn't see any movement from them but he didn't look for very long because he didn't want to miss a moment of the entertaining scene in front of him.

Elaine was crying freely now but she was still moving around the room in time with the smacks to her bottom. Finally Penny decided that Elaine had had enough punishment and she stopped swatting her. When the smacks stopped Elaine grabbed her bottom and rubbed it vigorously. She was still moving around the room, complaining, "It hurts, oh God, it hurts."

The show she was putting on was as sexy as the one she had been putting on when Penny was spanking her and Pete's erection was as firm as ever, a fact that he was aware of now that Penny was beginning to focus on him.

"Your turn, Pete," Penny said and with some trepidation, Pete walked over to his wife, his eyes on the wooden spoon.

By this time Elaine had calmed down a bit. While she was still crying she was no longer out of control so she was able to take in the scene in front of her. Penny began Pete's punishment. He took it no better than Elaine had. He was soon hopping about the room with Penny following him having no trouble applying the spoon to his naked bottom. As he hopped around his erection was waving all over the place. Elaine found that quite amusing, as well as a little arousing. Like Pete she wondered if their neighbors could see into the kitchen or hear what was happening there. It was getting to be dusk. You could not see into the house from outside during the day, but it was certainly possible to see into an open window at night. Could they see anything now?

Penny was still spanking Pete and that drew Elaine's attention again. Pete didn't cry out as Elaine had, but he was making grunting sounds as he danced around the kitchen. Penny started swatting her husband harder and faster and that got more of a reaction from him at last.

"Ow!" he cried out. "Not so hard! Please! No more, no more!"

Elaine thought she could see tears beginning to form in the corners of Pete's eyes, but since he was moving around so much it was hard to tell. She also noticed that he had lost his erection. When he was erect, his penis was waving around but his now flaccid penis was just flopping all over the place. Now that Penny had finally gotten the reaction she wanted from Pete she was satisfied that he was really feeling the effects of the punishment so she brought the spanking to a halt.

Pete immediately grabbed at his stinging backside and rubbed it almost as vigorously as Elaine had. But he quickly came to his senses and forced himself to stop as he sensed the two women looking at him. Now the pain was surpassed by his embarrassment. His wife and her sister had just seen him being swatted naked with a wooden spoon in his very own kitchen. Then he looked again out the kitchen window. It was considerably darker than it had been and he was almost sure that someone looking at the house could see into the kitchen now. And his neighbor and her daughter were still out on their patio. Were they looking in his direction? He couldn't tell. He fervently hoped they couldn't see him like this.

Penny brought Pete out of his reverie by saying, "All right you two. You've had your punishment. Now it's time to celebrate Elaine's success. Get upstairs and get dressed so we can go out to celebrate."

Pete and Elaine looked at each other. Here they were still naked in the kitchen, each sporting reddened backsides and Penny was telling them to get ready to celebrate? Suddenly much more aware of their nudity, the two of them headed for the stairs to follow Penny's directions. Pete watched Elaine's deep pink bottom wobble as she went up the stairs ahead of him and suddenly his erection began to stir again.


Chapter Thirteen

Pete was glad that Elaine had gone back to school and he and Penny had their house to themselves once again. He had found it most embarrassing to be spanked with Elaine watching. His behavior had improved since he and Penny had started their marital therapy and its required spankings, but he still wasn't perfect. And so when he woke up one Saturday morning it was with a sore backside, sore from the rather serious spanking Penny had given him the previous evening. When he got out of the shower he took a look in the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. His backside was still a medium shade of pink and it wasn't from the hot water of the shower. He was going to have to be careful this weekend. He didn't want another spanking on top of this one.

He got dressed and went downstairs for breakfast. When he got there he was surprised to find his sister-in-law Eleanor seated at the kitchen table with Penny. They seemed to be involved in a rather serious discussion. As he made his morning coffee he heard Penny ask, "Can I tell Pete why you are here?" This surprised Pete. Why would she need Eleanor's permission to tell him about the reason for her visit?

"No, I'll tell him," Eleanor said. "Perhaps a man's perspective will be useful as well." Pete was more puzzled than ever. Eleanor was always the one so sure of herself. That was one reason he had never really warmed to her. He knew the feeling was mutual and so he was puzzled that she was now seeking his advice.

"The problem is Jim," she began, referring to her husband. "He's always been a bit of a problem, but lately his behavior has really gotten out of hand. He goes out drinking or gambling three nights a week and he just got laid off from another job. He's always had trouble keeping a job. That's why he moved into my house when we got married. And he's begun being rude to my friends, especially when he's been drinking. I hate to say this, Pete, but his behavior is something like yours used to be, no offence. But you seem to have turned your life around. Lately you are much more pleasant to be around. Penny tells me that much of the improvement in your marriage is due to your marital therapy. I tried to get Jim to agree to go to counseling but he refuses. Do you have any ideas?"

Pete was at a loss for words. He couldn't tell Eleanor the reason for the improvement in their marriage (and his behavior) was that their marital therapist had instructed Penny to spank him! Luckily for Pete, Penny spoke up right then.

"Just how bad is it?" she asked.

"So bad that I'm thinking of asking him to move out of the house," Eleanor said. "I don't see why I should be miserable in my own home." Penny looked at Pete and Pete looked at Penny. He knew she was tempted to tell Eleanor about their marital therapist and perhaps even recommend her. But if they did go to Miss Jane they would know that her therapy involved the wife spanking her misbehaving husband - and that Penny spanked him! Besides, Jim was refusing to go to therapy.

Penny looked at her sister and said, "Would you excuse us a minute, Eleanor? I want to discuss something with Pete."

Pete's ears were burning as he left the kitchen for the discussion with his wife. Was she really planning to tell Eleanor about their marital therapy? About his spankings? As they entered the den, Penny confirmed Pete's fears. She wanted to recommend that they see Miss Davis for marital therapy. "No!" insisted Pete. "Then they will know about you know what!"

"You mean about your spankings?" Penny asked, a bit of twinkle in her eye.

"Not so loud," Pete whispered. "And don't forget he's refusing to go to therapy," Pete reminded her.

"Do you recall how I got you to go to counseling?" Penny asked.

"Yes," Pete said. "It was my choice - either therapy or divorce. Do you think Eleanor should do that? But if they go they'll know about us. Isn't there some other solution?"

"Maybe," said Penny thoughtfully. She didn't mind Eleanor knowing about her and Pete, but she wasn't so sure she wanted Jim to know. She wasn't sure he would keep quiet about it. "Maybe we could keep Miss Davis out of it and simply suggest that she spank Jim when he misbehaves. I mean we'll have to tell her about what works for us, but at least it might not involve Jim knowing. I'll leave it up to you. Either we can recommend Miss Davis for them or we can tell Eleanor about our arrangement. Choose."

Pete felt it was no choice at all. Either way Eleanor was going to find out that Penny spanked him. "I guess we can tell her about our agreement without involving Miss Jane."

With that settled, they headed back into the kitchen. Eleanor looked at them with a puzzled look on her face. "What was that all about?" she asked, referring to the private discussion that had just taken place. "Why did you have to leave the room?"

"Well," Penny said, "we may have a solution to your problem but we needed to discuss it first. You'll see why in a minute. It involves what you mentioned a few minutes ago - the improvement in Pete's behavior. There's a reason for that. I don't know if you're ready to hear this or not, but here goes..."

As Penny hesitated, Eleanor tried to imagine what her sister was going to say, "Yes...?" she asked, wanting to know what it was that was so private.

"You were right that the improvement is due to our marital therapy. But it is not the counseling sessions themselves. It's the agreement we made and the actions it requires," Penny said.

Now Eleanor was more puzzled than ever. "Explain," she said.

"At the direction of our therapist we made an agreement that any time Pete misbehaves I spank him," Penny said.

"You what?!" Eleanor exclaimed. She thought she must have heard wrong.

"I spank him," Penny repeated. "I give him a real honest to goodness punishment spanking. Isn't that right, Pete?"

When Eleanor turned to look at Pete she found his face was bright red as he confirmed what Penny had said. "Yes that's right," Pete said.

"What's right, Pete?" asked Penny, wanting to make sure that Eleanor got the point.

"It's true that Penny spanks me whenever she feels I deserve it," Pete said, more embarrassed than ever.

"We got to this point with the help of our marital therapist, but you don't have to go that route if Jim refuses to go to counseling," Penny said. "You could just tell him that if he continues to misbehave he will be subject to being spanked. Actually there are a lot of couples that follow this lifestyle."

Eleanor's head was spinning. She had never considered such a thing. Did married couples really do this? How could she spank a full grown man? How could she get Jim to agree to be spanked? As she began to voice her doubts and questions she also had a feeling that this might be a possible solution to her problems with Jim. He really was acting like an immature brat lately.

Penny took out her laptop and opened up a web site for disciplinary couples. Then she clicked on the link for 'user stories'. "Read these," she said.

As Eleanor scrolled through the stories of couples where the wife spanked her husband, she tried separating ones that seemed like fantasies from those that seemed real. The more she read the more she found many of them believable. She was beginning to get the idea that this might just work. But she still had a couple of doubts.

"So you two do this just like the couples I am reading about?" she asked. Even when Penny assured her that she and Pete had just this kind of relationship and that it made their marriage better, Eleanor still wasn't convinced.

"How could I get Jim to agree to this?" she asked. "Why would a man agree to let his wife spank him?"

"You answer that one, Pete," Penny said. "Why did you agree?"

Pete was still blushing as he answered Eleanor's question. "It was simple. Penny said either I agree or we get divorced. That made the choice simple. I love her and didn't want a divorce. So I agreed. And I must admit that it's working for us."

"OK," said Eleanor. "I'll have to think about that. I must admit that I'm already thinking about divorce. But I do love him and if his behavior would change that would be great. But I'm really uneasy about this spanking thing. How would I go about it? Is it really effective?"

"Could you excuse us once again?" Penny said as she indicated that Pete should follow her into the den. He was afraid of what she was going to suggest. And he was right. "What if we gave her a little demonstration right here, just to show her how it's done?"

Before Pete could reply Penny added a sweetener to the deal, "If you agree to let me do this, I'll give you a blow job tonight."

What red-blooded husband could refuse that? So Pete agreed and Penny sent him upstairs to change into pajamas. "And bring down the hairbrush," she told him as he left the room. Then she went into the kitchen where her sister was waiting. Penny picked up one of the armless kitchen chairs and said, "Let's go into the den." When they got there, Penny explained what was going to happen.

"We had exactly the same doubts when our marital therapist suggested that we adopt this spanking scheme," Penny said. "How could I give Pete a real enough spanking that would serve as an effective punishment? Could a grown man really be spanked hard enough that he would change his behavior? So the first thing she had to do was convince us that it was indeed possible to give an effective punishment spanking to a grown man."

"So how did she do that?" Eleanor asked.

"She spanked Pete, right there in her office," Penny said. "It was a real punishment type spanking that left no doubt that Pete would do almost anything to avoid. Then she had me spank Pete, to prove to myself that I could deliver an effective spanking. That was all the convincing we needed. And so that's what we are going to do right now."

"You mean you are going to spank Pete right here with me watching?" Eleanor asked. Was this really going to happen? Apparently it was because just at that moment Pete came back into the den dressed in his pajamas carrying a heavy looking hairbrush. His face was redder than ever. Penny took charge of the proceedings.

"Eleanor, go sit on the sofa. And Pete, you come and stand by me. I've just told Eleanor how Miss Davis convinced us that it was possible to give a grown man a real punishment spanking. We're convinced that spanking can be an effective punishment even for a grown man. Isn't that right, Pete?"

Pete nodded his head in agreement. It was embarrassing to be discussing these things with Eleanor.

"I said, 'Isn't that right, Pete?'" Penny repeated.

Pete knew that nodding in agreement wasn't enough. So he said, "Yes, ma'am. That's what happened."

"Exactly what happened, Pete?" Penny asked.

Pete continued to blush as he said, "First Miss Jane spanked me and then you spanked me," Pete said.

"So it's time for our demonstration," Penny said. She reached for the waistband of his pajamas and pulled them down to his ankles, leaving Pete exposed to the room front and back. He was still holding the hairbrush as Penny told him to get over her lap.

As she positioned Pete the way she wanted him, she told her sister, "I usually begin with a hand-spanking then move on to the hairbrush. That's when the real punishment begins."

With that, she began to spank her husband. This spanking was nothing like the first one she had given Pete in Miss Davis's office. She was an experienced spanker now and even a hand-spanking was hard for Pete to take.

Eleanor stared at the scene unfolding before her. Her sister had her husband over her knee like a naughty little boy and was spanking his bare behind. It was already a little pink and the shade was getting noticeably darker as she continued to spank him. It was a fascinating sight, one that she had never imagined seeing. She noticed that Pete was beginning to squirm a bit. It must be getting uncomfortable.

"You can see that he is getting a little red," Penny said. "But this would not really serve as an effective punishment spanking. For that I use the hairbrush. Pete, hand me the hairbrush."

Pete picked up the hairbrush from the spot on the floor where he had placed it and handed it back to his wife. As he did so he glanced over the sofa and saw that Eleanor was sitting wide-eyed as she watched the proceedings. He hoped he would not disgrace himself in front of his sister-in-law. He tensed up as Penny patted his backside with the hairbrush as she prepared to spank him with it. And then it came. As usual nothing prepared him for the first few blows from the hairbrush. "Ow," he cried out loudly, "Ow! Ow! Ow!"

Eleanor could see at once that a spanking with the hairbrush was an entirely different animal. Pete had taken the hand-spanking quietly with only a little squirming toward the end. But now he was twisting around and verbally expressing his discomfort. She had never imagined that a mere spanking could be so effective on a grown man. But clearly it was. Penny continued to rain down hard hairbrush swats on Pete's reddening bottom. Pete had managed to get himself more under control merely grunting rather than shouting out. But he continued to twist in a vain effort to avoid the punishing blows. In just a couple of minutes, Penny brought the spanking demonstration to a halt.

"This was just a demonstration of what a spanking looks like," Penny said. "A real punishment spanking would go on much longer. Sometimes I even get Pete to cry. Would you like to give it a go? You need to convince yourself that you can do this. Okay Pete, get up so Eleanor can sit in the chair."

Pete got up rather awkwardly knowing that he was once again fully exposed to the room. His backside was already stinging and now Eleanor was going to spank him. He could only hope she wouldn't spank hard. Soon Eleanor was seated in the spanking chair and Pete placed himself over her lap. She tentatively put her hand on her brother-in-law's backside. It had been a long time since she had touched any man's naked bottom except Jim's. She noticed that Pete's was a little firmer than Jim's, and of course a lot redder.

"OK," said Penny, "now you spank him." Eleanor took a deep breath and began to spank Pete. At first the spanks were rather soft; she had never spanked anyone before. But at Penny's urging she increased the intensity.

But after only a couple of minutes she complained. "My hand is beginning to hurt. I think this really is hurting me more than it's hurting him!"

"Yes, he does have a rather muscular bum," Penny said. "He works out regularly. Here, try this," she said as she handed Eleanor the hairbrush.

Eleanor took the hairbrush and began to use it on Pete. Yes, this was much better. It didn't hurt her hand and it was clear that Pete was feeling these spanks. She quickly got the hang of it and began to land some really solid blows on Pete's bare bottom. She was really pleased when Pete began to cry out his distress. "Ow!" he cried out "Ouch, ouch, ouch!" He had been determined not to embarrass himself when Eleanor spanked him, but these spanks really hurt! He was on the verge of tears and Eleanor showed no signs of stopping. In fact, Penny was now giving her instructions.

"That's great, Eleanor," Penny said. "Now give a series of fast spanks right at the base of his butt. This is what we call the sit spots."

Eleanor followed Penny instructions and directed her attention to the base of her brother-in-law's bottom. This got him squirming in earnest and even kicking a bit. But now Penny decided that Eleanor had gotten the hang of it and called the spanking to a halt.

"That's enough, Eleanor, I think you've got it," she said.

"Yes, I think I have got the hang of it," Eleanor said. "That was rather fun. I now see how this can really be an effective punishment even for a grown man." She was proud of herself. She had given a really strong spanking to Pete. It was good of him to have volunteered for the demonstration and she let him know it. "Thanks for letting me try things out on you, Pete," she said. "I really appreciate it."

Pete didn't reply. He was still trying to catch his breath as he remained on Eleanor's lap. Finally Penny told Pete to get up and go to his usual spot in the corner.

"After his spankings I usually have Pete stand in the corner to reflect on what he's done wrong, and what it resulted in," Penny said. "It helps the lesson sink in. So what do you think? Would you be able to spank Jim?

"Oh, yes," said Eleanor, looking at Pete's reddened backside as she spoke. "The two of you have convinced me of that. But I'm still not sure I can get him to agree to it."

Soon Pete was dismissed from the corner and he went upstairs to get dressed. Meanwhile Eleanor and Penny discussed how Eleanor might persuade her husband to take spankings. "Why don't you peruse the web site I showed you to see how other women did it," Penny said. "You could even post the question yourself. I'm sure that people on the site would have suggestions of their own."

And that's just what Eleanor did, as soon as she got home.

Meanwhile Pete enjoyed getting his promised reward from Penny. He decided it was worth the spanking demonstration.


Chapter Fourteen

Eleanor's head was spinning as she drove home from her sister's house. Eleanor was now convinced that spanking her husband Jim was her last and best chance to save their marriage. All she had to do was to convince him to agree to being spanked. Before confronting her husband she needed a plan. So, following Penny's suggestion, she looked over advice on a website about disciplined husbands to see how other women convinced their partners to accept spankings. To her surprise, this was not the usual problem. It seemed that in most cases it was the husbands who wanted the spankings and their problem was getting their wives to agree to spank them!

She decided that she would need to pose the question herself to see what the blog readers could suggest. To her surprise and delight her post was published. Soon it had generated a number of responses, more than the responses generated by the designated topic for the week.

Most of the responses came from men, and many expressed surprise that she was a woman willing to spank her husband but wasn't sure her husband was willing to be spanked. Some said that they would gladly change places with her husband because their wives didn't want to give them the spankings they wanted or needed. But others did address her problem. Most simply said that she should present her husband with the demand that he submit or leave. A few suggested that she might consider bribing her husband into accepting spankings in exchange for sex. Others suggested that she try introducing spanking as part of their sex play, then gradually move to the disciplinary aspect of spankings as punishment.

Eleanor was still unsure of what she was going to do when Jim came home drunk one night and she decided that she had had enough. She didn't need a plan after all.

"Jim," she said, "this behavior is completely unacceptable. I will not tolerate it. You are out drinking several nights a week, you have no job and you have repeatedly been rude to my friends. I won't stand for it. You are acting like an unruly teenager, and if you want to continue to live here, I am going to punish you like one."

"Punish?" said Jim, "What do you mean, 'punish'?"

"I mean that this behavior calls for a spanking," said Eleanor, finally getting to the point. "If you are going to continue to live in this house, you are going to be spanked when you behave like this."

"You want to spank me?" Jim asked, not quite believing his ears. Eleanor was demanding to spank him, like he was a naughty little boy?

"That's exactly what I am saying," said Eleanor. "If you want to continue to live in my house, you will be subject to my discipline."

"That's absurd," Jim said. "Adults don't spank their partners."

"Oh yes they do," Eleanor said. "There are whole web sites for people who do exactly that."

"Well, I don't care if there are couples like that," Jim said. "I'm not going to let you spank me. And you can't make me take a spanking."

"That's true," Eleanor said. "But it's also true that you can't live in my house without my permission. So to stay here you must agree to being spanked."

"Then I won't live here," said Jim, with no idea where he would go. He went upstairs, packed a few things in a bag and headed out the door.

Eleanor was a little concerned. Had she gone too far too fast? No, she decided at last. Something had to be done about Jim's behavior. This was better than a divorce, which had been her only option before talking with Penny and Pete.

Jim left the house with no idea of where he was going to go. He didn't have enough money for a hotel room. Finally he called one of his drinking buddies and asked to spend the night. "All right," his friend said and Jim spent the night at his friend's house. But the next morning the wife insisted that Jim had to go. The next night Jim spent the whole night in the car. It was terrible. So he decided to call Eleanor.

"Can I come home?" he asked. "I'm really sorry, I'll change. Really I will."

But Eleanor was insistent. In order to come home Jim would have to agree to her discipline. And to prove his willingness he would have to agree to be spanked when he got home. Jim couldn't accept that so he spent another night in his car. He tried calling Eleanor again but she was insistent. Finally Jim relented. If all it took to get back home was to let her spank him he would just have to let her do it. How bad could it be? It was sure to be a little embarrassing but he could take it. It was how people punished children.

So Jim came back to the house that afternoon. When Eleanor came home from work she confronted him.

"I see you decided to come home," she said. "You know what that means. Are you ready for your first spanking?"

"I guess so," Jim said, both nervous and embarrassed.

"Then ask for it," Eleanor told him. "Ask for your spanking, or go back out the door."

"Could I please have my spanking," Jim said in a quiet embarrassed voice.

"Yes you may," Eleanor said. "Let's go upstairs to the bedroom."

When they got to the bedroom Eleanor pulled her make-up chair into the center of the room and instructed her husband to stand in front of her. "Hands on the top of your head," she said. When he did so, Eleanor reached for his belt, undid it and unzipped his trousers, letting them fall to his ankles. Then she inserted her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down unto the joined his pants at his ankles. Jim was now standing bare from the waist down in front of his wife. He was embarrassed to find that he had the beginning of an erection.

Eleanor smiled at this development and said, "Well it looks like some part of you is looking forward to this."

Of course, Jim was not looking forward to the spanking at all. It was just that his mind associated being naked in the bedroom with his wife with sex and his body was reacting to that unconscious association. He moaned at the embarrassing remark from Eleanor. But now it was time for his punishment.

"Get over my lap," Eleanor said, authority evident in her voice.

Jim obeyed and was soon in the time-honored spanking position. Eleanor took a deep breath and started spanking her husband. She noticed at once that Jim's backside was not as muscular as Pete's and spanking him did not hurt her hand as much as spanking Pete did. Soon his backside was turning a pretty shade of pink and Jim was starting to react a bit, squirming a little from the spanks.

Jim was absorbed in his own thoughts. The spanking wasn't terrible. It stung, but he could take it, though he hoped it wouldn't go on too long.

But the length of the spanking was the least of Jim's problems. Eleanor had learned from Penny that a hand-spanking should just be the warm-up. The real punishment begins with the hairbrush. So she picked up the hairbrush and tapped it against her husband's pinkened backside. Jim was not expecting this and he tensed in surprise at this new sensation. But of course tensing was the worst thing he could have done for a spanking hurt much more against tensed muscles.

Eleanor began the hairbrush portion of Jim's spanking with a series of slow solid swats. Jim felt each one separately and severely. This spanking really hurt! In very little time he was squirming and twisting in a vain effort to avoid the painful spanks raining down relentlessly on his bottom. "Ow!" he cried out. "Ow, Ow! Ow!"

Eleanor had only given Pete a few swats with the hairbrush, not enough to constitute a real punishment spanking. But that's exactly what this was. There was no doubt about it. All the frustration Eleanor had been feeling about her husband's behavior was being released as she spanked him with the hairbrush. Jim's backside was no longer pink; it was now a deep red. And still Eleanor spanked on. Jim was now in tears.

"Please, no more, no more!" he cried out. At this point Eleanor slowed the spanking but did not stop it. "Are you going to look for a job?" she asked.

"Yes, I'll look for one tomorrow," Jim said, through his tears.

"Are you sure?" Eleanor asked, punctuating her question with a series of swats. When Jim sobbed out his promise to look for a job in the morning. She finally called the spanking to a halt. But then she had another surprise. "Get up from my lap and go stand in the corner," she said.

Jim couldn't believe his ears. Stand in the corner like a naughty child? When he hesitated Eleanor resumed the spanking.

Now Jim said, "I'll, go, I'll go." He got up from his wife's lap and shuffled his way to a corner in the bedroom. Eleanor watched him standing there bare bottomed with a deep red backside. She was satisfied with the job she had done. But there was more than satisfaction she was feeling. Suddenly she was also sexually aroused, in a major way. So she undressed, crawled into bed and told Jim he could get out of the corner, get undressed and join her in bed. Their lovemaking session was the best they'd had in years, at least for Eleanor.

When they were through, Eleanor announced that Jim would be getting a spanking every night for a week. And then if he behaved himself, he would only be spanked once a week until he found a job. But if he came home drunk, even once, he would either submit to another week of spankings or leave the house. At Eleanor's insistence, Jim uttered his agreement out loud. He was not looking forward to the rest of the week. But Eleanor was.

The next morning she sent Jim to the grocery store with a rather long list and invited her best friend Angela from next door over for coffee.

Angela opened the conversation. "I saw Jim's car in the driveway last night. I thought you kicked him out of the house."

"I did," said Eleanor. "He was away for a couple of nights but then he called and begged me to let him come back. That's when I told him that there was only one way I would let him move back. He had to let me spank him."

"What?" asked Angela. "Did you do it? Did you really spank Jim?"

"I did indeed. I spanked him right in the bedroom over my knee with a hairbrush. His backside was a dark shade of red when I was through. But this isn't a one-time thing. I told him he was getting a spanking every night for a week. And after that he would be spanked any week he didn't have a job. I think I also ought to spank him whenever I think he has behaved badly."

"Wow," said Angela. "Wherever did you get the idea of spanking your husband?"

Eleanor couldn't tell Angela about Pete and Penny so she said, "I saw something like this in a women's magazine. It's actually rather common for roommates to use spanking to make sure everyone does their share of the chores. But when I began to research it online I found a whole website about women spanking their husbands. So I decided to try it. Here, look," she said, turning her iPad toward Angela.

Angela's eyes grew wide as she read the posts from spanked husbands and wives who spanked them.

"So you really did this!" she said with a bit of a question in her voice.

"I sure did," said Eleanor. "Want to see the hairbrush I used on him?"

"Sure," Angela said and Eleanor went upstairs to get the hairbrush she had used to spank Jim. While she was gone Angela continued to read the stories readers posted on the site. She was surprised at the number of husbands who were willing to be spanked by their wives.

When Eleanor came back she was holding a heavy wooden hairbrush in her hand. She handed it to Angela who said, "I bet this could really do the job. It's one of the sturdiest hairbrushes I've ever seen. Isn't it the kind they call a paddle hairbrush?"

"Yes it is," Eleanor said. "Rather appropriate isn't it? Although I didn't have that in mind when I bought it."

After a few more minutes Angela left. Then Eleanor put the coffee cups in the sink and went into her home office to do some work.

In a little while Jim came home with the groceries. As he put them away he noticed the coffee cups in the sink and realized that their neighbor Angela must have come over for coffee, something she did many mornings. But then he noticed Eleanor's hairbrush lying on the kitchen table. Oh, no! She didn't tell Angela about the spankings, did she? She just couldn't have! But he could think of no other reason for the hairbrush to be lying on the table. Did Angela now know about his spankings? Things kept getting worse.


Chapter Fifteen

Over the next few days Jim resigned himself to being spanked by his wife. Jim found it embarrassing to ask to be spanked but he steeled himself to do so for fear of having even more spankings. Deciding when to be spanked wasn't so easy. The first night he tried to just get it over with and asked for his spanking right at 8pm. But that turned out to be a bad idea, for Eleanor required him to come back down to the family room and spend the evening watching TV with her after his corner time. It was not fun to be sitting on the sofa with a sore backside. So the next night he waited until nearly 11. But that didn't turn out so well either. It meant that he had to go to bed with a freshly spanked backside.

Sleeping wasn't easy that night. But Jim was glad that these punishments were occurring during the winter. During the summer they often had the windows open to let in the fresh air. If the windows were open, the whole neighborhood would hear him getting spanked. He shuddered at the thought.

On the fourth night a new problem arose. Eleanor had invited Angela over for dinner. After dinner they all went into the family room. As the clock went past 8pm Jim began to worry about when she would go home. Eleanor enjoyed her company and she often stayed quite late. He tried to hint that it was getting a little late and that he was getting tired.

"It's been a long week at work," he said.

"Then just go to bed," Angela said. "I don't mind having some girl time with your wife."

But that wasn't the issue at all, of course. Jim only had until 11 to ask for his spanking. What if Angela hadn't left by then? Would he have to ask for his spanking while she was still there? Could he even get himself to do it? Finally, at 9:30 he asked Eleanor if he could speak to her in the kitchen.

"Why?" she asked. "Do you have something private to say to me?" She knew the problem he was facing and found it amusing.

Jim's face turned a deep shade of pink as he said, "I have something I need to ask you."

"So ask it," Eleanor said. "I have no secrets from Angela."

"No secrets from Angela?" Could that mean that Angela knew about the spankings? He had feared that might be the case ever since he had found the spanking hairbrush on the kitchen table the night he came back from the grocery store. But he had put it out of his mind since then.

He certainly wasn't going to ask for his spanking in front of Angela so he said, "It's nothing really. It can wait." Of course it couldn't wait after 11! But Jim decided to let it drop for now and just hope that Angela left before the dreaded hour of 11.

However, at 10:45 Angela was still there. Eleanor rather pointedly looked at her watch and then at Jim, raising her eyebrows as a reminder of what he was supposed to do. Jim looked at Angela and then at Eleanor, a look of panic on his face.

Angela knew about the spankings but not about the 11pm deadline so she was puzzled by her hosts' actions, so she asked, "Is there something going on I don't know about?"

"Sort of," Eleanor said. "Jim is supposed to ask me for something by 11. Isn't that right, Jim?"

Jim could only nod his head in agreement. He was unable to form any words.

"Well, go ahead and ask," said Angela. "Don't mind me."

It was now almost 11 so Jim steeled himself and stammered out his request in a whisper, trying his best to ignore their guest.

"Could I have my spanking now, please?" he stammered out loud, not looking at Angela while he spoke.

Angela's hands flew to her mouth in surprise at hearing Jim's request. He was actually asking Eleanor to spank him! While Jim was mortified, Eleanor's face showed her satisfaction with the situation. Now her dominance over her husband was public.

Jim was afraid that Eleanor might spank him with Angela still in the house, listening to his punishment. That was unthinkable. Then again it was only a short time ago that getting spanked by his wife had been unthinkable. With his mind racing in overdrive he came up with an even worse scenario - would Eleanor spank him in front of Angela? She couldn't, she just couldn't!

Fortunately for Jim, Eleanor had no intention of spanking him in front of Angela, nor letting her listen to Jim's spanking.

"I guess that means it's time for you to go, Angela," Eleanor said. "Jim and I have some business to attend to."

"Yes, it seems you do," said Angela as she got up and put on her coat. Both Jim and Eleanor rose to say goodbye to their guest and Angela gave each of them a hug as she said goodbye. Jim was only too aware that Angela knew what that business was - he was about to get spanked.

Once Angela was out the door Eleanor wasted no time getting down to business. "Get into your pajamas and get back down here," she said. "And bring the hairbrush. I think we'll have your spanking down here for a change."

Jim didn't like the idea of being spanked downstairs but knew better than to argue. Soon he was back downstairs in his pajamas carrying the dreaded hairbrush. Eleanor had brought one of the armless chairs from the kitchen and put it in the center of the den. She told him to stand in front of her and when he did so, she pulled his pajama pants down to his ankles leaving him exposed front and back.

Acutely aware of his exposure, Jim glanced around the room to make sure the curtains were closed. (Thankfully they were.) Then Eleanor ordered him across her lap for his spanking. He was only too aware that only moments before, Angela had been sitting on the sofa, not ten feet from where he was lying now. But that thought was quickly erased from his mind as Eleanor began his spanking. The spanks seemed much louder here than in the bedroom and he feared that they might be heard outside so he was determined not to cry out. It would be bad enough for someone to hear spanks coming from the house. It would be much worse to hear him crying out for his punishment.

But when Eleanor switched from her hand to the hairbrush Jim's resolve went out the window. "OW!" he cried out in pain. "Ow! Ow! Ow!"

Eleanor was pleased at the quick response she had elicited from her husband. She continued to bring the hard hairbrush down on his reddening backside which continued to elicit squeals from Jim. She found that forcing Jim to ask for his spanking in front of Angela had excited her and spanking in the public room of her house had increased her excitement. So when she finally decided to end his spanking instead of sending him to a corner of the room she led him up the stairs by his rapidly hardening member, and into their bedroom for sex.

The next day she shared her experience with her sister, Penny. She also told Penny that she had sentenced Jim to a week of spankings. "He has to ask to be spanked every night between 8 and 11pm," she said. "And you won't believe what happened last night. My friend Angela was over for dinner and Jim had to ask for his spanking with Angela sitting right there on the sofa in the den! You should have seen his face."

"You spanked him right there with Angela watching?" Penny asked.

"No, I sent her home," Eleanor said. "I thought it would be too much for Jim to have her witness his spanking. But come to think of it, maybe that would be a good idea for some special punishment in the future. It seemed to really embarrass Pete to be spanked in front of me."

"It did," said Penny. "But he had agreed to it beforehand. Now that you are spanking Jim on a regular basis, there is something else you might want to consider."

"What?" asked Eleanor.

"Doctor visits," said Penny.

"What about doctor visits?" Eleanor asked, puzzled, wondering what doctor visits had to do with spankings?

"Well," said Penny, "what if Jim has a bruised backside when he goes to the doctor?"

"So he might be a little embarrassed," said Eleanor. "It would serve him right for misbehaving."

"No, you're not getting it," Penny said. "Doctors are mandated reporters. If there is anything that looks like it might be domestic abuse, they are obligated by law to report it to the authorities."

"Omigosh!" said Eleanor. "We can't have that. What can we do?"

"Well, you can do what Pete and I did," said Penny. "We found a doctor who actually specializes in seeing couples who engage in activities such as spanking on a voluntary basis. She first ascertains that all of it is voluntary and then she is not mandated to report it since she has assured herself that it is not abuse."

"What a great idea," said Eleanor. "However did you find her? Never mind that. Give me her name and number."

Now Penny was in a bit of a dilemma. The doctor had accepted Pete and Penny as a spanking couple on their therapist's referral but Jim and Eleanor weren't patients of their therapist and she wasn't going to give out her name. Finally, she came up with a solution.

"Tell you what," she said. "Let me check with the doctor and tell her your situation and see if she will accept you into her specialized practice. If she agrees I'll send you her information."

And thus it happened that the doctor agreed to let Jim and Eleanor into her practice so three weeks later Jim and Eleanor found themselves in Dr. Gold's waiting room filling out her special detailed questionnaires. Both of them found the questionnaires rather embarrassing and somewhat puzzling. They had expected questions about spanking but these questionnaires went far beyond that. There were many questions about other kinds of punishments, including mouth-soaping and enemas.

As she did with all her new patients, Dr. Gold called each of them into her office for an interview to assure herself that whatever activities the couple were engaged in were indeed voluntary. Jim found the discussion very embarrassing but did assure Dr. Gold that he was taking his spankings voluntarily. When she asked him if Eleanor had ever spanked him in front of anyone else, Jim turned bright red; the thought of being spanked in front of others was just too embarrassing!

Eleanor's conversation with Dr. Gold was wide-ranging and enlightening. Eleanor asked about some of the non-spanking punishments that appeared on the questionnaire. Some she had heard of; others she had heard of but had not considered them for punishment purposes. Still others were entirely new to her, including figging. Dr. Gold explained why some couples used these alternative punishments in addition to spanking. Some couples liked to vary the punishments, and some of these alternative punishments were quieter so they could be used when others were present in the house. And some liked to increase the intensity of a punishment without making it more severe physically.

Finally it was time for Jim's initial physical exam and he and Eleanor were shown into an examination room. The attractive young physician's assistant handed Jim a gown and instructed him to undress completely, including underwear. Then she left the room to allow the couple some privacy while Jim changed into the hospital gown. Jim was a little embarrassed but he followed the instructions he had been given. There was no sense in upsetting his wife unnecessarily. No telling what she might do right here in the doctor's office. The assortment of hairbrushes and small paddles on the counter had not gone unnoticed!

When the assistant returned to the room she took Jim's blood pressure and pulse. Then she said, "It's time to take your temperature. We only do this rectally in this office. Would you like to lie down on the examination table or lie over your wife's lap?"

Before Jim could answer, Eleanor piped up. "Let's have you over my lap so I can take your temperature." Then she turned to the physician assistant and said, "If that's okay with you."

Jim found it most embarrassing to be lying over his wife's lap so exposed with a thermometer up his butt in front of the young assistant. The two women noticed Jim's embarrassment and exchanged knowing smiles. After a couple of minutes Eleanor removed the thermometer and found that the temperature was normal. The assistant handed Eleanor some tissues so she could wipe away the excess Vaseline from Jim's butt. Then the assistant instructed Jim to get onto the examination table and wait for the doctor.

Things didn't get any better for Jim when Dr. Gold performed a hernia exam and then instructed him to bend over the table so she could check his prostate. This was the part of the exam that Jim always hated. It was the first time he had a female physician perform the exam. To make things worse, he was most aware of the presence of his wife and the young attractive physician assistant. It seemed to Jim that Dr. Gold was taking a little longer than usual and prodding his prostate a little longer. He was more embarrassed than ever when he noticed that he had the beginning of an erection from the exam.

Dr. Gold took this opportunity to note that Eleanor had told her that the couple had been trying to have a baby but so far they had been unable to get Eleanor pregnant. Dr. Gold had suggested that they get some tests done, including testing Jim's sperm. Looking at Jim's semi-erect penis, Dr. Gold said that this might be a good opportunity to do just that and handed Jim a cup for the sperm sample.

Jim was a little embarrassed as he expected that he was going to have to go into the bathroom and masturbate into the cup. But Eleanor suggested that Pete provide the sample right there in the examination room. When Jim objected to doing so in front of everyone, Eleanor picked up one of the small paddles from the nearby counter and started using it on her husband.

"Better get started," she said. "I'm not going to stop until you provide that sample."

Despite his embarrassment, Jim started to masturbate right in front of the three women. It was a little more difficult to orgasm with his wife paddling him but in just a couple of minutes he grunted and filled the cup with his sperm sample.

"You can get dressed now, Jim," Dr. Gold said. "I'd like to see you in three weeks to discuss the results of the semen sample and to see how things are going."

That evening when it was time for Jim's scheduled spanking Eleanor had a surprise for him. "You were such a good boy today in Dr. Gold's office that I'm not going to use the hairbrush tonight, just my hand."

Then she proceeded to give Jim a brisk hand-spanking. It stung but was nowhere near as punishing as a hairbrush spanking. But Eleanor wasn't through with Jim for the evening. He'd had his orgasm in Dr. Gold's office and Eleanor figured that it was now her turn. So she let him up and led him to the bed. It was not time for spanking. It was time for sex - and her orgasm.


Chapter Sixteen

Pete and Penny's marriage was going well. Pete hadn't earned a punishment spanking in almost two weeks. But then he slipped up-big time. Their house had developed a leak and Pete was supposed to call the roofer but he forgot. He got busy at work and completely forgot that Penny had told him to contact the roofer. Then there was a thunderstorm that night and there was a lot of water damage to the bedroom and the upstairs hallway. Now they needed a roofer and a restoration team.

Pete knew that he was in for it. Then things got worse. The restoration team told Pete and Penny that it would take a week to fix the damage and that Pete and Penny would have to stay somewhere else while the work was being done. Fortunately, Penny's mother lived nearby and they could stay in her guest room.

As they packed up their things for their stay at Penny's mother's house, Penny announced Pete's sentence; Penny told him that he was getting a spanking every day that they had to stay out of their house.

"You mean when we get back to the house you'll spank me for every day we were gone?" Pete asked hopefully.

"No," said Penny. "I'm not going to wait until we're back home. It's your fault we have to stay out of the house and you're going to be spanked every day we are out of the house."

"Will you at least do it when your mother isn't around?" Pete asked.

"I'm not making any concessions to you," Penny said. "It's your fault we are in this mess and Mother knows it. She might as well know that you are paying for your mistake."

So Penny was going to tell her mother about Pete's spankings. She might even hear Pete being spanked. He had hated it when Penny's sister had heard him being spanked. Now her mother might overhear his spankings. Wait a minute. There was no doubt about it. During the work week the spankings would have to be at night and Penny's mother was sure to be at home. I'll bet that even if she has plans she'll cancel them just to listen, Pete thought. Then he had a worse thought. Would Penny let her mother watch the spankings? She wouldn't! She couldn't!

Pete and Penny arrived at her mother's house just before dinner. Penny went into the kitchen to help prepare the dinner and Pete went upstairs to unpack their bags. Penny thought this would be a good time tell her mother about Pete's spankings.

"Have you noticed how much Pete's behavior has improved lately?" she asked.

"Yes, I have," said her mother. "When we asked about it you attributed the changes to your marital therapy, as I recall."

"That's right," said Penny. "The change is due to the marital therapy but there is something about it I did not tell you."

"Oh," said her mother. "What is that?"

"It's something that Pete would rather keep quiet so I haven't said anything to you," Penny said. "But now that we are staying here you are going to find out about it so I wanted to tell you about it ahead of time."

Now Penny's mother was completely confused. So she looked at Penny with a puzzled look and waited for her daughter to explain.

"The key to the success of our marital therapy is spanking," Penny said.

"Spanking?" asked Penny's other, still puzzled.

"Yes, spanking," Penny repeated. "Whenever Pete misbehaves I spank him."

Penny's mother's hands flew to her mouth. She wasn't just surprised; she was shocked.

"A central part of our marital therapy is that Pete gets punished when he misbehaves. And the punishment is that he gets spanked," Penny explained. "It is Pete's fault that the house has to be repaired, and he is going to be spanked for his mistake. Since we are staying here, you are likely to overhear those spankings and I didn't want you to be surprised by them."

"Thanks for letting me know," her mother said. Although the subject changed as they sat there and talked, Penny's mother could not get the idea of Penny spanking her husband out of her mind. She suddenly got an image of Pete lying over Penny's lap and Penny spanking him. But the picture was incomplete. How did she spank him?

Suddenly she blurted out, "Can I ask you about those spankings?"

Penny was a little surprised at the question since her mother hadn't asked it right away but said, "Sure. What do you want to know?"

"How do you spank him? Bent over the bed, over your knee, or what?" she asked.

"The traditional way, over my knee, bare bottomed," said Penny. "I start with my hand then switch to my hairbrush. When I finish he has to stand in the corner like a naughty child. I guess I should tell you that he often is rather vocal when I spank him so don't be surprised if you hear him."

"Oh my," said her mother. "This is quite the surprise. Are you going to spank him tonight?"

"Oh, yes," said Penny, "probably at bedtime. He's getting a spanking every night we have to spend away from our house."

Nothing more was said and the subject did not come up during dinner or the rest of the evening. But Pete was all too aware that Penny had discussed his punishment with her mother. So he was embarrassed and subdued all evening. Several times he thought his mother-in-law was looking at him a strange way and he felt that she was thinking about her daughter spanking him.

Finally, at about 10pm Penny got up and said that it was time for the couple to turn in. Pete began to blush. Spanking time was fast approaching.

Penny's mother said. "I think I'll stay down here and watch the news for a while. You kids go ahead."

Not long after Pete and Penny went upstairs Penny's mom heard some smacking sounds coming from the guest room. After a few minutes the sounds were somewhat sharper. "I wonder if Penny's switched to a hairbrush," she mused.

That was indeed what had happened. Penny was now spanking Pete's bare backside with her wooden hairbrush. Pete was mortified to know that Penny's mother could hear the sounds of his spanking. It was so loud in the small guest room. Thank God she had decided to stay downstairs instead of coming up to her bedroom which was right across the hall. He was determined not to embarrass himself any further by crying out as he usually did when being spanked. But Penny was just as determined to elicit a verbal reaction from her husband. That was the signal she used to determine if she was spanking him long and hard enough. Finally she got the reaction she wanted. Despite Pete's determination not to cry out, he couldn't help himself. The spanking was just too painful for him to keep quiet.

"Please, honey, that's enough," he called out through his tears. "Ow, ow, ow!" Could Penny's mother hear him? He hoped not. But at this point he didn't care. He just wanted the spanking to be over. And soon it was. Having gotten Pete to beg out loud for the spanking to stop, Penny was satisfied that he had been punished tonight. She ordered Pete to stand in the corner naked from the waist down as usual and she went downstairs for a cup of coffee. Her mother came out of the den and joined her in the kitchen.

"That was quite a spanking," she said.

"You could hear it?" Penny asked.

"Oh yes," said her mother. "I could hear the spanks and then I could hear Pete asking you to stop. It wasn't loud but I could hear it just the same."

"Perhaps one night you should come upstairs tomorrow so you can hear it better," Penny suggested.

"I just might do that," her mother said. That had been exactly what she was thinking but didn't know if Penny would want her to do so. Now Penny had given her permission.

The next morning, breakfast was awkward for Pete. He knew that Penny's mother has listened to his spanking, perhaps even heard him pleading for Penny to stop. And he knew that he was going to be spanked again tonight. Perhaps she would be out for the evening. He could only hope.

Of course Pete's mother-in-law was not out for the evening. She wasn't going to miss a minute of her son-in-law's spankings. That evening she announced that she was turning in early and went upstairs to her bedroom. Pete knew what this meant: she would be able to hear his spanking much more clearly. Maybe Penny would go easier on him tonight since she had just spanked him last night.

At 10pm Penny announced that it was time for his spanking. It was the first time she had used the word out loud in front of Pete at her mother's house and Pete wanted to tell her not to say it but of course he didn't dare say that to her. When they got upstairs Pete changed into his pajamas and Penny moved a chair into the space at the end of the bed. She had Pete stand in front of her and tugged his pajama bottoms down to his ankles.

"Over my knee," she instructed. Pete feared that his mother-in-law could hear Penny's instructions. Soon Penny began the spanking, with the usual hand-spanking. Penny's mother was listening from her room across the hall. She could certainly hear much better. She heard Penny order Pete across her lap and then the sounds of Penny spanking her husband. After a few minutes the sound changed. The spanks seemed louder and sharper and Pete was now complaining out loud. She could hear every word.

"Ow!" Pete cried out. "Ow! That's enough! That's enough!" he yelled.

She was surprised that she could hear everything so clearly. Maybe tomorrow night she would leave her bedroom door open.

On the third evening that Pete and Penny spent the night at her mother's house, Penny's mother went up to her bedroom at 9pm but this time she left her bedroom door wide open. She wondered if Penny would leave the guest room door open. One could always hope.

Shortly after 10pm Pete and Penny came upstairs. They noticed that Penny's mother's bedroom door was open and Pete blushed deeply knowing that she would be able to hear his spanking clearly since their room was right across the hall. Once they went into the bedroom Penny followed the usual routine, ordering Pete into his pajamas and arranging the furniture for his spanking.

Soon Pete found himself over Penny's lap receiving another severe spanking, first by hand and then with her hairbrush. He was all too aware that Penny's mother was sitting in her bedroom right across the hall and could hear everything. He was determined not to cry out and embarrass himself but the hairbrush proved too much for him. Soon he was calling out for Penny to stop.

"Ow!" he cried out. "Ow! Ow! Ow! Please stop. That's enough!"

Penny gave him just 10 more with the hairbrush but that was enough to bring on the beginning of tears. He hoped his mother-in-law could not tell he had been brought to tears.

The next night was much the same. Penny's mother sat on her bed with her bedroom door open and Penny closed the guest room door before spanking her husband. But midway through the hairbrush spanking she heard Pete cry out: "Oh shit! Oh fuck! That really hurts! It really hurts!"

The spanking stopped at once.

Penny's mother wondered if Penny had decided that she was being a little too hard on Pete, and stopped the punishment. But that wasn't it at all. Penny didn't allow cursing when a spanking was taking place. And now Pete would suffer a special punishment for his indiscretion. Penny's mother saw the guest room door open and out came Penny, tugging Pete by the ear toward the hallway bathroom. When Pete saw his mother-in-law staring at his flopping naked penis he turned bright red and covered himself with both hands as he shuffled down the hallway with his pajama bottoms bunched at his ankles. Penny's mother was wondering if she might dare to get up and watch but just then the decision was taken out of her hands.

"Mom," Penny called out, "could you get me a fresh bar of soap from the hall closet?"

"Of course, dear," was the prompt reply. Penny's mother got the soap from the closet, and headed off to the hall bathroom. Pete was standing there in front of the medicine cabinet mirror, his backside covered with angry splotches of red. She could see his face in the reflection in the mirror. He was definitely not looking forward to this punishment. She handed the soap to Penny and decided to stay and watch the proceedings. Penny took the soap from her mother, unwrapped it and turned on the tap. She rubbed the soap under the running water, working up a good amount of lather. Penny didn't say anything about her going back to her bedroom, so Penny's mother decided to stay right there and watch the proceedings up close.

When the soap was ready Penny looked at Pete and noticed that he was still sanding with his hands over his crotch.

"Put your hands at your side and keep them there," she told her husband.

Pete reluctantly removed his hands from his crotch and put them by his sides. Now he was really exposed to Penny and her mother.

"Open up," Penny told her husband. With considerable trepidation Pete closed his eyes and opened his mouth. "Oh, no," Penny said. "Open those eyes and look at yourself in the mirror. Don't dare close your eyes or look away."

When Pete opened his eyes and saw his reflection in the mirror, Penny began the mouth-soaping punishment. She pushed the gooey softened bar deep into Pete's mouth, then moved it around making sure to coat every part of his mouth with the foul-tasting soap. Pete didn't dare close his eyes or look away from the mirror. But what he saw was not just his own mouth-soaping, bad as that was. He could also see his mother-in-law standing in the bathroom doorway watching the whole proceedings. It was so humiliating that he could not stop himself from whimpering. When soapsuds began dripping from Pete's mouth Penny told him to take off his pajama top. When he did so, he was now completely naked in front of his wife and her mother,

And his punishment was not yet complete. Penny said, "Bite down on the soap and make sure it doesn't fall out of your mouth." Then she took the bath brush from its hook above the tub and began to spank him with it. Pete winced with each painful swat. He concentrated on holding the soap, not wanting to anger Penny any further. Penny's mother was fascinated by the whole thing, watching Pete drooling from the soap in his mouth and his hands forming fists by his side in reaction to the painful spanks from the heavy bath brush. Meanwhile Pete continued to look at himself in the mirror being spanked with the soap in his mouth and his mother-in-law watching the whole thing. It was beyond humiliating.

After only ten swats with the bath brush Penny told him to go back to the bedroom and stand in the corner with the soap in his mouth. He was to remain there until she told him he could get out of the corner and spit out the soap. When she gave him permission to move, Pete did so at once, glad to have the spanking over with.

Meanwhile Penny asked her mother to come downstairs so she could discuss something with her.

"That was quite a spanking," Penny's mother said. "Are all his punishments like that?"

"No, they vary in intensity depending on what he has done. This time his transgression was pretty bad. But that's not what I wanted to talk to you about. I've got to go out of town for a week next month. I have a list of repairs that I want Pete to complete while I'm gone. I was wondering how I was going to make sure he did them on time but now I have an idea. Would you be willing to oversee the process and make sure Pete does what he's supposed to?"

"I suppose I could," Penny's mother replied. "But what if he doesn't? Am I supposed to report it to you so can take care of him when you return?"

"That's just it, Mom." Penny said. "The process works best if the punishment occurs right when the transgression occurs. What I need is for you to punish Pete if he doesn't do what he is supposed to."

"What?" Penny's other exclaimed. "You want me to spank Pete?"

"Only if he doesn't do what he is supposed to."

"What if Pete objects to my spanking him?" Penny's mother said. "I couldn't force him to let me spank him."

"Of course not," Penny said. "But I think I have a way to persuade him to agree. Let me talk to him and we'll talk again in the morning."

The next day Penny approached Pete with her idea. Pete was shocked by the thought of having his mother-in-law overseeing his work when Penny was out of town with the authority to spank him.

But Penny had an offer she was sure Pete couldn't refuse. "You have two more days of spankings coming," she said. "But if you agree to my proposal, I will only spank you with my hand tonight and we'll use tomorrow night to teach Mom how to spank you."

Pete was tempted. The hairbrush spanking was the worst part of a spanking. But he tried some negotiating of his own. "How about if I agree to this idea, we just skip tonight's spanking altogether?"

Penny didn't hesitate a minute. "Agreed," she said. So Pete spent a pleasant evening with no spanking at all.

The next evening was a different story. At 9pm Penny sent Pete up to the guest room to change into his pajamas. "And when you come back down, be sure to bring the hairbrush with you."

Now that it was happening Pete wasn't so sure he had made a good decision. But there was no backing out now. So in a few minutes he came back downstairs in his pajamas carrying the dreaded hairbrush.

He found Penny seated in an armless kitchen chair and her mother seated nearby on the sofa.

"First I have Pete stand in front of me," Penny explained to her mother. When Pete took his usual position in front of Penny, Penny reached for his pajama bottoms and slid then down to his ankles exposing him back and front. "Then I have Pete lie over my lap, like the naughty boy he is," Penny continued.

Pete took his usual position over Penny's lap, knowing that his mother-in-law was watching intently.

"As I told you, I usually begin with a simple hand-spanking," Penny said. "Like this.

Penny began spanking Pete with her hand. As she had said, it was just a simple hand-spanking but it still stung. And it was embarrassing to be spanked like a little boy in front of his mother-in-law. In a few moments Penny had Pete squirming around as he reacted to his stinging backside.

"And now for the hairbrush," said Penny as she picked up the formidable weapon. Pete reflexively tensed his buttocks as he steeled himself for the more punishing part of his spanking. It was not long in coming. Penny spanked hard and deliberately, hoping to demonstrate to her mother just what to do with the hairbrush. Pete began to grunt as the pain in his backside increased. It was embarrassing to be spanked like this in front of his mother-in-law but things were about to get worse.

Suddenly Penny stopped the spanking and said, "Now you try it, Mom. Get up, Pete so Mom and I can trade places."

Pete got up, covering his front as he did so.

Penny got up from the chair and her mother sat down in her place. Penny's mother knew she was supposed to take charge so she began by ordering Pete to take his hands away from his crotch. "Hands at your side, Pete," she said.

Pete avoided looking his mother-in-law in the eyes as he complied with her order revealing his genitals to the room.

"Now get over my lap," she said.

Pete was relieved to be able to reduce his exposure but it meant the rest of his spanking was about to begin.

Taking a deep breath, Penny's mother began spanking her son-in-law with her hand. She was surprised at how firm his buttocks were. Soon her hand was stinging, probably as much as Pete's backside.

"This really hurts my hand," she told her daughter. "How do you spank him with your hand so long?"

Penny laughed and said, "You get used to it. And it's important to let Pete know who's in charge in such an intimate action.

Pete found it quite embarrassing to have Penny and her mother discussing his spanking while it was taking place.

Penny's mother thought about it and found that she agreed that spanking Pete's naked bottom with her hand was indeed an intimate action.

Soon, however, she decided to switch to the hairbrush. Her first few swats were entirely too tentative. So Penny said, "No, no, no. You've got to spank much harder than that. He'll never learn a lesson from such a soft spanking."

The next few spanks were considerably harder but Penny still wasn't satisfied. She got up, took the hairbrush from her mother and gave Pete four full force spanks.

"Ow!" Pete cried out. "Ow! Ow! Ow!"

"Now you do it, Mom," Penny said, handing the hairbrush back to her mother.

Taking a deep breath, Penny's mother did her best to imitate what she had seen her daughter do. As far as Pete was concerned she was doing a more than adequate job of doing what her daughter had requested. These spanks really hurt.

"Good," said Penny. "Now finish him of with ten really good ones."

Penny's mother did exactly that, leaving Pete breathless and near tears.

"What we do next is have Pete stand in the corner with his well-spanked backside on display. "Go ahead, Pete, get in the corner."

Pete got up from his mother-in-law's lap, exposing himself to the room once more, and shuffled his way to the corner.

"How long does he have to stand in the corner?" Penny's mother asked.

"That's up to you," said Penny, "but at least ten minutes. Then you can decide what to do with him next. You can send him to bed, or have him join you watching television or do chores around the house. Think you can do this?"

"Oh, yes," her mother said. "I think it will be rather fun!"

Pete cringed and grimaced at this agreement. Not fun for him!


Also from LSF Publications...

The Punished Husband by Ken Burke

Brenda is thinking of getting married and seeks her mum's advice, given that her parents have enjoyed a long and happy marriage. Gradually, Brenda learns that her parents' marriage is so successful because Mum spanks her husband, though it has remained a big secret so far. Brenda decides to introduce her boyfriend Ken to real disciplinary spankings thinking it will be a good way to cure him of his emotional immaturity and disobedience. A disciplinary regime is established with Brenda proving to be a capable spanker. Ken gets very embarrassed when his future mother-in-law spanks him, and other people are listening or observing his spanking and other punishments. Though he often has a very sore bottom, he wouldn't change a thing!

The Spanking Secret by Ken Burke

Ken and Sarah enjoy a fulfilling marriage, even though it is Sarah who calls the shots. Sarah is the dominant one in the relationship, very much in charge. This is fine with Ken, who has a submissive nature and needs Sarah's discipline. He is spanked regularly by his wife, and this aspect of their relationship has been kept secret for many years. But gradually, things begin to change which have a huge impact on Ken. Sarah tells her friend Liz, and later her sister, Linda... and both end up firstly witnessing Ken's spankings, then spanking his bare bottom themselves. And it doesn't stop there, as Ken's bossy mother-in-law gets in on the act too. Ken has a sore bottom, and a face red with embarrassment, yet the situation in which he now finds himself in is a huge turn on. Well content with his lot, he wouldn't change a thing!

Women in Charge by W. Arthur

Set in the near future, a new order has emerged in North America which has toppled centuries of male dominance. In this regime, men have diminished rights and privileges and are subjected to rigorous corporal punishment. Women hold all the power, controlling government, public services and law enforcement, and they mete out discipline with hand, hairbrush, paddle and wooden spoon. Kyle is at first bewildered by the changed world and slowly adjusts to the dominance of this female utopia. He is 'motivated' into obedience by appropriate disciplinary measures. However, the harsh reality is tempered by the fact that Kyle has to serve five mistresses. Is this not the ultimate male fantasy? Kyle proves he is more than up to the demands placed upon him...

Strict Ladies Anthology by Peter Martin

Includes the following and a great many more:

Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse.

Mrs Howard: 18-year-old Johnny makes sure he studies at home on cleaning day, which is the day Mrs Howard comes in to do the housework. She also offers disciplinary services, and her hairbrush and slipper are put to very good use.

Josie and Her Daughter in Charge: Ron marries Josie, an assertive older woman who is very much in control, a woman who spanks Ron's bare bottom when his behaviour merits it. Ron's stepdaughter has similar traits to her mum, and she also disciplines Ron.

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...

Punished Husbands - Book Ones to Three by W. Arthur

Includes the following and a great many more:

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Coping with Early Retirement: Mike isn't sure what he's going to do when he retires, but his second wife has her own ideas and plans to do what Mike's first wife did - spank him! She proves more than capable with the paddle, and it's exactly what Mike needs.

Female Led Relationships - Volume One by W. Arthur

Featuring in excess of 100,000 words this box set contains three novels that feature female led relationships: Scott and the Woodshed; Jeremy and the Whipping Post; and Training Jonas Weatherly.

The Dominant Female by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 110,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Disciplined by His Wife; Learning to Love Her Discipline; and Disciplined by the Librarian.

His Teenage Bottom Spanked - Volume 3 by LSF Publications

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

A Visit from the Teacher: Bobby's mom is summoned to school by his teacher to discuss his behaviour, and both women agree he deserves to be spanked. The question is, who will spank him, as corporal punishment is no longer allowed in school.

A Need Fulfilled: Facing a year living with his mother's best friend, young Tom, having heard her punish her own son, makes very awkward enquiries as to whether Ethel might spank him too. It becomes clear that she certainly would... as he very soon finds out.

Spanked by the Female Gym Teacher: A vividly recalled account of the first punishment received by a normally honest, teenage schoolboy for cheating is made more traumatic by being delivered by the gym mistress in the absence of her male colleague.

Corporal Punishment for Teenage Boys: Book Three by LSF Publications

Includes the following and 5 other stories:

A Very Messy Room: Stewart, an untidy and immature 15-year-old boy is properly spanked by his mum, for not cleaning his very messy room. His younger sister and her friend also get to witness his humiliation.

Reclaiming Her Son: Martha fears she is losing touch with her son, Henry. He doesn't talk to her any more, and though usually well behaved he's becoming distant. However, Henry makes a confession which needs to be dealt with!

Getting Parents to Spank Teens: Justin convinces his step-mother to use spankings as future punishments so that his girlfriend's parents will do the same to her. However, whereas his girlfriend has a choice of discipline or being grounded, Justin doesn't get to decide.

The Disciplined Male Anthology Two by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 18 femdom stories and includes the following:

Grandmother's Apron: Monroe comes across his grandmother's old apron while clearing out her basement with his fiancée, Stephanie, and admits that she used to make him wear it as a punishment when he'd been naughty as a child. Unimpressed with his attitude when she asks him to put it on, Stephanie spanks him with a large wooden hairbrush.

An Evening at the Theater: The last thing college student Jason wants to do is see Hamlet with his mother and Aunt Susan. At the theatre his frequent flippant remarks threaten to ruin the experience for everyone until one of the actors suggests that his mother should do something about it. So, with his pants pulled down, his mother and aunt take turns to spank his bottom with a hairbrush, an act that results in wild applause from the transfixed audience.

Spanking Aunts by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 100,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Spanked by His Aunt; My Aunt, My Tutor, spanking her naughty nephew; and Over His Auntie's Knee.
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