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Miss Spankintosh

New teacher Josh is somewhat shocked when he finds fellow teacher Lynn approves of spanking. The two become close but Lynn finds Josh often behaves as badly as her twelfth grade kids. Luckily she knows just how to deal with that sort of behaviour and is more than happy to do so!

The Bad Day

The hours seem to drag as Tom anticipates the punishment his wife promised him the previous day. Once Gwen sets the scene, he is even more nervous when his ex-wife appears at the door! Embarrassment and shame and pain dominate but the outcome is a group of much happier people.

Not In His League

Angelo is everything that Sue isn't. He is a well known and respected lawyer and an enthusiastic playboy. They start to see each other and Angelo is surprised to find that Sue is a firm believer in spankings. He soon finds out that she will spank him when he lets her down. Sue fully expects this to ruin their relationship, but what does Angelo think?

Valentine's Day

A year ago it had been love at first sight for Don and Dawn. Dawn is often uneasy at Don's comparative immaturity and doesn't feel he is yet ready for marriage. Unwilling to lose him and end their relationship, she has a surprising proposition to put to him. Don surprises both Dawn and himself by accepting her new regime which involves him being punished when Dawn sees fit to do so. However, he moves in with her and his behaviour seems to become more adult. It is not long before they are married, and by Valentine's Day the following year, the balance of their relationship has settled, making them both happy.

Butts and Butts

When Cindy marries former boss, Barry, she has only one problem and that is his smoking. After several failed attempts at giving up, Cindy decides to motivate him with a paddling. After this he does well for a while but some things never last and he is just bound to get caught out!
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Miss Spankintosh

"Good morning, class. My name is Miss Macintosh... and I spank."

So started the new school year for Section A of the twelfth grade at Elmcrest High School.

Lynn Macintosh had 26 students that morning - all of whom had been hoping to get the other twelfth-grade teacher. All of them knew the reputation of the teacher called ‘Miss Spankintosh’ behind her back.

Fifty-two eyes were now fixed on the tall, slim 27-year-old teacher who knew she had their complete attention. She was wearing what she thought of as an "authority outfit"; she wore it that day to help set the tone she wanted. She had on a black skirt and a short-sleeve white pleated blouse that fastened at the neck. With her hair back in a bun, she was an imposing sight who could intimidate twelfth graders even if she had never uttered the word "spanking".

"We have a lot to talk about this morning," she said, "but you already have heard the most important things you have to know - who I am and what I do.

"If you don't already know it, for the last three years I have given more spankings than any other teacher in the school. It's your last year in this school. I'm sure you think spankings should be for the little kids, not twelfth graders. Well, I don't agree. I've seen too many kids of your age who think they're the big kids who can get away with anything just because they're the oldest in the school. As far as I'm concerned, I think twelfth graders need strict punishment even more than the younger students.

"Whether this class gets the most spankings again this year isn't up to me - it's completely up to you. If you all behave, there will be no spankings. But if you misbehave, there will be plenty of spankings. I will take any of you - boy or girl - to the spanking room, and you will get a bare-bottom spanking with this." (She opened her desk drawer, pulled out a small wooden paddle, and dropped it on her desk for maximum effect).

"Some of you may have parents that think you're too old to get spanked now. That may be true at your house, but that does not matter here. I decide if you're too old to get spanked in this classroom, and I've decided - you're not too old to get spanked in this class.

"And that is in effect right now. Last year, I had to spank someone on the second day of school. And if one of you gives me a reason to spank you today, I will do it.

"Now... let's talk about what we're going to learn this year, and what I expect from you."

In the room next door, 25 relieved twelfth graders were meeting their new teacher, 23-year-old Josh Waters, who was starting his first day as a teacher. Josh had mixed emotions about teaching the twelfth grade - he had received a Masters in History earlier that year, and really had aspirations to teach college-level history. But due to the ongoing recession, college teaching positions were very scarce and he considered himself lucky to get any kind of teaching job. (Josh's aunt was on the local school board, which likely helped him, especially since he had little experience).

Teachers taught multiple subjects in the school, which presented a challenge for Josh in a few subjects such as math and English. The school's principal had asked Lynn to mentor Josh and share some of her lesson plans with him. The two had met for the first time just the day before and Josh had been very pleased by Lynn's offer of help. He liked her immediately.

Lynn had suggested the two eat together each day at the lunch hour, in which she could hear his concerns and offer some help in subject matter in which he was weak. She had found him to be a very pleasant and self-deprecating young man with a good sense of humor, and she also liked him. After a week, both were looking forward to their lunch "dates" each day and found they very much enjoyed each other's company.

One afternoon during the second week of school, Lynn was "down" a bit and Josh noticed, asking her what the trouble was. She responded that she had been pleased she didn't have to spank any students the first week of school, but she needed to spank one of her male students right after lunch. Josh was aware, of course, that teachers had the authority to spank their students, but as he did not plan on doing any spanking himself, he really hadn't thought much about it. He had overheard some students talking once and had become aware that Lynn did spank students, and had some curiosity about her beliefs.

"If it bothers you so much, why do you do it?" he asked.

"I think you have to in order to keep the kids paying attention. I've been glad to hear you have been doing OK keeping order in your class, but I really struggled with that my first year teaching. I had been sure I wasn't going to spank students, but I was losing control of the classroom. One of the older teachers - she retired last year - tried to help me; she told me the kids were testing me and until they knew I would spank them, they would continue to carry on. 'Lynn,’ she said, ‘you need to take one of them to the spanking room (the school had one room that was available for faculty to use for disciplining students), give it to him good, bring him back to your classroom and make him stand in the corner so all the others can see what you'll do. Most of them will not give you trouble again.'

"She was right. It happened to be a girl who gave me trouble next, and I spanked her. She stood in the corner and cried quite a bit, and for the next week, I had no trouble at all from anybody. But I learned to act quickly whenever one of the kids goes over the line, and I never hesitated again to spank a student. I'll do it whenever I think a kid deserves it. I've heard that they call me 'Miss Spankintosh' but I do believe I'm doing the right thing. I got spanked when I was that age and it kept me out of a lot of trouble."

"I really hope I don't have to spank anyone," Josh said. "I got spanked some when I was young, and I agree it matters to a kid, but I just don't see myself as spanking anyone."

"I hope you don't have to also," Lynn said, "but it's only the second week."

That night, Josh had one of the strangest dreams he’d ever experienced. There was a boy named Timmy in Josh's section, and he had already become one of Josh's favorite students. Timmy had indicated a strong interest in history, and Josh saw a lot in Timmy that had made him think of himself when he was younger.

In his dream, Josh saw Lynn leading Timmy to the spanking room. She was wearing the same clothes she had worn the first day of school and had Timmy's wrist in one hand while carrying her paddle in the other. Timmy was pleading with her not to spank him, but his pleas fell on deaf ears. Lynn took him into the room, sat down on the chair that had been placed there, lowered Timmy's trousers, and then placed him over her lap. She then pulled down Timmy's shorts, lifted the paddle, and proceeded to give him a prolonged spanking, producing a great deal of crying on Timmy's part.

Finally, she stopped, and eased the boy off her lap. He then turned around and to Josh's nightmare horror, when he turned around, it was no longer Timmy's face doing the crying - it was instead an 18-year-old Josh who was crying and rubbing a very sore butt!

Josh woke up and had great difficulty getting back to sleep that night.

That Lynn and Josh had become "a couple" was actually recognized by many of their colleagues at school even before they realized it themselves. The lunches that had started out as almost all work-related had morphed into a few minutes of talk about work with the majority of time being devoted to friendly chatting between two people who genuinely liked each other's company. Most of the rest of the staff at school were older women - most liked Lynn and wanted her to find a man. A few of them thought that Josh may be a bit young for her, but he did seem like a nice young man and "she could do worse". At first, the other teachers had left Lynn and Josh alone at their table because they knew school work was being done; now they left the pair alone because no one wanted to disturb the "cute couple".

Lynn and Josh each greatly enjoyed their time together, and each wanted to spend more time with the other, but both were reluctant to make the first move. Josh was sure that if he asked Lynn out she would decline, and he feared that if that had happened, the rest of the year would be very difficult. He regretted that there was a four-year age difference between them, and felt that difference made it impossible for him and Lynn to get together. Lynn also regretted that difference, but mostly because she felt that because of that difference, Josh would not ask her out, which she hoped he would do. She was willing to take the initiative and ask him out first, but she felt that if she did so, their relationship - whatever it might eventually turn out to be - would be indelibly stamped as "female-led". She was older, she was actually a bit taller than Josh was, and she was his mentor in his job. She knew she could be comfortable as leader of their relationship, but wanted to give Josh the chance to act first.

It had reached the point where Josh was inventing reasons to call Lynn on the weekends, ostensibly to ask a subject-related question. Lynn of course saw through the attempt at deception, but was happy to play along; the calls quickly moved from work-related to the same kind of pleasant conversations they had at lunch. They had essentially become "phone dates". After the second such call (which lasted more than an hour), she decided to act. It was now early October, and a friend of hers was planning a Halloween party. The next day at lunch, she invited him to the party, and he immediately accepted.

The next few weeks, in which they planned their costumes, were enjoyable for both of them as they anticipated their first real date. They went to the party as Dorothy and The Tin Man, and both had a marvelous time. Dorothy and The Tin Man consummated their relationship immediately after the party.

A few weeks after they started dating, Josh mentioned to Lynn that one of his students was starting to act up in class and become a disciplinary problem. Lynn suggested Josh needed to consider a spanking for the problem student, and Josh responded he had fully thought about that alternative and had concluded he simply could not do it.

"Then you're not doing your job," Lynn told him.

"I know. You're right," he said. "That was my biggest fear about taking a twelfth-grade job. I've struggled with thinking about it, and I know I simply cannot put a kid over my knee and spank him. I know this sounds crazy, but I think I'd rather get spanked myself than give a spanking to anyone."

It was a casual comment, almost meant to be a joke. But Lynn never forgot it.

It was now the spring, and Lynn and Josh had been dating exclusively for six months. Josh was in love; he had never been happier in his life. He was still trying to upgrade to a college teaching position, but knowing if he did not get one, he'd have another year working in the next room to the woman he loved put him in a position where he felt whatever happened would be good.

It wasn't quite that easy for Lynn. Certainly she was very happy being with Josh, had done some serious thinking about a possible life as his wife, and had decided to continue the relationship to see where it went. But she had some concerns. As she got to know Josh better, she saw some evidence of what she categorized as either immaturity or irresponsibility. There was nothing quite so bad as to make her want to stop seeing him, but a few incidents made her question whether the four-year gap in their ages put them in different places in their lives. Might she have seen some of his actions differently when she was four years younger? She wasn't sure.

When Lynn was a teenager, one of her friends had been hurt badly in an accident caused by a drunk driver; she was very intense about that subject, and previous conversations with Josh had communicated her feelings. At one lunch in April, Josh made the mistake of confiding to her that he had been lucky the night before - he had had a couple too many drinks while out with some of his old friends, but still drove home. Happily, nothing had happened, but Lynn was horrified at the irresponsibility Josh had shown in his choices. She told him how upset she was at "yet another" example of what she called "immaturity and irresponsibility". He apologized but started to fear that some of his actions might lead to Lynn ending the relationship.

She did a lot of thinking about Josh at home that night. Sometimes, she thought, she wasn't sure if he was a twelfth-grade teacher or a twelfth grader himself. Last night's actions were done with the same kind of immature thinking one of his students might use - was there really a difference between Josh and the children he and she taught? Maybe not, was her answer to herself.

Then she remembered his comment a few months before in which he had said he'd rather be spanked himself than spank a student. "Wow," she said to herself. "I need to do a lot of thinking."

Lynn was one straw away from the camel's back being broken, and Josh added on the straw the very next week. Lynn was to represent the school at a conference in Dallas, about 25 miles away, and a substitute was hired to handle her class that day. There was a dinner after the conference and she was going to get an award at the dinner, so she invited (at her expense) Josh to join her for dinner after he was done teaching that day.

She had invited him about two weeks before the event, and he had agreed, but his mind was elsewhere during the conversation. On the day of the event, he was of course aware that Lynn was at the conference, but he had completely forgotten that he had agreed to join her for dinner. Instead he had told one of his buddies that he would come over to watch a basketball playoff doubleheader together.

The dinner started at 6 p.m., and Lynn started calling Josh's home just before then since he had not arrived. He was not home, and all she could do was leave a message on his answering machine. She called again at 6:30, again to no answer. She had become very, very worried about him - her assumption was that he may have been in a car accident on the way, she could not think of any other reason why he was not there. A very worried Lynn tried to call again just before she left to drive home; of course there was still no answer.

She drove directly to his apartment, but still he was not there and she became even more frantic. When she got to her apartment, she called the police to see if there had been any reports of an accident involving him, but they could not give her information about any other cities. She was sick with worry.

The phone rang about midnight. Josh had arrived home, heard her messages on the answering machine, and finally remembered that he was supposed to have joined her for dinner that night. He tried to apologize, but Lynn was furious. She told him she did not wish to talk about it right now, and hung up, just before she burst into tears.

Lynn usually arrived at school about 7:30 each morning, a half hour before she needed to be there. Josh usually pulled into the parking lot just before 8. But on this morning, Josh was standing by Lynn's parking space when she got there.

He tried to apologize as soon as she opened her car door, but she said abruptly, "I don't want to talk about it now." He walked with her towards the building, and she added, "I don't want to talk about it at lunch either. Let's not sit together for lunch today. Come to the apartment about 7 tonight."

Josh had no doubt that at 7 p.m., he would be told the relationship was over.

Lynn asked a couple of women teachers if she could eat with them at lunch. One asked, "No Mr. Waters today?" and she made up an excuse that they were caught up so they didn't have any work to go over today. (The women did not believe her). Josh did not come to the cafeteria for lunch - he drove to a fast-food restaurant and wolfed down lunch just before his students re-entered his classroom.

Josh arrived at Lynn's apartment just before 7 expecting the worst. All day he had been distraught at the thought that he had ruined a relationship with the first woman he truly loved. He also got emotional just thinking about how much sorrow he had caused her.

Lynn was all business when he entered; she did not even kiss him, and he took that as another sign that all was lost. They sat in her living room area and she started by relating how hurt she had been the night before, especially as the other people at her table had kept on asking her if she had heard from her boyfriend.

Josh tried to apologize again, but he knew there was nothing he could say that would fix what he had done. "Lynn, I screwed up - again," he finally said. "You cannot imagine how bad I feel about ruining your night. I really do feel terrible. I'm in your hands. Whatever you say is OK with me now."

Lynn had done a great deal of thinking about what she wanted to accomplish tonight, and Josh's sincere apology and attitude made her think she'd be able to do what she wanted to.

"Josh, yes, last night was the worst thing you've done to me," she said. "But it's far from the first time you've been irresponsible. Last week it was drinking and driving, and there have been many other times we needed to talk about your behavior."

She watched his body language carefully. He was slumped down on the couch and would not make eye contact with her - much like her students when she scolded them. "Perfect," she thought to herself.

"Josh, you continue to show me that you're irresponsible and immature. Honestly, sometimes you act more like a twelfth-grade student than a twelfth- grade teacher." She watched him closely for his reaction.

He hadn't expected to hear a criticism like that and sat up straight. "I'm sorry," he said. "You're right."

Lynn told herself she needed to make the move for what she wanted to do right now. "Not only do you act like a twelfth grader, you often act like a naughty twelfth grader!"

Josh knew she chose her words carefully, and that word caught his attention. He had heard her use the word "naughty" before, but only when it referred to a student who Lynn felt needed to be spanked. Affixing that word to him made him feel uncomfortable. Was she suggesting he needed to be spanked? He wasn't sure, and he didn't know how to react. His first priority - actually his only priority - was to save the relationship. He needed to make an immediate decision that could affect the rest of his life - if she was leading up to what he thought, would he sacrifice his dignity to save the relationship?

Yes, he would.

"I'm sorry," he repeated. "I guess I have acted like a naughty twelfth grader."

"I have to deal with that," she said. "I can't allow that kind of behavior to go on."

Now there was no doubt what she was leading up to. For the first time in the conversation, he did make eye contact with her, looking right at her with sad eyes. "I know. I understand."

"You do know how I deal with naughty twelfth-grade behavior, don't you, Josh?"

"Yes, Lynn, I do."

"I'm going to spank you, Josh."

He sighed. "I know. I love you, I trust you. Do what you think is right."

"Wait right there, Josh. I need to get something."

For a man about to get his first spanking in more than a decade, Josh was very serene. He had never forgotten the dream in which Lynn had spanked Timmy and him - perhaps on some level he may have felt it was inevitable that someday, for some reason, Lynn was going to really spank him. What worried him more was the unanswered question: would Lynn spanking him save their relationship, or was it simply the punctuation point marking the end of that relationship? He knew he could endure the pain and embarrassment of the spanking; being dumped by Lynn would be much harder to endure.

Lynn emerged from the bedroom holding an object in her right hand. At first glance, Josh thought it was the paddle she used in school for spankings, but as she got closer to him he could see it was instead a hairbrush he had never seen before. She moved a chair from the dinette area near him and sat down. No words needed to be spoken - she looked directly at him and he rose and moved to her. He placed himself directly in front of her and she loosened his belt before lowering both his pants and his shorts. Otherwise fully dressed, he then placed himself over her lap to receive his punishment.

Lynn wanted to say something, but she was nervous and felt her voice might show it, so she proceeded to immediately start the spanking. The first few spanks didn't feel that bad to Josh, but as the spanking continued, the pain started to build. Josh groaned frequently, kicked his legs often, and uttered the usual "ooohs" and "ouches," but otherwise kept his composure. Lynn, having only spanked 18-year olds in the past, had never spanked anyone who did not cry while being spanked; Josh's lack of tears concerned her a bit that perhaps the punishment wasn't effective. But she told herself, "maybe he acts like a twelfth-grader, but he is a man, not a little boy." She actually felt a little proud that her man could in fact, "take his punishment like a man."

Although Josh wasn't crying or begging for mercy, it would be totally inaccurate to say the punishment was not having an effect. It was hurting much more than he would have expected. He was gasping for breath between spanks and silently begging for it to end. Still, he felt, despite the pain, if this saves the relationship, it's worth it. But - owww! - it hurts so much. Is she this hard on the kids at school also?

Finally she stopped and ordered Josh to the corner. Hobbled by still having his pants and shorts around his ankles, he had trouble maneuvering in that direction, so Lynn had to take his arm and help him get there. She watched him in the corner for about a minute, then went into the kitchen for some water.

Josh was now alone with his thoughts, staring into the corner. The pain of the spanking had not made him cry, but he was now becoming very emotional. Yes, his butt hurt a lot, but the knowledge that his behavior had driven Lynn to this action truly did hurt even more than the spanking did. He loved this woman, and his irresponsible behavior had impacted her deeply. If anyone ever deserved a spanking, I did for that, he told himself.

Even worse - he still did not know if they were still a couple. Lynn had not said she was ending the relationship, but neither did she say that if he agreed to be spanked that they would continue. With his butt throbbing, Josh's thoughts turned pessimistic: this woman just spanked me, he told himself. She's not going to want to stay with a man she thinks of as a twelfth grader. I've lost her.

And THAT made him cry!

Epilogue

"Hello.

"I'm Josh.

"It's hard to believe all of that happened more than 25 years ago, but it did. I know it's more than 25 years ago, because just last week, our three kids threw a 25th anniversary party for Lynn and me.

"That spanking was not the end of our relationship; it actually turned out to be the beginning of what we really were going to be as a couple. Lynn and I got engaged a few months after that, and we were married at the end of what was my second year teaching high school. Our working lunches ended that year, though, after two years at Elmcrest, I finally did get the college teaching job I wanted.

"Lynn put in her twenty years of teaching before retiring; by that time we had three kids and it was a good time for her to be a stay-at-home mom. I stayed in teaching and am now the Chairman of the History Department at a junior college near where we live.

"As I'm sure you can imagine given Lynn's views on discipline, our kids were spanked when they deserved it. Not by me; I still could never spank anyone, even when it was one of my kids and I thought they deserved a spanking. In our house, it was always the opposite of the old line - with us it was "Wait 'til your MOTHER gets home.

"And their father got spanked too. I have no doubt that in all the time Lynn and I have been together, she must have spanked me more than 100 times.

"The kids never knew she spanks me. With three kids, sometimes we had to wait almost a week to be alone so that I could get a spanking Lynn felt I had earned. A lot of them were on Sunday mornings while the kids were in Sunday School at church. The term "Sunday School" became a code word with Lynn and me. If she told me I was going to "Sunday School", it meant I was going to get a spanking the first opportunity when no kids were in the house. Usually, I drove the kids on Sunday - they never knew that on the mornings when their mother drove them, it was because their father was standing naked in the corner of the bedroom waiting for a spanking.

"I hate that hairbrush!

"Waiting was the worst part. There were some times I had to wait almost a week before we were alone, and knowing I had a spanking coming was always on my mind. One time, one of the kids was sick on a Sunday I was due a spanking, and I had to wait almost two weeks. That time, Lynn told me I needed to "pay interest" for waiting so long, and she gave me twenty-five extra spanks.

"I know this sounds funny, but over the years, we've developed a little bit of a sense of humor about her spanking me, like her saying I needed to "pay interest". Don't get me wrong - there's nothing funny about her spanking me. They are absolutely serious punishment spankings, meant to hurt a lot, and they do. But at other times we can talk about my spankings and even kid around a little.

"I have very mixed emotions about her spanking me. I do not like it at all, and I really do try to not do anything she might spank me for. But I know how much she loves our kids, and she spanked them whenever she felt they deserved it. Somehow, getting spanked by Lynn tells me she still loves me, too. I hate getting spanked, but I love her and I trust her and I'll do whatever she tells me to do, including getting undressed and getting into a corner to wait for her to spank me.

"Here's a funny thing - the kids are now too old to be spanked, but I'm not. The rules in our house were that the kids could get spanked until they graduated from high school, and our youngest graduated last year. But I still get spanked! I once said to Lynn why is it the kids are too old to get spanked, but I'm not. She laughed and said she grades me on a different curve.

"I used to wonder what would have happened if cellphones had been prevalent when I first met Lynn. If we’d had cellphones, she would have called me that night I stood her up, I would have remembered I was supposed to be at the dinner, I would have been there in a half-hour and I wouldn't have got a spanking the next night. I once said that to her and she told me, 'If I didn't spank you for that, I would have spanked you for something else as soon as possible. Once I bought that hairbrush, your butt was doomed."

"Damn, I love that woman. I have one great wish - that 25 years from now, I'll be able to say that Miss Spankintosh has now spanked me 200 times!"


The Bad Day

The alarm had been set for 06:30, but Tom Harper awoke earlier and started to clear his mind. He soon remembered the events of the night before and shuddered to himself as he did. "This is going to be a bad day," he said to himself.

He rolled over on his right side and looked at his still-sleeping wife. He loved Gwen and was happy and proud to be married to her, but she was a headstrong woman who was often quite demanding, and she had set some difficult standards for him to reach. She punished him on occasions when she felt he had let her down, and this was going to be one of those times. She had told him last night that he had earned a spanking, but it was too late that night to properly take care of him, and his punishment would be delayed for a day. Tom knew from past experience that when Gwen promised him a spanking, she was not going to change her mind.

---oOo---

This was the second marriage for him, the first for her. Tom had married his college sweetheart Amy as soon as they graduated, and in hindsight, he was able to understand he was too immature to get married that young. They had two children together, a girl now in college, and a boy now a senior in high school, but constant bickering broke up the marriage after eight years. It took a while, but Tom eventually came to accept that most of the problems were of his own making.

He had a lot of regrets about those years, not just for the marriage itself, but also for his actions after the breakup. For the first few years after he left, he spent very little time with daughter Jessica and son Jared, largely because he wanted to see as little of Amy as possible. As the kids got older he had made more of an effort to see them - but that meant seeing Amy more frequently. When he did see her, their conversations were usually civil, but he never felt comfortable when around her.

He had a moderately successful business as one of the local agents of a major national insurance company, but Gwen was the more successful one of the two. She was known as one of the best real estate agents in suburban Baltimore County, and was co-owner of her office. She and Tom had met when she was his agent as he bought a small house a couple of years after the divorce.

A former athlete at the University of Maryland, Gwen was dynamic and driven, and when those traits were combined with a still trim, tall, athletic figure, she was a very imposing woman. As Tom was still required to pay some alimony and child support from his first marriage, most of the luxuries they enjoyed were a result of Gwen's income, not his. She never mentioned it as such, but Tom was very aware of it and that situation helped contribute to a clear distinction in the marriage - Gwen was the dominant partner, and they both knew it.

Tom had asked her out for the first time right after he had closed on the house he had bought, and Gwen, in her mid-thirties at that point, accepted, as she had grown to like him during the home-buying process. She had previously become comfortable with the notion she might never get married, but as she and Tom continued to grow their relationship, she did see him as a possible husband. She met - and liked - his children (and also got along quite well with Amy when she met the ex-wife), and, although she did see flaws in Tom, she was able to picture a possible marriage - on her terms, of course.

Although it was clear from the very beginning that Gwen was the dominant influence in the relationship, the concept of her punishing Tom for misdeeds did not become part of the relationship for almost a year. She had been frustrated from time to time about his inattention to some tendencies that bothered her and she was quite vocal in her criticism, but she never had threatened him in any way. The incident that changed everything happened on a Saturday while she was out with a customer for most of the day. Tom had promised to come to her home that day and fix her riding lawnmower which had stopped running. However he had forgotten his promise and ended up joining a friend who needed a last-minute golf partner. When Gwen got home and saw Tom had not been there, she was livid, especially since she had initially wanted to get a professional repairman to look at it and Tom had told her not to since he could do it himself.

She was very energized that evening as she told him how unhappy she was about it. At one point she said, "Honestly, some times you act like an irresponsible little child who deserves a spanking!"

When she said it, she truly had no thought of actually spanking him. Tom, however, who knew she was quite angry, took it differently and heard it as a serious statement of what she intended to do. He knew there were some marriages and relationships in which one partner disciplined the other, and he had long ago accepted that Gwen was "the boss" in their relationship, so it did not shock him when he thought she was saying she was going to spank him.

"I guess you're right," he told her. "I'm sorry. I suppose I do deserve a spanking."

Gwen was completely surprised when she heard him agree to be spanked, but it was typical of her to be able to quickly take charge of an evolving situation and surprising development. She had never spanked anyone in her life, and hadn't been spanked herself for more than twenty-five years, but she had no doubt she could deliver an effective punishment to a deserving man. She had a hairbrush in her bedroom that she used daily on her hair, and it had a hard wooden back. "Wait here," she told Tom as she went to get the brush. Tom obediently complied.

She emerged from the bedroom in just a few seconds holding the brush, and Tom sat up straight. He had seen the brush before when Gwen had stroked her hair in the bedroom, but he had never expected it would be used for an alternative purpose on his backside. He felt incapable of resisting Gwen - he had never imagined that she would spank him for bad behavior, but now that he thought she had told him she was going to spank him, he was not at all surprised. And, he told himself, it was my fault. I deserve this.

For someone who had never given a spanking before, Gwen was able to improvise and still keep a strong appearance of authority. She ordered him to come to the couch where she was sitting, then unfastened his belt and pushed his trousers down as far as she could. Next came his undershorts, and she pushed them down onto the pants. She tapped her right leg with the brush and Tom quietly bent down so she could guide him into a spanking position.

She started with the brush immediately, and it hurt from the first spank on. Tom tried to keep silent, but couldn't. He started with the usual spankee phrases such as, "I'm sorry, it hurts, please no more, I'll be good," and the like. 

Gwen stayed silent until near the end as Tom was gasping and sobbing, then she added commentary such as, "You're a bad little boy," and, "You've deserved this for a long time." Once his sobbing had graduated to heaving shoulders and a steady flow of tears, she brought the punishment to an end.

After Gwen eased him off of her lap, he put his head on one of the couch cushions as his sobbing subsided. Gwen sat and watched. She was satisfied that she had done an acceptable job considering this was the first time she had spanked someone, but she also made some mental notes about things she would do differently if she was to spank him again in the future.

Even after having been spanked, Tom hoped to spend the night with Gwen, as the couple did on most Saturday nights. But she told him to go home, telling him he needed to think about what he wanted out of his life. She also told him he could expect similar punishments in the future if his behavior warranted it.

Once home, he did do a lot of thinking. It wasn't the fact that she had applied so much pain to his still-throbbing butt that bothered him; it was that he felt he had embarrassed himself with his tears. But, he reasoned, he had previously conceded in many ways that he was the secondary partner in the relationship. Did it really matter that now they had added Gwen's ability to make him cry to what had already been established? Probably not.

Still tossing and turning in bed, he realized that it had taken him many years after breaking up with Amy to find another woman he honestly loved, and she was truly exceptional in many ways. Being with Gwen was worth a lot of pain and embarrassment. He looked at the clock. It was one o'clock. He knew she would be sleeping but he called her anyway. "I love you," he told her when she answered. She laughed. Then she asked if he wanted to come back over to her house to spend the rest of the night. He did.

Six months later, after two more spankings, Tom proposed. Gwen told him she would accept, but warned him he might want to re-think the proposal. "If we lived together 24/7, I fear you're likely to end up the most-spanked man in the state of Maryland," she told him.

Tom didn't know how often other men were spanked by their wives, or even if there were other men who were spanked, but it really didn't matter at this point. He wanted to be with the woman he loved, and if the price of that was a trip across her knee every once in a while, he was willing to pay the price.

They were married a few months later with son Jared as his best man and daughter Jessica as one of Gwen's bridesmaids. Gwen had even suggested that it would be a nice gesture to invite Amy to the wedding. He wasn't happy with that idea, but he knew that when Gwen made "suggestions," it was wise to adopt them, so Amy was there.

At first, the spankings he earned were quite frequent; he probably averaged about one a month for the first year of the marriage. Gwen had refined her spanking habits, adding embellishments like naked corner time before and after the spanking, and she had become quite adept at scolding him while the brush was in motion. Spankings had become an experience much to be feared by Tom, but he never once considered leaving. It was more than love - he had grown to almost idolize the woman he was living with. And he knew there was a way to avoid the dreaded hairbrush - behave yourself! He did that as best he could and saw the frequency of his punishments decline. As he saw it, his wife simply demanded excellence from him, every day, all day. He tried hard to fulfill her wishes, and he accepted the fact that when he disappointed her, he would be punished.

The marriage also helped him in other ways. His business was growing, partially because of referrals from Gwen and other real estate agents as people relocated to the area and needed insurance. And his relations with his children improved: with a woman in his life, Amy encouraged the kids to spend more time with their father and he and Gwen did spend a lot of time with them.

With no children of her own, Gwen greatly enjoyed the time with Jessica and Jared, often taking them shopping and buying gifts for them for no particular reason. Jared was on his high school lacrosse team and Gwen attended those games as if he was her own son. She also went to parties and other events involving Tom's kids, always having very cordial relations with Amy. At some games, Gwen sat in the middle with Amy on one side of her and Tom on the other. And for Jessica's freshman year Parents' Weekend at Penn State, Gwen "suggested" to Tom that they invite Amy to ride to the school with them.

Tom was a bit uncomfortable about the relationship between his current wife and his ex-wife; he still would have preferred to see his ex as little as possible. There was still an underlying tension when they saw each other, and while their meetings could have deteriorated into unpleasant situations, having Gwen around as a "referee" of sorts usually kept the conversations at least mostly friendly.

Still, with so many positive things going on in his life, Tom felt himself a lucky man, and he had to give most of the credit to his demanding wife.

---oOo---

He looked at the clock; it was now 6:10AM. He quietly got out of bed and headed for the bathroom to take an early shower before Gwen woke up. He emerged and was half-dressed before 6:30, he turned off the alarm and woke Gwen gently rather than have the alarm go off. He had no illusions that doing anything loving now would help later today when it would be time for his spanking, but he wanted her to at least start her day in a more-pleasant manner than hearing an alarm go off.

They kissed, then she went into the bathroom for her shower. He headed for the kitchen to start the coffee, and put on the television to watch the early local news on Channel 13. As they left for work, she reminded him to make sure he was home on time tonight since he was going to be punished.

As he drove to work, his mind replayed the events of the night before that got him into trouble. Jared was graduating soon, and he and Amy had set up a meeting to discuss plans for a graduation party for him. Gwen wasn't supposed to be with them as she was to be showing houses to a young couple, but they had cancelled, so at the last minute Gwen had decided to go along with Tom. As it turned out, Tom and Amy had some very different ideas about Jared's party, and Tom lost his temper and said some inappropriate things. Gwen was able to mediate the dispute - mostly in the direction that Amy had preferred - but the evening had been decidedly unpleasant.

When Gwen and Tom reached the parking lot, she said to him, "Give me the keys, I'm going to drive." Tom immediately knew he was in trouble - she was going to tell him something in the car that he didn't want to hear.

And that was exactly what she did. "You were very, very rude to Amy in there," she said as she pulled into traffic. "You embarrassed me. I would take you home and give you a good spanking right now, but it's late and I'm tired. You will, however, get a very thorough spanking tomorrow night after dinner."

Tom sighed, he knew it would do absolutely no good to disagree. "Yes, Gwen," he said. "I'm sorry."

---oOo---

As the day passed, Tom kept looking at the clock, estimating how many hours remained before he would first feel the brush on his butt. It seemed the clock moved much too quickly this day, and at 5:30 on the dot he locked the office door and headed home.

Gwen was already preparing dinner when he got home, and they soon sat down to eat. Although he knew it would not deter Gwen from carrying out her promised punishment, he said to her, "I'm sorry about last night."

"You don't owe me an apology, you owe it to Amy," she said. "We'll deal with that after dinner."

Tom expected his punishment to start immediately after dinner ended, but instead Gwen went into the family room and put on the news. He was a bit confused, but said nothing and joined her in front of the TV. After a few minutes, the doorbell rang. Tom looked at Gwen in surprise, but she acted as if she had been expecting it. "Better go answer the door," she said.

He opened the door and his jaw dropped in surprise. He just stood there, not really knowing what to do.

"Well, can I come in?" Amy asked, suppressing a smile.

He stepped aside and she entered. Gwen had moved into the front hall to welcome her, and she led them back into the family room.

"Tom incorrectly apologized to me for his behavior last night," Gwen said to Amy. "I told him he owes it to you instead."

Tom took his cue and immediately said, "I'm sorry, Amy. I was wrong last night. I'm really sorry."

Amy was still smiling as if she knew something that he didn't know. Gwen spoke next. "Tom, I'm sure you mean it, but it doesn't erase your bad behavior. You have a punishment coming and I invited Amy here so she can see how I punish you when you are a bad boy."

Tom was mortified. A bad day had just become much, much worse. Getting spanked was bad enough - having your ex-wife watch it was going to be incredibly embarrassing. His first thought was that he did not want Amy to see him cry, but he was afraid he would break down as he often did when Gwen spanked him.

"Go to the bedroom and get ready," Gwen ordered, and Tom silently walked towards the room. He undressed and moved into the corner he was supposed to stand in while waiting for Gwen. After about ten minutes there he heard the two women enter the room. He knew Gwen would move a straight-back chair to the foot of the bed to sit in, and then he heard her dresser drawer open - that was where she kept the hairbrush.

"Let's go," Gwen said, and Tom turned to walk over to her. He moved into position over her lap and as he lifted his head he was looking directly at Amy who was standing against Gwen's dresser with a perfect view of what was about to happen. Amy was smiling, which upset Tom a bit, but he knew that wasn't his biggest problem at the moment.

Gwen started in with the brush and immediately started to scold him, but her words did not register. He was much more concerned with trying to keep his emotions in check. He did not want to cry, and he was doing all he could to keep from doing so. Gwen had seen him cry before, but Amy never had, and he did not want that to change. He also was doing his best to keep from pleading for her to stop and while he could not control the "ows" and "ouches," he managed not to say anything more.

He had lost count, but Gwen stopped spanking him sooner than he had expected, and he had managed to keep from crying. She released her hold on him, and he eased himself up. He was surprised, but for an instant considered himself lucky - the spanking was over; he had made it!

Then the day got worse yet again.

"I think I have him nicely warmed up for you," Gwen said to Amy, as she held out the hairbrush to the other woman.

"No!" Tom screamed.

Gwen put her hands on her hips and glared at him with a look that sent a chill down his spine. It was non-verbal communication, but it was as clear as if she had screamed it from the top of a mountain. "Don't you DARE to resist me during a punishment," the look said, and Tom immediately tried to rescind his objection. "I'm sorry," he said weakly with a voice that sounded like tears were near.

Brush in hand, Amy took over the chair as Gwen moved aside. Getting over her knee was the last place in the world that Tom wanted to be, but he knew he had no choice and he slowly moved into position. He had already lost his battle to keep from crying - he tried to say,"I'm sorry, Amy," but his voice was so weak he couldn't actually verbalize it.

"I should have done this twenty years ago," Amy announced as she started to land the brush on Tom's already-red posterior. She landed about fifty spanks as Tom's crying rose to a level that Gwen had never heard before - it wasn't just the pain, the embarrassment of being spanked by his ex-wife was just simply overwhelming.

When Amy had finished and let Tom up, Gwen told him to get into the corner. The two women left the room after a couple of minutes, and as soon as he knew they were gone, a sobbing Tom reached back to try to rub some of the pain away.

Leaving him alone was what Gwen normally did after a spanking; Tom knew he could stay by himself as long as he wished or could emerge from the bedroom when he felt ready. He left the corner shortly after the women departed the room and moved to the bed where he laid face-down on his side of the bed.

His initial emotion as he was on the bed was anger - Gwen should not have orchestrated a scenario where Amy got to spank him. But as he thought some more about it, the anger started to dissipate. Amy's words kept coming back to him - "I should have done this twenty years ago." What if she had? He had no doubt at all that he was a better man now because Gwen had started to spank him. How different might things have been if Amy had been that way twenty years ago? Maybe if she had, Jessica and Jared might have had the benefits of growing up in a 2-parent home, and he might have had the pleasure of knowing them better as youngsters. Yes, he had a good life now with a great woman, but how would things have worked out if Amy had treated him then the way Gwen treated him now?

His anger gone, he was soon ready to go out and re-join the women. They had just seen him naked, but still he felt he needed to put something on. He slipped back on his jockey shorts, but even the soft cotton stung a bit as it touched his butt. He went to his dresser and picked out a loose-fitting bathing suit, and put it on.

The two women were in the dinette having coffee and cake when he emerged. The sight of a still red-faced man wearing a bathing suit was actually quite humorous and when they saw him, Amy tried to hold back a smile, while Gwen actually laughed. Tom realized he must have been quite a sight, and he managed a small laugh too.

"Sit down if you can," Gwen said in a pleasant manner and she rose to get him a cup of coffee, while Tom eased himself onto a chair as gently as he possibly could. He nodded when Gwen asked if he would also like some cake, and she brought it to him.

"Amy, I'm really sorry," he said. "Not just for last night. I'm sorry for all of it. Maybe you were right in there - maybe you should have spanked me twenty years ago."

"It's all right," she said. "It turned out OK. We have two terrific kids who are growing up just fine, that's the most important thing. And you have a wife who is just a fantastic person."

"I know I do, thanks," he replied.

And then - for more than an hour - the three of them chatted away very amicably. They resolved the remaining issues on Jared's party, and enjoyed sharing views on everything from politics to shopping at Inner Harbor stores to even the Ravens' chances of getting to the next Super Bowl. Tom had to stand for a while - the man in the bathing suit was still feeling the effects of his earlier punishment, but he enjoyed the conversation as much as the women did.

Finally Amy said it was time for her to go, and Gwen and Tom walked to the door with her. Then, for the first time in many years, Tom and Amy reached out to each other and hugged, holding each other close for about ten seconds. Gwen stood there with a huge smile on her face; neither Amy nor Tom noticed Gwen wiping a tear from her eyes. Then she and Amy hugged, and the ex-wife left.

An hour later, Gwen and Tom were ready to retire for the night and they cuddled together in bed.

"I need to thank you," Tom said to her. "When I woke up this morning, the first thing that came to my mind was that today was going to be a bad day. Well, it certainly wasn't great for a while, but I have to admit, it turned out to be a not-bad day."

"You're welcome, honey," Gwen said to him. "I'm glad." She moved even closer to him, then picked her head up to kiss him.

And then it actually became a good day for Tom.

A very good day.


Not in His League

Angelo Carter had at one time been highlighted as "Columbus' Most Eligible Bachelor" by a local magazine, and why not? Carter was a partner in one of the city's most-respected law firms and had a lot of family money to go with his impressive salary. His social circle included many high-ranking state officials, including the Governor.

Which is why Sue MacDonald was shocked when she received an email from him with the headline "Remember Me?" The 43-year-old MacDonald had met Carter on many occasions, and there was no chance whatsoever that she would have forgotten him.

The two were very far apart economically, as well as socially. Sue was a divorced mother of two teenagers, living an economically-challenged life. She collected small amounts of alimony and child support from her ex-husband, and supplemented it with a modest salary from her position as the receptionist at Weiss & Haskell, one of the city's larger accounting firms. That was how she met Angelo - he used the firm when auditing was needed on any of his corporate clients, and Mr. Weiss handled Angelo's personal taxes himself. Over the last couple of years, Angelo had been in W&H's offices on many occasions, and would always entertain the receptionist with an engaging discussion while waiting to go to Mr. Weiss' office.

"Remember him? Ha!" Sue thought. "Not the kind of guy you would easily forget."

Sue had not dated for several years after her divorce from Roger, and had only recently decided to dip her toes back into the dating waters. She signed up for an online dating service and had met a few, mostly unimpressive, men to date - she was considering letting her membership expire soon as the cost of the service ate into the tiny discretionary funds she had.

She found it amazing that Carter - widely known as a ladies' man who had been seen with many of the area's most impressive women - had also joined the service. "Maybe he's slumming," she felt. But she answered his email.

---oOo---

Sue usually had lunch with Jane, Mr. Haskell's secretary, and this day's lunch started with Jane asking, "What were you doing in Weiss' office this morning?"

"One of the clients asked me out and I wanted to check with Mr. Weiss to see if it was OK," Sue replied.

"Who?" Jane asked.

"Angelo Carter," Sue replied, almost giggling.

It took Jane a few seconds to respond to what she considered to be stupefying news. "You're kidding," she finally said. "Columbus' most-eligible bachelor? He's known for going through dozens of women each year. I know for a fact he dated two of our female CPAs and he dumped them both after a week or two. Watch out, Sue, he's just looking for a quick roll in the hay, then he'll take you to Ernie's for a nice dinner and dump you." (Ernie's was one of the city's best-known and most pricey restaurants). You know I love you, but let's be honest, you're just not in his league."

"I know that, I have no illusions," Sue answered. "But that's OK. Maybe I could use a quick roll in the hay myself, and if he takes me to Ernie's to dump me, it's probably the only time I'll ever get to eat there."

"What did Weiss say?"

"Pretty much the same thing you did, but since Angelo asked me out through the online dating service and it wasn't business-related, he said it's OK. Then he said 'Sue, Angelo's a wonderful man and friend as well as a major client, but you need to know he's not a one-woman man. I hope that when he decides to move on, there won't be any tension afterwards when he comes to the office.' So I told him I understand that, and he said, 'Have fun. He'll probably take you to Ernie's.'"

---oOo---

The first date was in fact dinner at Ernie's, but that was the only thing about it that Sue expected. Instead of the brash, gregarious Angelo that was his public persona, the Angelo that Sue dined with was simply an interesting and very nice man who was a complete gentleman to her.

Sue asked him what a man like him was doing on an online dating service, and he explained that he was tired of meeting the "phony" women he met in his life. He had gone online with the desire to meet someone "real" and was delighted to see Sue's picture and profile. He said he always liked her when he was waiting in the Weiss & Haskell reception room, and that he had asked Milt Weiss if he had any objection to asking her out.

As both exchanged their life histories, Angelo related that he was a third-generation attorney, but he was very different from his grandfather and father. His grandfather, who had changed the family name, had essentially had a private practice as a "mob lawyer," representing most of the unsavory characters throughout the state. His father had joined that practice when he became a lawyer, and both generations had made fortunes from their work. As an only child, Angelo had inherited a great deal of money when his father died.

To Sue's surprise, Angelo did not invite her back to his apartment, and there was no "roll in the hay" that night. But Angelo did ask her out again for the weekend, and she accepted. Again he made no sexual moves (Sue actually started to wonder if she was doing something wrong), but the couple continued to date. The first roll in the hay did not take place for a month, until Angelo took her to Chicago for a very enjoyable weekend at one of the city's most exclusive hotels.

---oOo---

Since Angelo was spending significant money on her and she was not in a position to reciprocate, Sue had invited him for a home-cooked dinner, and he accepted. He met 19-year-old Stacey and 18-year-old Michael for the first time, and greatly enjoyed the evening. As the two continued to date, a weekly dinner with Sue and the kids became an enjoyable habit for him.

In the second week after the Chicago trip, Angelo learned something new about Sue - she was a strict disciplinarian with her children. He had arrived for dinner around 6:45 to find an upset and angry Sue. Stacey had been due home by 6, and had not called. (Sue had wished the family budget would allow for cellphones for the kids, but it was a luxury she could not afford.) Dinner was due for 7 p.m., but Angelo suggested they hold off until Stacey got home, which she finally did about 7:10.

Sue was already angry that Stacey was late and the teenager proceeded to make the mistake of mouthing off to her mother in front of Michael and Angelo by loudly protesting that she wasn't a child, nothing bad had happened, and her mother was overprotective and disrespected her. Sue put her hands on her hips and gave Stacey a glare that communicated how much trouble the teen was actually in. "Upstairs," she ordered Stacey. "Now!"

Stacey reluctantly started walking up the stairs and Sue said to Angelo, "Sorry, I need to take care of something right now. Can we delay dinner about 15 minutes?" Of course, Angelo agreed and he and Michael remained in the room.

"Mom's mad," Michael said. "Stacey's going to get it good."

"What's that?" Angelo asked, and Michael replied, "If I know Mom, Stace is going to get a big-time spanking."

Angelo was surprised; he had never been spanked as a child, and with no children in his life, it was a subject he had no experience at all with -- if asked, he would have said he thought it was an old practice that had pretty much died out. But even with the door closed behind them, he could hear sounds coming from Stacey's bedroom that made it quite clear Michael's prediction was correct.

"Does she spank you also?" he asked Michael.

The boy nodded yes and said, "Afraid so. And unfortunately, Mom is very good at it. She has a hairbrush up there that hurts like blazes and she knows how to use it. Even when Stace and I are mad at each other, we feel bad when the other is getting spanked. I wouldn't want to be her right now."

Stacey never did make it down to dinner that night; Angelo ate with Sue and Michael in a tense atmosphere. Later, after Michael had gone upstairs, he and Sue were able to talk and she told him more of her history.

She had been raised in a lower-middle class family in which her mother was the dominant influence, and spanking was a frequent occurrence for her, her sister and two brothers. Despite the family having little money, which would not allow any of them to go to college, every one of the four kids had grown up to be responsible adults. Sue credited the fear of her mother's hairbrush with a large part of that -- the rule in her house growing up was that as long as the children lived there, they were subject to "hairbrush rules," and she herself had been spanked as late as age 19.

"Mom ruled the house," she said. "To tell the truth, we always suspected that she may have spanked Daddy too, but none of us had the courage to ask. They're both gone now, so we'll never know. But I think she did it."

Alone with her thoughts while lying in bed later that night, Sue questioned if she had done the right thing by sharing her suspicion about her mother spanking her father; it was the first time she had ever discussed it with anyone other than her siblings. Still, she thought, Mom and Daddy did seem to have a very good marriage. She thought of her ex-husband, Roger. He was not a particularly bad husband and father, rather he was more of a man with little ambition or direction, who was unable to take control of his responsibilities. She wondered - if she had spanked Roger the way her mother probably spanked her father, maybe she would have had a better marriage with him.

---oOo---

Much to the surprise of everyone at Weiss & Haskell, the relationship between Sue and Angelo continued to flourish. During Christmas week, he took Sue and the kids for a ski week at Aspen, and insisted the arrangements would be he and Michael in one room with Sue and Stacey in the other. He greatly enjoyed being with Sue's children, and one or both of them joined the couple on many occasions.

Sue had also become his date for the social commitments he needed to fulfill, and she lived in great fear of embarrassing him. She did not have the clothes appropriate for some of the occasions he brought her to; he had offered to give her the money to buy what she wanted, but her pride didn't allow her to accept money from him and she scrimped in some other areas to let her buy what she felt she needed. Angelo had introduced her to the Governor, and at one formal event, he and she ended up at the same dinner table with Mr. Weiss and his wife. To try to avoid embarrassing him, she went to many online sites she had never been to before to educate herself on politics and current affairs. Angelo had in no way ever hinted that she had embarrassed him, and she wanted to keep it that way.

Almost a year into the relationship, at a dinner at her house, Angelo casually mentioned a "bigwig" was coming to town; could he impose on her to go with him? They would have to stand in a long line to go meet him and get their pictures taken with him, if that was OK with her. "Sure, if you want me to," the receptionist said. "Who's the bigwig?"

"The President," Angelo replied, as Michael almost choked on his chicken.

---oOo---

As the relationship continued, it went in both directions. He may have introduced her to the Governor and taken her to meet the President, but she also had social commitments with her family. Although she was at first reluctant to ask him, he was usually more than willing to go with her. It did make her uncomfortable -- she wasn't exactly ashamed of some of her relatives, but she did recognize there was a very large gap in every way imaginable between Angelo and some of them.

She had been pleased that Angelo at least appeared to be comfortable with her sister and brothers and their families (even though they thought of him as her "hotshot boyfriend" and "sugar daddy"). But as summer neared, a cousin invited her, the children and Angelo to a picnic at their house, which was meant to be an engagement party for their daughter. This was a branch of the family that even she felt a bit uneasy about -- she and her sister thought of those cousins as "rednecks" and Sue feared Angelo meeting them might not go well.

She told him a couple of weeks before the party that she needed to go on that date - she had hoped he might not want to go and she tried to emphasize he did not have to go. But in a typical Angelo reaction, he immediately said it would be fun to go with her and the kids.

As it turned out, the Saturday chosen for the party was not a good date for Angelo. He had been in court all week in a difficult lawsuit that was not going well for his client. He really would have preferred to have stayed home and worked on that day, but he felt he had made a commitment to go and needed to do so. He had no idea that Sue would have much preferred that he would not go.

The day went as badly as - perhaps even worse than - Sue had feared. Angelo was in the worst mood she had ever seen him in, and once at the party, he showed no tolerance at all for her relatives, getting into loud arguments twice and insulting the hosts. He also drank too much - for the first time, Sue had to drive his Mercedes home. She left him at his apartment, telling him she would return the car the next morning, and drove home with Michael and Stacey.

She was angry and upset. She slept little that night, and concluded that, as wonderful as the relationship with Angelo had been for both her and the children, maybe it was time to let it end. They were very different people from very different backgrounds, and it appeared to her the chasm was too wide to bridge. She had also seen Angelo at his worst on that day, and was angry at his behavior.

---oOo---

After a night with little sleep, she awoke on Sunday in an angry mood. At breakfast with Stacey and Michael, the kids would have seen her as "spanking mad" if her anger had been directed at one of them.

Driving Angelo's car back to his apartment, she had no idea what the next few hours would bring. She was prepared to walk away from the relationship and was proud that she would be the one to make the decision rather than being dumped discreetly at Ernie's. She used her key to let herself into his apartment - although it was almost 9:30, Angelo was still asleep. After she had dropped him off last night he had taken in more alcohol, and when she woke him he was suffering from a hangover.

He tried making a feeble apology for his behavior of the prior day, but she would have none of it. In all the time they had been dating, they had never had an argument, and although he had seen some anger from her before when the kids misbehaved, he had never seen it directed to himself. "For a year," she started. "For a year I have lived in mortal fear of not embarrassing you. I've done everything I could to learn enough about a lot of things so you would never feel ashamed of me with your friends. Well, you know what, Mr. Hotshot friend-of-the-governor? Yesterday you embarrassed me, and I was ashamed of YOU!"

The comment stung Angelo. If he had been a boxer, it would have been like taking a left hook to his chin.

Sue was just getting started... "And let me tell you something else! I never... NEVER expected us to end up getting married. NEVER! But you know what, Angelo? After the way you behaved yesterday, if you asked me to marry you today, I would say No. I'm really, really upset that I saw a side of you yesterday that maybe you kept hidden from me for a year."

And that was the right cross to the boxer's face! He was staggered. Angelo didn't want to get married, but he always had assumed Sue did. His one great fear about their relationship was that she would start to hint about marriage. Hearing that she might turn him down if he asked stunned him. He did not know how to respond. But he also was getting upset - she had waked him and started right in on him without giving him any chance to collect his thoughts.

"So what do you want to do, Sue?" he asked angrily. "You want to spank me like your mother spanked your father?"

The comment caught her by surprise - it was not something she had thought of. But it struck her as a possibility. Her earlier thought that maybe if she had spanked Roger the kids might still live in a two-parent home came back to her. "That's not the worst idea I ever heard," she replied sharply.

Now Angelo was the surprised one.

Both looked at each other - neither really knew what to say or do next, so Sue took control. She sat on his bed and tugged him over to her, then pulled down his pajama bottoms. She then guided him over her lap, and was a bit surprised that he did not resist either verbally or physically. Angelo was also surprised at his reaction - he was about to get a spanking like he was one of Sue's children and he didn't feel like resisting!

At home Sue always used her hairbrush when punishing the children, but Angelo had nothing in his bedroom that would hurt, so she started spanking him with her hand. It really didn't hurt him very much, and he showed almost no reaction, even though his butt was starting to turn slightly red. Sue was still angry and was becoming frustrated by the lack of a reaction from him. She knew there was a small paddle in the kitchen that she had used on some occasions when she cooked there so she told Angelo to get up and stay there. He complied and she went into the kitchen to get the paddle.

She returned to the bedroom, ordered him back over her knees, and he silently went back over. The paddle made a difference. He started to make noises such as "oooh" and "ouch," and groaned and started to kick his legs. Sue felt she was getting through to some degree, but knew her hairbrush would have been even better. He didn't cry - she really had not thought he would - but she felt some satisfaction from what she was doing. Finally, she stopped and let him up.

She had no idea what he would say or do next - would he order her out of the apartment, tell her the relationship was over, she just didn't know. And what he did do turned out to be perhaps what she considered to be least likely - he looked meekly at her and said, "Sorry, honey, I apologize for my behavior yesterday. I certainly didn't expect you would spank me for it, but I guess I deserved that."

---oOo---

Four months passed with the relationship almost back to normal. No more word was ever spoken about that spanking or any in the future, but neither could forget that she had spanked him and neither could predict what might happen in the future if there was another incident. There was, however, a subtle change in the relationship. Previously, it was clear that Angelo was the leader of the relationship, a benevolent leader to be sure, but Sue always felt that she was only going to be part of his life as long as she pleased him. Now, however, having even considered ending the relationship herself, she felt she was on a much more equal footing. For the first time she started to see the relationship as a 50-50 arrangement.

Angelo needed a minor medical procedure done which would take up two days in which he could not drive, the first for the procedure itself and the second in which someone needed to bring him back to the doctor for an in-office check-up. Sue took two vacation days to allow her to help him.

The procedure itself went well as did the check-up the next morning. Both were hungry, so Sue drove them to a sandwich restaurant near her home. It was a little before the lunch hour and only a few other customers were in the store. They ordered their sandwiches and sat at one of the tables to eat them when Angelo's cellphone rang.

It turned out to be a "spam" call, one of his major peeves. The recording said it could lower his monthly interest payment on his credit card debt (Angelo had none - he always paid his bill in full each month) and if he wanted to speak to a live person he could press 1. Angelo had received this call a few times in the past months even though he had signed up for the do-not-call list, and he became angrier than before each time he got the call.

Angelo pressed 1, and when the person answered, he blurted out, "Go fuck yourself!"

Unfortunately, the restaurant had grown quiet at that very moment, and his comment was heard by everyone there. He immediately apologized loudly to all, but the damage had been done and Sue was mortified - and livid!

They finished the meal in silence. Angelo was truly embarrassed and felt stupid that he had acted so impetuously, also that he had embarrassed Sue. He tried to apologize again once they sat down in the car, but she was not inclined to let it go. "We're going back to my house," she said angrily. "And you're going to get a spanking!"

Angelo did not respond. Internally he felt perhaps that was fair - if he was in a relationship with a woman whom he allowed to spank him, how could he argue he didn't deserve a spanking today? His legal mind saw it as he having entered a "contract" of sorts with her in which he had yielded the right to judge and punish his behavior to her.

Neither Michael nor Stacey was due back from school for a few hours so Sue felt she had all the time she needed to do this right. "Get in the bedroom," she ordered as soon as they walked in. Once there she told him to get undressed and go stand in the corner to think about his behavior. Angelo had not said a word from the time they entered the house, and he did all that he was told to do.

Sue got her hairbrush from her dresser and sat on the bed. She was still angry about Angelo's outburst in the restaurant, and was focused on that, even though she thought the kind of spanking she was about to give him might have a big impact on their relationship. She decided she was not going to worry about that - this man had embarrassed her with childish behavior, the precedent of her spanking him had already been set, and she was determined to punish him for his actions, no matter what would happen.

This spanking was nothing like the first time she had spanked him. The first time had been unplanned while this time each had several minutes to think about what was going to happen. Sue was much calmer and in better control of her emotions this time - more like she was when it was Stacey or Michael who needed to be spanked. Angelo had had time to think about what was going to happen to him, and he had accepted the fact that getting spanked was justified. He also assumed he could control his reactions - he remembered how much the paddle had hurt him in the apartment, and did not think whatever Sue would do today would be any worse.

Once she started though, Angelo learned that, much to his chagrin, this was very different. He knew she was using her hairbrush, but he was shocked that implement hurt so much more than his paddle had done. This was really starting to hurt him, and it was becoming difficult to control his emotions. He felt himself close to crying, which he assuredly did not want to do. But Sue was showing no sign of letting up, and the pain in his butt was growing. He thought of the time he had heard Stacey crying through a closed door, and now he understood what she was feeling, also his conversation with Michael that night - he was right, this thing hurts like Hell! And then Columbus' most-eligible bachelor lost control, and started to sob himself.

Sue continued for about five minutes and then felt satisfied that she had done what was right no matter what the personal consequences might be for her. She told him to lie on the bed and get dressed when he felt ready, then she went into the kitchen to collect her thoughts. She reflected on what had just happened - she had taken one of the most powerful men in the city and literally reduced him to tears. She knew how proud he was and assumed he would not wish to continue seeing a woman who had dominated him as she just had done.

After about 15 minutes Angelo emerged from the bedroom. She asked what he wanted to do next and he requested that she drive him back to his apartment, which she did.

---oOo---

Angelo did not call that evening, and Sue was sure that signaled the relationship was going to end. Still, she felt pleased that she had done what she believed what was right, even at the cost of losing a man whose resources could do much for both her and her children. But, she said to herself, we got along without him before and we can do it again. Aspen was fun, but self-respect is more important than material things and I've done what was right. I do love him and I will miss him, but I'm not sorry about what I did.

She still had not heard from him the next morning, but at about 10 a.m. she got a text from him saying, "Dinner at Ernie's tonight? 6 p.m.?"

"And there it is, the dump-dinner at Ernie's," she told herself. "So be it. I did the right thing, and I'm proud of what I did."

Sue arrived at Ernie's a few minutes early - Steven, the Maître d’ knew her well by now, and led her to the table Angelo normally used. He arrived a few minutes later, kissed her, and sat down. Each made small talk, mostly about was he OK after his procedure and how was her day, but Sue was sure he had an agenda for the dinner - which he did. She expected he'd make it through the main course and tell her to "have a nice life" at the end of the meal.

They ordered their coffee and she saw Angelo's face grow serious. "I need to talk to you about something," he said.

"What?" she asked, although she was sure she knew what it was.

"You hurt me a lot yesterday," he said.

"You deserved it."

"Yes, you're right, I did. I hope you won't hurt me again today."

"I wasn't planning on it," she said. "How could I hurt you today?"

"If you turn me down, you would hurt me worse than yesterday." And with that, he reached into his suit pocket, took out a small box and handed it to her. Sue knew what comes in boxes that size and started to shake - she was almost afraid to open it.

This was NOT what she expected to happen at this dinner. She opened the box and saw a ring with the largest diamond she had ever seen.

"Honey, I know you told me you wouldn't marry me a couple of months ago," Angelo said. "But I'm a lawyer. I want to appeal that decision. Sue, I know I'm not perfect. I proved that yesterday. But you seem to have a way to deal with me when I disappoint you. I don't like it, I was very embarrassed yesterday, but I'm willing to have you be the judge of my actions.

"I love you. I've been with a million women in my life and you're the only one I ever loved. Please marry me."

Today was Sue's day to cry and she started to. "The jury is back, counselor," she managed to say. "The verdict is Yes."

---oOo---

Sue wore the ring to the office the next morning. Her first stop was at Jane's desk. She showed the ring to Jane and simply said, "I guess I'm in his league now."

Jane smiled broadly. "I guess you are, honey. I guess you are. What did you possibly do to get Columbus' most-eligible bachelor to propose?"

Sue chuckled to herself. "Sorry, Janie. You wouldn't believe me anyway, but in any case what I did stays between him and me."


Valentine’s Day

Dawn West awoke first on February 14, rolled over in bed and gazed at the face of her still-sleeping husband of seven weeks. "Valentine's Day," she said to herself. "Hopefully a lot less stressful than it was last year."

---oOo---

The previous two Valentine's Days had been significant to Dawn and husband Don. It was exactly two years ago on this day that they had met for the first time. Both had gone to a party on Friday night, each with other people, but they were introduced by a mutual friend, and once they started to talk, each became completely infatuated with the other, in that rare moment when a person thinks they may have met the special person they have been hoping for. Since each had another date, it was awkward to spend too much time talking to each other, and Dawn spent much of the weekend wondering if he would call. After what seemed like an eternity to her, Don called. They agreed to meet for dinner on Monday and neither of them dated another person after that night.

Last year's Valentine's Day was memorable for two reasons. It was the day that Don proposed to Dawn. And it was also the day that Dawn spanked him for the first time.

---oOo---

She was very nervous as she finished putting on her makeup that Saturday evening a year ago. Since the first of the month, Don had been hinting that their date on Valentine's Day was going to be very, very special. Aware of the romantic connotations of the day, Dawn had become convinced that Don was planning to propose, especially since he had made dinner reservations at one of the most expensive restaurants in the area.

The prospect of a proposal brought about mixed emotions in her. Yes, she loved Don, that was not a question. The special feelings that arose the very first night they met had proved to be just the beginning of how she would come to feel about him. In very many ways he had proven himself to be the man to whom she could commit the rest of her life.

But no one is perfect, and there was a "but" to him. A big "but."

Both were twenty-three years old that year, Don a couple of months older, but in Dawn's eyes, she was a mature twenty-three, while Don was a "young" twenty-three. She was a teacher of a class of sixth graders, and she felt herself to be a fully responsible adult. He was a freelance writer of technical manuals, doing quite well financially for his age, but in a generally loose environment that called for little self-discipline. On one occasion, he had procrastinated so long on a project that he had had to stay up for 48 hours straight to complete it on time. Also, while Dawn liked some of his friends, there were two in particular that she didn't care for at all - she felt they brought out the worst in her boyfriend, leading him into situations that she felt uncomfortable about. She had tried to subtly hint that he distance himself from bad influences, but she had seen too many cases where he appeared to fall back into what she saw as behavior that was immature, irresponsible, even sometimes juvenile.

He also was absolutely, incurably romantic, and she didn't doubt for a moment that he loved her - which made her quite sure a Valentine's Day proposal was a near-certainty. She bought a new outfit for the occasion, a light blue dress that accentuated her attractive body. She was torn - on one hand, she did not want him to propose, but she certainly wanted to look her best for him no matter what happened.

Although her thinking had swung back and forth, she had made the decision that if he did propose, she would turn him down. It was a difficult decision, but she felt that the differences in their levels of maturity would doom the marriage. She hoped he could accept a negative answer and still keep their relationship going, but she feared a turndown might be so devastating to him that he might end it. Still, she concluded, it would be better to lose him now than to marry him and end up divorced later.

She wished there was another way - one in which they could be together, yet minimize his flaws. But she couldn't think of how to accomplish that.

The meal was delicious, and he ordered one of the most expensive wines on the list to go with dinner. At one point, he excused himself to go to the men's room, and when he returned he walked to the side of her chair, and started to kneel down next to her. "Oh my God," she thought, "he's going to propose right here," but he stopped short of getting down to the floor and rose up with a huge smile on his face, saying, "The night is still young." It was meant to be a romantic, playful moment, and it was typical of the kind of thing he would do, but other people in the restaurant saw it and had to wonder what had just happened. With Dawn already stressed over the impending proposal, the attempt at humor only made things worse and angered her.

After dinner they returned to her apartment, with Dawn more nervous than ever. They sat together on her small couch, but Don rose, and this time did go down on his knees to ask her to marry him.

Although she had determined to turn him down, she had been afraid that when he did actually ask, she might change her mind, but she did not. "I'm sorry, honey," she said. "I love you but I can't marry you. Not now."

A look of complete surprise came over him, and he start to shake noticeably. After all the times he and she had said how much they loved each other, he had no idea whatsoever that his proposal might be turned down. "Why?," he managed to ask in a weak, quivering voice.

The disappointment was evident on his face. For a moment, Dawn thought she saw the same look as her younger brother Josh, now eighteen years old, might have displayed a few years ago when their mother told him something he didn't want to hear. Josh would have started to cry - and she wasn't positive that Don wouldn't start to cry now.

"I love you, honey," she said as calmly as she could. "But you're not ready to get married. You're just not mature enough. Maybe in another year."

"Please, Dawn," he pleaded. "I'll change. I'll do better. I know I've disappointed you a few times, but I won't any more. Please marry me, I love you so much." His voice was cracking and she felt very uncomfortable and was becoming upset, even a bit angry that he had put her in this position.

"No, Don, no! It wouldn't work. Look, honey, the bottom line is that I'm not perfect, but I do act like an adult all the time. You don't. You know you don't. Sometimes you act very juvenile. I swear, sometimes you act like Josh would. Except the only difference is when Josh acts like that he usually gets a good spanking from my mother."

"Please, Dawn, please marry me. I want to be with you."

"Don, no." Although she had been a bit shaky at first, she had regained her composure and was becoming more confident in her refusal. In fact, with Don still on his knees and almost in tears, he was reinforcing the very perceptions she had about immature behavior that had made her turn him down. "If we got married, we'd probably be divorced in a year. I don't want to end up hating you. Let's continue the way we are - let's talk about marriage again next year."

Don decided to play his "trump card." He looked up at her with sad eyes and said softly, "I bought a ring."

But the trump card had exactly the opposite effect that he had hoped for - it made her angrier.

"Damn, Don, how could you do that?" she exploded. "How could you possibly assume that my answer would be 'yes?' This is not easy for me! I wish I could marry you, but I'm doing the adult thing by keeping us from doing something that may turn out wrong, and you're just pushing ahead like a child pleading for the toy he wanted."

Don was confused now and lost in his emotions. Still hoping the ring might get her to change her mind, he said, "Do you want to see the ring?"

She really did want to see it, and the truth was that she feared she might weaken if she did, so she continued in her "adult" posture. "No, I don't want to see it. Can you return it?"

"It will cost me a couple of hundred dollars for the setting, but I can sell the diamond back to them."

"You've made me very angry," she replied. "I love you, I'm honored you want to marry me, but don't you see that everything you've done tonight just proves the point that sometimes you do act without thinking, like some of my sixth graders?"

"I'm sorry," he managed to say. "It's just that I love you and I want to marry you."

"Not right now. I can't marry you and have to worry when you'll grow up." She motioned for him to get up off the floor and he sat on the couch next to her. She cuddled up next to him, and he put his arm around her as both became lost in their thoughts. He started thinking about the things he had done that had upset her in the past, while she considered what she should do or say next. She briefly considered bringing him into her bedroom for some intimacy, but thought better of it for now. She looked at his sad face and again thought of her little brother.

When Dawn had been in college, she had once participated in a late-night gab session with some sorority sisters in which the girls discussed the kinds of marriages they expected to have. One of the girls, Denise, had said she was going to find the right man for what she called a Female Led Relationship, where she was the absolute authority in the marriage, with the power to make rules for her husband, and to enforce those rules with discipline and punishment. She said she had seen much on the internet about such relationships, including some sites that advocated physical punishments such as spankings for the husband - that prompted quite a bit of laughter from the other girls. But Denise insisted there were men who needed dominant wives, and she was prepared to be such a wife.

Dawn herself desired what she saw as a relationship of equals, with neither partner the leader and both having equal status. But as she sat on the couch next to the man she loved, who had shown tendencies towards juvenile behavior, the conversation from college came back into her mind, and she wondered if a 50-50 relationship with Don was possible - or even best for him. What if she was in love with a man who would flourish in a Female Led Relationship?

She needed to think about that for a few minutes, and the two continued to sit together in silence. Don was crushed and did not know if he could control his emotions if he spoke again, but he did not want to leave her apartment on such a sour note.

Finally Dawn spoke.

"I have a thought," she said. "But you may not like it."

How exactly do you tell a man - especially a man you love - that you think he should agree to become a less-than-equal partner in a relationship, and also that he should agree to accept painful and embarrassing punishments from his partner. Dawn was well aware that what she was about to say could end the relationship in the next few minutes - or could set a basis for a strong relationship that could last for decades to come.

"Don, I love you. I really do," she started. "I hope that someday - maybe someday soon - we can get married. But honey, a normal equal-partner relationship just isn't going to work for us. We're in love, but we're in different places - I'm an adult and, you have to admit it, in many ways you're still a child."

He started to speak, but she put her fingers to his lips to stop him. "Let me finish, honey, please. For us to make it as a couple, I'm going to need to be in charge. I'll need to make the rules, and I'll expect you to do what I say. And I'll watch what you do, and I'm going to hold you accountable."

She took her fingers away from his face. "What does that mean?" he asked.

"If you screw up, I will punish you."

"What does that mean?" he said again.

"Honey, if you act childish, that's the way you will be treated." She looked at him very intently as she spoke the next words. 

"I will spank you."

He sat up straight with a smile, thinking the statement was an attempt at humor.

"I mean it," she told him. "I intend to spank you when you deserve it."

"Dawn, that's ridiculous. I'm not your kid brother. Even if you did spank me, do you really think it would change anything?"

She realized she was in completely uncharted territory now and had to push forward or back off forever. "Yes, I think it might very well make a difference. I have a hairbrush in the bedroom that I think would make you think twice about some of your actions."

His body language seemed to change to his being on the defensive, and the teacher felt emboldened. She still was angry about the incident in the restaurant and his premature purchase of the ring, so she felt if they were to have a Female Led Relationship, this was the time to start it.

She knew the next few minutes would define the rest of her life.

"You're going to get spanked tonight," she said. "Right now. Stand up and take off your clothes."

Don sat there looking completely confused. He had had a plan for the night, and none of it had turned out the way he expected. Now this - it was a side of Dawn he couldn't have imagined before, but, he admitted to himself, it was actually a bit exciting to him and he liked the way she was acting.

He stood up slowly and started to unbutton his shirt.

"I'll be right back," she said to him. "Continue getting undressed. Everything."

She went into the bedroom with her head swirling. The whole evening had been surreal - what had just happened? she asked herself. An hour ago she would have still hoped for an eventual 50-50 marriage with Don once he had matured a bit, but now she had just taken charge of what would be a Female Led Relationship - a concept she had disdained until now. She knew she wasn't inebriated, but she wondered if the dinner wine had brought out a side of her that she hadn't known existed.

But now here they were. He was undressing, and she was getting her hairbrush - there was no turning back. She nervously slapped her own palm with the back of the brush, wondering how hard she should smack him with it. She hoped to make the spanking painful enough to have an impact on Don, but not painful or humiliating enough that he would want to end the relationship. She herself hadn't been spanked since she had been a little girl, and while she had seen her mother spank her younger brothers on a few occasions, her knowledge base on giving a spanking was basically nil.

She took a deep breath and walked back into the living room to start her new life as the dominant partner in a Female Led Relationship.

Dawn entered the living room and was pleased to see that Don had done what she had told him to. He was naked and standing next to the couch. It struck her how compliant he was, and she wondered about the reason. Perhaps the wine had dulled him, maybe he was so depressed over her refusal of his proposal that nothing else mattered, or maybe - just maybe - he welcomed a Female Led Relationship. She didn't know.

She brought a chair into the room and sat down, looking directly at him. Without a word, he walked over to her and stood by her side. She nodded and he bent down and got over her lap.

Dawn had never seen his butt from this angle before, and her initial reaction was that it was a bit chubby. She almost giggled thinking about how cute it was going to look with a pink hue, but she caught herself and remembered they were here for serious business. She lifted the brush and brought it down quickly on his right butt cheek as Don reacted by jerking his leg upwards. Fearing he might try to escape, she hooked her own right leg over his, then blasted the brush again onto Don's left butt cheek.

As the spanking continued, Don did not say anything, but he moaned in an increasing crescendo that Dawn paid close attention to. After about fifty spanks she thought he might be getting close to tears, and that was not what she wanted. Her hope was to hurt him physically only, and leave his pride as intact as possible. She stopped abruptly and said in a soft soothing voice, "All right, that's all honey. You did well."

Don stood up slowly, and almost lost his balance, so she reached out to grab his arm and steady him. "Why don't you go to bed, honey," she suggested. "I'll just tidy up and be in soon."

"You still want me to sleep over tonight?" he asked.

"Of course I do. You were punished, it's over. Go inside. I'll be right there."

He nodded and went into the room. He had his own drawer in her dresser and took a pair of pajamas he had left there, then got into bed to await her.

She was tired, but wasn't in a big hurry to go to bed. Her head continued to spin as she reflected about how remarkable the evening had been. She thought again about Denise - she wondered if her sorority sister had found a man she could put over her knee, and what would Denise think if she knew what Dawn had just done?

After about ten minutes, she went in and got into bed. She leaned over to kiss Don, and he started to slide over towards her as if to start foreplay ahead of lovemaking. She honestly did desire his body, but somehow she couldn't reconcile sex with what had happened just a few minutes before, and she told him that she didn't think it was appropriate tonight. But she kissed him very gently and lovingly before putting out the light.

They awoke at the same time the next morning. "Hi, honey, how do you feel?" Dawn asked.

"Stupid," he answered.

"No, honey, don't. Some things have changed. But we're still together. I love you and I hope you still love me."

"I do."

She moved her body over to him and kissed him seductively. Nature took its course.

Later, while having breakfast, she told him what she expected of him. She didn't speak at all about last night's spanking, but she made it clear that future transgressions would be dealt with.

He listened to her rules and warnings without objection, which pleased her. "I have a question for you," she said. "We're not ready for marriage, but would you like to move in with me and we'll live together?"

His enormous smile was her answer. They kissed and went back into the bedroom.

It took more than a month for Don to sublet his apartment, so it was mid-March before he was living exclusively at her place. The arrangement turned out even better than Dawn had hoped for. She had assigned him some tasks to be done to keep the apartment clean and tidy, and he did all those and more. Given his flexible work schedule, on days when he had little or no work to do, he did his chores plus some she hadn't asked him to do. He tried cooking dinner for her (it didn't turn out great, but she pretended it was wonderful) and he washed her clothes as well as his own on some days. Before they started living together they had once been in a Home Depot and she had shown him a paint color, saying if she ever had time, she was going to paint her bathroom in that color. One day she came home from school to find that Don had surprised her by painting the bathroom in the color she liked.

In addition, his demeanor was absolutely wonderful - she had to almost push him out of the door to get him to spend some time with his friends, and he seemed to be much more diligent about his work habits. Dawn had started to think that maybe the Valentine's Day spanking might turn out to be a one-time event, and she began to wonder if and when Don might propose again.

One day in June, however, a problem arose. One thing Dawn had demanded from him was that if he was going to be late coming home, he had to call her to let her know so she wouldn't worry. On one evening, he was due home at 6 p.m. after a business meeting about an hour away. She had heard nothing until about 6:15, when she got a text from him reading simply "30m." It was evident that he was still on the freeway and had sent the text while driving.

It was almost 7 o'clock when Don finally walked in - he had a feeling he was in trouble, and he was right. "Did you text me while driving?" Dawn demanded to know.

He wasn't going to lie, even though he knew the answer would make her angry. "Yes," he said softly and sheepishly.

"What's the matter with you? You know I worry about you and you do something ridiculously dangerous like that? Why didn't you call instead of text? You have hands-free calling in your car!"

It was a logical question, and he knew the answer was going to make things worse for him.

"The Dodgers had an East Coast game and I had it on the radio. I'm sorry."

He heard the response he was afraid he would hear: "Go in the bedroom and bring my hairbrush out here!" He looked down at the floor and pivoted to go to the bedroom.

When she had spanked him four months before, Dawn had been nervous but she had not been very angry. This time was different - the first time had shown her that she could deliver an effective spanking and that he would accept it from her, so she was not at all nervous. But she was significantly more angry this time - after several months of excellent behavior, tonight he had done something dangerous and, in her eyes, immature, and his chubby butt was going to be much hotter than she had made it the first time.

She sat down as he brought the brush to her, then ordered him to undress fully. As he did, she sat tapping her hand with the brush with a scowl on her face. Once he was ready he simply moved to her side and stretched out over her lap. "I'm sorry, Dawn," he said.

Her reply was three hard spanks on his right butt cheek followed immediately by four hard spanks on the left. She knew she was spanking him harder than she had in February, but that's exactly what she wanted to do. He had earned the first spanking with some immature actions, but this time he had done something incredibly dangerous as well as stupid, and she was going to make sure he learned a good lesson. Whatever thoughts she might have had about relinquishing the Female Led Relationship in favor of one based on equality were now gone - this was going to stay a Female Led Relationship.

His body movements confirmed that this spanking was more painful than the first. He squirmed around much more in an unsuccessful attempt to avoid the brush. His legs jerked up involuntarily after almost every spank. And his attempts to take the punishment in a stoic manner failed - he started to beg her to stop, with pleas such as: "Please, Dawn... no more, please... I'll be good... I'll never do it again, I promise... please stop... it hurts... it hurts so much."

She wanted it to hurt "so much" but again she wanted the punishment to be physical only without humiliating him. As soon as his voice sounded like he might soon start to cry she stopped abruptly. She let him lie over her lap for almost a minute as he caught his breath, then she guided him to stand up. "Go stand in the corner while I heat up dinner," she told him. He immediately did what he had been told to do.

Dawn entered the kitchen, where she had a clear view of him. She had left her phone on the counter, and couldn't resist the urge to take a picture of his very-red posterior. The phone was password-protected so she was confident no one else would ever see it, and Don did not know she had taken the picture.

She set the table for dinner and moved a pillow to Don's chair to make it a little less painful for him to sit. "Ready," she told him. "Come sit down."

He had earned a punishment and he had been punished. It was over in her eyes, and she tried to make the rest of the evening as casual as possible. He watched an Angels game and she watched it with him, which she normally would not have done.

When the game ended, they both turned in, but neither could fall asleep easily. He was lying on his left side facing away from her, but she could hear him moving around. "Can't sleep?" she asked him.

"My butt's still throbbing," he replied.

"Well, I'm not going to say I'm sorry. You did something incredibly stupid and you got punished for it."

"I know. I hate to say it, but you did the right thing."

"I'm glad you see it that way, honey," she said.

Despite the pain, he rolled over onto his backside, and held out his right arm for her to cuddle into. She did so happily. They stayed that way for about a minute before he said, "This may not be the best time for this, but I have a question."

"What, honey?"

"If I were to ask you to marry me again, would the answer be any different?"

Her answer was one word: "Yes."

"Yes, what?" he asked as he turned to face her.

"Don, the day you painted the bathroom, I decided I was ready to marry you. I was just waiting for you to ask again."

He had a huge smile on his face as he kissed her. "I love you," he said. 

"I love you too," she replied.

They cuddled together again. After a minute he said, "I have something else to tell you, but I'm afraid you're going to spank me again."

She replied with a laugh and a smile, saying, "Only one to a customer per day. You're safe. What is it?"

"I never returned the ring. Do you want to see it now?"

"Yes," she screamed, as he leapt out of the bed to get it.

---oOo---

As she thought back about all that had happened on the last two Valentine's Days, Dawn was very happy that it was Sunday morning and there was no reason to get out of bed. She continued to gaze at her husband.

Since she was a teacher, they had been married on Christmas Eve, and they were able to honeymoon in the school break between Christmas and New Year's - they took a cruise from Los Angeles to the west coast of Mexico.

She had spanked Don on two other occasions since the incident in June, once in October, and once shortly after they returned from the honeymoon. She felt a little guilty about the latest one. She had thought she needed to re-establish her leadership after the wedding, and for the first time she was actually on the lookout for a reason to spank him. As it turned out, he had failed to do some minor chores one day and she built that into justification for a spanking, even though it was relatively minor. Don himself did not object and ended up apologizing for not completing his tasks.

It was not lost on her that she had spanked him for the first time exactly one year ago today. She allowed herself to think for a moment that if there are Birthday spankings, maybe she could start a family tradition of Valentine's Day spankings, but she quickly told herself that was a bad idea. Spankings had been effective for them as a punishment, and they had to stay exclusively a punishment to modify Don's behavior.

As she was looking at him, Don opened one eye, then the other. "Morning, beautiful," he said, then realizing what day it was he added, "Happy Valentine's Day."

"Happy Valentine's Day to you, honey," she replied as she moved towards him to kiss him.

It was meant to be a simple good-morning peck of a kiss, but it lingered and then became passionate. "This is going to be a much better Valentine's Day tradition," Dawn said to herself as she started to take the pajamas off her husband.


Butts and Butts

Cindy Sinclair felt the job interview was going very well, but she had no idea how well she really was doing.

She was interviewing for a position in the Collections Department of a furniture manufacturing company in North Carolina, a demanding position in which she would need to keep track of dozens of accounts' current status. The job could become stressful, especially when a customer became delinquent in payments, and the job description used words like "poised, assertive," and "tenacious."

Conducting the interview was 26-year-old department manager Barry Stevens, who headed up a group currently consisting of three women and two men. He had received approval to add a sixth person to his team, and having noted the three women generally did better jobs than the men, he hoped to find another woman to hire. Within the first five minutes of the interview, he was sure he wanted to hire Cindy. Within another five minutes, he started to think that Cindy was precisely the type of woman he would hope to marry someday.

At the end of the interview, Barry told Cindy he had some other candidates to see and would get back to her in a few days. She told him she had some other interviews scheduled and hoped to hear from him soon. As soon as she left, Barry went to the Human Resources manager and told her he had found a great candidate but was afraid she might accept a different job if he didn't act quickly. The HR manager agreed to allow Barry to cancel his other interviews and hire her immediately, so Barry called her right back and hired her.

Company policy was that all new hires are probationary for the first two months - at the end of that period, Barry gave Cindy an outstanding performance review and she was made a permanent employee, getting a raise in pay. She had become friendly with the other people in the group, especially the women, Joanne, MaryLou, and Emily. She noticed that Barry occasionally asked her some questions that could be called personal questions, like did she live with a roommate (she did, her sister Heather) and who she might bring to the company picnic in the summer (she didn't know, no steady boyfriend). Cindy had asked the other women if they had been asked those kinds of questions by Barry, and they had not, so she started to think he might have had some personal interest in her.

About a month after her performance review, Cindy and Barry happened to be heading to their cars at the same time. In a voice that Cindy thought might have been a bit nervous, Barry said, "I was wondering if you might be interested in us having dinner together some time."

"You mean like a date?" Cindy asked.

"Well, yes, I suppose it would be like a date."

"Isn't that against company policy?" she asked.

Again with a nervous voice he said, "Officially, yes, but it's a policy that's not really enforced. There are a few other people in the company who are ignoring that rule." (The truth was he had no idea if there was any other manager dating one of their employees).

"In that case, sure, I'd love to have dinner with you some time," Cindy said.

On Saturday night, Barry took her to a restaurant he said was one of his favorites, but it was about 25 miles out of town. They dated again the following week, and as the spring weather was getting better, he suggested a day at a major regional theme park about 50 miles away. Cindy quickly figured out that although Barry had said it wasn't a big deal having a manager dating one of his employees, he seemed reluctant to take her anywhere local where someone from the company might see them.

Since she knew her sister Heather would be away the following weekend, she invited him to dinner at her apartment for their third date. He readily accepted, and she prepared a delicious meal for him. After dinner, they moved into the living room to watch a movie, but before it was half over, they moved into the bedroom.

The next morning they discussed their now-consummated relationship, and both recognized they were putting their careers into jeopardy. Cindy told Barry she would resign on Monday morning and Barry said he would make some calls to help her get a new job.

It took less than a week - helped by an outstanding letter of recommendation from Barry - for Cindy to get a similar job with a non-competitive company. She told prospective employers a half-truth, that she had "romantic complications" at her old job with a company executive, and that she felt it best they no longer worked at the same company. Interviewers respected her candor; she actually had two offers in a week and chose one that paid a little more than she had been making.

The relationship developed rapidly after that. Barry brought her to the company picnic in July, where she was able to renew her friendship with the three women who worked for Barry, and later in the year, he brought her to the company Christmas party.

After six months of dating, Barry was ready to "pop the question" and had no reservations at all about her. Cindy, however, had one concern - one very big concern - that held her back from fully committing to him.

Barry was a smoker, and Cindy abhorred smoking. When she had been a young girl, one of her grandfathers had died of lung cancer, and she remembered her parents blaming his smoking habit for killing him prematurely. She had learned Barry smoked when she worked for him - even in a tobacco-growing state like North Carolina, smoking had become so politically incorrect it was no longer allowed in the office, and Barry would go outside a few times each day, often with a man named Ed Carruthers of the Sales Department, to have a smoke. It seemed, at that time, his smoking was somewhat controlled, but when she started dating him she saw a much greater frequency of smoking on weekends and at night. His apartment had a permanent odor of smoke that she found to be obnoxious, and she also felt she was "kissing an ashtray" whenever they became romantic.

She had started to discuss his smoking as early as the amusement park date. Barry said he had become hooked when he was at college, and had tried many times to quit, but wasn't able. He noted he had tried patches, gum, pills, hypnosis, and even therapy, and had made it as long as two weeks without a cigarette on a couple of tries. But, he said, on days when work became very stressful, he would go to Ed Carruthers to get a cigarette, and so far every attempt to quit had failed sooner or later.

At one time, when the couple was telling each other about their childhoods, Barry had told Cindy that he had been quite a problem child for his mother, and she had found the only way to control and modify his behavior was with a spanking. Cindy said she wished his mother had spanked him for smoking.

"I didn't start smoking until college," he said. "She had stopped spanking me long before then."

"She should have started again," Cindy told him.

Barry laughed.

But Cindy had not meant it as a joke.

Barry proposed on New Year's Eve, and despite her concern about his smoking, she accepted. She felt, with a lot of encouragement from her (and maybe even a little nagging), she could help him quit the habit. The engagement lasted six months, with the couple marrying in June. During that period Barry made a few more attempts to quit, each attempt lasting from a few hours to several days. Cindy encouraged him each time he tried to quit, and tried to be supportive when he failed, but she still felt he was showing a lack of willpower since he had proven he could defeat a physical need to smoke, but always was beaten by a desire to smoke when he had a tough day at work.

It seemed to Barry that Ed Carruthers had a sixth sense of when Barry needed a smoke. Whenever he was having a bad day, Ed seemed to appear at his office door, nodding his head towards the exit as if to say, "Let's go outside." Too often Barry weakened and took a cigarette from Ed. On a few occasions, if Barry wasn't going to see Cindy that night, he wouldn't tell her he had started smoking again, hoping he might not smoke again the next day.

After the wedding, Cindy was there every day, so Barry had lost the option of not telling her he had been smoking. Cindy continued to be supportive of attempts to quit, and encouraged him to re-try aids such as pills, patches, and gum. The marriage was succeeding in every aspect except for the tension over smoking, but that tension got worse every time Barry came home smelling of smoke. He no longer smoked in front of her, but still she felt he constantly smelled of smoke, and she began to fear he could not quit, no matter how supportive she was. Her thinking started to change from what she could do to help him quit towards what she could do to make him quit.

As their first anniversary approached, Barry asked her what she wanted as a gift and the answer was easy - she wanted him to stop smoking! He promised her that he would make the greatest effort he had ever made and got a new prescription for patches from his doctor. He told Ed Carruthers to stay away from his department except for company business, and the day before their first anniversary he told himself he had just smoked his very last cigarette.

After a month with no cigarettes, both of them celebrated his apparent success, and Cindy took him to his favorite restaurant for a victory dinner. Barry had previously talked about them starting a family, but Cindy had consistently said she wasn't ready yet - now she started to think more seriously about having children.

However, after about six weeks, Barry was faced with a major problem at work. A recession had started, and the company's business had fallen off. Barry was told he needed to cut his group down from six people to five. Barry knew the weakest team member was a man named Jack who had been there even before Barry had become the manager - a man he had known and been friendly with for over five years. This was going to be the first time he had ever fired anyone, and he became exceptionally nervous about it. The HR manager had told him it was best to do it on Friday afternoon, and on Friday morning as he left for work, Cindy kissed him and said, "I know you're going to have a bad day today, but no cigarettes, right?" He promised her that no matter how bad it would be, he would not smoke, and she believed him.

The HR manager came into Barry's department right after lunch, and they called the unlucky man into Barry's office. It became the worst afternoon of Barry's professional life - not only did Jack take the bad news hard, Barry could look out into the department to see the interaction between him and the other members of the department. The news quickly spread into other departments and Ed Carruthers came by moments after Jack had left for the last time.

"I have a feeling you could use a smoke," Ed said. Barry nodded and headed outside with him.

Afterwards, Barry started to feel that, as bad as firing Jack had been, telling Cindy he had smoked might be even worse.

He was right.

He got home before she did, and quickly shed his business attire to put on casual clothes. Cindy arrived about fifteen minutes later and asked, "How did it go?" as soon as she entered.

"Bad," he said. "It was hard. And I'm sorry, I smoked."

Cindy's facial expression changed a few times in just a couple of seconds. At first she was surprised - she really felt that after six weeks without a cigarette, Barry had fully kicked the habit and could handle the day's stress without needing the crutch of a cigarette. Then her face showed what appeared to be a look of disappointment. And then finally, her face showed real anger.

"Wait there," she said as she walked into the bedroom.

She emerged in just a few seconds, still wearing the same clothes she had worn to work. She looked angry, and was - and she was carrying a small dark-colored paddle. Barry wasn't sure of her intentions until she pulled out a low upholstered bench, sat down on it with the paddle on her knees, looked directly at him, and barked, "Lower your pants."

"Cindy, you're not serious," he said.

"You're going to see how serious I am," she said. "This worked for your mother and I'm going to make it work again. Pants down - right now!"

The words from the job description he had hired her for flashed through Barry's mind: "Assertive... tenacious." Yes, she was, he told himself. Maybe even more than he had imagined. Standing above her while she was sitting on the low bench, she looked especially attractive, but he knew those thoughts were irrelevant now. Knowing he would be wise not to make the situation any worse, he reached for his belt and did what he had been told to do.

He bent way down to get over her lap on the low bench and he found himself with both hands and both feet touching the floor. He was somewhat relieved that she had demanded just his pants down, not his undershorts. But within seconds he felt her fingers inside the waistband of his boxer shorts, and felt them being lowered down below his butt cheeks.

"I've had it with your smoking," she said angrily. "No more excuses. I'm sorry you had to fire Jack. I know you liked him, and I liked him too. But you had this thing beat and you started feeling sorry for yourself, so you smoked again. That's not acceptable!"

And with that statement she brought down the paddle as hard and fast as she could. Barry gasped at the first spank, but many more followed rapidly. It had been a very long time since he had been spanked, but he thought this spanking was hurting more than any his mother had ever given him.

"I'll stop again, I promise," he hollered, but it fell on deaf ears.

She stopped momentarily, but only to respond. "I've heard that before, too many times." Then she resumed with another dozen hard, fast spanks. She saw his butt becoming red, and felt maybe she had done enough for one night, but she added another dozen to make sure it was going to be an effective punishment.

She stopped and let him slowly rise, much to his relief as he thought he was close to crying. He didn't know what to do next, and just shuffled a few feet away with his pants around his ankles and his shorts still down around his upper thighs.

The spanking may have ended, but Cindy still had a lot to say to him, so she rose and walked right in front of him. Still holding the paddle in her left hand, she lectured him, wagging her finger right in his face. "I'm sick and tired of your feeble excuses about this, so here's the way it's going to be. You smoke, you get spanked. Just that simple. And if I have to do it again - believe this, Barry - if I have to do this again, it's going to be much, much worse than tonight. Did it hurt?"

He nodded yes.

"Do you feel embarrassed, being spanked like a little boy?"

He nodded yes again.

"Well, if I have to spank you again, it's going to hurt even more and it's going to be a lot more embarrassing. That's a promise.

"And another thing - you keep saying you want kids. If you think I'm going to bring children into the world who are going to see their father die before they finish high school, you've got another think coming. So it better be over, Barry. No more smoking! Ever! Understand?"

Anyone who might have viewed the scene would never have believed the man rubbing his butt and fighting back tears had just a couple of years before been the boss of the woman now holding the paddle and wagging her finger in his face.

"I understand," Barry replied weakly.

Cindy had never failed to do anything she had said she would do, so her threat was very real to Barry. He could well imagine her making a second spanking hurt more, but he wondered what she had meant by warning him it would also be more embarrassing. He asked her about that once, but she would not elaborate, saying simply, "You don't want to know." He decided she was right, he probably did not want to know.

Six months later he had made it to a half-year without a cigarette, and both he and Cindy now considered him to be a former smoker. Things had again become excellent in the marriage, with Cindy once again thinking seriously the time to start a family might be near.

Things were also progressing nicely at work. A major furniture exposition was coming up shortly in Las Vegas, and Barry was asked if he cared to be one of the people who would staff the company's exhibition space at the show. The space was the Sales Department's responsibility, but they needed help from other departments for a full staff at peak hours. Although it was unusual for anyone from the Finance Department to be chosen, Ed Carruthers had requested Barry along with some other people, and he was among those picked. Along with it being an indication that he was favorably viewed upon by company execs, it was to be his first major business trip and his first time in "Sin City."

Las Vegas is more tolerant about smoking than most other places in the country, with it allowed in the casinos and many eating and drinking places. Barry was exposed to second-hand smoke, and to his surprise, it attracted him and made him feel that he would love a cigarette. On his second evening there, at a reception that included free drinks, he was in a very good mood and when Ed offered a cigarette, he was greatly tempted.

"Better not, Ed," he said. "I promised Cindy I'm done."

Using the city's famous advertising slogan, Ed laughed and said, "What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. Smoke while you're here and quit again when you get home."

With three free drinks in him, that made a lot of sense to Barry. He took the cigarette and bought two packs on his way back to his hotel.

He saved one last cigarette for Sunday morning before getting on the plane to go home. On the plane he decided that if Cindy asked him if he had smoked in Las Vegas, he would tell her a lie rather than get spanked again, but she had become so convinced that he had fully kicked the habit that she didn't ask.

The problem came on Monday morning when he was back in the office - with a pile of back work sitting on his desk, he really wanted a cigarette again!

People who have gone through the struggles of trying to quit smoking have learned that even after weeks or months of not smoking, having the first one is like having a hundred. The addiction, whether it is a physical addiction or a psychological addiction, comes right back - and Barry was feeling a strong need for a smoke this morning.

Ed Carruthers came by about 10 a.m., mostly to thank Barry for his help during the show. Barry told him that he really wanted another cigarette at the moment, and Ed laughed. "Guess I owe you that much," he said. "It's a nice morning, perfect smoking-outside weather."

"I better not, Ed, Cindy will go ballistic," Barry said.

Ed laughed. "She doesn't have to know. I went for years without my wife or kids knowing I was smoking here."

Barry looked at him quizzically.

"My kids used to hassle me not to smoke," Ed said. "So I told them I stopped. But I kept on smoking at work. It's pretty easy not to smoke at home at night, or even over the weekend. But I kept a pack hidden in my car and would light up each morning going to work. We always have to smoke outside here, so your clothes don't smell of smoke. And before I would go home at night, I'd use some mouthwash and I'd leave the car window open. Even when I kissed my wife at home she didn't know I had smoked. When I started smoking at home again when the kids left for college, she told me she really had no idea I had been smoking at work for years."

Desperate for some nicotine, it all sounded good to Barry. "Let's go outside," he said to Ed.

Not convinced that he could get away with it, Barry had only two cigarettes that day, and despite the fact it was a cool day, he kept the car windows open and the air conditioner on during the drive home. To his great relief, Cindy did not suspect he had smoked, and the next morning he bought a pack to keep in his desk at work. He soon leveled off at 5-6 cigarettes a day, and became confident that Ed had been right and he could keep the deception going indefinitely.

But Cindy was a smart women who knew her husband well. She sensed something was different about Barry, but couldn't pin down what he was hiding. She realized that since he had returned from Las Vegas, he had been acting differently. She could think of two possibilities - might he have spent some time with another woman in Las Vegas? No, she felt she knew him well enough to dismiss that. The only other possibility she could think of was smoking - and she did feel he might have been weak enough to have smoked there. In a way, she almost would have preferred the first alternative - at least that wouldn't kill him.

Finally one evening she needed to know. "Did you smoke in Las Vegas?" she asked him.

The question scared him, as he knew there was a paddle waiting in the next room. He made an instantaneous decision - he lied.

"No," he told her.

"Is everything else OK?"

"Yes, of course, don't worry."

Cindy wasn't totally convinced, but didn't want to think her husband would lie to her, so she dropped the subject.

Barry cut back his smoking the next few days, but Cindy still was uneasy. If cigarettes were now making him lie to her, she hated smoking even more than she did before. She had to find out for sure.

Hoping to assure herself that Barry was not smoking and not lying to her, she came up with a plan to find out. One morning she sent out an email to Joanne, MaryLou, and Emily.

"Hi," it started. "I certainly don't want to put any of you in a position where you're spying on your boss, but you all know how much Barry has struggled trying to kick the smoking habit. I've been trying to help him do that since even before we were married. He's telling me he doesn't smoke any more, but you know women's intuition - I've started to think he might be sneaking a few at the office. For his own health, I'm asking you to let me know if you see him smoking at work, so I can help him quit completely. Thanks so much, Cindy."

Within an hour she had an answer. All three women had responded with essentially the same facts - Barry had been going out to smoke several times a day, often with Ed Carruthers. Emily added that she had been out of the office for a while just yesterday and when she got back Barry was at the door with a cigarette in his hand.

Cindy was upset but not shocked by the responses. She started to think about how she would handle the evening, and sent out another email.

Having no idea what his wife now knew, it was a normal day for Barry. Near the end of the day he went into the men's room to rinse out his mouth, then as usual left the window open in his car as he drove home. When he entered the apartment, the first person he saw was his sister-in-law, Heather.

"Hi, honey," Cindy said, a little too loudly to be a normal voice.

"Hi," Barry responded warily.

"I was just bragging to Heather about you."

Barry knew something was wrong, but he didn't know what it was. "About what?"

"I told Heather what a great kisser you are. Come here and give me a great big kiss."

Since he had started smoking again, Barry had been giving Cindy a quick peck of a kiss when he got home - but he still didn't make the connection about what was really going on. He approached his wife hoping to get away with a quick little kiss, but Cindy grabbed him and stretched to give him a big, long kiss - inserting her tongue into his mouth.

He felt her stiffen and he then understood what all this was about. She knew.

Cindy backed away with an angry look. "You reek of smoke," she said.

Barry had no response. He remembered her warning after she had spanked him the first time and he knew he was not going to enjoy the rest of the night.

"Get undressed," Cindy told him as she headed towards the bedroom.

Barry looked at Heather, who said quietly, "You shouldn't have lied to her."

Knowing a spanking was now inevitable, Barry loosened his belt and allowed his pants to fall. Cindy came out of the bedroom and looked at him angrily. "I told you to get undressed, not lower your pants. Get undressed. Everything. Right now."

Barry looked over at Heather again, and Cindy said, "Yes, she's going to watch. I told you this was going to be worse than last time, and tonight you're going to have an audience. Move!"

She pulled out the low bench and watched as he slowly undressed. He hesitated as he reached the point where he only had his boxers left, and Cindy said briskly, "Yes, Heather's going to see you. Drop them!" Completely embarrassed, he pushed down the shorts and bent down to get over his wife's lap.

After just a couple of spanks, Barry already realized this was going to hurt a lot more than the first time Cindy had spanked him. Maybe it was the fact that Heather was there, maybe it was that Cindy was truly angry because he had lied to her as well as having smoked, but he was in tremendous pain as the paddle continued to fall. At one point he realized that the women were talking, but he was so focused on how much the paddle was hurting him, he couldn't make sense of what they were saying. What he had missed was Heather commenting on how red his butt was becoming, and Cindy responding that it was going to be purple before she was done.

If Barry could have pushed his way up off of Cindy's lap, he would have, but he couldn't muster up the strength to do so, so he mostly squirmed around trying, but failing, to avoid the next spank. He also realized he wasn't going to be able to hold back tears this time, and to his horror, he felt tears falling and his shoulders heaving in full view of his sister-in-law. He had never been more miserable in his life, and he truly regretted both smoking and lying about it.

After what seemed like an eternity, Cindy finally stopped, and left him sprawled over her lap to finish crying. He spent about a minute there, then she helped him up, and told him to go to the corner to display his butt to her and Heather while she prepared dinner. After about ten minutes, she told him to come over to the table for dinner. He said he wasn't hungry and asked if he could go to the bedroom instead.

"No," Cindy told him. "You don't have to eat, but you do have to sit here with us, even if it hurts." Knowing it would do no good to argue, he did exactly what he had been told and suffered while the women had a leisurely meal.

Cindy did not allow him to put clothes back on until Heather left about an hour later. "Put on pajamas and we can talk," she told him.

He came back out of the bedroom and sat down very carefully on the couch. "This was the most embarrassing night of my life," he told her.

"Good," she responded. "You deserve it, smoking again and lying about it. But I promise you this, Barry. As bad as today was, smoke again - just one more time - and next time will be much, much worse that tonight was."

"I don't think you could make it worse."

"Did you like having Heather watch?"

"No. Absolutely not, I hated it."

"Well, guess who will be here if you need to be spanked again."

"Who?" he asked very nervously.

"Not sure, Maybe Joanne, maybe MaryLou, maybe Emily. Maybe all of them."

"Cindy, you couldn't spank me in front of people who work for me."

"Do not tell me what I can and cannot do. There is nothing - nothing - I would not do to stop you from killing yourself with cigarettes. Get this very straight: If you smoke again, I will find out about it. And if you do, you will get spanked harder and longer than you did tonight, and it will be in front of anyone I decide - no matter how embarrassing it will be for you. I've never told you I would do something and then backed off from doing it, have I?"

"No."

"Well, you better believe I will do this too."

"I believe you," he said unhappily.

---oOo---

He did believe her, and it has now been five years since Barry has had a cigarette. After attempts with patches, gum, pills, hypnosis, therapy, and everything else, it was the threat of a spanking in front of his employees that got him to stop smoking.

The next morning he threw out what was left of the pack he had hidden in his car, and when Ed Carruthers walked into his office, Barry was waiting for him to tell him never to come around looking for a smoking partner again. Ed didn't believe him, but after a month had passed he stopped coming around to Barry's office except on business matters.

A lot has happened in the last five years.

Heather is now married. Luckily for her husband, he doesn't smoke.

Ed Carruthers is still with the company, although he missed quite a lot of time last year due to a bad case of pneumonia. Most people thought he caught it by standing outside smoking in some very inclement weather.

Barry was promoted again and is now in charge of the entire Accounting Department, with MaryLou now running the Collections group. Barry expects to be made a Vice President at the next meeting of the Board of Directors.

Cindy has done well at her job also, having earned several raises and having been named her company's "Employee of the Month" last year. Barry enjoyed seeing the citation that accompanied her award, which mentioned her tenacity and determination to bring about her goals. Cindy recently returned to her job after taking maternity leave following the birth of Jessica two months ago.

Barry, Jr. will be three years old next month.
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