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


Part One

My training begins bright and early in the morning, at 6:00AM sharp, no later, no earlier, because the first of my Master’s rules for me seeks to establish a consistent schedule. Already prepared for what the day will bring, I get up from bed, jump in the shower, dry off, brush my teeth, then head down the hall to the kitchen to begin breakfast, all within the span of fifteen minutes, the time my Master has allotted to me for this part of the day.

It will be easy for me to get ready in the morning, he says, now that I am his and will no longer need to pick out clothes to wear.

Barefoot, wearing solely the bright pink blush on my rear from Master’s punishment the evening before, I slip on an apron and begin breakfast for him and his associates. This part of my schedule comes as easily as breathing, though what I wear now is vastly different from what I usually wore around the house when my Master was solely my husband. Twenty years of marriage has a way of truly discovering a person. When breakfast is ready and on the long table outside on the patio—seared steak and roasted potatoes and sunny-side-up eggs, just how he likes them—I have no doubt that he’ll be satisfied. His associates I’m less sure of. Their tastes seem to change like woman changes her clothes. And yet, Master has never punished me because of their dissatisfaction, and for that I’m eager to learn.

At 6:30AM, Master awakes, and by 7:00AM he’s down the hallway fully dressed and shaven adjusting the length of his tie. He smiles softly at me, brushes my cheek with the tips of his rough, calloused fingers, and sits down, my heartbeat ever so slightly faster at the sight of his cuffs undone. His associates, too, come down the hall, though missing my Master’s fervent punctuality and commitment to detail. One hasn’t done his tie, preferring instead to have it hang loosely around his shoulders. Another still hasn’t worn his business attire at all, which irks me, though I don’t give a voice to the emotion. The dynamic we now all share only works if we all play the role, as my Master says. I have no doubt he’ll share a few words with him later in the day once the rest of his associates and I are out of earshot.

“Maria.”

I lift up my head, locking eyes with my Master in an instant. With one look it is if he's stripping bare. “Yes, Master?” I ask.

“Take off your apron. Let’s do your inspection now.”

I nod and leave my apron hanging by the wall. A daily body inspection is another critical element of my schedule, although the exact time allotted for it largely depends on my Master himself. This part of my day cannot be consistent. I must always be prepared for it, no matter the time.

Facing the long table, I straighten my back, part my legs, and lifted up my arms and place my hands at the back of my head, exposing virtually every single inch of my body not just for my Master’s wandering gaze but for his associates as well. My slowly nipples harden in the cool Spring air, my pussy aching with a newfound heat. Suffice it to say, I've never struck such a humiliating pose in front of a group of men before, and yet I remain in position obediently without moving so much as a muscle until my Master gives the command.

He smiles again, his expression unreadable, as he carves a section of steak free from his plate and eats it. Seconds pass. “Turn around, now,” he says. “You remember the exact pose, don’t you?”

I do. This one is much the same, with my hands still behind my head and my legs parted as far as I can make them in a standing position, except this time I arch my back so that my ass lifts upward and spreads so they can have a picturesque glance at my holes. My Master says nothing—after twenty years of passionate marriage it’s nothing he hasn’t seen before—but the other men are easily enraptured.

“Your wife is really something, Charles,” one says after a moment, the one still in his white undershirt and underwear, as if he has no respect for my Master’s authority at all.

“My submissive,” he corrects simply. “She’s not just my wife anymore, Marcus. I've told you this before.”

Marcus's face blazes in a fleeting moment of self-awareness. “Right, sorry,” he says.

Still facing away from them, I reward myself a smile. I love it when my Master strikes that dominating tone of his.

Something in my pose must've revealed to him what I was thinking, because then I hear his silverware clang against his plate. I hear him stand, and I adjust myself slightly just before my Master comes close enough to me to feel his breath against my naked skin. He places his rough hands on the small of my back, and then brings them down gently until they cup both of my supple ass cheeks. My heartbeat accelerates, and the heat between my legs quickly becomes a furnace.

I don't need to guess to know he plans to spank me now, simply because he can, simply because one of the many rules my Master has established affords him the pleasure.

“Maintain your posture no matter what,” he says in my ear, his gravelly voice a low growl. With a finger he lifts up my chin so that I can look into his gaze from the corner of my eyes. “Is that understood, slut?”

I breathe in deeply. Not for the first time, I wonder where this man has been over the past twenty years. Oh, how many missed opportunities we've had together because we never discovered what we both truly desired. “Yes, Master,” I say once I've exhaled.

“…Good,” he says. And with that, he strikes my behind.

It's not difficult to maintain my humiliating position, at least at first. Each slap against my rear is only a taste of what will come, doing little more than bouncing my ass cheeks for his pleasure as well as that of his associates. It even tickles me a little, and I let out a small, almost imperceptible laugh. This proves to be my downfall, because my Master, perceptive as always, is quick to notice.

“Oh? Not hard enough yet?” he asks. He grips my chin and turns my neck so that I’m encouraged to face him. I look into his dark brown eyes, and I see a playfulness in there, a spark of enjoyment that I so rarely saw in him before we entered this dynamic. No doubt he has a lot of fun simply showing me off to our company, but it’s more than that, isn’t it? It’s the control, the power, the ability for him to demand anything of me—anything at all—and I’ll do it. In a heartbeat.

“Answer me,” he says.

I bite my lip. It’s obvious to us all that there is no right answer to his question. It’s a test that by a design I cannot pass. So, I give him what he wants. “It’s not hard enough yet, Master,” I say. “Please, spank me harder.”

He laughs, eagerly granting my request. He hits my rear once more, audibly clapping my ass cheeks, turning them bright pink with a single blow of his palm. A brief sensation of pain washes over me, dull and yet igniting the senses. I gasp, my heart thundering in my chest, the heat between my legs growing and growing. A trickle of wetness sticks to my inner thighs, so obviously that even the underdressed associate who clearly woke up late is perceptible enough to notice.

“Fuck…” I hear him murmur.

My Master spanks me a few more times after that, but none of them reach the same high as the first one. Still, they bring some much needed color to my behind, and by the time he's done I know that I've been obedient girl for him. He gives my ass one last spank, this one hard enough to send a shock up my body, before pulling away, satisfied—for now. His breakfast is getting cold. He walks around the table and sits down, finishing his meal in silence as his two associates talk amongst themselves, pretending not to stare at his submissive. It’s only after a moment or two that he realizes he never gave me permission to return back to my duties.

I’m still standing here, naked, my hands behind my head and my legs spread and my ass cheeks slightly pinker than they were before, almost like a Greek statue. I hear him chuckle as if a part of him is wondering to keep me in this position for the rest of the day. Certainly it would be a good punishment for my small act of disobedience.

“You can go,” he says finally, as he slices more of his steak. “You’ve done well, slut.”

“Yes, Master,” I say. A smile plays at the corners of my mouth. “Thank you.”

I grab my apron and head back into the kitchen to clean up, feeling happy to have pleased him. I clean the kitchen countertops and do the dishes, a smile on my face as the first part of the day flies by.


Part Two

The next few hours of the day go by in a flash. My Master and his associates still have jobs to uphold, so I spend much of the afternoon maintaining the villa alone for them while they're gone. I dust the bookshelves, sweep the floors, and do some light gardening out in the sun to keep busy. Overlooking the Pacific Ocean, the villa faces sand and rock ridges for a mile outward, but the lack of anyone walking along the not-so-distant shoreline grants me more than enough privacy for me to obey my Master’s rules without heading inside to put anything on.

At these hours, the villa is quiet as it is serene. It feels as if I can truly reset myself here, reignite the waning light in my life that only a long marriage and middle age can bring.

By midday, I finish all of my duties and have some time to relax and read until my Master returns home from work. I even get an hour to myself to complete my suntan out back. By the time he’s home he pecks my cheek with a kiss and takes off his tie. Unlike our two other occupants, his work schedule releases him usually well before they arrive, giving us a few precious hours to spend time together before the villa is bustling again. Sometimes I wonder if it was best for our marriage to introduce two men into our relationship—certainly a throuple would’ve been just as exciting, as well as far simpler—but any doubt within me fades when I see the protective look on his face when they are home and the noticeable cock print outlined in his clothes when he disciplines me in front of them. Like me, they have rules to follow if they expect to stay here and enjoy my Master’s and my company. The most important of which is that they are not allowed to touch me. No matter what. Only my Master is rewarded that sweet privilege.

“You did good this morning,” my Master says softly as he holds me close on the couch facing a crackling fireplace. It's cute how calm and sweet he is while we’re both alone. “You didn’t lose your posture like before. Before you could barely stand after I was done with you.”

I giggle in his arms as I kiss his chin. “I thrive under corrective discipline, Master. Do you plan to spank me again soon?”

He gives that idea a long thought, a smile having crept up his face when he’s done. “I have no clue. Do you plan to be disobedient in the immediate future?”

The expression on my face in response is innocent as it is wonderfully mischievous. I wrap my arms further around him, enjoying the feeling of the warmth of the fireplace against my skin as well as the warmth of his chest against mine. “You tell me, Master,” I say. “You’re the one in control, after all.”

He chuckles, and with that we rest by the fire until his associates come home. By the time they walk through the front door and kick off their shoes in the entrance hall, the sight in the living room is far, far different. My wrists and my ankles are bound, and my limbs are spread wide as I face the far wall with my Master standing by the side.

He carries with him a paddle, a wooden one, one that’s already graced my ass plenty of times even before the change in our lifestyle. His two old co-workers stop dead in their tracks the very moment they catch sight of us. “Holy…” one of them murmurs under his breath. Even without being able to see him directly, I can tell from the sound of his voice that he’s spellbound. If only he had a wife as loving and as obedient as me, huh?

“What’d she do now?” the other asks as he steps into the living room. “What’d we miss, Charles? Come on. Don’t keep us waiting.”

I hear him open his mouth to speak, but instead he answers their curiosity a different way: he runs his hand across the small of my back, placing it on my ass and squeezing firmly right in spot where the bruises from his last punishment are darkest. A shiver runs up my spine, hardening my nipples, accelerating my already high heart beat. Between my shaky thighs, I find his fingers slowly sinking into my wet heat. I gasp as another one of his hands swoops around to cup my breast.

“She questioned my authority,” he growls in my ear. “For the last time.”

My Master commands them to sit after they’d have a chance to put on a change of clothes and fill their stomaches. I’m a patient submissive, after all, so I don’t mind the wait as he continues to explore my body. If he wasn’t completely satisfied with his thorough inspection of my naked body in the morning, then he has a second chance now. Chuckling darkly in my ear, he spreads my pussy lips with his fingers and flicks my clit, placing one hand over my mouth so I don’t dare moan.

I am to be silent when he disciplines me, my Master has told me, unless I desire for him to punish me again.

Still, rules or no rules, he cannot stop the budding arousal inside me as his hands play with my body and tease my sex. An almost inaudible whimper escape my lips, and before I know it, my Master has the paddle in his hands and aimed for my cheeks. He strikes me before I have time to prepare myself, unleashing a clap that echos all throughout the entire villa.

With just one spank, my ass is sore and radiating a dull pain up and down my entire body—and my pussy aches more.

The two men watching us are silent, transfixed. One breathes in deeply as if to control himself. The other does a low, quiet whistle of appreciation. Neither of them know what to say. It’s as if my Master’s rule for me to stay silent has also been given to them as well.

He rubs my pussy lips for a few seconds longer, then takes his hand and raises it to my mouth, placing them on my tongue. The taste of myself sends my body shivering, stokes the heat between my legs until it’s practically burning. I can't help but gasp and whimper again—which was no doubt my Master’s plan in the first place.

He holds up his paddle. “Every time you make a sound, you’ll get another spanking. Is that understood?”

He grabs onto my chin and has me look into his eyes again. “Nod if you understand.”

I nod. I certainly can’t do much more with my wrists and my ankles bound. And yet, I still discover a way to disobey him, because instead of just nodding I murmur a tiny ‘yes’ as well.

A light shines in his eyes, excited by the opportunity I've just given him. “Do you see this, boys?” my Master calls out at the top of his lungs toward his two associates. “This is what a submissive gets when she’s a brat.”

The paddle graces my ass, and for a small moment in time I have an out-of-body experience, imagining myself as an observer to the whole scene. Me, my face flush and beaded with sweat. My Master, grinning greedily as he holds the paddle in one hand and fondles the noticeable cock print in his clothes with the other. And our audience, eyes wired and heart pumping and blood rushing between their legs. It must be so much torture to watch me being disciplined without ever being given the chance of touching me themselves. As per the rules, they can't even borrow the paddle to do my Master’s work for him. It must be done by him, and only him.

Because he does it best.

I gasp, his spanking growing more intense by the swing, until my ass is beet read and so sore with a dull pain that I know for certain I won’t be sitting down comfortably any time soon. Sweat drips on my temple and over my breasts. I clench my teeth and hold my breath to stop myself from uttering another sound, but even if I could keep quiet, even if I want to keep quiet, my Master would not be done with me that easily. Oh, no. His punishment for me has only just begun.

He stops for a second, gifting me a brief respite to relax and catch my breath, though I can’t see what he’s doing while facing so close to the wall. I hear his footsteps sound away from me, then one of his associates standing from the couch.

“Here,” my Master says. “Your turn.”

My eyes go wide, but the tone in his old co-worker’s voice tells me he’s even more surprised than I am. “Shit, Charles. Really?” he asks.

My Master chuckles lightly. “Come on. Before I change my mind.”

I can almost hear his associate smile from ear to ear. To his credit, he doesn't hesitate taking advantage of the opportunity. He stands directly behind me, and with my Master’s paddle in hand, he gives my ass a good, hard swing. Then another. Then another, a flurry of swings that grace my rear with even more well-deserved color. He’s certainly not as disciplined with the implement as my Master is, but what he lacks in experience he makes up for in enthusiasm. “Fuck, she’s certainly well-trained, isn't she?” he says. “Her cheeks are bright pink and she hasn’t even made a peep.”

“Here. Give me it,” his friend says—Marcus from earlier this morning. “You’re just not doing it right.”

I hear the vocal equivalent of an eye-roll as he hands the paddle over, still grumbling under his breath. “Whatever, man.”

Marcus chuckles, his footsteps sounding directly behind me. “Here. Watch and see.”

I prepare myself for the smack of the paddle against my rear, only to wait there in silence for one heartbeat, then another. What’s he doing? I twist my neck as much as it will allow to look behind me, but as I do so, Marcus finally takes the swing. A shockwave of pain radiates throughout my entire body. My jaw hangs open, and I let out a quiet, but still more than audible, whimper. One that all of the men in the room can hear.

He was trying to catch me off guard. And it worked. Asshole.

Marcus laughs victoriously before taking another swing, beating my ass with a bit more control than his associate but with significantly more power than even my Master would ever deal. Even though he is my Master, the softness inside of him prevents him from using more force than necessary. I am still his wife, after all.

Marcus, however, can do whatever he pleases. I hear him raise his hand to spank me another time, but before he can do that, I hear my Master step forward. From the corner of my eye I spot him grab onto his wrist. “That’s good enough for now,” he says with a growl, protective as always. No doubt he has a better view of the state of my ass cheeks and how much more they can realistically take. “She’s learned her lesson.”

Marcus sounds almost disappointed when he responds. “That’s all? Come on, we know she can take so much more than that. Look at her. She's fucking dripping.”

He isn't wrong. The difficulty in staying quiet has nothing to do with the sweet, dull pain radiating from my behind and everything to do with the intense wet heat between my quaking inner thighs. I can barely stand still, even with my wrists and ankles bound to the wall. Every inch of my body is twitching, shaking violently as if my whole being is primed to explode. God, do I want to just touch myself, and yet even if I had my Master’s permission to do so, I can’t.

My pussy is begging. And I can’t do a thing about it.

My Master, as if reading my mind once again, seems to take notice. He takes the paddle away from Marcus, audibly setting it aside for a new toy—one that he chose not to reveal to me when we were setting up before his old co-workers walked through the door. He said that he wanted it to be a surprise. Now I know why.

A loud electronic buzzing sounds right behind me, and I know in an instant that it's a Hitachi vibrator—one that we bought together specifically for our stay at the villa. My heart skips a beat, my mind running wild at the possibilities of what he plans to do with that thing. He's not seriously going to use it on me… is he?

He knows that I can barely handle an edging session for the life of me. It makes me frustrated beyond all belief. I may be patient in some matters, but not when it comes to my own orgasm. Making me edge for even more than a few minutes longer than necessary is almost tantamount to torture.

And yet, judging by my Master’s laugh, I know that's exactly what he plans to do with me.

“I have another thing in mind, boys. Give me a second. Let me turn my submissive around so that she can face us.”

He comes up to me and undoes the restraints binding me to the wall, granting me a brief respite where I can massage my wrists and sore rear before he ties me back in place, this time directly facing the living room and the two men watching me. My face blazes with embarrassment having to face them directly. I felt exposed having to pose in their company for my Master’s inspection, but using the word ‘exposed’ now would do little to describe it, this vulnerability. When my body faced the wall, I could hide just how much their spankings aroused me. Now, the arousal is just as obvious on my body as is the bright pink spots now coloring my ass. With my hard nipples and aching cunt, it couldn't be more obvious. I'm loving this. I'm loving this so fucking much.

My Master double checks the restraints and makes sure they're firm but not too tight, his hot breath kissing my body as he does so.

“Remember your safe word,” he whispers to me. As protective as ever, it seems. He knows well enough after twenty years of marriage that we've never gone quite this far during any of our play sessions before.

I smile at him through the beads of sweat dripping down my face. “I’m okay,” I tell him.

Technically, he should punish me for that, for me uttering another disobedient sound, but instead he just returns the smile with one of his own before pecking my cheek. With that, he flips the vibrator back on.

Oh, do I love this man.

“Marcus, I'll let you have the honors in using this first. Go on. Before I change my mind.”

Marcus doesn't dare to give him the opportunity. He takes the vibrator from my Master’s hand and grins greedily as he steps up to face me. Before he place it on my lips, he turns back to face him again, a question brewing inside of him.

“Am I allowed to touch?”

He knows what the rules are, but when my Master and I briefly exchange glances, I realize that the rules can change. It is my husband's choice, after all. And with him right here, he can keep them at bay while he supervises.

Still, my Master waits a moment to fully gauge my expression before he says a word. “For now,” he answers, grinning. “Just don't get ahead of yourself with it.”

That seems unlikely with how excited the two men are, but in any case, my Master lets them proceed.

“Good,” Marcus says, slowly lowering the Hitachi closer and closer to my quivering cunt… “I’ve been waiting for something like this the whole week…”

I breathe in to prepare myself, but nothing can prepare me for the waves of pleasure that wash over my entire body the instant the vibrator is pressed up against my clit on its highest setting. I swear, I start shivering. I pant like a bitch in heat, whimpering and moaning and struggling to remain still as the vibrator makes a mess of my aching cunt. My legs buckle, and I lose my posture a bit, only able to keep standing upright because the restraints binding my wrists to the wall keep me for falling down any further. I cry out in ecstasy, no longer able to keep my voice down, much less stay quiet at all. At this point, I'm melting.

And Marcus has only had the vibrator against my pussy for five, maybe ten seconds. How much time, exactly, I have difficulty keeping track. My mind goes empty, and my eyes lazily roll back far into my head.

Marcus laughs, groping my breasts with his meaty hands, flicking my nipples back and forth just to tease me further. Out of the three men in front of me, Marcus is the most year eager to have his way with me. There's no question about it. Even now I can feel his throbbing cock through his clothes brush up against my thigh.

By the time that Marcus is done with me—that is, by the time my Master steps in and tells him that my time with me is done—my pussy is so pink and puffy that I feel like an orgasm is only one more inch away. I've never had a hands-free orgasm before. Something tells me from the satisfied look on his face that Charles wants to see if he can make history today.

My Master hands the vibrator to the other man, and then he takes his turn.

“You have one minute with her,” he commands. “Don’t waste it.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not planning on it.”

Like Marcus, he presses the vibrator to my clit and leaves it on its highest setting, but unlike him he does not wait until the final second to place his hands on my body. With one hand he fondles my breasts and tweaks my nipples while the other keeps a firm grasp on the Hitachi. Thirty seconds pass of this. When it becomes clear to him that he's running out of time, he starts rubbing the head of the Hitachi over my pussy lips, intent on getting me to cum no matter what. My moans grow so loud that they escape the villa and echo all throughout. I wouldn't be surprised if someone walking along the beach could hear, although I'm sure they haven’t.

Ten seconds. Five seconds. Three.

I'm determined not to cum. Not without my Master being the one to make it happen. Not without his express permission, permission that he still hasn't granted me, and probably won't, not unless I remain good for him. I breathe in sharply and fill my lungs with air to relax myself, and luckily that's all I need to keep myself together.

The minute passes, and the associate steps away, satisfied, but disappointed all the same that he couldn’t push me past the edge.

I smile, but I'm not able to maintain it for long. I find myself instead doing everything I can to bring my thighs closer so that I can rub them together. My body is so desperate to reach orgasm that it'll do anything to make it happen, no matter what my brain says, no matter how much I want to obey.

My husband steps forward now, taking the vibrator and putting it away. I blink at him. “You boys did good. Now it’s my turn. You two should go on and sit down. Get comfy.”

He has no control over his friends any more than I have control over him with our current dynamic, but still they obey and sit down and get comfortable, already with a sense of what my Charles has planned. He comes up to me and undoes the restraints (finally, I might add), letting me relax for a second before picking me up off my feet. My eyes grow wide. He's never picked me up before, and now here he is, lifting me up and putting me over his shoulder like I’m his plaything.

He sits down on the lounge chair he has near the fireplace, turning it so that it faces his friends. Without words I can already tell what's on his mind. He has me sit down on his lap, unbuckling his trousers and taking out his cock. With another burst of strength, he lifts me up just enough to slide his throbbing member deep into my cunt.

After all of the edging, and especially the spanking, I'm more than prepared to take every inch.

He gives my ass a playful smack—not hard, though with how much punishment my ass cheeks have taken, even a light breeze is strong enough to get me to wince—then reaches his arms around my waist to pull me closer, to have my back press against his chest as his hands cup my breasts. I have little energy left to ride him, but that is exactly what he expects of me.

And I won’t disappoint. Not while we have company.

I ride him, slowly gathering momentum bouncing on his cock as he runs his hands over my body, groping my breasts. I pant, sweat dripping down my chest, my heart thundering so loudly I can hear it in my ears. I clench my teeth hard, but no matter what I do, no matter what I think, there's no way to keep my orgasm from coming. My thighs twitch violently, and as my Master slides deep into me, I let out a loud, pleasure-filled groan, one I no longer have it in me to contain. As if I did at any point tonight, really.

My Master holds me close, and a small change in his breathing, a pause, sends the signal that he’s nearing his own orgasm, too. He grips my waist and lifts me up and down in rhythm with my movements, grunting, his breath caressing the small of my back.

It’s too much. Pleasure washes over me like I’m being hit with a tsunami. My entire body tingles from neck to my toes. My pussy pulses—and it is at this final moment that I hear my Master’s sweet, gravelly voice in my ear.

“Cum.”

Honestly? For a small moment, I think I mishear him. Or think he didn’t intend to utter a sound at all. Perhaps one of his groans just sounds like a coherent word to me, because I am that desperate to finally be given permission to reach orgasm. But no: it's very much true. As the sound of his voice registers, as his hot breath rushes down my neck and kisses inch after inch of my naked body, I realize I’ve been set free.

Right as he’s about to cum, too.

Hot ropes of my Master’s cum shoot deep into my womb, and my thighs quake with such intense pleasure that nearly have me faint. I gasp and collapse in my Master’s arm, where he holds me, keeping me upright, as the last of his seed spills into me.

We stay like that for quite awhile, warm and comfortable in each other’s embrace as his cum rests inside me. I’m far too tired and exhausted to stand. If he wants to get up from his lounge chair, then he’ll have to lift me again. Something tells me, though, that he’s lacking for energy just as much as I am.

“Good girl,” he whispers into my ear. “You did good.”

I giggle with the last bit of energy I have left to me. “Thank you, Master. Thank you.”

I close my eyes and soon fall asleep comfortably in his arms.


Epilogue

We shower that night to get the grime of the day off of us, then retire early to bed to get some much needed sleep. It isn't until I've woken up in the morning that I realize it's Monday. Charles already has my clothes folded and laid for me on the bed for me to wear.

Our time at the villa is almost at a close.

I get dressed in a modest sundress and sandals, then head out with Charles for breakfast at a nearby café down the street. His associates, Marcus and Anthony, have already went home for the week. According to Charles, they wanted us all to stay for far much longer—they were practically begging, my husband said—but as we only reserved our stay at the villa for a handful of days they knew they’d have to go back home soon.

Such a shame, I think to myself, smiling as I take a sip of my coffee. Such a shame.

“Do you think we’ll spend more time with them in the future?” I ask Charles, squirming in my seat slightly as I adjust myself. As expected, sitting down at all is proving to be quite uncomfortable, but not in a bad way. After spending an entire week in an intense submissive dynamic, it feels almost rewarding to still feel the dull pain of my Master’s punishments. A reminder that I’ve been good. It’s… pleasing. Euphoric, almost, in a way I can’t quite describe.

But in any case, all the more reason to reserve another stay at a villa quite like this one in the near future.

“Those two? Absolutely. They couldn’t shut up about you. They were pissed at me I didn’t them have more fun with you.”

I laugh. That’s not a surprise. Marcus himself was particularly—how shall we say it?–‘sexually frustrated’. “It’s good that you took control,” I say. “You’re the only man in my life after all.”

Charles grins, more than proud of that fact. “Yes. I am, aren’t I? I’m a lucky man.”

“That you are, love. That you are.”

We pay for our meal and step out into the warm, summer Sun, heading back to our car so that we can return home—our real home, which is only a few miles inland from the villa we reserved. We could’ve just as easily had our many play sessions at home instead of at a cozy beachside rental, but there’s no question that the choice made it a vacation we both will never forget.

“We’ll make sure to invite Marcus and Anthony over soon,” I say, a smile playing at the corners of my mouth as we pull up into the driveway of our home. “They were very respectable. And polite.”

“Were they? Not too rough, I hope?”

I think on it for a moment. After everything that I’ve been through over the past few days, you’d think I would answer firmly in the positive. Even hours later, sitting in the passenger seat of Charles’s and my car reminds me of the soreness I’ll have for days. And yet, now that we are miles away from the villa, now that it’s all firmly put past us… I can’t help but crave me. Need more. Demand more.

But since my Master is still here with me, but there’s nothing, strictly speaking, stopping us from continuing our dynamic now that we’re both home, is there?

“Not rough enough,” I answer, giggling, shooting my Master a look that tells him everything that he needs to know, the dirty thoughts I’m currently thinking. “It wasn’t rough enough at all…”

THE END


Also by Flora Banks
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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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