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My Wife's Public Spanking: Strict Domestic Discipline


Part One

I've been very bad today. Which is news to me on the morning of our date, because I thought I was on my best behavior.

My Master, Daniel, my husband for the last fifteen years, disagrees. He doesn't think that I've been good. His strict discipline, his rigorous training, has had little effect on me, it seems. As far as he's concerned I’m the worst I've ever been.

Maybe I am. Maybe I'm not. Who’s to say, really? Why can't a girl like me just have a little bit of fun? I can't be good all the time, right? That would get stale pretty fast. If I was on my best behavior all the time for him, then my Master would have no reason to punish me. He wouldn't see it fit to have me put my palms on a wall, spread my legs, and wait there obediently until he retrieves a wooden paddle. He'd have no cause to tear my clothes off and tie me up.

Of course, my Master doesn't need an excuse to do any of these things. In the two years since we switched things up in the bedroom and transformed the power dynamic in our relationship for the better, he's gotten quite good at coming up with one on his own. Half the time, I don't even know why he thinks I should be punished before he bends me over his lap. And if I ask him? He'll punish me for quote unquote ‘talking back’. He says that I don't deserve to know. Maybe he's right on that. But maybe he just likes taking advantage of his authority, too.

He’s a cocky man in any case. And that’s why I love him, my Master. I would truly do anything for him. Anything.

Today is one of those days as a tight, form-fitting black dress and black high heels wait for me at the end of our bed. No bra. No panties. The absence of which is nothing new to me. Ever since the start of our present dynamic, I haven't been allowed to pick out my own clothes to wear. Only my Master has that right. Before he heads into the office, he assembles an outfit for me from my wardrobe and leaves it on our bed; when he has time before work he even dresses me himself, to his delight. Often when I come into the bedroom after showering I discover a skimpy, low-cut outfit, but just as often there’s nothing on our bedsheets at all. Since installing a lock to our walk-in closet, only he has the key to my wardrobe. On those days, my Master expects me to stay naked.

If it were at all possible I’m sure my Master would have me naked now. He’s made his preference clear, especially when we are alone together—and sometimes when we aren’t. But since we have a reservation at a classy five star restaurant deep within the city, he unfortunately (for him!) has to keep me clothed for the time being.

But that doesn’t stop him from being demanding and possessive. “Come here,” he growls, ordering me to stand in front of him and straighten my back as he sits relaxed on his reading chair, an open book on his lap. The fireplace cracks loud and hot next to us, casting a warm orange light across the bedroom floor. Besides the early morning sunlight streaming in through the closed windows blinds, it is the only light in the room. Shadows play on every wall and surface.

“Yes, Master,” I say. I reach to grab the outfit he picked out for me on our bed, only for me to stop when I hear him click his teeth. The inspection comes first. I can dress for him later. “Right. Sorry, Master.”

“I told you to stop saying sorry.”

I blush slightly as I position my body in front of him, place my arms at my sides and my legs close together, and wait, adopting a familiar yet vulnerable pose. Daily bodily inspections have been a mainstay of our routine since practically day one. My Master always tries to create time for them, even if it would otherwise risk having him come late into the office. In his own words, this part of our day is too intimate to sacrifice.

I tend to agree. Especially now.

“Yes, Master,” I say, lowering my gaze. Apologizing has always been a bad habit of mine. Facing even the littlest amount of pushback, I’ll usually say sorry to defuse a situation. It’s like chewing my nails: I just can’t seem to quit it. My Master, among other things, has been training me to stop.

Judging by the fact that another ‘sorry’ hasn't yet left my lips, it seems to be working.

“…Good. You have nothing to apologize for,” he says, a proud smile playing at the corners of his mouth, restrained as always. Casually, he undoes his cufflinks and bares his well-toned muscled arms, still ever so slightly larger from his morning workout. His warm blue eyes take me in, lowering and lowering down my body until they stop at the tuft of brown pubic hair on my mound. His face darkens. “I told you to shave, Clarissa,” he says. His tongue clicks the roof of his mouth. “Yesterday.”

My blush deepens, and it's a struggle inside of me to stop myself from uttering another weak apology. My Master prefers that I'm clean shaven, although it's not, technically speaking, one of the rules I have to follow. On date nights, however, he almost always demands more. My body is his and he can exercise his authority over it however he pleases, whenever he deems fit. There are good reasons for this arrangement.

After all, on date nights he often makes a point of showing me off.

My breath hitches in my throat. “I didn't want us to be late for our reservation,” I say, my nipples noticeably hardening in the morning chill and the radiant heat from the fire. You would think that after dozens of inspections and a decade and a half of marriage, I still wouldn't feel so… naked in front of him. Naked and exposed. This man knows my body better than anyone else, every fat roll, every birth mark, every scar. Why do I have any reason to be this embarrassed around him? There isn’t an inch of me he hasn’t seen before.

Maybe that is the reason. Because he understands me. Because when I’m with him I can be vulnerable in ways I can’t be with anyone else.

“You had more than enough time,” my Master says, his voice dripping with command as he rises from his chair and comes to me. He lifts my chin up with his index finger and has me look into his eyes; I have to crane my neck at a steep angle just to compensate for his height. A nervous chill rides up the length of my spine, my body all tingly at having his broad chest so close to me. His strong cologne drifts up my nostrils. He smells like heaven.

“I—I promise to do better in the future, sir,” I say.

“You’ll do better now. Get your razor and come back. Shave. Now.”

“…Sir?” I blink. My heart thumps inside my chest. Daniel can’t be serious. Right?

The stern expression on his face suggests anything but. He returns back to his chair and sits down, crossing his legs as he picks up his book off the nightstand. The message is clear. I head into the bathroom, retrieve a disposable razor and bottle of shaving cream, then come back out into the bedroom and sit down on the edge of the bed, my legs spread in front of him.

I hesitate, my cheeks blazing with humiliation while my Master reads silently in his chair. We exchange a brief glance, but he says nothing. Suffice it to say, I've never done anything like this before. It's been a year of my training and yet he still continues to find ways to test my obedience.

Five seconds pass. Then another. I’m stalling, and that in and of itself demands a correction in behavior. I can already tell from my Master’s otherwise strong poker face that he's considering it. He certainly hasn't needed a good excuse to spank me before.

I breathe in deep and apply the shaving cream on myself. Before I grab the razor, I look up at my Master for a sign. Permission, maybe? Or perhaps guidance? I already know what I have to do, but…

I’ve taken too long. My Master suddenly lifts his head, his gaze burning, but before he can get up from his chair and take the razor from my hand and do it himself, I get started. It's slow and awkward at first, trying to shave like this with an audience, but it doesn’t take long for me to get my folds nice and smooth. They weren’t particularly wild to begin with. It was—what—a week of growth at most? It doesn't take genius level intellect for me to come to the conclusion that my Master simply wanted to tease me.

Well, it certainly worked.

“Good girl,” my Master says, proud. Grabbing a hand towel he has folded on the nightstand, he comes up to me and gets on his knees, cleaning away the shaving cream and hair still left between my legs. By the time he's done I'm completely smooth and soft to the touch. And wet. Very, very wet. So wet that my eyes glisten with need when my Master rises and offers me his hand. God, is he just so… Fuck.

“Come on,” my Master says, handing me the dress and high heels he chose for me. “Let’s get going before we miss our reservation.”

I nod and get dressed while he retrieves his keys and warms up the car. Fifteen minutes later and we're off, a wave of anticipation washing over me as my Master gifts me a warm, yet not-so-innocent look. Reaching across the seat to pet my thigh, he lifts up my dress, and instead inserts his fingers inside me. I shiver and resist the urge to gasp. Even though we're in the car I feel like I have more than just my Master’s eyes on me. Sweat beads on my forehead and risks making a mess of my makeup. This isn't the first time that he's touched me in public before. And, judging by the devilish look on his face, it won't be the last. And soon.

When my Master’ hand comes out between my legs again, his fingers are soaking wet. He wipes them clean on a handkerchief he has sticking out of his side pocket. A noticeable cock print forms in his slacks that wasn’t there before, growing and growing, all but impossible to hide.

It's a small surprise that he doesn't stop the car straight away on the side of the road to take care of it. Inside me.

Instead, he turns to me, lifting up my chin with his index finger like he did before. “Whatever I ask you to do while we’re in the restaurant, you’re going to do,” he informs me. It's not a request. It's not even a question. It's a pure statement of fact. “Everything. Without hesitation. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir,” I say, without hesitation. His training has been nothing if not effective. I even give him a nod. “Even strip naked?”

Normally he disciplines me if I speak out of turn, but my Master entertains the question for the time being. “If I ask.”

“…Even masturbate?” My voice cracks with a primal, instinctual of need. I know that this won’t be like any other kind of date. He has something in mind, something that he's been hoping to do for a long, long time, and no matter what I'm going to find out firsthand.

My Master lets out a low, amused laugh as his hand suddenly grips my chin. He turns my neck to look at him, holding it in place so I gaze deep into his eyes. They radiate with a kind of determination, and an unspoken understanding is shared between us. Why wouldn't I masturbate if he demanded it? My Master owns me.

“If I told you to ride my cock while the waiter takes our orders, you'll be doing it in a heartbeat, Claire,” he says. Again, there's not a hint of uncertainty in his voice. “If I told you that I wanted you on my lap so I could fondle you and play with your cunt for the whole night, you'll be staying still.”

My pussy twitches. ‘Yes, sir,” I say, breathless and hot and still dripping wet so fucking badly. “I'll do anything for you. Anything.”

It's true. I really would. That’s the effect that he has on me. Always.

“Good girl,” he says, a subtle smile playing on his otherwise stoic face.

I breathe in and exhale air like its steam. Today is going to be a long, long day.


Part Two

The restaurant bustles with waiters carrying entrées and the chitter-chatter of sharply dressed guests while Daniel—I mean, my Master—and I await to be seated. I blink. My heart palpitates. There are so many people here that it’s impossible to keep track of them all. The building has to be close to maximum capacity. If it isn’t already.

My Master plans to have fun with me here?

“Nervous, Claire?” he asks, seemingly reading my mind as he strokes the small of my back, his strong hands on my body ever since we first stepped foot into the restaurant. He's not being subtle about it. He keeps caressing me like he’s seriously considering ripping my dress off right here and now. As far as he’s concerned, clothes are just an obstacle to him. He’s made that clear plenty of times in the past.

I blush slightly as I look up to him and tuck a loose lock of hair behind my ear. “A little,” I admit. “The place is absolutely packed. There’s no way we’re doing more than just having dinner here… right?”

Normally I wouldn’t question Daniel’s judgement so forwardly, but something tells me he’s willing to entertain me. “Don’t you trust me?” he asks, giving me a very boyish smile. His hand drifts down from the small of my back and openly gropes my ass, riding up the hem of my skirt, this close to flashing me to everybody behind us. Now I know why he picked such a short dress.

I almost squeal. “No, sir. Of course I trust you, sir,” I say. My heart thumps so fast against my chest I wonder if everybody else can hear it. My nipples are poking obviously through the thin fabric of my dress. But even without my arousal fully on display, it's clear just how frazzled I am. And the date hasn't even begun yet.

A waiter leads us deep into the establishment and has us seated on a round table practically in the center of the dining hall. To call us packed like sardines in such a cramped space would be a vast understatement. Other couples are conversing all around us—the commotion is so lively that I can hardly hear myself think. Once my husband and I order drinks—a glass of ice water for me, a black coffee for him—I'm able to settle my nerves somewhat. But the anticipation almost has me jumping out of my seat. My husband is patient, but not that patient. Whatever he has on his mind will come out soon. Very soon.

What is he planning? What is he thinking behind that mischievous, impervious look of his?

I'm anxious for him to give me a command as I peruse through the menu. My French has gotten rusty in recent years, but I have no trouble ordering when the waiter returns to set down our drinks. I take a sip of water and feel my body slowly relax. Meanwhile, my Master stirs his coffee cup, adding sweetener. I look up and suddenly find myself gazing into his eyes. An unspoken conversation is suddenly shared between us. His poker face is impenetrable, but mine has been cracked wide open from the start. My inner mental state may as well be laid out on the table for everyone to see.

“Spread your legs.”

I spread my legs until my knees stick out from under the table. He’s trained me well. I acted on the order before my brain even had time to consider it. Not that that would've changed anything, of course. I love obeying him.

“Anything else, sir?” I ask when I wait for another command. I'm getting so impatient that now I’m resorting to outright begging. All this morning, he teased me and tried his hardest to get me pent up. Now he expects us to eat while I wait here, bursting at the seams for him?

It's so frustrating.

A smile plays at the corners of his mouth. He sets his menu down, pushing it to the side. “I was going to wait before I did anything,” he says, cracking a smirk. “Let you get settled, have a moment to breathe. But I didn't realize you were so needy.”

I almost want to scoff at him. He's being purposefully dense. “Well, yes, I am, sir,” I admit, almost forgetting to punctuate my words with a ‘sir’ there, I’ve gotten so disobedient. Not that it needed any admitting that I’m needy, of course. “Are you going to do something about it?”

“If I must,” he says simply. His look darkens, and I watch as he rolls up his sleeves and bares his strong, muscled arms. He turns, and I follow the unexpected shift in his gaze to the owner speaking with one of his employees in the far back of the room. At least, judging by his stern, overbearing posture, he must be the owner. He has the posture of a guy who knows he’s boss. I squint my eyes. I faintly recognize his sharp, angular face from somewhere, his trimmed beard peppered with grey hair, but I can't tell from where.

“Do you remember that man?” my Master asks, tenting his fingers.

“I don't think so. Who is he?”

“His name is Derrick. An old friend of mine. Old college dormmates, actually. I invested in his restaurant when he was first getting it off the ground. You can say he's owned me a few favors for the past several years now.”

I bite my lip. Although I can't explain why, I can already tell where this is going. “Favors you've just cashed in, I'm guessing.”

“You can say that.”

“What kind of favors?”

“Do you really want me to spoil the fun?”

“The more I know, the better I can be at servicing you, sir,” I say. There is some truth to that statement, but something tells me that this is the last information I'll be getting out of Daniel, at least for now. My heart rate accelerates, and I find myself squirming in my seat.

I look around the dining hall and, after I share an anticipatory glance with more than just the owner, slowly piece it together. These aren't just simple strangers that are seated around us. Not just other couples spending a romantic evening together, although that’s certainly what many of them are. They’re plants. They’ve likely all signed a form of some kind, letting them know that more than just innocent PDA would happen in these walls. A well-off, locally owned restaurant like this could do whatever it wanted. Even have a Master discipline his disobedient submissive in full view of everyone seated.

And they’re all expecting it to happen. Now that I’m aware of it, it’s more obvious by the second. Our ‘reservation’ had the waiter coincidentally seat us in the very middle of the dining hall. Not a single sight line is obstructed between my and Daniel’s table and the others. Not a single one.

“Master, you—“

Before I can get another word out, I find him rising from his side of the table to walk toward me. He takes my hand and has me stand, leading me back to his seat as I feel eyes roam all over my body. Now I understand. For our date together, he's given me an entire audience.

I know for sure because this isn’t the first time he’s had me on display. My Master has had me present in business meetings he’s attended before (often having me wear as little as I am now), but just about everybody who’s his subordinate has seen me submit to him at least once. I've sucked his cock underneath his desk during important meetings. I've even ridden him in his office. On the phone he’s had me around just to fondle me and use my body as a plaything—while someone else sits behind his desk.

He's even spanked me before. The first time my Master ever spanked me in public was in the office building, in fact. I had been good all that day and was as obedient as ever, happily and speedily doing whatever he asked me as the day went on. Delivering coffee to everyone seated in the conference room and handing out key paperwork was trivial busy work. I liked being my Master’s pet, but I wasn’t exactly his employee, not on paper. I was only in the office because my Master wanted me to roleplay as one of his secretaries and because he wanted to fuck me wearing one of the company uniforms.

I had grown impatient while I waited for him to get off the phone. I was practically clawing at him with my nails for him to pay attention to me. I had wanted him to fuck me so fucking badly and I had been waiting the whole day for him to take me over his desk. In private. With the window blinds shut and no-one else around to peek inside his office. That was what I thought his plan was.

Instead, after he got off the phone, retrieved his paddle, and ordered me to get on his lap. I had never heard him speak so sternly to me before. The window blinds were parted, the shutters over the glass partitions facing the rest of the office space lifted up. Virtually every single employee on the floor could see what we were doing—but it didn't take long for me to realize that this is what my Master wanted.

“Get on my fucking lap,” he ordered. I didn't test his patience by having him repeat himself.

I got on his lap, and found him readjusting me so that my stomach was on his leg and my ass propped up high. He didn't wait to lift up my skirt, nor did he hesitate to rip my panties off. Within five seconds he started spanking my ass, turning my cheeks a bright pink as the paddle audibly made contact with my behind.

I gasped, and couldn’t help but let out a whimper. My Master has always had a rough side in the bedroom, one that he’s loved to let out to play over the years. But this was different. He spanked me so hard that all I could do was squirm on his lap, my cheeks growing pinker and pinker with each powerful blow. Wetness trickled down my inner thighs as he beat my ass. Tears began to stream down my face and ruin my make up. Oh, God, did it hurt. And no matter what did he not stop.

“I told you to fucking wait,” he roared in my ear. “Was that so fucking hard?”

I blinked, surprised at the audience that gathered to watch the scene through the glass partitions. None of them seemed all that shocked by what they were seeing. If anything it looked like they were expecting it, as if my Master had informed them about what he had in planned.

I didn't have time to think. I was too distracted by the paddle hitting my ass and my Master’s strong hands tearing at my clothes. He ripped the buttons off my blouse and pushed each of my bra straps down my shoulders. He scooped out my breasts, groping them through my blouse where everybody could see. He did everything he could to expose me and show that I was his. His plaything. His submissive. His.

By the time he was done using his paddle, my ass was bright red to the point of bruising in dark purple splotches. A dull, pervasive pain radiated down my thighs, but despite how sore I felt and how much my ass cheeks stung from his beating, my pussy was pink and puffy and drooling wetness down my thighs. I was a mess. And afterwards my Master told me to get on my knees and suck his cock until cum shot down my throat.

My orgasm had to wait until we were home. That was what he told me. I was going to have to learn how to be patient, he said. Unless he wanted me to spank my ass so fucking hard and for so long that it would hurt to sit down for weeks afterwards, if not months.

It was the best day of my life. But I never did learn that lesson. If anything, I've only grown more impatient since then. More needy. More demanding.

It's clear now from my Master’s face that he plans to fix that little problem once and for all. “Sit,” he commands once he's back in his seat, his legs spread out wide. His tone is dripping with discipline. Even during play it’s rare for him to speak so… forcefully. “Now.”

“Yes, sir.”

I climb onto his lap and rest my back against his broad chest, feeling all of the eyes in the dining hall on us. The staff that pass our table pay us no mind, not even as my Master’s hands slip underneath my dress and cup my breasts. In seconds, my dress straps fall down my shoulders, my skirt is hiked up past my thighs, the tie keeping my hair into a neat ponytail is torn away, my Master slowly stripping away my all my means of defense until my breasts and pussy are bared.

“Spread your legs,” he growls in my ear, as he shoves the dining table away with his boot, leaving nothing between us and the crowd. He plucks my aching nipples with his rough fingers and licks the sweat off my shoulders. Kiss after kiss grace my skin, further and further down my back, his arms making a mess of my front as his lips do the same to my back. All the while, my dress falls down my frame until all it covers is my midriff and nothing more. Everything important is on display now. All except for my cunt.

With a bright pink blush coloring my cheeks, I lift one of my legs onto my Master’s right thigh and then do the same with my left, splaying my legs and parting my pussy lips as far as they can go. I try and hold my palms over my face to hide my embarrassment, or at the very least prevent myself from sharing glances with any of the other guests, but my Master is quick to put an end to it. With one grasp he easily puts my hands down, right where they should be.

It’s one of my most important rules. I know better than to cover myself.

“Hands down. At your side,” he barks, tweaking my nipples and pulling at them until a dull ache radiates in my breasts. I let out a gasp, my voice echoing in the all-too quiet dining hall as my Master’s hot breath rushes down my neck. Everybody is watching us now, but that shouldn’t surprise me. Since they walked into this establishment they must’ve known something like this was going to happen.

“Part your pussy lips. Now,” my Master commands, his hands still toying with my breasts in full view of several of the tables. But I don’t hesitate to obey: I reach down, using two fingers to spread my lips as sticky wetness coats all over my hand. I’m so wet that even this gentle touch has my heart racing. My pussy pulses in agony as my fingers brush against my clit. I’ve never been so exposed before. Back at the office, at least we were behind a desk, protected behind tall glass partitions that separated us from the rest of the office. But here…

Here there is no privacy. Here there is no hiding at all.

“Good girl. Show them,” my Master commands. “Show them you’re mine.”

“Yes, sir,” I say. Though he doesn’t explicitly call for it, the volume of my voice rises, loud enough that even the guests at the furthest end of the restaurant can hear me. “I’m yours. I’ll do anything for you, sir. Anything.”

“I know you will, slut,” he whispers, leaving bright pink prints over my breasts from where his hands have been. A light shines in his eyes, and suddenly he reaches behind me to grab the back of my dress. In one lightning fast display of strength, he tears the thin fabric in half and tosses my dress onto the ground. Leaving me fully naked. Leaving me dressed in nothing but beads of sweat and the marks he’s put on my body. Coiling his arms from underneath my thighs to keep them parted, he presents my aching pussy to the guests in front of us.

The men in attendance, suffice it to say, drink in the sight of my body with curious, aroused eyes, some even rubbing themselves underneath their respective tables. It’s so much attention focused entirely on me that my mind is hazy just thinking about it. Everywhere I look I face another man staring at my body. The wet heat between my legs is as hot as a furnace. Despite how intense it is—no, because of how intense it is—I've never wanted to be fucked so badly before. Without even realizing it I'm grinding against my Master's lap just hoping I'll somehow free his throbbing erection from underneath his slacks. I don't care if the whole world sees us now—I need his cock inside me. I need to ride him and show everybody that I'm his.

Instead I hear a low buzzing behind me and turn only to spot a pink bullet vibrator in my Master’s hand. One of my toys, his favorite to use whenever he happens to discipline me. It’s discrete enough that I’ve often worn it during dates together for him to play around with on the smartphone app it comes with. But, of course, discreteness is the furthest thing on my Master’s mind right now. No, he has other things on his mind than that.

“Put this in you. If you take it out, I’ll spank you,” he says, placing the vibrator in my hand. A wave of anticipation washes over me, my heart throbbing so fast I can hear it to my ears. I've never masturbated in public before. Spanked? Yes, but masturbated…

I insert the vibrator into my cunt and let out a low whimper as my thighs start to shiver. If it weren't for my Master’s arms around my waist I’d be certain to fall on the ground limp. He's already teased me so much over the course of the day that my pussy is teetering on the edge of orgasm within seconds. I've never been so turned on before. I gasp and try to fill my lungs with air to steady myself, but that's impossible to do with my Master still groping my breasts and planting hot kisses all over my neck.

I'm close. I'm so fucking close. But before the stimulation can get to me, the vibrator suddenly goes onto a much weaker setting, and I'm able to relax just enough to not melt right in my Master’s arms.

The message is clear. I don't deserve to be rewarded so soon. My Master isn't done with me yet.

“Your wife sure is something,” a voice says as I hear the vacant chair opposite our side of the table audibly scrape the polished tile floor. It’s the owner, now sitting with a lucky smile on his face as he leans back in the chair. He must’ve swooped in while my Master was busy manhandling me. “You’ve training her for how long now?”

“Today makes it four years,” my Master responds, clearly experiencing great joy at hitting such a milestone. “Claire does everything I tell her to do now. She is completely and utterly submissive. Like this.”

He bites at my ear as the vibrator suddenly returns back to its highest setting. “Tell him you’re a good girl,” he says, his voice so low and so quiet only I hear it. “Now.”

Again, I don’t even think of hesitating. I am trained as well as a submissive could be. “I’m a good girl,” I say, my shaky voice cracking with the final syllable. Everyone hears, most of all Derrick. A great, big smile shows on the owner of the restaurant’s face. He’s pretty pleased, to say the least of it. Well worth the hassle of organizing a day like this behind the scenes.

And yet, that's still not good enough for my Master. “Louder,” he commands in my ear.

“I’m a good girl!” I cry again, so loud I feel it in my chest, so loud my voice echoes far and wide in the restaurant. The vibrator keeps on buzzing and buzzing and My Master keeps touching and licking every inch of my body. Sweat beads on my forehead and drips down my temples. I know that he’ll ask me to repeat myself, so I skip ahead one step to prove my devotion. “I’m a good girl, Master. I’m a good girl. I’m a good girl…”

I’m practically moaning the sweet words in his chest by the time I’m panting for air. I breathe in heavily and take in his scent, lifting up my head while he runs his fingers through my hair. I feel so cared for being this close to him. But just because he's taking care of me doesn't mean he's going easy on me. If anything, it gives him cause to do whatever he wants.

“See?” he says as he grips my waist and has me stand on my own two feet. My knees are wobbly but somehow I'm able to support my weight. He straightens my back and has me stand there like a perfect statue while he directs his attention to his old friend. “She’s a good toy. Come on. You could touch her yourself.”

I blink. What?

Even his friend is surprised by this showing of generosity. No other man has ever touched me before. My Master—my husband—has been the only man in my life since… well, ever. With that in mind, is he really going to let another man fondle me?

“Are you sure?” Derrick ays, kicking up his feet onto the table. “The plan was for you to have her for the night. I'm just here to watch.”

“I don't mind just this once. To be honest with you, I want to see how she looks in someone else’s hands.”

His friend laughs and rolls up his sleeves, hangs up his dirty white apron on the chair as he stands. “If you say so. As long as she doesn’t mind, of course.”

“I speak for her,” my Master says, shooting only a passing glance at me when he says this. I've never seen him so protective of me before. “You want this. Don’t you, pet?”

I nod. Oh, God, do I nod. I've never realized how much I wanted something like this to happen until now. “Yes, sir,” I say. Then, much more quietly, “please.”

My Master just smiles as his friend’s hands come into contact with my naked body for the first time. A chill rides up my spine, my skin sensitive while he explores every inch. It's difficult to the stand so still when all I want to do is rub my pussy. The vibrator is still inside me, set at its slowest setting, but that's still more than enough to have my thighs quake and my head all dizzy with arousal. Derrick cups my breasts and smooshes them together. But before he can try anything else, my Master tells him to stop.

“That’s it?” his friend asks, laughing. “I was hoping to do more than that.”

“She’s mine. I've given you a lot just letting you touch her. You know what our agreement was.”

The owner nods, disappointed, but not before a smile flashes on his face. “Still going to do the thing you mentioned?”

An excited fire burns in my Master’s eyes, a grin playing at the corners of his mouth. No more words need to be shared between them to know exactly what he’s talking about. Each and every time my Master prepares himself to put me on his lap and spank me, he wears the same cocky look.

“You brought the paddle like I asked of you?” my Master asks.

Derrick smiles. “I’ll bring it right out.”

My Master directs me to get on his lap while we wait. The owner of the restaurant doesn't keep us in suspense for long. After a minute or two, he brings out a long, wooden paddle, almost as wide as my Master’s forearm, and sets it down on the dinner table for him to use. Around us the patrons eat amid lively conversation, the men in attendance risking innocent glances our way.

Their attention quickly becomes focused all on us again when Daniel pins me against the dining table, pushes up my ass, and drives the flat end of the paddle against my sensitive cheeks. In an instant, the restaurant goes completely silent.

And I cry out. I do my best to hold myself together, of course. This isn't the first, nor will it be the last, time my Master has ever punished my rear end. But being spanked here, in the middle of a fancy restaurant, with everybody watching, with my Master using all the strength his arm grant him… Oh, God, it makes me whimper within an instant.

He wastes no time enacting his punishment, grants me no time to brace myself and prepare for each blow. Again and again and again, the paddle makes contact with my ass, sounding a loud, piercing clap that goes all throughout the restaurant. I squirm, my thighs shaking, as I form a fist to bite down on. Within just a few blows my ass cheeks ache with a dull pervasive pain that radiates throughout the rest of my body. It takes all the strength and effort I have to keep my body upright as the air in my lungs is pushed out. My moans turn to whimpers and then to cries.

And that's to say nothing about the vibrator still making a mess of my pussy between my legs. Waves of pleasure and pain rock my body, two contrasting sensations in conflict with one another, both equally capable of capturing all of my attention. My brain goes numb, my thoughts empty and formless while my Master’s paddle graces my ass. I don't need to look behind me to know my cheeks must be bright pink and already begin to splotch purple with newly formed bruises. I've taken this kind of spanking before.

Which also means that my Master can spank me for far, far longer. Sure enough, he takes advantage of the opportunity. Putting down the paddle on the dinner table for just a second to grope and massage my now sensitive cheeks, he growls in my ear, eager to have me submit more. “Tell them you’re a good girl,” he says, clearly referring to the crowd around us. I've been so distracted by my spanking that I haven't had a chance to look at them. It doesn't surprise me, although it embarrasses me, to find everybody watching. Everybody.

“I—I’m a good girl,” I say pitifully, quietly, the words barely more than a faint whisper easily drowned out by the sound of clinking silverware. Even to me, that’s not good enough.

My Master readies his paddle and quickly corrects my sloppy attempt at obeying him. As if to show me how loud I should sound, he hits my ass with such force the clap all but rings in my ears. “Louder,” he orders, groping my raw ass cheeks afterword, making sure that I feel the full effect of his blow. “I told you to be fucking louder.”

“I’m a good girl!” I say, this time with more confidence, more than that enough for everybody in the dining hall to hear it. That seems to please Daniel enough, but that doesn't mean he's done using the paddle on me. Oh, not even close.

“Ten more. Ten more and we're done,” my Master says, more to the crowd than to me. He lifts the paddle up again and swats my ass once more, using just enough force to cause my knees to buckle—but not enough for me to collapse. I regain my footing, increasingly difficult in these stupid high heels, and straighten my back just in time for the second spank, then the third, and the fourth.

Tears stream down my face and make a mess of my makeup by the time my husband is finally finished with disciplining me. He hands the paddle off to Derrick, chuckling under his breath as he gently massages the pink redness coloring all over my cheeks, making me wince. There's no doubt in my mind it'll be an awkward experience trying to sit down for the immediate future. Every time my Master has saw it fit to spank me—especially like this—I don't sit down for days. At least, not without being reminded of my disobedience.

I hear a zipper being undone while my Master’s thick cock presses up against my faces. My eyes open wide, my heart slamming against my chest in an instant. A sudden chill rides up my spine. Is he really doing what I think he's doing? Here?

Well, it wasn't as if he was going to wait until we got back home.

“You’ve always said one of your fantasies was public sex,” my Master says, as if reading my mind, or, more accurately, the anticipation clearly showing on my face. A moan leaves my lips as he removes the vibrator and sets it aside. He easily slides into me, his entire length pushing into my cunt with no resistance. I breathe in deeply and exhale the puff of air like steam. By this point sweat beads all over my body, dripping down my temples, my forehead, my hanging breasts. I'm such a mess, used like a toy by my Master.

And he's not done yet.

“I don't think I ever said I wanted it to be in a fully packed restaurant,” I say, letting out a little laugh. Not that I'm complaining. “Fucking here, in front of everyone, making show of it…”

Just thinking about all the other couples watching us in the restaurant makes my pussy ache even more. I never realized just how intense my exhibitionist kink was until now.

My Master smiles. “I want to show them I own you. That you're mine.”

“I've always been yours, sir.”

“Oh? Good. Then let’s prove it.”

His arms wrap around my body and grope my breasts as he starts to rock back and forth, thrusting his cock deep into my sex as his rough fingers pluck at my nipples. With each thrust, the base of his cock slams into my sore ass cheeks, sending a wave of both pleasure and pain throughout me, leaving me numb. My mind goes blank as my mouth hangs open. His hands leave noticeable prints on my breasts when he’s done handling them. So roughly. So greedily.

His cock throbs inside me, and I hear him gasp, and I suddenly realize that all of the teasing and spanking he’s done with me has certainly had a similar effect on him as well. He grunts, loud and exasperated, the dinner table pushed forward an inch as we both for a split second lose our balance.

“Fuck,” he growls, wiping the sweat on his face with the back of his hand. “Fuck.”

He’s close. I can feel him inside me while he steadies himself and ties his arms around my waist, keeping me close. Thrust after thrust after thrust, he pushes into me, until he’s well past the edge and there’s no way of stopping the cum about to shoot into my cunt. I reach one hand behind me to hold onto his waist, and my Master tightens his grip around me to keep ahold of me—as if I’d want to let go.

With one final thrust, hot ropes of sticky cum fill my cunt, and I gasp, the world around me close to spinning as I lose my footing, only kept upright by my Master’s hands.

“Good girl,” he says, once I’m back upright and have the energy to stand. “Good fucking girl…”

I smile lazily at him as he helps me put my dress back on and uses a wad of napkins to clean the sweat off my skin, as well as other things. With that, our date is finished.

…

I’m still sore—in all the right ways—by the time we make it home. Helping me undress and get in the shower, my Master personally scrubs me clean, wiping away the day’s sweat and grime off my body as his strong hands hold me close and keep me safe. Everywhere his hands have left a mark, he heals with a kiss before moving to the next mark. Even my still raw ass cheeks receive attention. He gently caresses them with his fingers, as if soothing the purple splotches away with just a few soft touches.

Once I’m out of the hot shower, my Master dries me with a towel and then carries me into the bedroom, lying me carefully on my back before climbing onto the bed with me. Between my splayed open legs.

“You were such a good girl today,” he says.

My eyes water a bit. “Really, sir?”

“You were very good. The best.”

I squirm and bite down on my newly formed knuckle as I feel his hot breath kiss my oh-so sensitive lips, still pink and puffy from the vibrator only a few hours prior. His mouth meets my pussy, and I gasp. All I can do is shiver and try my best to hold myself together as Daniel works as magic between my legs like he always does. It doesn't take long for him, even with his tongue, to get me to experience one final orgasm for the night. It certainly helps that he spent most of the day edging me before hand.

I smile lazily, allowing him to be proud of his achievement in any case. It would certainly go to his head… but I have a mind to think I like it when he's cocky.

Once my Master is done he collapses on his side of the bed, exhausted, using the last reserves of his energy to wrap his arms around me. I let him pull me close, surrounded in his warmth. To say we've had a long day together would be an understatement. Today was unlike anything else we've ever experienced. I have no idea how he plans to replicate or surpass it. If he's even thinking of trying.

Is there really any doubt though that he is?

“Sir…” I start, eager to test these waters in any case. “Do you plan to do anything like this again with me?” The question is soft and innocent but still has the effect of pushing his cock against the small on my back. It gets to full mast so easily these days.

“It’s crossed my mind,” he says. I can almost hear the excitement in his voice. “I have to expect that you'll be bad in the future to necessitate it. Will you?”

“Maybe…” I say, trailing off. Really, if I keep having days like today, is there any reason to be good, again? Because I can't think of one.

My Master chuckles quietly under his breath, too tired after the day to do anything else but laugh off my disobedience. “Well, there’s no denying you still have fight in you,” he says. “I should've expected nothing less.”

“You should've. Where’s the fun if I'm always good all the time?”

Not that that's ever stopped him from punishing me in the past, of course. He's never had any shortage of ideas to get me on his lap to spank me with a wooden paddle before.

“Maybe you’re right,” my Master says, for once conceding—just a little. “Maybe. But that won’t stop me from bringing out a paddle.”

“I sure hope it doesn’t.”

I hold onto his hands at my waist and snuggle close to him, slowly falling to sleep in his arms. He, too, closes his eyes as I feel his body slowly relax around me. I certainly never know what to expect when I wake up each morning and await whatever rules, tasks, and punishments my Master has for me.

But I do know to expect this. This little moment, where I know my Master, my husband, loves me.

THE END
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A three book bundle of BDSM, spanking, domestic discipline, and CMNF stories. Three women eager to obey their dominant Masters.

Contains the previously published stories:

Spanking the Girl Next Door: A Domestic Discipline Story

After Emily's caught hosting a party at the place she's housesitting by the homeowner, Micheal decides on a bare-bottomed spanking and a lesson in domestic discipline.

Spanking the Naughty Secretary: An Office Discipline Story

John trains Christina, his disobedient secretary, right in the office with a bare-bottomed punishment.

Spanked after a Lost Bet: A Submissive Discipline Story

Co-ed Carly receives a bare bottomed spanking and a lesson in submission after she loses a bet to Marcus.

Spanking Submission Bundle: 3 BDSM Discipline Erotic Stories


Check Back for More!
Thank you so much for reading this story! I really hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please do consider leaving it a rating and/or a review. For independent authors like little ‘ol me, any bit of support helps!
To stay up-to-date on my latest BDSM, spanking, and domestic discipline erotic stories, please follow my page on Amazon!
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