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My Wife's Spanking Lesson: Male-Led Domestic Discipline

My husband, Gabriel, has always believed in having a firm hand in our marriage. He’s the man of the house, as they always say. The breadwinner. The provider. Since we married twenty long years ago, I never put much thought into the idea of him disciplining me, or why he should hold any authority over me at all. But now that my Gabe has become my Master as well as my partner, I know exactly what he means, and why I should always obey.

“Stand right here. Straighten your back. Good,” he says, his deep, gravelly voice caressing my bare shoulders as his strong hands grip my waist, carefully holding me in place. My body inspections usually last a few minutes but recently have stretched on far longer. My Master loves to show his appreciation for me, especially in moments like these, fifteen minutes before our guests are set to arrive and I am to play hostess for the whole evening. One of his hands drifts upward and brushes the small of my back, making me shiver. A gentle correction, but one I respond to instantly, eagerly.

I straighten my back, feeling proud of myself when I catch my Master smiling.

Twice a month, Gabriel and I organize dinner parties for his close circle of friends and business associates. We make a great show of it, hiring waitressing staff and caterers to accommodate nearly a hundred guests at once in our spacious dining hall. In recent years it's been the highlight of our gated community. Virtually everyone arrives, especially influencers, entrepreneurs, even his some of his employees—anyone hoping to fall into my Master’s good graces. I’ve played the role of hostess for so long since we started this tradition that it’s become second nature to me. I’m used to it, standing in the center of attention with my Master by my side.

Only, this time it will be different.

Because for this dinner party my Master expects me to host completely bare.

“None of them are allowed to touch you. Is that understood?” he informs me as he trails his calloused finger tip across my stomach, stopping at my exposed naval, his forearm brushing against my breasts. An extravagant metal collar encrusted with gems around my neck and a pair of tall black stilettos form my outfit for the evening. If it were at all possible, I’m sure Gabriel would prefer I wore less.

He plans to expose me, to show me off in front of all of his friends, even business partners that only know him by his last name. It is a fantasy of his that he's wanted to indulge for years, but only since he's established our present dynamic as he had the gall to actually try it. In a way, I can’t help but admire his brazenness.

“Yes, sir,” I say, resisting a smile. I am to stand perfectly still during one of his inspections. What luck would it bring if I was disobedient and he had to spank me now? No, I should be good. A good, obedient girl. “Nobody will touch me, Master. I promise. The waitressing staff will help me make sure of it.”

“Good,” Gabriel says, lifting his hand to my breast and teasing my nipple between his rough fingers. “That’s why we hired them tonight. Nothing is going to happen to you without my knowing about it. I have everything planned out.”

I'm sure he does. On an evening like this, my Master always pulls out all the stops. In the past he's even finalized business dealings here, successes no doubt a result of his charm. This dinner party will be different, of course. This evening is not for work, but for play.

And oh, is my Master excited to play with me.

“Yes, sir,” I say as he grips, gropes, fondles, and inspects every other part of my body until he’s seemingly satisfied. “I—what should I say if they ask to touch me?”

No doubt every man present in the dining hall will have this question on their mind the very moment I step out to greet them in my stilettos.

My Master silently muses over this as he double checks my collar, tightening it until it fits firmly around my neck. My hair, jet black with only a few gray hairs since I turned forty, has been cut into short bangs for the occasion, displaying the jewels—and who owns me—on my collar to anyone who faces me. Since the beginning of our new dynamic, I've worn a collar for him on a permanent basis, even in the shower—only he carries the key to remove it. But this one, special designed for events like this evening, makes me feel all the more submissive for him, makes me feel naked and small even more than I already am now.

It makes me feel owned, and wanted, as well as acts as an ever present reminder to obey.

Luckily for my Master, I’m good at obeying.

It’s my favorite thing to do in the world. When I want to, of course. You know, when it feels right, I’d call it a hobby of mine.

“You tell them that only I get to have you. Me. No one else,” my Master says. A pleasant warmth fills my core from his protectiveness. He walks around me, rubbing his chin and the fine black-white stubble peppering it, before an idea visibly occurs to him. “One last thing, Maria.”

I raise an eyebrow as he walks across our bedroom to retrieve something he's had hidden underneath our bed frame. He takes out a small, black cardboard box, placing a small round object with a crystal studded end into his hand. My heart skips a beat inside my chest.

A butt plug. I should've guessed. But that’s not all: from the box he also holds a small, pink toy no larger than his thumb. A bullet vibrator. A remote controlled one that my Master has used plenty in the past, at restaurants… at meetings… it’s his favorite toy.

“I want you to wear these as well,” he says, although I can intimately tell from his strict tone that this isn't a request. Nor do I want it to be.

“Yes, sir,” I say, and after he's retrieved a bottle of lubricant as well to prepare my ass, he inserts them both himself. I shiver slightly when the butt plug is fitted snugly between my cheeks. The next toy, the vibrator, he takes special pleasure placing into me himself, parting my folds lovingly, eagerly. The app for the vibrator he’s had installed on his smart phone for months now. My Master needs no reminder on how to use it.

Once he’s done my nerves are all jittery from anticipation. He’s really not going to go easy on me this evening, is he? I breathe in and out heavily as my heart begins to settle from his touch. At least now I'm ready. As ready as I could ever be.

There’s a content look of pride across my Master’s face when he steps in front of me, crosses his arms, and takes me in one last time. Even after twenty long years of marriage, butterflies flutter in my stomach. It’s a good, lasting feeling. Especially after he comes close and pecks my cheek with a kiss.

“Don’t touch yourself. And don’t take out your toys. I’ll spank you if you do both. No matter how high I turn the vibrator on,” he instructs me, his voice a low, excited growl. “That’s all. How do you feel?”

I blush slightly. “Naked,” I say. But that’s nothing new. I always feel naked around my Master, whether I’m clothed or not. “You’ll spank me hard, sir?”

He nods. “Hard.”

I allow myself a brief, disobedient giggle. “Yes, sir. I’ll try to be a good girl today, then.”

My playful tone, of course, indicates anything but.

A fire shines in his eyes, and for a second he considers correcting me for my behavior before he relents. Time is running short. If only I had shown my true colors moments ago. “Do, not try,” he says. “The only reason I haven’t spanked you yet is because I don’t want your ass bruised before the main event. I want you perfect.”

“Yes, sir,” I say. “Thank you.”

A subtle smile creeps up onto his face, then he’s off, headed down the hallway to check in on the staff and to finalize whatever preparations are left to be made. But not yet.

“Maria.”

I turn and face the hall. I spot my husband looking back at the bedroom, back at me.

“Remember your safe word,” he says. One final reminder for the evening.

I nod. As if I've could've forgotten. “Yes, honey.”

He smiles, and then disappears behind a corner, leaving me smiling in appreciation.

I look down and gently grasp the collar around my neck. I can only imagine what my Master has prepared for me. Knowing him, he won’t go easy. Spotting his wooden paddle on the nightstand next to our bed, I know that I’ll have to be on my best behavior.

My legs suddenly buckle, a gasp leaving my lips as a wave of pleasure shocks my core. My pussy tingles, testy already. He just turned on the vibrator. And just like that, he turns it off, toying with me before the evening has even begun.

I smile, then head out into the hallway myself, brushing my bare thighs nervously while I walk.

…

My ‘outfit’ for the evening doesn’t go unnoticed, of course. It quickly becomes the topic of conversation to everyone I’m introduced to, from close friends well aware of Gabriel’s recent tastes to even business associates of whom I can hardly recall the name. The men most perceptive in the dining hall even comment on the plug inside me—all but confirming they’ve been staring just as much from the back as they have from the front.

I'm not allowed to cover myself. My Master reminded me of that rule before we brought all the guests into the hall. No covering, no hiding my beauty—unless I want to be spanked.

I cover myself anyway, here and there when I believe Gabriel isn’t looking, and each time experience an overwhelming jolt of pleasure through my core—a sight that I’m confident more than just my Master notice. Each time I wipe the sweat beading on my face and try my best to remain presentable. But that’s difficult, so, so difficult that it may as well be impossible when he keeps teasing me with that damn vibrator.

I search for my husband among the crowd and spot a delighted grin across his face. Truly, he’s enjoying this. Truly.

“Your wife really is something, huh?” one of Gabriel’s friends says as he sits opposite my Master at one of the round tables, a big, portly man, probably a business partner, given that I don’t recognize him. My Master chuckles modestly in his chair and gestures to have me come to them.

“That she is,” my Master says, pride in his voice. “Maria, stand here.”

I stand in front of their table and keep my hands fixed firmly at my sides, presenting my naked body for them.

My Master crosses his legs, angles his chair away from the table to better face me. “Pose,” he commands.

I pose, striking a position that I’ve noticed he likes when we play in private, especially during inspections. I slowly lift up my arms and place my hands behind my head, parting my thighs, jutting out my chest, displaying every curve my body has to offer. Before my Master and I left our bedroom he applied a thin layer of oil over me. Now that I'm standing underneath the bright ceiling lights of the dining hall, my smooth, clear skin shines. The image is so enticing that the man forgets to breathe for a moment. He adjusts himself in his seat, troubled by the growing erection threatening to tear a hole in his slacks.

My Master, meanwhile, just sits there, smiling.

“You have her trained well,” his associate says after a low whistle of appreciation. “Is she always this… obedient?”

He nods. “When she wants to be. Maria, turn around. Keep the same pose.”

A slight blush on my face, I turn around and present my ass to them. Flipped around I’m intimately aware of all the men watching us in the dining hall and beyond. Watching me. Drinking me in.

My husband suddenly activates the vibrator on his smart phone and it takes all the effort I can muster to stand there without falling chest-first. He's put it on its highest setting. He knows that I can hardly handle that setting without orgasming on the spot. It's agonizing, the pleasure teasing every inch of me. Before I know it, I'm subconsciously rubbing my thighs together, desperately trying to play with my pussy without breaking one of my Master’s rules. A silly idea, considering circumventing a rule is tantamount to breaking one.

He, of course, notices. He's gotten exactly what he wanted.

“Excuse us for a moment, John,” my Master says as he stands and undoes his cuff links. He comes up behind me, growling in my ear as his hand roughly smacks my bare behind. He won't dare spank me here, not while we’re surrounded by all of our guests, but then again, I also thought he wouldn't dare making me attend naked. I shouldn't be so presumptuous.

“I told you not to touch yourself,” he whispers, so quiet that only I can hear it, although the heavy, aroused blush on my face makes it obvious what our conversation is about. “I told you that I would spank you. Do you remember?”

“Yes, sir,” I whisper back. All the men seated on round tables ahead of us can easily read the words off my lips. “I'm not touching myself, though.”

Another role broken: backtalk. Now my Master is laughing. He's having so much fun teasing me, playing with me in front of all of our friends.

“You knew exactly what you were doing, Maria,” he says. “And I don't need to remind you what.”

For a moment I think he's going to strike my ass with all the force his hand can bring, but then he pulls back, chuckling under his breath as he goes back to sit down. After what feels like a lifetime, the vibrator turns off. My chest heaves with heavy breaths as my heart is finally given a chance to slow down. I'm so close. He stopped teasing my pussy when I’m this close.

“I'll address your disobedience later, Maria,” my Master says. “Go back to your duties.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, bringing my hands back down from the back of my head. “Yes, sir.”

The rest of the evening goes by relatively uneventfully as food is served and the first guests leave for the night. A few men ask to touch me, of course, whom I politely decline. More than a few even attempt to grope me outright—my Master is quick to eject them from the dining hall before their hands can so much as brush my skin. He continues messing with my vibrator’s settings, turning it on and off seemingly at random, guaranteeing that I never expect it, even when I’m close to him and can see when his hand sneaks to his back pocket. It's agonizing.

By the end of the night I'm so wet and needy for my Master’s touch that I can't stand it. I want him to fuck me badly. But I know I'll have to wait, not only because we still have guest guests to entertain, but because he still has to enact my punishment as well. A punishment that has no doubt been on his mind before we even left our bedroom.

He means to spank me. That I know for sure. I can see the light in his eyes when he looks at me, taking me in, as if wondering what to do with me once we are again in private. A noticeable cock print has been a fixture of his slacks since late this morning, when he gifted me the new collar. He is a lot more patient than I am, a lot more resilient to external pressures. If the roles were reversed I would’ve dragged him into bed ages ago. I would have called off the entire dinner party and sent everyone home.

If only.

It’s completely dark out when the last of our guests leave. My Master supervises for a time as the cleaning staff work to clean the dining hall. Even when I’m all but begging him to join me in the bedroom, he’s patient and reserved. “You can wait,” he tells me. Like this wasn't his doing after abusing the vibrator’s smart phone app for the better part of the evening. “You can be good, can’t you?”

I pout at him, breaking rule after rule at this point. “Yes, but…”

He turns to me, his face stern, and smacks my ass hard. I almost jump out of my skin from the surprise hit, my pussy aching with joy. “Talk to the staff and make sure no belongings were misplaced,” he commands me. “Mr. Hall texted me a moment again informing me that his wife lost her earrings. I want to make sure that she didn’t mistakenly leave them here.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, knowing full well that it’s a distraction that needn’t concern him. Having spoken to Mr. Hall’s wife plenty over the years, Cassandra can be safely considered a klutz, and Gabriel knows it. It's just another test, I realize. Keeping me waiting for as long as possible until I'm so pent up that I’ll be melting for him when he finally disciplines me.

And he is going to discipline me, there's no mistaking that. I've touched myself without permission. I’ve covered myself. I’ve openly questioned his judgment and authority. And, the most important of all, I’ve been bratty, if not with my words than with the face I’ve given him all this evening.

I've been so bad for him.

And it's only until the dining hall is empty and all the guests and staff have left that my Master deals with me.

“Maria. Come here.”

I turn and find him standing in the entrance hall, just after giving a farewell to two men, whom I assume to have been his business partners. The dining hall is suddenly a lot more cooler with everyone gone, a draft tickling my bare skin and hardening my nipples. Somehow, I feel even more naked.

Perhaps now because all of my Master’s undivided attention is focused on me.

“Yes, sir,” I say.

He points to the wall and takes a step back, undoing his cuff links once again. “Stand there. Place your hands on the wall and arch your back.”

I gulp, my heart racing. I already can tell where this is going. I love my Master, but it is not difficult to predict where his mind will lead him. Then again, I’ve been asking for his mind to take this path since I first started to disobey him hours ago.

Really, I’ve been a bad girl.

I do exactly what he says, pressing my hands against the wall, arching my back, until my breasts hang from my chest and my ass is propped up high. It’s a… humiliating posture, especially in the entrance hall whose tall windows overlook our garden and, most importantly, the entire cul-de-sac, but what truly makes it humiliating is the fact that my Master doesn’t respond. Not at first.

He just stands there, arms crossed, patience as always, flipping my vibrator on and off seemingly at random until I'm panting like a bitch in heat. Is this his punishment for me? To toy with my pussy until I'm so frustrated that I can no longer stand it?

I turn to face him, only for a scowl to don his face. “Keep facing the wall,” he commands.

Pouting, I look at the wall. As a punishment he's had me stand in a corner for thirty minutes or even a full hour in the past, but never when I've been this horny. Is he really going to make me do that now?

I wait there, my ass propped up and my breasts hanging, for what feels like a lifetime until my Master finally touches me. Using two of his fingers, he reaches down between my thighs and glides them over my aching pussy lips. I gasp—and it takes all the effort I can muster to stop myself from collapsing. My knees buckle, and my heart slams against my chest. I knew that I was turned on, but…

“You've really tested my patience tonight, haven't you?” my Master growls. “Don’t stand. Don’t move a fucking muscle. Just say yes or no.”

I bite my lip—an action he would certainly punish me for if I weren’t facing the wall. “Yes.”

“You’ve disobeyed me. You’ve openly questioned my authority.”

“Yes.”

“And you kept touching yourself when I explicitly told you not to.”

“…Yes.”

It’s hard to disagree with him. It feels as if I’ve been rubbing my thighs together all evening—and I haven’t exactly been playing it subtle, either, even in front of the guests. Every time I had a chance to sit down, I had my hand between my legs, subtly petting my pussy when I believed nobody was looking. I couldn’t help myself.

That vibrator was just too fucking frustrating.

As if reading my mind, my Master activates it again, laughing under his breath as I squirm and nearly lose my footing. Sweat oiling my hands causes me to slip a bit—I force my hands to stay put and hold up my weight. This time, my Master doesn’t turn it off. Instead I hear him put his smartphone into his back pocket.

“Don’t touch yourself,” he says. “Don’t fucking cum unless I tell you to.”

I blink. What?

“I—Yes, sir,” I say, just barely able to get the words out with the intense pleasure rocking my core. I can't take it, it's so much. Sweat beads on my forehead and drips down my temple. My entire body quivers as the vibrator inside me has me cry out in ecstasy. I… I just have to touch myself. I'm about to orgasm and all I can think about is rubbing my pussy so fucking badly.

All I need is one hand to support my weight. But Gabriel will almost certainly notice if I try and go for it. I bite my lip, the vibrator making me tense up, forcing all the breath out of my lungs. He's never edged me for this long before. A few times here and there in bed? Of course, but he's always relented and given me a chance at release. Even when he aims to punish me, he lets me cum.

But now? Now I don't know. Judging by the look on his face, I think he expects to keep me like this forever.

I can't resist any longer. Even with my Master directly behind me, I bring my hand down between my legs to rub my aching pussy. I don't get very far. The second my fingers touch my clit, he grabs onto my wrist and places it back on the wall. His arm wraps around my waist and pulls me close, repositioning me, lifting my ass further up. I don't need to guess to know what he plans to do with me. I brace myself.

Spank! Spank! Spank!

My eyes open wide as he hits my ass, waves of pain shooting up my core, almost making me melt in his arm. He’s spanked me before, sure. But this… oh God, is this different.

“I told you to fucking obey,” my husband says before he beats my ass again, once, twice, then a third time, quickly turning my ass cheeks a pink red as they clap from the force of his hand. A loud whimper escapes my lips, so loud that if any of the guests are still present in the cul-de-sac, they almost certainly hear my voice. I don't hold back from my Master. I know that he'll only spank me further if I do.

“Good. You're finally learning,” he says as he pulls away and instructs me to return to the same position. This time it's even harder to keep myself up. My pussy twitches so much all I can think about is the chance to cum—oh, God, do I just want to fucking cum already. My Master leaves the vibrator on its highest setting for a little while longer—then slowly takes it out as I stay in place. I breathe a grateful sigh of relief, then drag my nails along the wall as if they were claws when I realize he doesn't plan to have me reach orgasm anytime soon. No, he just keeps me there, letting the pleasure slowly evaporate, frustratingly pulling me from the cusp of orgasm. An orgasm right now would be a reward.

And he doesn't think I deserve a reward right now. No. My punishment isn’t over yet.

“Good girl. Good,” my Master says, finally giving me permission to straighten my back and face him. Suffice it to say, it's a struggle to stand. He wipes the sweat caked on my forehead with a handkerchief he keeps in his pocket. “You did good. How do you feel?”

“Frustrated,” I admit, an aroused haze coloring my cheeks. My ass still stings from his beating and he only spanked me six times. I've always liked it when he spanks me. When he disciplines me for being bad.

“Then you shouldn't disobey me I told you what I was going to do, didn't I?”

“Just because you told me what you were going to do doesn't mean it's fair,” I say, smiling. Even after a spanking I can’t help but be a brat. “You wanted me to touch myself. Just admit it already.”

“Admit what? You should know by now that nothing is fair with me.”

“Well, I’m a slow learner. You're going to have to keep teaching me.”

“Is that so? Time for another lesson then. Let's go back to the bedroom.”

I'm beaming as he picks me up off the ground and lays my stomach over his broad shoulders. It takes little effort for him to carry me from the dining hall into our bedroom. He carries me like I'm his plaything.

I am his plaything.

Once we’re in the privacy and comfort of our master bedroom, he throws me onto the bed, onto my stomach, and walks to each side to tie my wrists to the headboard. My feet are restrained next, but not before he spreads my legs wide. In just a few moments, I'm bound, now easily his for whatever he has in mind.

Once again, I don’t get the best viewing angle. But I can hear him retrieve something from one of the dressers on his side of the room. His paddle. The wooden one. One that I've been more than acquainted with over the years.

“I told you not to disrespect me. I told you to fucking listen. Was that so hard?”

I open my mouth to argue with him, but before a syllable can leave my lips, he swings the paddle at my ass. Hard.

SPANK!

All the air in my lungs is knocked out of them. Tingly, intense pain ignites across my whole body. I moan into the bedsheets, into our pillows—fuck me, when did my Master get so strong? He doesn't go any easier with me on the second or third swing. If anything, he puts more power into each, enjoying each and every clap of my ass as my cheeks turn pinker and pinker.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

I'm whimpering by the time he finally puts down the paddle. My ass hurts so bad that my mind is blank. My pussy twitches as waves mixed with pleasure and pain wash over my naked body. Meanwhile, my Master massages my cheeks, kneading them with his strong hands, soothing them but only enough so that he can reach for his paddle again.

My punishment isn't over just yet.

“How many times do you think you deserve to be spanked?” he asks me, the tone of his voice clearly enjoying this. Obviously, this is a trick question. If I give him too low of a number, he’ll call me a brat and spank me as much as he pleases. But if I give him too high of a number, he’ll spank me that much and then another ten on top of that—just for good measure.

I bite my lip. “Twenty, sir.”

He chuckles mischievously. Wrong answer. “Let’s try fifty to start with. I want to see how much you can take.”

My heart is racing. “Yes, sir. I—sir?”

“Yes?”

“If—If I'm good, if I take fifty spanks, will you let me cum?”

That gets another laugh out of him. “Are you trying to negotiate with me?”

“No, sir—sorry, sir. I'm just asking for permission. You've been edging me all day.”

“So? You don’t need to tell me what I already know.”

I grumble under my breath. “Sir, I just—“

I shiver suddenly as my Master reinserts the vibrator back inside me. This thing again. I could barely handle it before, and now he plans to use it while spanking me, too?

“I’m going to leave this on,” my Master says, “and I’m going to spank you until I reach fifty. If you cum at all until I hit that exact number, I’m spanking you for a hundred times. Is that understood?”

I would nod if I still wasn’t facing the headboard. “Yes, sir,” I say.

“Why are you whispering? Louder, slut.”

“Yes, sir!”

Still not good enough. He lifts the paddle off the bed and graces my ass cheeks with another precise love tap, rocking the bed as I gasp. I dig my nails into the restraints tying my wrists to the head board, but of course that does little good except risk scraping the polish off my nails. Well, at least that’s one down. Can I take forty-nine more?

“YES, SIR!” I yell at the top of my lungs, ass stinging, heart pumping, pussy aching, as I brace myself for another swing of his paddle. I've never screamed so loud before in my entire life, even during sex. I feel exhausted and out of breath and he hasn't even begun.

“Good. That's better,” my Master says, proud, before I hear him lift the paddle again. The next smack, thankfully, is easier to tolerate. A dull, overwhelming pain shoots throughout my ass, the audible clap of the wood hitting my cheeks echoing not just in our bedroom but well down the hall. My eyes start to water, tears staining and making a mess of my makeup. It’s clear now he wants to break me. He wants me to never disobey him again.

Somehow, I have the energy and will to giggle under my breath in defiance of him. Tears or no tears, it’s going to take a lot than just a few spankings to get me to behave.

As if having read my mind, my Master puts more force in the next swing, and the next, and the next. He goes through the next twenty spankings gradually applying more force, falling into an easy rhythm while my body jerks with each impact.

“Good girl,” my Master says, a hint of sweetness to his voice even as he punishes me. “You're doing so well, Maria. You can take it. I know you can.”

Can I? He’s certainly more optimistic than I am on the matter… but I can at least try.

Before long, it’s impossible for me to retain any semblance of composure. Tears stream down my face and make me look like a whore. I lose track of what number we’re at. Is it twenty? Thirty? I’m sure my Master will get a few extra swings in just because he can. But then, suddenly, he stops, the paddle hovering in mid-air.

“Tell me you’ll be good from now on,” he says. It’s a funny command. Doesn't he know that I'm always good for him? “Fucking tell me.”

My voice hitching in my throat, I say, “I’ll be good, sir.”

Still too quiet for my Master’s tastes. Groping my ass cheeks roughly to make sure that I wince again, he gives one cheek a hard smack and then another one to the left. He spread them apart, licks his fingers, and rubs my asshole—at this point he’s trying everything to get a reaction out of me, pain, pleasure, everything.

Of course it’s working. Why wouldn’t it?

“I’ll be good, sir!” I say, louder this time, but still not enough to get my Master to put the paddle down. There’s still almost twenty to go—or was it thirty?—I have no idea which. “I’ll be a good girl from now on—I promise!”

“You’ll do whatever I say?” Smack!

“Yes—yes! I promise. I’ll be so good!”

“You’ll stop fucking disobeying me?” Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Yes! I won’t disobey you ever again! Mhm!”

Still so many spanks left. Still so, so many. My Master chuckles, smoothing my raw ass cheeks with his hand, kneading them, as he rests his swinging arm for a moment. His rough, calloused working fingers trace the new splotches on my cheeks. I can’t see them, but I know they must be there from the care and attention he’s now putting into his touch.

“Good girl. You’re taking it so well,” he says, pulling his hand away. At this point even without his hands on me my ass radiates a dull, dull pain.

“…Yes, sir…”

“Twenty-five more. You can do it. Just breathe.”

“Yes, sir.”

You would think he would go easy on me after his praise. But he doesn’t. The final twenty-five spankings grace my ass, each swing harder and harder, going faster and faster, and yet still precise and controlled—my body trembles, and I realize I’m actually about to cum.

I’m about to cum and all because he’s spanking me.

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

My Master senses my body tensing up, and not just because pain is radiating up my thighs. He’s been toying with my pussy since before the evening started—if this is anyone’s fault, it’s his. My inevitable climax makes me gasp and pant heavily into our pillows. I’m so close. Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m so close.

“One more. Just one more. You can take it,” my Master says.

I can take it. I can take it. IcantakeitIcantakeit.

With one final swing, he hits my ass and the bed frame audibly creaks. I’m pushed over the edge. My pussy clenches, pulsing, throbbing—

And that’s when my Master sticks it in.

I’m instantly surprised by his length and girth as it slides easily into me. Before I can react, he thrusts, pushing his throbbing cock deep into my cunt. I’m lost in a sea of sensation, the warmth of his body against mine, the pleasure and the pain.

“I’m cumming…” I say. My orgasm washes over me and I nearly faint, closing my eyes. His cock thickens inside me, pulsing, and I realize that he’s not that far behind.

“Good girl,” he says. “Fuck, you feel so good. Good fucking girl.”

With a final, powerful thrust, my Master buries his cock inside me. Hot, sticky ropes of cum shoot into my cunt, filling me, spilling out of my swollen pussy lips until they stain the bed sheets. I’m left exhausted by the time he’s done. After everything I’ve been through this evening… it’s finally over. My punishment is over.

My husband grunts, wipes the sweat off his face—and only then does he set the paddle aside and walk around the bed to undo the restraints. His ragged, tired breathing slowly returns to normal. Finally, I’m able to move again. My wrists are a bit stiff… but nothing compared to the dull pain I feel the moment I sit.

Oh, God. Yeah, not a good idea to sit right now. If ever.

“Good girl,” he says, coming up to me and holding me in his arms. Smiling, I rest my head on his chest and close my eyes.

“Did I do good?” I ask, still warm and fuzzy inside from his cum still in me.

“Always. You did wonderfully.”

“Thank you, sir.”

We cuddle like that for a time, recuperating after our long day, with Gabriel only getting out of bed for a moment to light the candles we have on our nightstand. He lights incense, turns on some light jazz he has on the record player. He even brings out a stack of towels we have in the hall to clean the sweat off my body.

I’m very appreciative, to say the least of it.

“How do you feel?” he asks me as we lie in bed, his arm wrapped around me, pulling me close. His body heat is more than welcome.

“Exhausted,” I admit. “Aching. In love. To be honest? I feel a whole a lot of emotions right now.”

“All good, I can only hope.”

I crack a smile. “Definitely all good. It was wonderful. The dinner party especially.”

“The staff certainly did their work to make it perfect. I hardly had to lift a finger. Which was good. I wanted to focus on you today.”

And focus on me he did. I giggle, slowly drifting to sleep as my Master, my husband, my Gabriel, wraps his arms around my waist and holds me close.

I've never felt this loved.

…

I wake up sore the next morning, of course. My ass stings the moment I lift myself up from the bed and drag my feet to the bathroom, my pussy still tingling after the events of last night.

Last night… So much happened over the course of just a few hours that right now it feels like one big blur. Did I really spend the entire party wearing nothing but a pair of stilettos and a collar? Did my husband really edge me with a remote controlled vibrator in front of all of our guests, not just once or twice, but every other moment, it felt like?

Did he really spank me countless of times until my ass was so raw and pink that I probably won't be able to sit down for a week, at least comfortably?

My Master isn’t sleeping on the other side of the bed in the bedroom, but I don't need to ask him if it was all just a big dream. When I turn to face my ass in the bathroom mirror, the evidence is as plain as day. My Master beat my ass so thoroughly that now it’s bruised all over, splotched purple in places where his hand, and his paddle, hit the hardest. It stings just massaging my cheeks. The littlest touch is now enough to make me wince. It’s a good, if intense, sensation. To be able to take this much punishment from my Master makes me feel proud of myself. No doubt he feels proud of me, too.

There’s an unopened bottle of Aloe Vera waiting for me on the bathroom countertop—along with a box of chocolate and flowers in a vase. I smile, then pop a chocolate in my mouth and apply the ointment carefully—very carefully—on the bruises. It’s still a bit uncomfortable… but it’s a vast improvement from before. I sigh, still smiling, as I leave the bottle on the counter.

I shoot a glance at the flowers and tilt my head. Oh, do I love that man.

By the time I’m done my husband is reading a book in the living room down the hall. I come to him and climb up onto the couch, resting my chin over his shoulder, a smile playing on my lips. He'll have to head to work soon, if he isn't already late to the office. But not until I have a moment with him first.

Gabriel turns to me and takes off his glasses and grins. “Good morning, dear,” he says, wrapping an arm around me, pulling me close, sharing his body heat. “You’re allowed to get dressed. You do know that, right?”

I look down at myself and blush slightly. After spending virtually every second since yesterday afternoon naked, I had all but forgotten about it. It's a good thing we still don't have guests around.

“I'll put something on after you go,” I tell him, snuggling up closer to him. “I wanted to see you before you headed to work.”

“I wouldn't have left without a kiss. You know that,” he says. It's true. I do know that. And not once in twenty years have I ever doubted it.

“Yes…” I say, trailing my finger across his chest. “But what if I wanted more than just a kiss? Didn’t think about that, did you, mister?”

He puts down his book. “So needy this morning,” he says.

“Can you blame me?”

He shakes his head, his hand caressing my thigh. After all we’ve been through together, all the years we’ve spent, you’d think that something as simple as him touching my body would have little effect on me. But it doesn’t.

If anything, the effect his touch has has only gotten stronger.

“You’re going to make me late for work,” he says. “Must I punish you for that?”

I smile, biting my lip, already in the process of grinding against him. Knowing him, he’ll punish me for whatever reason that he deems fit, anything that comes to mind. I certainly don’t need to provide suggestions.

“Whatever you say, sir,” I whisper. I may as well be asking for him to spank me again. Maybe for our next dinner party, he can spank me in front of the entire dining hall. “Whatever you say…”

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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