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I Almost Got Away with It: Nathan marries Katherine three months after meeting her at a wedding. He is fascinated as she takes charge in the bedroom, but her control extends to other areas of his life too, and she explains she is a firm believer in discipline. When Nathan lies about going to a club, Katherine welcomes him home with hairbrush in hand...

Andrew's Christmas to Remember: Andrew and Marian have high-ranking careers in the military and are used to long separations, but when they retire, life takes a different turn and Andrew embraces his submissive side, the part of him that has been suppressed for most of his life. Now, his wife is the one in charge.

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Kensington: Patsy and Jake move into a lovely new house in a gated community where the wives make the rules and the men obey them... without question. Here, every rule violation is met with harsh punishment. Jake is reluctant at first, but soon learns to obey his wife.

Learning to Write (the Hard Way): A plumber who has aspirations to be a writer, also has a wife determined to help him reduce the number of literary mistakes he makes. She does this by providing suitable motivation in the form of a bare bottom spanking with a ruler.

The High Cost of Indolence: Kara is a strong-willed and determined wife who knows exactly what measures to take to reform her lazy husband, Adam - a man who is suitably and painfully motivated to do his work properly and in record time... and enjoys a lusty reward afterwards in the bedroom.

White Lightning: Ruth Ann is very displeased to find Josiah in a whisky-induced sleep in the shed when it's time for church. As this has happened before, Ruth Ann is determined to put a stop to it. And so she does, with Josiah's own razor strop on his bare bottom.
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1. I Almost Got Away with It

When a boy becomes a man and leaves home, he is generally convinced he knows what's best for himself. Until he discovers he really doesn't know. And when that day comes - if it ever does - he begins to search for someone who knows better than he does. I was in my mid-twenties when I had that epiphany. I was nearly thirty when I fully accepted it and began the search.

Still, finding that right woman and convincing her to share your life is not a simple process, as I soon discovered. I mean, you can try hanging out in bars and clubs; you can try various dating websites. I've known perhaps two or three men who have had success going these routes. But for me, while these methods may have led to a few short term relationships, they didn't lead me to making the kind of long term commitment I sought and needed.

Then, sometimes, if you are both lucky and receptive, you suddenly find what you have been seeking in the most unlikely of places. For me, it happened at my cousin Joey's wedding.

The wedding and the accompanying hoopla were like something out of My Big Fat Greek Wedding. Only in this case, it was the merging of two large Italian families. Being one of the closer cousins (out of fourteen) and Joey's co-worker, I was one of seven groomsmen, appointed to match up with the bride's seven bridesmaids.

I met my counterpart at the rehearsal dinner the night before the wedding. I learned that her name was Katherine Mahoney, the only non-Italian in the wedding party, and that she was the human resources director at Borinacci, LLC, the large industrial supply company the bride's family owned.

Katherine said that at first she was a bit uncomfortable because she wasn't Italian. But then she realized that Jenna's family wasn't all that different from her own large Irish family. In both families, she said, the men worked, usually at relatively demanding jobs, while the women took charge of the households... and the men. She then told me that was what she wanted in her own life but that she hadn't found it in her first marriage, which lasted three years.

I was, of course, intrigued. Katherine was (and still is), while perhaps not the most beautiful woman in the world, very attractive, with a face and body that always remind me of Maureen O'Hara in The Quiet Man. She is also very intelligent, well educated (MBA), and articulate. She is a woman who definitely knows her own mind. In short, she had all the qualities I was looking for.

I thought about my own qualifications. I had worked hard nearly all my life, beginning as a part time member of one of my Uncle Rocky's construction crews when I was fourteen. I still work for my uncle, but now I am his chief accountant and marketing manager. And I still work hard, even if I no longer wear a tool belt or carry lumber.

I sat with Katherine during the reception and quickly discovered that she didn't drink any alcohol. Nor did she think very highly of those who did. Of course, she did take a sip of champagne at the obligatory toast, but the rest of the evening she drank bottled water. Out of a sense of guilt, I also drank only water, forsaking the beer and champagne I would have selected had I been alone. It is truly amazing what a man will do sometimes when he is trying to impress a woman.

After the reception ended around midnight, she actually invited me back to her apartment. Although I didn't realize it at the time, I guess I must have passed the first test. As I was incredibly attracted to her and not in a relationship at the time, I eagerly accepted.

Thirty minutes later, we were safely inside her elegant two-bedroom apartment. I barely had time to admire her décor when she took my hand and kissed me hard on the lips. Then she pulled back and gave me a wicked smile. "Take your clothes off," she said in a voice that sounded very much like she was interviewing me for a job. After she gave me the directive, she sat down on the sofa and crossed her arms.

I flushed slightly, although I'm not sure why. This was certainly not my first experience undressing in a woman's apartment. And I wasn't particularly ashamed of my body. I may not work construction anymore, but I've kept my body trim and relatively hard. I looked at her as though seeking confirmation.

She clapped her hands twice. "Get moving. I want to see what kind of man I brought home."

Now I was beginning to feel as though this was some kind of audition, like I had to pass yet another test in order to be her lover, at least for tonight. Okay, I thought, I've played games before. Just go along with it and see where it leads. I nodded and removed my suit jacket. Then I removed my tie.

"Faster," she ordered. "I don't want to see a striptease. I just want to see what your body looks like."

Again, I nodded and finished undressing in record time, leaving my clothes in a pile on her living room floor. She stood up and approached me as though she was appraising a horse she intended to buy. She looked into my eyes; she felt my arms and abdomen. She circled me and ran a cool hand over my back and bottom.

When she finished her inspection, she stepped back and nodded. "Not bad," she said. "Now let's see what you can do with it." She pointed to a doorway that led to a short corridor. "Take me to the bedroom."

I gazed at her for a moment. She was still dressed in her wedding clothes while I was standing there completely naked. Did she really want me to pick her up and carry her to the bedroom? I studied her. She was, as I said, attractive with a trim yet sturdy body. I estimated her weight to be about a hundred thirty pounds. Could I lift and carry her a distance of what appeared to be at least twenty feet?

She held her ground, watching me with a bemused expression on her pretty face. This was obviously the third test... or perhaps the fourth. I wondered for an instant just how many tests I would have to pass in order to spend the night with her. Suddenly, this became a challenge I had to accept.

I took three steps toward her, put my hands under her legs and back, and scooped her up into my arms, somewhat surprised that I could actually do it. She put her arms around my neck and her head on my shoulder. "First door on the left," she said.

I nodded and moved in the indicated direction, again surprised that I didn't stagger or even drop her onto her backside. When we reached the doorway, she flipped a light switch, illuminating the room, which was clearly a large master bedroom with decidedly female trappings.

A queen-size bed with a beautiful multicolor quilt was directly in the center. Several large pillows were stacked neatly against the wooden headboard. "Set me down and undress me," she said.

Carefully, I set her down next to the bed and took a couple of deep breaths to steady myself. I hadn't done that much heavy lifting in several years. For her part, Katherine stood still, patiently waiting for me to do what she told me to do.

A lot of questions went through my mind at that moment. Should I undress her slowly and sensuously, or should I just rip her clothes off and throw her onto the bed? What do I do with her clothes after I remove them? So many questions that I had never really considered before. But then, I had never been in this position before where I was being tested.

If Katherine had been what I would call an ordinary woman, I wouldn't have cared whether I passed her tests or not. Love her and leave her, I might have said. Or, she's not worth the trouble.

But Katherine was not an ordinary woman; I knew that from the start. Her attractive face and body combined with her dominant demeanor stuck a responsive chord within me, and suddenly I could see a future with her even though I had known less than two days.

I opted for undressing her slowly, first removing her bridesmaid dress and setting it down carefully on the chair that matched her makeup table. Then I removed her undergarments one by one, stopping at her white satin panties. I looked at her seeking, I suppose, permission to remove the final barrier. She nodded.

When I had her panties off, she stepped back and sat down on the edge of the bed. She spread her legs, giving me the perfect view of her bare and glistening labia. She looked up at me. I already had a very uncomfortable erection. "Bring me off," she ordered.

I was no stranger to cunnilingus and certainly didn't mind doing it. I got down on my knees, crawled over to where she was sitting, and stuck my head between her legs. She put her hands on top of my head and laced her fingers through my hair.

I alternated between her labia and her clitoris, using her animation and vocal sounds as a guide. She tasted as sweet as she smelled, and I became incredibly aroused as I continued to swirl my tongue around her pubic area. I soon lost track of time and place, and only concentrated on the task at hand. Everything else in the world simply disappeared.

And then, all of a sudden, she seemed to explode. She shrieked; she pulled my hair; she clamped her legs around my head. Sensing that she had climaxed, I extricated myself from her legs and stood up. Immediately, she slapped my bottom very hard with her right hand. "Did I tell you to stop?" she demanded.

Now I was a bit confused. My previous experience with cunnilingus taught me that when a woman climaxes via your tongue, she is pretty much ready at that point for the 'real' thing. That was my assumption anyway. I know I was certainly ready for the real thing. "But... I thought..."

She scowled and gave me two more hard slaps. "Don't think," she said. "Do what I tell you to do." She paused as though waiting for me to react.

But, at that moment, I was speechless. I settled for gazing at her, no doubt with my mouth slightly agape.

She gave me a small smile. "Well, what are you waiting for? Get back down there and finish the job."

I thought I was finished, but then remembered that she told me not to think. I realized at that moment that she was firmly in control and that I was okay with it. I sank to my knees, put my head between her legs, and began to slowly swirl my tongue around her inflamed clitoris.

"Harder and faster," she ordered.

I jabbed my tongue in and out of her; I swirled faster. Her moans became increasingly louder, keeping time with her increasingly frantic body movements. Then, at last, just as I was starting to fatigue, she climaxed again. Only this time, her legs tightened, then relaxed to the point of being almost limp.

Although I knew she had come very hard, I remained where I was, awaiting further instructions. Part of me wanted to simply pin her to the bed and have my way with her, while another part wanted to see what she would do next. And still a third part of me wanted to avoid getting my bottom slapped. So help me, the confusion worked on me like an aphrodisiac, and I found that I was nearly panting like a dog.

At last, she seemed to recover and gently stroked my head. I dared to look up at her. She was smiling broadly. "That was... pretty good," she said. "Now let's see what you can do with your penis. There are condoms in the bedside table."

Only pretty good? I had never before made a woman come twice with my tongue, and I was feeling very proud of myself. But, clearly her standards were a bit different than mine. Still, I had an erection that needed attention... and very soon. I stood up. She did the same.

Again, I was confused because I assumed she would lie down on the bed. What was she waiting for? I opened the drawer in the bedside table and found a box of condoms. Katherine was, if nothing else, certainly prepared. I slipped a condom over my erection and looked at her.

"Lie down on the bed," she ordered.

Okay, I thought, I know what she wants. I quickly did what I was told. I put my head on one of the pillows and looked down at my penis, which was pointing at the ceiling. In an instant, Katherine climbed onto the bed, straddled me, and impaled herself, inserting my penis to its full length inside her. She rocked back and forth and lifted herself up and down. The sensation was exquisite.

I dared to look up at her. Her eyes were closed; her mouth was open; her perky breasts were swaying back and forth. "Don't move," she said in a near whisper. "If you come before I do, I will spank you and send you home."

I had never been told that before. I didn't know whether or not she was kidding, but I didn't want to find out. I tried every trick I knew to tamp down my arousal, even prayer - please, God, let me hold out.

Fortunately, I didn't have to hold out for very long. Probably less than five minutes after she mounted me, she had yet one more climax of earthquake proportions. That was enough for me. I let myself go and flooded the inside of the condom with my semen.

I believe she came again and then went limp, practically drooping onto my chest. My penis slipped out of her and I put my arms around her. When her face came close to mine, I dared to kiss her on her forehead. "You are... incredible," I managed to say.

She lay across my body and kissed me back. "Not at all bad," she said. Then she rolled off me onto her side and fell asleep.

I, on the other hand, remained awake for a long time. I removed the condom and set it aside. I looked over at her limp body, obviously well-satisfied. I thought about what had just happened. I thought mostly about the three slaps she had administered, as well as the threat of more spanking. Katherine was most definitely a woman who knew what she wanted and how to get it. She was in control.

The only question I had was whether or not I could accept that. I fell asleep contemplating that difficult question.

The next morning, Sunday, she woke me up with a kiss. Somehow, we had managed to get under the covers on her bed and were lying in a tangle of sheets and limbs. "Good morning," she said.

I looked at her and smiled. "Good morning." My penis responded with a good morning of its own. I reached for her, but she pulled away and rolled out of bed, giving me a full view of her perfect naked body.

She stood over me, gazing at me. "Nathan, do you go to church?"

I was so stunned by the question that I hesitated for a few seconds. I mean, after the kind of night we just had, what kind of woman asks about church first thing the next morning? When I regained my wits, I thought about the question, or rather, how best to answer it. I come from a large Italian family; I grew up Catholic. However, over the past several years, I had lapsed, as church attendance fell to the bottom of my list of priorities. I took a deep breath. "Sometimes," I said. "Probably not as much as I should."

She started to say something, then paused. "Well," she began at last with a growing smile on her face. "We're both Catholic, and we did take communion yesterday at the wedding. I know it doesn't really count, but... I guess it won't condemn us to Hell if we miss this morning." She glanced down at my erection, and her smile widened. "Get a condom on."

I returned her smile and let out a discreet sigh of relief. I got a condom out of the drawer, put it on, and lay on my back. She straddled me, this time reaching over to kiss me gently before getting serious. She rocked back and forth while her hands massaged the nipples on her breasts.

I now knew enough about her to make myself hold back, to let her do whatever she wanted. And she did, unlike last night. I wasn't keeping track, but I imagine it took her at least ten minutes before she had the climax she was moving toward. Likewise, it took me longer to come after she was finished.

When we were both sated, she relaxed into my arms and fell asleep again. I felt almost as though I had died and gone to heaven. I had never felt that way before about a woman I was with. I dozed while stroking her back and neck. I realized at that moment that I was falling in love.

We spent the day talking about ourselves, about what we wanted in life. Then, just as I was thinking seriously about leaving, she sat me down on the sofa and put her hand on my leg. "Nathan, I really like you," she said.

I opened my mouth to respond, to say something silly like, I really like you too. She stopped me by putting a finger over my lips.

"Please let me finish," she said.

I closed my mouth and eased back on the sofa cushions.

"Yes, you're an attractive man and probably the best lover I've ever had," she said.

I blushed slightly.

"But that's not enough to sustain a relationship," she continued.

I practically deflated instantly. Not what I wanted to hear.

"Nathan, you are more than the sum of your parts. I see the sensitive and... submissive side of you. I think we could be good together, if we work at it. I believe we could have a future together. What do you say?"

That was what I wanted to hear, although, I love you, would have been nice too. Inside, I was beaming with a sort of satisfaction. I had romanced this woman of my dreams and gotten away with it. Suddenly, my tongue felt dry inside my mouth. I licked my lips. "Katherine, you are a very special woman," I said slowly and carefully. "Any man would deem it a privilege to be with you." I paused and looked into her dark blue eyes. "Maybe it's too soon to say this, but I think... I love you." There, I said it, and I meant it.

"Are you sure?" she asked.

Yes, I thought I was sure, but then I had only known her for three days. "No," I said with as much honesty as I could muster. "But, I've never felt this way before about a woman. You are everything I could hope for and I would like the opportunity to discover how love can grow."

Wow, where did that come from? I had never been so poetic or profound.

Katherine must have thought so too. She smiled broadly and took my hand in hers. "And I would like to give you - give us - that opportunity. But, first, before we get too involved, I need to tell you how a life with me would be."

I tightened my grip on her hand and gazed at her expectantly.

"I am a woman who knows what she wants," she said. "Certainly, you've seen enough evidence of that."

I nodded.

"I am used to being in control and I like it," she continued. "And that's the way it would be for us. Of course, I wouldn't ask you to give up your family or your career, but I would demand that you come home to me every night, no drinking or carousing with your friends. I will lay down a set of rules, and you will follow them, or there will be consequences. I believe very firmly in the power of discipline, both at work and in my relationships. Can you live with that?"

My eyes widened. She was basically asking me to give up my life of mindless dissipation to spend quiet evenings with her. I would have to follow rules with the threat of discipline if I didn't follow them. I looked at her one more time and thought about the emptiness of my life up to that point. "Yes, I can live with it."

She got a very serious look on her face. "Once you commit, there's no turning back. Do you understand that?"

"Yes."

"Oh... and we will go to Mass every Sunday without fail."

A small price to pay, I thought. "Of course."

She smiled and pulled me into her arms. We embraced and kissed to sort of seal the deal.

Three months later, we married in a small ceremony at our church. She didn't want a big wedding, having gone that route already. As for me, I was okay with whatever she wanted. And, much to our mutual surprise, the merging of our two families-Italian and Irish-went smoothly

A week after we were married, we bought a five-bedroom, four thousand square foot house - quite large for two people. But, although we hadn't actually discussed it, I think we both assumed that children would be next on the proverbial agenda.

As I reviewed my life before and after meeting Katherine, I couldn't believe my good fortune. For the second time, I had gone beyond the man I thought I was and gotten away with it. And all I had to do to maintain this good fortune was to follow her rules, which weren't all that complicated, and let her be in control.

Oh, I admit that for a while we had a few minor tiffs. Once I didn't call her when I had to work an extra hour at the office. Another time, I forgot to load and run the dishwasher after dinner. These were obvious errors or lapses that I just couldn't get away with. And she quickly corrected them via a few well-placed whacks to my bare bottom with a wooden spoon.

After a few months, I was feeling very confident in my ability to stoke her love for me and avoid her harsh disciplinary methods. But confidence can lead to over confidence, if one is not careful. I began to feel as though I could tempt fate a bit, see what more I could get away with.

The culminating temptation came when my cousin Vincent purchased and opened a nightclub, a nightclub that featured, among other attractions, exotic dancers. Vincent invited me to attend the grand opening.

The invitation put me squarely on the horns of a giant dilemma. On the one hand, I remembered very well Katherine's rule that I should come home to her every night - no more drinking and carousing with my friends - and, by extension, family. So, assuming she would say absolutely not, I wasn't about to tell her about Vincent's new venture.

But, on the other hand, I didn't want to disappoint my cousin by declining the invitation to the opening, which, by the standards of our family, was a major event. I especially didn't want to have to explain my reasons for declining. Think about it: I was going to explain to my male cousins and uncles that I couldn't attend this milestone event because my wife wouldn't allow it, that she would very likely spank me for even mentioning it. Such a thing was completely unthinkable.

What could I do? I couldn't accept the invitation because of my wife. I couldn't not accept the invitation because of my cousin and the family. I was on the verge of pulling out my hair when I thought of a solution.

On the day before the opening, I told Vincent that I could attend but only for a couple of hours, that Katherine hadn't been feeling well and I needed to get home early. I told Katherine the company was facing a tax audit and I needed to stay a few hours late to review the books. They both said okay, they understood. So far, so good.

Feeling a slight tinge of guilt mixed with the exultation that comes with freedom, I left work at four thirty and entered the nightclub along with my cousin Joey and Uncle Rocky. Vincent greeted us warmly and gave us a small table near the runway. A sparsely dressed cocktail waitress served us complimentary drinks while the first exotic dancer strutted her stuff on the runway.

I nursed my drink and watched my cousin and uncle, both of whom were married... and to beautiful women, I might add. They were both focusing on the nearly naked young woman on the runway and apparently having a great time. They didn't appear guilty or anxious in any way. I was tempted to ask if their wives knew that they were here and if they approved, but decided against raising the subject.

After an hour and two more drinks, I began to relax. I stopped thinking about Katherine and what she would do if she knew I was here. I just knew she would never find out and that this was yet one more thing I would get away with. Such magical thinking can get a man in trouble every time.

While I was enjoying myself, I did have the presence of mind to keep an eye on the time, and at precisely seven o'clock, I rose from the table, thanked my cousin for the invitation and hospitality, said goodbye to my other cousin and uncle, and left the club. When I got to my car, I texted Katherine to let her know I was on my way home. She texted back to drive safe and that we would have dinner when I arrived. I smiled. I was going to get away with it.

When I arrived home thirty minutes later, Katherine greeted me at the door, but not with the kiss and broad smile I was expecting. Rather, she scowled when she saw me. In her right hand was her long-handled wooden hairbrush. I tried very hard to ignore the scowl and the hairbrush and take her into my arms.

She pulled back and nodded. "I suspected as much," she said. "I can even smell it on you."

I feigned ignorance. "Honey, what are you talking about?"

She huffed. "Your Aunt Maria called and told me about Vincent's new club and that your Uncle Rocky was going to be there. I had a strong feeling you would be there too."

I opened my mouth to protest, but I knew the game was up. I almost got away with it. But, in the end, I was outed by my wonderful Aunt Maria. "Katherine... I'm sorry," I stammered. "But... I couldn't say no to the invitation. Vincent is my cousin."

She gave me a little smile that was more like a sneer. "I understand about family," she said. "And if you had come to me... like a man... and told me about it, I might have said okay. But, you didn't come to me. You lied instead and, I suspect, drove home intoxicated. I can't ignore that and pretend this didn't happen." She held up the hairbrush. "You need to be punished, and now."

My face fell. "Katherine... that isn't necessary. I promise it will never happen again."

She huffed again. "I promise it will never happen again too. At least, it better not, not if you're planning on doing any sitting. Go in the bedroom and take your clothes off. Wash your face and hands and brush your teeth. I don't want to smell that club while I'm spanking you."

I decided to try one more time to see if I could get away with talking her out of spanking me. "Katherine... I..."

She stopped me with a well-placed smack to my backside with the brush. "Unless you want to spend the rest of the night standing in a corner, I suggest you get upstairs right this instant." She clapped her hands for emphasis.

I looked at her face, looked into her eyes. She was deadly serious and determined. I certainly didn't want to be spanked. But I most definitely didn't want to spend the night standing in a corner. I almost got away with my indiscretion. But, in the end, I didn't get away with it, and now it was time to pay the price.

She stared me down until I shifted my eyes to the floor and nodded. She retracted her right arm to give me another smack, but I was too quick for her. I scampered up the stairs, afraid to look back.

Once inside our bedroom, I stripped out of my clothes, went into the ensuite, and did what she told me to do. When I returned to the bedroom, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, still clutching the handle of hairbrush. She pointed to her lap, covered by the cotton of her dress. "Get over my lap," she ordered.

I looked at her; I looked at the hairbrush. I swallowed hard. My luck had run out. I approached her, and as I got close enough, she grabbed my left arm and deftly pulled me down over her knees. Then she secured my left arm behind my back with her left arm and put her legs over mine. She was stronger than I anticipated, and I knew if I tried to get up, she would twist my arm possibly to the breaking point. I was in for a serious spanking.

I closed my eyes and silently prayed she would go easy on me. But she was in no mood for mercy. "I believe I need to teach you a lesson you aren't likely to forget," she said. "Brace yourself and keep your mouth shut. Any talking during the spanking will be met with dire consequences."

Dire consequences? I began to feel real fear. What kind of woman did I marry? What kind of demon? I didn't have long to find out. The first strike hit the center of my left cheek. It landed with a sharp thud. She followed this up with another harsh strike to my right cheek.

The pain was greater than I was expecting. "Shit, that hurts!" I shouted.

Immediately, she launched into a barrage of stinging swats that seemed to go on forever - the high price of my outburst. "I warned you to keep your mouth closed," she said as she drove the hairbrush into my bottom for what must have been the fortieth or fiftieth time. I wasn't counting.

"Do it again and it will be much worse," she snapped.

As the pain raced up and down my spinal column, I believed her, although I wasn't quite sure how it could get much worse than this. She took a deep breath and rested her right hand on my back. I too sighed, thinking that perhaps she was finished. I was wrong.

A few seconds later, she began again, this time delivering hard blows but at a slower speed. She managed to cover every square millimeter of my backside from the base of my spine to my upper thighs. In response, I squirmed and pulled against her iron grip. "Stop squirming," she ordered. She didn't add an or else; she didn't need to.

Tears flooded my eyes. My backside became almost numb as she continued to rain down stroke after stroke. Finally, she stopped. "Nathan, tell me why I'm punishing you," she said. "If you give me the right answer, I'll stop."

The right answer? What was the right answer? I wasn't sure. At least, I wasn't sure of the answer she was looking for. I knew I had to say something, anything. "Uh... because I went to the opening of Vincent's club instead of coming home?"

This weak response to her question was greeted with five harsh strokes. "Wrong answer," she said with a flourish. "The truth is, I would have okayed it if you had asked me. But, you didn't trust me and you lied. Plus, you thought you could get away with it. You have to know by now that you can't get away with anything."

I choked back a few tears. She was right about that.

She threw the brush onto the floor, released my arm, raised her knees, and unceremoniously dumped onto the floor in a pathetic heap. "Go stand in the corner next to your dresser until I decide what to do with you."

Slowly, I got to my feet. I moved to the designated corner without looking back. Once there, I dared to put my hands on my backside. The flesh was both very warm and very sore to the touch. She was probably correct in her assessment that this would be a spanking I would remember.

I heard her slide off the bed and felt her behind me. Please don't spank me anymore, I thought, but didn't say it. She gently touched my bottom. "I'll call you when I'm ready for you," she said. "You will only need to put your robe on."

Thirty minutes later, she called to me to come downstairs into the kitchen. I put on my bathrobe and did as directed. When I arrived in our large open country-style kitchen, I saw a small cake and two glasses sitting on the island. She poured champagne into the glasses.

"I want to tell you the primary reason I punished you so harshly," she said.

I alternated my gaze back and forth between her face and the bubbles in the glasses. Wisely, I said nothing.

At first, she was very serious. But then, her face broke into a wide smile. "You're going to be a father," she said.

My mouth gaped slightly. I wasn't sure I heard her right. "A father?"

She walked over and kissed me softly on the lips. "Yes," she said. "In about seven months, I estimate."

At last, it hit me. I was going to be a father! I pulled her into my arms and kissed her back.

"I need you to behave yourself at all times from now on," she said. "Are we clear on that?"

Now, my life was complete - the woman of my dreams and a child. What man could ask for more? "I promise," I said.

She put a hand on my wounded bottom. "I love you, Nathan," she said. "I think you will be a very good father. And I intend to work very hard to ensure that."

I felt a sliver of pain from the recent spanking. "Thank you, Katherine," I said. "I love you too."

She smiled. "Let's drink a toast to that." Her smile widened as she picked up her glass. "And then let's go to bed."

I couldn't argue with that. This was more than I could have hoped for, certainly more than I deserved. And I was going to get away with it.


2. Andrew's Christmas to Remember

Andrew Grafington awoke to the anemic half-light of early winter. He glanced over at his wife. Marian was on her side facing away from him. He could see her small chest rise and fall under the covers. He could hear her gentle breaths and knew she was still asleep.

Slowly and carefully, so as not to wake her, he slipped out of bed. He put on his flannel bathrobe and his slippers, and headed for the bathroom, noting how quiet the house was as he moved.

He finished his business in the bathroom and stopped by the bed one more time just before going downstairs. Marian seemed to be at peace as she slept. Unlike Andrew, who was a bundle of raw nerves - an unusual state for an ex-army medic and nurse who had done tours of duty in Iraq and Afghanistan

Plus, he had always looked forward to Christmas mornings and felt a sense of excitement rather than anxiety. So, why should this year be different? He thought about that as he descended the stairs, thinking he should make coffee.

For one thing, he concluded, this was their first year in their new house. In fact, it was, after fifteen years of deployments and military housing, the first dwelling they had selected and purchased together, as a couple.

And perhaps, he thought as he turned on the coffeemaker, that was why he was so nervous. In the fifteen years they had been married, they had spent precious little time together as a couple. But all that changed six months ago when they both retired - he, after 25 years; she, after 22 years. Now, in some ways, they were just getting to know each other.

When the coffee was ready, he poured a cup and sat down at the kitchen island. He looked into the adjoining family room and gazed at the ten-foot Christmas tree, nicely decorated with brand new lights and ornaments. And while he was sipping his coffee, he reflected back on his life, especially his years in the military. In some ways, it seemed almost like a dream.

He had enlisted in the army right out of high school and trained as a medic. He met Marian during his second deployment to Afghanistan. He was assigned to a field hospital in the Helmand Province. Marian was a nurse only a month into her first deployment since enlisting. Because he was experienced, he helped her adjust to the chaos and the strange culture.

Over time, they found they had much in common and gradually fell in love. They married not long after their deployments ended and they were reassigned to posts in the US. But even then, they had precious little time together. Andrew re-enlisted and entered a nursing program, becoming an RN and a lieutenant two years later. With his new status, he was assigned to a hospital in Iraq, while Marian was serving a deployment in Europe.

They endured the years of frequent separation because they loved each other and because they both saw a clear path to a secure future after retirement, a future in which they could finally settle down and be a couple for the rest of their lives. It was that vision that kept them together, united in a single purpose.

Early in their relationship, they began a Christmas tradition that persisted and grew. Whether they were together at the same post or assigned to separate posts, about two months before Christmas, they would write each other what they wanted for Christmas, sometimes in general terms and sometimes in great detail. They would then share what they had written and give, to the extent possible, what the other wanted.

Last Christmas, just a few months before they were each set to retire, Marian had asked for a house of her own and new furniture. Andrew had asked for a new car - a SUV with the provision that he could have sex with his wife in the back. Although they didn't get it on Christmas Day, they each got what they wanted.

This year, Marian had asked for a one-carat diamond solitaire with a platinum band to match her wedding ring, the one she had worn through multiple deployments and sometimes had used to discourage the over amorous men she had worked with. Of course, he had bought it for her, along with a matching necklace and earrings. With their retirement, their savings, and their full time incomes, he could afford it.

He took another sip of the coffee and shifted his eyes to the packages under the tree. The ones he had wrapped were there right where he had placed them last evening. On the other side of the tree were four packages he didn't recognize. And this was the source of his anxiety. Were the contents of these packages what he had asked for? And, if they were, did he still want what they represented?

He thought back on what he had written to Marian in mid-November, just a few days after the first frost:

Dear Marian,

I can't get over how much I love you and love our new life together. We were very wise to stick it out, and I am happier now than I have ever been in my life. But there is one thing you can give me for Christmas this year that would make me even happier. This will, no doubt, sound very bizarre and out of character, but please bear with me, because this is something I have wanted for a long time but have not been in a position to ask for.

I have a very strong submissive side to me. Naturally, out of necessity, I have kept it in check (and you and I haven't lived together enough for you to have seen it). I am certain that all the medics, docs, and nurses who worked under my supervision in the world's hot spots would be shocked that I sometimes want to be ordered around and then submit to harsh corporal punishment if I don't follow the orders precisely. I certainly doubt if I would have been promoted to Lieutenant Colonel if my superiors had known - oh, the secrets we keep. Anyway, my army career is over and I can, at least, reveal the submissive side to you.

So, what I am asking is for you to take charge of me. I know you can do it; I've seen that side of you. I want you to give me orders, spank me for not carrying them out. I will submit to whatever you decide is best for both of us.

Now, I don't want to make you feel uncomfortable, so if this is something you don't believe you can do, it's okay. We'll just go on the way we have and for Christmas, you can give me a bicycle or a new computer. Whatever you decide, I love you.

Andrew reflected back on the letter he had written. He knew Marian had read it, but if she had any kind of reaction to it, she didn't reveal it. They went on with their lives as though nothing new was happening. He went to his job as head nurse of the Emergency Department at Bryant Medical Center, while she went to her job as head nurse of the intensive care unit at the same hospital. And after work, they came home together, ate dinner, watched a little television, and went to bed together where they would frequently make love. The next morning, they would get up and do it all over again.

"Coffee smells good." The voice came from behind him.

He turned and saw Marian standing not more than six feet away. She was wearing a white terrycloth robe that was loose enough to give him a generous glimpse of her well-toned naked body. Her long brown hair spilled down over her shoulders. Her face, shiny without makeup, beamed in his direction. Clearly, he hadn't heard her come downstairs.

He glanced at her, trying to smile and not stare at the sliver of pubic hair he could see through the slit in the robe. "Oh... good morning," he managed to say. Immediately, he thought of the letter he had written. He slid off the high stool on which he had been sitting and got a ceramic mug from the one of the cabinets. "Let me get you a cup."

She sat down at the island on a stool opposite to his. "Thank you."

Andrew handed her the coffee, trying very hard to control his anxiety. He thought back over his long career in the army, his years of experience taking charge in very difficult situations. Get a grip on yourself, he ordered himself.

Marian took a sip of the coffee. "Our first Christmas in our new home," she said, her eyes wide and directed toward the tree. "And we have the whole day to ourselves."

He managed a small smile and joined her in looking at the tree, while not actually seeing it. "Yes."

"You seem a little anxious this morning," she said, taking another sip of coffee.

"Do I?" He couldn't help flushing slightly.

She chuckled at his discomfort. "Okay, Andrew, let's get this out in the open before we open our presents," she said.

He wanted to say something, but couldn't get his tongue to work.

She sighed and gazed at him. "Obviously, I read what you wrote," she began. "I need to ask if this is something you really truly want... and, I guess, need."

He took a deep breath and swallowed hard. Moment of truth, he thought. She's asked a very good question, and I need to answer it. "I... believe so, yes."

She shook her head. "Andrew, there can't be any ambivalence about this, because once we start, we don't go back. Are you absolutely certain?"

Looking into her wide brown eyes, he suddenly knew. "It's something I've thought about for a long time, but especially the last couple of years when I had so much responsibility," he said. "Yes, I'm certain."

She nodded and stood up. With one motion, she pulled her stool away from the island. "Okay, that's what I needed to hear. But before we open presents, I'm going to test your sincerity and resolve."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, right now, take off your robe, strip down your boxers, and bend over the stool." She went to the counter and extracted a large, long-handled wooden spoon from the open container. "I'm going to spank you with this wooden spoon until I think you've had enough. If, at any time, you want me to stop, just say stop. But if you tell me to stop, then we're finished with the submissive side of you and I'll get you that bicycle. Are we clear on that?"

He had almost forgotten just how decisive she could be, how much in control - the qualities of a good officer. It scared him a little. What was he getting himself in for?

Marian tapped the bowl of the spoon against the open palm of her left hand in mock impatience. "I need an answer."

His whole life suddenly came into sharp focus. "Yes, we're clear."

"Okay, then get into position. And, Andrew, from now on, when we're in this type of situation, you will answer all questions with ma'am. Is that clear?"

He almost laughed at that, remembering back to their first meeting more than twenty years ago when he was an enlisted man and she was a fairly new lieutenant. That was the last time he had ever said ma'am to her. "Yes, ma'am."

She pointed to the stool with the spoon.

He nodded and took off his robe. Then he removed his boxer shorts and draped himself over the seat of the stool. His hands nervously clutched the legs. This was about to get serious. As he lay across the padded seat of the stool, he wondered just how harsh Marian would be and just how much pain he could take. A part of him advised, I could stop this now and perhaps I should.

But the submissive side of him, the side he had suppressed for most of his life, refused to listen. This is what you want, so take it, he told himself. He dared a glance over his shoulder. Marian was approaching, the wooden spoon clutched tightly in her right hand. She was smiling.

"Perhaps I shouldn't admit this," she said when she got to within good striking distance of her husband's bare bottom. "But I've wanted to do this for a long time... oh, not necessarily to you, although I was a bit upset when you got promoted ahead of me. But, even when I was a teenager, I wanted to spank my bratty brothers."

Andrew's first thought was, shit, I'm in for it. Then he reflected on his two brothers-in-law, both of whom lived three thousand miles away. He often wondered why Marian had so little contact with them and, in fact, rarely talked about them. Now he knew.

He thought about his last promotion two years ago. Marian was a bit upset about it because she believed she should also have been promoted, especially since she had been an officer longer than he had. She may have been right, he realized, but they both knew that not everything the military does is fair. He became a lieutenant colonel; she remained a major. So be it.

She ran a smooth hand over the unbroken expanse of his muscular backside and paused, as though trying to decide exactly how much punishment to inflict. While he watched, his anxiety growing by the second, she nodded to herself. This was followed almost immediately by the first strike, a direct shot on the center of his left cheek. He shuddered and closed his eyes. His fingers tightened around the legs of the stool.

A second later, she delivered a second strike, this one impacting his right cheek. The sound of the impact echoed through the kitchen. He did a quick assessment. So far, these two strokes of the wooden spoon had stung, but the pain was not unbearable. Again, he wondered just how many such strokes Marian would think appropriate to test him.

She struck again, then again and again and again, making sure to vary the location of each strike - spread the misery around. For Andrew, each additional impact caused an escalation in the pain, which now was progressing from a tolerable sting to something more serious. After a long barrage, he actually contemplated saying stop, that he'd had enough.

But he managed to get control of himself. This can't go on forever, he told himself. I can get through this. Remember what's at stake. He opened and closed his eyes again, a bit surprised to find that his eyes were moist. He was on the verge of crying. He didn't know if that was a good thing or not. Senior officers don't cry; experienced health care professionals don't cry. But then, he paused in his amazement, acknowledging that at that moment he was no longer a senior officer, nor was he at the bedside of a patient. He let himself cry, slowly at first, then progressing to sobs as that awful spoon continued to bite into his tender flesh. He bit down hard on his lips and tongue to keep from shouting stop.

Finally, Marian stopped on her own and stepped back. She ran a hand over his scorched flesh. He opened his eyes, releasing a flood of tears. He sighed deeply. "Well, that was probably harder and longer than I intended," she said. "Are you okay?"

What a stupid question, he thought. But he didn't say it. Rather, he took another deep breath, choked down a sob, and answered in a shaky voice, "I... think so."

She set the spoon down on the island. "Congratulations, you passed the test," she said. "Are you ready to get up?"

He was more than ready. What he really wanted to do was put his hands on his backside in a desperate attempt to rub out the sting. "Ye-yes, ma'am."

"Okay, then," she said.

He released his iron grip on the stool legs and managed to get to his feet. When he turned toward Marian, she held out her arms. "I believe you need a hug."

An understatement, he thought. He allowed himself to be swallowed up by her embrace and cried on her shoulder. After a minute or so, she stopped patting his back and chuckled. This surprised him and he managed to look at her face. "What? What's so funny?"

She gave him a smile, while attempting to get serious. "I'm sorry," she said. "But... I guess I didn't realize the effect the spanking would have on you."

"What do you mean?" He thought she meant his crying.

"Look down."

He shifted his eyes to the floor and was surprised to see that his penis was sticking straight out. He had a raging erection. His face flushed as deep a red as his bottom. "Oh... I'm sorry." He wasn't sure what he was sorry for.

She chuckled again. "I'm not," she said. "Seeing that the spanking turned you on helps me to understand." She paused and her own face turned slightly red. "And I have to admit that I moistened a little myself." She paused again and lost her smile. "But... we have things to discuss before we take care of what's between our legs."

At that, Andrew's erection began to wilt slightly. But he remained where he was as though awaiting further instructions from his superior officer.

"Let's sit down," she said. Then the smile returned to her face. "I'll sit. You stand, if you have to."

He returned her smile and ran his left hand over his exposed bottom. The pain was already receding. He pulled out one of the stools and sat down. "It's not too bad."

She sat down opposite him. "I'll have to remember that." For a long moment, she gazed at her husband, then took a deep breath. "I love you, Andrew," she said. "I want you to be happy. But, I want me to be happy too."

"Yes, that's what I want too."

"Okay... I've proven to myself that I can give you a spanking, and you've proven that you can take a spanking. But, clearly, this is more complicated than that, because I don't think you really just want an occasional spanking as foreplay. And I know I don't." Once again, she paused and glanced toward the tree, glittering in the morning sunlight. "So, is my assumption correct, that you want to alter our relationship?"

He wasn't quite sure what she meant by alter, but he knew it meant more than a spanking here and there. "Yes, your assumption is correct."

"And you're absolutely sure about that? As I said before, once we start, there'll be no going back."

Another of those moments of truth, he thought. "Yes, ma'am, I'm absolutely sure."

She nodded. "Then here's the deal, and it's not subject to negotiation. You want to live out your submissive side. Okay, I can accommodate that... but strictly on my terms."

"What are your terms?"

"First, you will quit your job. We don't need the money anyway. You will become my personal assistant, meaning you will take care of the house and my needs. You will cook, clean, chauffeur me around, and do whatever else I order you to do. And you will do this to my complete satisfaction and without question. I will discipline you for even the slightest mistakes. I may even administer regular maintenance spankings just to keep you devoted to me. Your ambition may have faded since retiring, but mine hasn't. I intend to return to school and get a PhD in hospital administration. You will support that ambition." She gave him a hard look. "Can you live with those terms?"

Her words echoed through his brain. Was he willing to quit his job as head nurse, walk away from his profession to support her ambition? Was he willing to submit to disciplinary sessions at her discretion? He realized at that moment that's what submissives do. Am I a true submissive? he asked himself. He looked at Marian, saw the love in her eyes, saw his own love reflected back at him. "Yes, ma'am, I can live with those terms."

Her face broke into a large grin. Her eyes lit up. "Get us two glasses of champagne to seal the deal, then we'll open our presents. After we've celebrated the day, you'll write and mail your letter of resignation. From now on, you're on the clock."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, sharing her sense of excitement.

After champagne, they moved to the Christmas tree. Marian opened her presents first, thrilled but not particularly surprised at the ring and the necklace, along with a couple of items she hadn't asked for.

Andrew opened his presents to find an entire set of bondage restraints and a leather collar. In another package were three wooden paddles and a cat o' nine tails.

"From now on, whenever you're home, you'll wear the collar," Marian said.

He fingered the leather, then fastened it around his neck. "Yes, ma'am."

She picked up one of the paddles. "Let's try this out," she said. "Get down on your hands and knees and stick your butt up in the air."

"Now?" he asked. His bottom still hurt slightly from the earlier spanking.

She scowled. "Yes, now. Don't make me repeat myself."

This could get out of hand, he thought. But he didn't say it. After all, he had asked for this. Be careful what you wish for. He assumed the indicated position. Quickly and deftly, using the restraints, she secured his wrists to his ankles. When he was helpless, she stepped back.

"I like seeing you like this," she said. "You may be sorry you started this, but it's too late to back out now."

Andrew, former lieutenant colonel in the United States Army, gritted his teeth and closed his eyes as he awaited the first bite from the long polished mahogany paddle. He felt the new collar rub his neck. The collar and the paddling would mark the beginning of a new life for him and his wife, now his mistress.


3. Behind Every Great Man

Colin Ripley, president of the Board of Trustees of Stenson College, stood up and positioned himself behind the mahogany lectern. He looked out over the small gathering in the ornate boardroom, a collection of selected faculty and staff. He was pompous but not totally comfortable with public speaking. "Ahem," he began, attempting to attract everyone's attention away from the wine and cheese and toward the dais. "It is my great pleasure to introduce our new president, Dr. Palmer Abernathy."

The announcement, which was mostly formal and certainly not a surprise to anyone in attendance - was greeted with a smattering of polite applause. Immediately after the announcement and the applause, a man with short brown hair and closely-trimmed beard stood up and approached the lectern. He appeared to be in his mid-forties and was smartly dressed in a navy blue suit. He smiled as he shook hands with Ripley. He was perhaps five feet eight inches tall but carried himself as someone taller.

He positioned himself behind the lectern and pulled out a stack of 3x5 cards from the inside pocket of his suit jacket. "I only have a few short remarks," he said in a very serious voice. Then he smiled at the gathering.

The assembled guests laughed as they sensed the joke.

"Actually," he began again once the laughter had died down. "I fully appreciate how busy you all are, and I certainly have no wish to keep you from your duties with a boring speech. I just want to assure you that I am here for you. I know how important this college is to you and to your students. Feel free to come to me with any problem or concern you might have. Or just to say hello." He paused, attempting to get a read on the guests' reaction. The room was silent. He turned to Ripley. "I want to thank Mr. Ripley and the rest of the Board for entrusting me with the presidency of this great college. I also want to thank my wife, Gretchen, for standing by me throughout my career." He paused again and pointed to a middle-age woman sitting at the dais. She appeared very stately, dressed in a long full navy blue dress. Her blonde hair was short and perfectly styled. She smiled thinly when she heard her name.

"Okay, that's it," Palmer said. "Gretchen and I need a day or two to get settled into our new quarters, and I need to get oriented to my office and to the staff. I will try to walk the campus over the next week, see and learn as much as I can." He gave a short wave and backed away from the lectern.

The guests applauded politely and, one by one, stood up. Some finished their wine and cheese before departing.

Palmer turned again to Ripley. "Thank you again, Mr. Ripley," he said. "Gretchen and I appreciate the opportunity to serve this prestigious institution." As he said this, his wife joined him. Now standing, it was clear that she was tall and trim but muscular, seeing eye to eye with her husband. She took his hand.

"I would like to add my thanks, Mr. Ripley," she said. She squeezed Palmer's hand. "Now Palmer and I need to get settled."

Ripley smiled at them both. "I understand," he said. "The house should be ready for you to move in. If you need anything, you have my number as well as that of our maintenance staff. Welcome aboard."

An hour later, the Abernathys stood in front of a three-storey house in the English Tudor style. The exterior appeared fresh and clean, and the expansive lawn and gardens appeared trimmed and healthy. When he interviewed for the job two months ago, Palmer had seen the house, which had been recently vacated by the previous president immediately after his retirement. He thought it was certainly old but updated and comfortable. He took pictures of the interior, which he had shown to Gretchen. She had also approved. "Certainly better than what we're living in now," she had said.

That was true. When he accepted the presidency of the prestigious Stenson College, the Abernathys were living in a two-bedroom bungalow near the small campus of Willborn University where Palmer had been the Dean of Faculty.

Four years before that, they lived in a double-wide provided by Abner-Boyce College while Palmer served as Dean of Social Sciences and Humanities, a post he held for three years, methodically working his way up the academic ladder.

He had begun his career at age twenty-seven when he completed his PhD in history and received an appointment as adjunct professor at Merrill University. He was able to obtain full time status a year later. He became Chair of the History Department six years later, his first move into administration.

In reality, he didn't particularly like college administration. He would have preferred to remain a professor, reading, teaching, publishing, and doing his research without any outside interference. Gretchen, herself the daughter of a college president, was the one who had the ambition. Having grown up enjoying the perks of the highest level of academia, she wanted it for herself as an adult.

She met Palmer while they were attending classes at Athenia University. He was just beginning his doctorate in history while she was two years into her doctorate in women's studies. After a few quiet discussions over wine, she saw in him the qualities that would make a good president. He only needed to be motivated, guided by someone with a strong hand, she reasoned. Remembering her own mother's control over her father, Gretchen, beginning slowly and methodically, pushed him toward her prime objective.

Now, as she crossed the threshold of her new home on the edge of the picturesque Stenson campus, she had achieved it, completing a process that had taken nearly twenty years. While they toured the large house, noting its ornate wood carvings and Victorian era furnishings, she imagined herself mingling with celebrated faculty members, hosting both formal and informal gatherings, serving the best wine and the best food.

Still, when she watched her husband practically tip toe through the house, his eyes wide, she understood only too well that the process that had led them to this time and this success in their lives wasn't entirely completed. He was the president with a three-year contract and a handsome salary. But it would be her responsibility to ensure he held on to the position, that he not only met but exceeded expectations.

When she really thought about it - perhaps in the quiet moments after making love or watching him as he stood in the corner, his blazing bare bottom on full display - she rationalized her actions by claiming that she was only helping him achieve his potential and that this would be to their mutual benefit. That she actually secretly enjoyed controlling his behavior was merely a side benefit. Besides, she reasoned, he might at times express a token protest, but in the end he always knew what was best for him.

When they reached the recently renovated master bedroom on the second floor, they stopped. Their luggage and boxes were neatly stacked on the floor by the king-size bed. Palmer's favorite leather armchair was by the window, as they had requested. But something was missing.

Gretchen turned to her husband. "Did you get it out of the back of the car?"

Palmer flushed. "Uh... not yet."

She gave him a small scowl. "Why not?"

"But... honey... it's been so hectic..." His voice trailed off.

"Go get it and bring it in... now!"

"Of course," he said, pivoting away from her.

She shook her head as she watched him make for the stairs, his head lowered.

Five minutes later, he reappeared. He was carrying a four-legged wooden bench with a rectangular seat. Four large eyebolts were screwed into the legs. "Where do you want me to put this?" he asked without looking at Gretchen.

"In front of the window," she replied, indicating a bare space between the bed and the wall. "I want you looking out the window."

He nodded and set the bench down in the indicated position. He turned toward Gretchen as if to ask, what now? Although, in reality, he knew exactly what was going to happen and why.

Gretchen didn't waste any time, she seldom did. "Get into position."

He flushed again. "But... honey... Is this really necessary?"

She shook her head. "Palmer, don't make this any worse," she said. "I know it's been a long couple of days, but I believe you need a firm reminder of what's at stake here."

He gazed at her for a few seconds, then nodded submissively. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his suit pants, and lowered them to his knees along with his white boxer shorts.

"Wait," she said. "Did you lock the front door?"

"Uh..."

She huffed and shook her head again. "Pull your pants back up and get down there, then come right back. Rest assured that your thoughtlessness will cost you extra." She clapped her hands for emphasis.

Palmer had his pants up and was down the stairs in a few seconds, running like a champion athlete. When he returned, she had four black cuff-like restraints and a school paddle laid out on the bed. He swallowed hard when he saw the implements.

But he knew better than to protest. Quickly, he stripped out of his pants and boxers and draped his lean body over the seat of the bench.

Gretchen gathered up the four restraints and deftly put one on each of his four limbs. Then she secured each to an eyebolt. He shook his arms as if to test his helplessness. When he was convinced that he was, indeed, hopelessly secured to the bench, he relaxed and raised his head toward the window. Through the window was a commanding view of a copse of oak trees and a small garden. The entire grounds were appropriately green for mid-August in the Upper Midwest.

She picked up the wooden paddle and approached his left side with the long handle of the paddle clutched tightly in her right hand. She had a thin smile on her face but was careful not to let her husband see it - corporal punishment was meant to be serious business, certainly not something that either of them actually enjoyed.

She very seldom spoke either immediately before, during, or after a spanking. They both understood the purpose; there was no need to make a larger issue out of it. For her part, as she ran a smooth hand over the unmarked expanse of his flesh, she thought of the saying, "Behind every great man, there is a woman." With a paddle and a purpose, she added, chuckling to herself.

Posed to deliver the first swat, she had a sudden vision of her mother. She wished the older woman could see her now, a stately and attractive middle-age woman married to the president of a prestigious college. However, sadly, Gretchen's mother wasn't there. She would never be there, as she had passed away two years before, the victim of breast cancer. Gretchen dismissed the image from her mind. This was not the time for sentiment; she had work to do.

Quickly, she calculated the number of swats she would deliver during this particular session: ten for forgetting the bench, five for forgetting to lock the front door, and five 'just because'. With the number now firmly in her mind, she nodded to herself, retracted her right arm and snapped it forward, accelerating the paddle toward the target.

The solid walnut struck the soft flesh with a resounding thud, creating a bright red rectangle across both of Palmer's trembling cheeks. He gritted his teeth and shifted his eyes to the newly polished hardwood floor.

A few seconds later, she delivered another hard swat, this time impacting the flesh a centimeter or so below the first mark. He bit down on his tongue to keep from crying out. He knew from bitter experience that to say anything during a punishment session generally resulted in additional punishment. She was in total control, just as she had always been and always would be. He had accepted that long ago.

After the first two strokes of the paddle, Gretchen settled into a steady rhythm, administering a swat every two or three seconds - she wasn't in any hurry to finish the twenty she had assigned herself. Until she felt a familiar tingle between her legs. As she suspected, the paddling was turning her on and she would need some attention very soon. As Palmer had said, the last few days (in truth, the last few weeks) had been very hectic, no time or energy for any kind of 'extracurricular' activity. Now, she was beginning to feel the effects of carnal neglect.

According to her count, she had two strokes left to deliver. She paused and gently ran her left hand over his dark red skin. She was a master with the paddle and knew just how to apply it for maximum effect without creating ugly bruises.

Satisfied with her work so far, she retracted her right arm as far back as she could, then snapped it forward with full force, striking his flesh directly across the center of his two cheeks. He flinched at the escalation in pain and involuntarily tried to raise up. The restraints held firm. "One more to go," she declared in case he had lost count. Once again, she retracted her arm but hesitated. For her, the last stroke was always the hardest to deliver simply because it was the last stroke.

There was a part of her, a demonic part, that would have continued to paddle him until her arm was so tired that she could no longer lift it. The rational side of her always managed to suppress the demonic part. Intrinsically, she understood that such a paddling would go well beyond the desired effect. Her stated goal was to punish and motivate him, not break him completely or, god forbid, turn him against her.

With that in mind, she snapped her arm forward and administered a crushing stroke to the crease where the bottom meets the upper thighs. He yelped like a wounded puppy in response, the pain resounding within him like jolts of electricity.

The paddling now completed, she carefully examined his backside and stole a glance at his face, noting the collection of tears in his eyes. She nodded to herself; the punishment would keep him attentive and on the straight and narrow, at least for the time being. She knew that in the nearly twenty years they had been married, the longest she had ever gone without spanking him had been a month.

She stepped back and set the paddle on the bedside table. It was time for her now, and she was not going to wait any longer. She unzipped her dress, lifted it off her trim shoulders, and let it fall to the floor in a navy blue heap. For an instant, she stood where she was, admiring herself in the mirror over the dresser. At the age of forty-seven, she was proud of the way her body looked; well-toned with a flat abdomen, full breasts, and shapely legs.

She unhooked her plain black bra and released her breasts. She ran her hands over each one, pinching the nipples several times to harden them. Then she hooked her fingers in the elastic waistband of her black cotton panties, trying to decide whether to remove them or keep them on. After a few seconds, she elected to leave them on. However, she did snake her hand beneath the thin cloth and gave her labia and clitoris a short massage, causing her to gasp with pleasure and breathe more heavily. Time to put her husband to work, she thought.

Now wearing only her panties, she approached the bench with the limp body of her husband draped over it. She chuckled: If the Board of Trustees could only see you now, she thought. But she didn't say it out loud. "Palmer, are you okay?" she asked.

At the sound of her voice, he opened his eyes, turned his head, and looked at her. The pain had receded. He knew what was coming next and looked forward to it. "Yes," he replied in a low voice.

Gretchen systematically detached the restraints from the eyebolts and stood back. When he was steady on his feet, she went to the bed and sat on the edge with her legs spread. She noticed that the crotch of her panties was very wet.

Palmer looked over at his wife and nodded. After twenty years, she didn't have to give him any instructions. He knew exactly what to do. In an instant, he had the cuffs off. He got down on his knees and crawled over to where Gretchen was sitting. She put her hands on top of his head and directed him toward the wet spot.

Using his fingers, he pushed aside enough of the saturated cloth so that he could get his tongue into her closely trimmed labia. When his tongue touched her clitoris, she moaned and unconsciously pushed down on his head, silently urging him on. Slowly, he swirled his tongue along the edge of her clit and occasionally shifted it to penetrate the inside of her vagina.

Her moans became louder and her body more animated as she got nearer and nearer to an orgasm of earthquake proportions. When she did finally climax a few minutes later, she wrapped her legs around his body and squeezed until the waves of pure pleasure stopped washing over her.

Then she released him and stood up. She looked down on her husband and smiled. "Strip off my panties and take off your own clothes."

He did what he was told in less than a minute. While he was pushing the remnants of his suit and underwear into a corner, she bent her upper body over the edge of the bed and once again spread her legs. Her parted labia were glistening like a jewel. When he saw what was between her legs, his penis sprang to attention immediately.

He approached her from behind and penetrated her easily. "Do it!" she ordered in a low guttural voice when she felt the tip of his penis inside her.

Palmer heard the command and began to thrust, slowly at first, then growing in speed and intensity as her excitement increased. Low, completely unnatural sounds erupted from her throat. Her hands balled into fists; her fingers clutched the spread.

Finally, she let loose with a shriek as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure washed over her, leaving her limp. He too let loose and ejected several bullets of semen inside her. Then, he too became limp and slipped out of her. He collapsed onto the floor.

Gretchen pushed herself up from the bed and stood. A strand of sticky semen oozed out of her vagina onto her right thigh. She ignored it. She put her bare foot on Palmer's back and smiled down at him. "Palmer Abernathy, you may be a big shot on this campus. But you better never forget who the real boss is."

He sat up and kissed her foot. "There's no chance of that."

She took a step back. "All right," she said. "We still have a lot of work to do around here." She paused and yawned. "But... let's take a nap first." She lay down on the bed on her back and covered herself with a thin blanket.

Palmer gazed at her for a few seconds, then got on the bed and lay down beside her. When he was settled, she rolled into his arms and kissed him lightly on his sweating forehead. "I really do love you," she said.

He smiled and kissed her neck. "I love you too," he said. "Thank you for standing by me."

She nodded. They closed their eyes and were both asleep in less than a minute.

The next two weeks were, as the Abernathys had expected, very hectic. Palmer became extremely busy setting up his office and staff, learning the campus and faculty, and grappling with budgets and community members.

Gretchen was busy getting the house in order and meeting both students and faculty. She found that she had the money to hire a couple of students part time to do some of the cooking and cleaning.

She and her husband did sleep together every night but had little time for anything more than that. Until the second week of the fall semester. On a sunny Monday afternoon, Palmer didn't come home from the office until well after eight. He also hadn't called Gretchen to tell her that he would be late.

When he finally did arrive home, she greeted him first with a kiss of concern and gratitude that he was still alive and well. Then, once they got that out of the way, she ordered him upstairs and over the bench with his pants down. He didn't protest.

She followed with the school paddle and wasted little time staining his quivering bottom a dark red. "Your insensitive behavior is completely unacceptable," she declared as she slammed the paddle into his bruised flesh for the thirtieth time.

He managed a deep breath as the pain raced through him. "I... I'm sorry," he said in a near whisper. "It won't happen again."

She delivered yet another hard swat. "It better not," she said. "Because if it does, you will have a lot of trouble sitting. I don't think you want to have to explain to your staff or the Board of Trustees why you have to stand during meetings."

He swallowed hard as he processed the threat. No, he didn't want to have to come up with some lame excuse as to why he was standing. "I understand."

She smiled and set the paddle down. Mission accomplished - at least for now. However, as she looked at her husband dutifully draped over the well-worn bench, his bottom blazing due to her handiwork, she knew this would not be the last time she would have to correct his behavior. Behind every great man, she thought.


4. Kensington

Jake and Patsy Philips stood in the long, winding driveway of their new home and watched the moving van back out into the quiet street. They both waved at the driver; the driver waved back just before turning the corner and disappearing from sight.

Jake took Patsy's hand, raised it to his lips, and kissed it gently. "We waited a long time for this," he said. "Welcome to your new home, your new neighborhood... perhaps even your new life."

Patsy, who stood nearly eye to eye with her husband, gave him a sweet smile. "It will be a new life, I think."

Hand in hand, they walked slowly up the pavestone sidewalk that led to the front porch that covered the entire length of the house. When they reached the ornate front door, Jake opened it and gallantly extended his arm to signal for his wife to enter ahead of him. She smiled. "Thank you," she said.

Once inside with the door closed, they stood for a few seconds in the massive foyer with its twenty foot high ceiling and five-light gold chandelier. They looked first to one side of the house, then to the other. They looked at the winding oak staircase that led to an overlook.

All-in-all, it was a beautiful house: nearly five thousand square feet with formal living and dining rooms, complete with wood-burning fireplace, ground floor office with built in bookcases made of walnut, a chef's dream of a kitchen open to a large family room that led out to a deck that overlooked the landscaped and fenced backyard - more than a half-acre in size.

The second floor featured four bedrooms, including a gigantic primary bedroom with two walk-in closets and a marble and granite ensuite bathroom. The other three bedrooms were standard size, and there was another full bath. There was also a linen closet and a bonus room.

Below the ground floor was a finished basement that opened out into the backyard. Along with a game room (complete with wet bar), full bathroom, laundry room, and storage room was a small room with no windows nestled near the stairs.

When they toured the house for the first time, Jake and Patsy didn't ask what this room was used for. However, Patsy did notice that the real estate agent, Jane Stebbins - who also lived in the Kensington community - smiled and winked at her, as if to say, I'll tell you all about it later.

The house was indeed a significant upgrade over the two-bedroom condo they had occupied since their wedding three years ago. Now in their early thirties, they were eager to start a family but didn't think it would be practical to raise a child in anything less than a house on a quiet cul-de-sac.

Fortunately, both Patsy, a marketing consultant, and Jake, a civil engineer, got promotions at work at the same time. Plus, Jake's grandfather passed away, leaving his three grandchildren two hundred thousand dollars each, which for Jake was enough for a down payment on the house.

Once they had the money, the search for the house and the actual sale went quickly. Monica Fulbright met Patsy at an office function and, after a short conversation, revealed that a house in Kensington would be going up for sale. Monica put Patsy in touch with Jane. Jake and Patsy saw the house three days later, liked it and the neighborhood, and put in an offer, which was accepted immediately. The entire transaction took less than three weeks. Jane even handled the sale of their condo and arranged for the moving company.

Patsy took Jake by the hand and led him into the smaller room to the right of the foyer. It was already furnished with a walnut desk and credenza. Books and knick knacks lined the built-in bookshelves. "My office is perfect," she declared. Part of her promotion meant working primarily from home, which she was definitely looking forward to.

Jake nodded in agreement. He also set up a small office for himself in the finished basement. "Let's go check out the bedrooms," he said, giving her a wink.

She tightened her grip on his hand. "Good idea," she said. "We have work to do."

She gave Jake's bottom a playful swat as they headed for the stairs.

Around ten o'clock Monday morning, Patsy, dressed in a white tee shirt and black yoga pants, was working on her computer when the doorbell rang. She checked her cell phone and saw that the person at the door was Jane Stebbins. Immediately, Patsy pressed a button on her phone, unlocking the front door. She spoke into the phone. "Come on in, Jane. The door's open."

The front door opened. "Hi Patsy, are you around?"

Patsy stood and moved to the double glass doors of the office. "Right here, Jane."

Jane, wearing white shorts and white tee shirt, pulled Patsy into a small friendly hug. She was well into her forties but had a well-toned body and flawless skin. Her shoulder length brown hair was perfectly styled. She appeared every bit the highly successful real estate agent. "So, did you get settled in okay?" she asked.

Patsy smiled. "Oh, yes. The movers did a wonderful job and the house is magnificent."

Jane beamed with satisfaction. "I didn't think there would be any problems," she said. "Have you got some time to talk?"

"Sure," Patsy said. "Would you like some coffee?"

Jane nodded and followed Patsy into the kitchen. Patsy made them both steaming cups of special blend from a Keurig and invited Jane to sit at the counter. "I can't thank you enough for getting this arranged so quickly," she said.

Jane beamed again and took a sip of the coffee. "Good coffee," she said. "I'll have to remember this blend." She paused and took another sip. "Well, you and your husband came along at just the right time. Connie was pretty anxious to sell after Bob's sudden death. They were good neighbors, charter neighbors. But, Monica said she thought you guys would be a great asset for the community."

"That's nice to hear," Patsy said. "But a bit surprising. I mean, I really didn't know Monica that well."

Jane's smile faded slightly. "Patsy, we're all fairly like-minded here in Kensington and are careful about who we let live here."

Patsy's eyes widened. "Jane, certainly you don't mean you discriminate. I don't think we would feel very comfortable living in that kind of community. Besides, isn't that sort of illegal?"

Jane put her hand on Patsy's. "Of course, it's illegal. And we don't discriminate... at least, not in the way you're thinking."

"Then, what do you mean?"

"Patsy, I'm going to explain the nature of this community, and I want you to listen very carefully. Okay?"

Patsy nodded.

Jane took a deep breath. "Yesterday, did you see all the men working in their yards in the afternoon... instead of watching baseball or golf on television?"

Patsy nodded again. "I suppose we did... but, we weren't really paying that close of attention." She blushed slightly when she said the last part.

Jane smiled again. "I understand, dear," she said. "Scott and I aren't too old for that sort of thing, especially on a pleasant Sunday afternoon. And you don't have any children, do you?"

Patsy blushed again. "Not yet."

"Well, we're all rooting for you. We haven't had a baby in the community for seven years. And our house has been pretty lonely since Ryan graduated two years ago."

"How many children do you have?" Patsy asked.

"Two," Jane replied. "Ryan is our youngest. Caitlynn is two years older. She developed wanderlust after college and is currently living in Vienna. No grandchildren in the foreseeable future."

Patsy glanced at the clock on the stainless steel microwave. "Jane, you were going to tell me about the community."

Jane took another sip of the coffee. "Oh, yes. I'd almost forgotten. Well, as you may know, Kensington is a planned community. In fact, Scott and I planned it along with three other of the charter couples. It came about initially when Stacy Erasmonson's husband, David, inherited about thirty acres of land, this land that we're on now. We got to talking one night about our lifestyle choices and how we wanted to live, and in a couple of days, it was settled. Scott, of course, is a developer. Together, we own a large construction company. Monica's husband, Carlton, is an architect. David is a civil engineer, like Jake."

"Yes, I believe Jake has worked with David on occasion."

Jane smiled at that. "The initial plan was to build twenty-four houses on three streets surrounded by green space and patches of woods... get as much privacy as we could. Scott and I went into our networks and managed to recruit enough couples to buy into the development. Carlton designed the houses and Scott built them... along with the community center. We created a Homeowner Association and installed Mary Anne Garza as president. All things considered, this community has been very successful, as twenty-one of the original twenty-four couples are still here."

Patsy leaned back against the granite countertop on the island. "Yes, it does seem like a fine community."

"Yes, and it's a unique community with a strict code of conduct that we are proud of."

"No doubt."

Jane touched Patsy's hand. "Now, this is the part I need to explain," she said, pausing to take a deep breath. "As I said before, this a like-minded community. What that means for us is that we are a female-dominant community."

Patsy's eyes widened at that. "What exactly do you mean by female dominant?"

Jane chuckled. "Exactly what it sounds like," she said. "All of the women are, of course, married to hard-working professional men... men like my Scott and your Jake. However, unlike other communities or relationships, in Kensington, the wives make the rules, regulate the behavior, and enforce the rules through punishment and reward."

At first, Patsy said nothing as she tried to process what she was hearing. "You mean... you, you make your husbands conform to your rules and if they don't, you punish them?"

"Oh, honey, wives have been doing that for thousands of years. We have simply codified it."

"And the husbands go along with it... without question?"

"Oh, there was a little resistance in the beginning," Jane said. "But, in the end, men know women are superior and should be in charge."

Patsy shook her head. "I don't think Jake and I can live like that. We don't really think of either one of us as being in charge."

"Let me ask you something," Jane said, still keeping a grip on Patsy's hand. "I'm sure that Jake is a good man. If he wasn't, you would never have been invited to live in our community. But... does he help out around the house? Does he do most of the cooking? And what about the bedroom? Do you always have the kind of sex you want when you want it?"

Patsy thought for a few seconds. "Well... I... don't have any complaints."

Jane nodded. "Having no complaints doesn't translate into a lifestyle based on your natural female needs and wants. What if you could have whatever you want anytime you want it?"

"I... I guess I never really thought about that before. I mean, I love Jake and I know he loves me. We've built a good life together."

"And I'm happy for you," Jane said. "All I'm saying is that you can take that good life and make it even better or you can settle for what you have."

Patsy hesitated, thinking about her life with her husband and the few times they quibbled about domestic roles. She flashed back on her own parents. They seemed happy together, but Patsy's mother was always busy with some household chore while her father spent most of his free time in his workshop or on the golf course.

Jane sensed the ambivalence. "Look, Patsy, I'm not trying to tell you how to live your life. I'm just advising you that there is a better way. And that's what Kensington is all about. Will you let me explain it to you?"

No harm in listening, Patsy thought, although, in truth, she was intrigued by what she was hearing. "Okay, I'm listening."

"Let me start from the beginning," Jane said. "Scott and I got married pretty young... at least by your millennial standards. I'm stronger-willed than Scott is and started out making most of the major decisions. Scott inherited the construction business from his dad but didn't show much ambition until I stepped in. We began practicing what you might call domestic discipline about twenty years ago after a very unpleasant argument. I simply told Scott he deserved to be punished for his behavior and if he didn't yield to me I would pack up and leave him. I was bluffing, of course, but he bought the bluff. That night I paddled him but good. After the paddling, I laid out the rules for how we were going to live from then on. Any violation of the rules would result in punishment."

"And he went along with it?" Patsy asked, her eyes wide with disbelief.

Jane nodded. "He knew... as most reasonable men know... what was best for him. Over the years, I've had to punish him many times for a variety of reasons. But we always make up afterward. And today, he has a highly successful business, a wonderful home, and a wife and family who love him. What more can a man ask for?"

"And... he just lets you spank him whenever you believe he needs it?"

"Look, he knows the rules and the consequences for violating them. He also understands that the rules are for our mutual benefit. Now, I will tell you that for several years, I did do what I call maintenance spankings just to keep him on his toes. But we haven't needed those for a while." She paused, reached into the leather satchel she carried, and extracted a tablet with a ten-inch screen. "Let me show you something that might help to convince you."

Jane set the tablet up on the counter and turned it on while Patsy watched. In a few seconds the screen was filled with the start of a video.

"Now, this is just one example," Jane said. "I shot this video about three months ago. I don't, of course, video all of Scott's spankings, but I kept this one because it was important and I thought maybe he could use it as a warning."

Jane clicked on the play arrow. The video showed Jane, dressed in a blue jogging outfit, sitting on the edge of what appeared to be a king-size bed. She was holding a large wooden hairbrush in her right hand and looking past the camera. "Okay, Scott, come in here and get over my lap," she called.

"No, Jane, please," came a timid male voice that Patsy recognized as belonging to Scott Stebbins.

Jane scowled. "Get in here and take your punishment. Don't make it worse than it has to be."

A few seconds later, Scott appeared in front of the camera. He was wearing white boxer shorts and nothing else. His head was lowered in apparent submission.

"Now, tell me why I'm punishing you," Jane said.

Scott sighed. "I... went off my diet and gained some weight."

"How much weight?"

"Uh... five pounds."

"And why is that important?"

Scott sighed. "Jane, for god's sake..."

Jane scowled then chuckled. "All right," she said, gripping the hairbrush by the long handle. "Get those boxers down and get across my lap."

Without saying another word, Scott peeled his boxers to his thighs and climbed up on the bed. Quickly, he draped himself over Jane's lap with his exposed bottom directly under her right shoulder. It was obvious from the video that they had done this many times before.

Jane paused the video. "Of course, I don't always spank him over my lap and I don't always use the hairbrush. It just depends on the situation and my mood. In the past, I've used wooden spoons, leather belts, and his old fraternity paddle."

She pressed the play arrow again, restarting the video. Once Scott was in position, Jane raised her right arm. She snapped her wrist and brought the hairbrush down hard, impacting his right cheek with a resounding thud. He groaned but held his position. A second later, she repeated the action, this time striking the left cheek.

After that, she cut loose, swinging her right arm with abandon, landing stroke after stroke after stroke, staining his once pristine bottom a deep red in less than a minute and reducing him to repentant tears.

When she was satisfied that the lesson was learned, she stopped and set the hairbrush down on the bed. Gently, she ran her right hand over his scorched flesh until he stopped crying. "All right," she said after a few minutes. "You have one week to lose the five pounds. Are we clear?"

"Ye-yes, ma'am," he said.

"Okay. Get up, turn off the camera, and stand in the corner."

Scott lifted himself from her lap, giving the camera a close up view of his spanked bottom. Then the video stopped.

Jane smiled as she turned off the tablet. "You might ask if this was effective. And the answer would be yes. A week later, he had lost six pounds, and he's kept the weight off."

Patsy sat staring at the blank screen, her mouth agape. "And... he just... goes along with it?"

Jane nodded. "You saw for yourself. He knew he shouldn't have gained that weight and he knew he would be punished for it," Jane said. She smiled and winked at Patsy. "Of course, it isn't all punishment. When he lost the weight, I let him take me from behind, which is his favorite position." She paused and winked again. "But, here's a little secret just between us girls. Although it's not my favorite, I like it when he takes me like that. Naturally, I wouldn't tell him that. I want him to think I'm making a sacrifice just for him."

Patsy was speechless.

Jane touched her hand again. "Now, dear, I'm sure you have a lot of questions."

Patsy took a deep breath. Did she have questions? She had so many she wasn't sure where to start. "Uh... all the men in Kensington are like Scott?"

Jane nodded. "That's the nature of the community," she said. "I can't say how the other wives discipline their husbands or how often. I can only say that all the husbands obey the rules in their homes and in the community. We wives are united on that front."

"But... dominating the men... doesn't that sort of... I don't know... emasculate them?"

Jane shook her head. "By tamping down their darker and less attractive masculine tendencies? I should hardly think so. Besides, we strongly encourage our husbands to engage in positive masculine activities. The community center has an exercise room. The men have a basketball league and a softball team. Some of the men have coached youth football and soccer. Some take the kids fishing. We have a Super Bowl party every February. The only activity we strongly discourage is golf, which we wives believe takes too much time and money away from the family. The men are also highly discouraged from drinking alcohol." She paused again and blushed slightly. "But, on the plus side, they get all the sex a man could possibly ask for."

Once again, Patsy was intrigued by what she was hearing. "And... how do you get this started?"

"It's not as hard as you might think," Jane said. "In fact, I imagine David will be talking with Jake this week, maybe even today, filling him in."

Patsy thought about that. As a marketing consultant, she was inclined to be assertive. "So, how do I approach the subject with Jake?"

"Very simple," Jane said. "Direct confrontation usually works the best. When Jake comes home from work, you meet him at the door wearing a gown and holding a wooden spoon or your hairbrush. You tell him that he's been bad and needs to be punished. When he asks what he's done, you tell him that he should know. Men always fall for that line, because they always feel guilty. Then tell him in a very assertive voice to go upstairs, take his clothes off, and stand in a corner. Then you spank him... and don't be a wimp about it."

Patsy's eyes were wide. "What about after?"

Jane shrugged. "Do whatever feels natural. If spanking your husband turns you on, take advantage of it, making him do whatever you want him to do. I guarantee he'll be very compliant."

"And it really is that simple?"

"If you do it like you mean it, yes."

"What about the rules you spoke of?"

"You'll need to create a set of rules that will govern your household. Put in whatever you want. If you want Jake to cook dinner every night, make it a rule. If you want him to do the housework, make it a rule. If you want, I can email my household rules along with the community rules."

"This is a bit hard to process."

"No doubt," Jane said. "But that's the nature of the community."

"Wait a minute... what about the children?"

"If you mean, do we spank our kids, the answer is absolutely not. We only believe in consensual punishment. Our husbands have consented to our punishing them. Any husband in Kensington can walk away any time he wants. And, no, the children don't know that we punish their fathers. That's the reason for that small room in the basement."

"I wondered about that," Patsy said.

Jane finished her coffee and put her tablet back in her bag. "Well, now you know. So, what do you think? Can you become one of us or did we make a mistake?"

Once again, Patsy thought about what Jane said, thought about the community in which she now lived, thought about her relationship with her husband. "I'll try it," she said at last.

"Honey, you need to do more than try it," Jane said. "If you're going to take charge of your marriage and your husband, you need to go all the way, no holding back. Do you think you can do that?"

Patsy stood up, suddenly resolved. "Yes, I can do that."

Jane also stood up and patted Patsy on the back. "That's all I needed to hear," she said. "I'll check with you later this week. And you can email me if you have any more questions. Thanks for the coffee."

Patsy walked Jane to the door. "Thanks for stopping by."

The two women hugged as Jane opened the door.

Patsy closed the door and returned to her office. She tried to resume work on a marketing plan but couldn't concentrate. Images of Jake draped across her lap or standing naked and shame-faced in a corner of their bedroom scrolled through her mind. Could she take complete control of her husband and her marriage? Could she create rules for Jake to follow and spank him mercilessly if he violated any of them?

As she sat at her desk considering the questions, she discovered, much to her surprise, that she was actually lubricating. Watching the video of Jane spanking Scott had turned her on. And as she contemplated doing that to her own husband, she realized that she was more turned on than she had ever been before. Could she dominate her husband and spank him? Yes, she could. In fact, she would enjoy it.

Once she had answered this question, she shut off her computer. Then she went upstairs to the spare bedroom, stripped off her tight yoga pants and panties, lay down on the guest bed, and fingered herself to one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever had.

When she was in control of herself, she sat up and formulated a plan that she would implement as soon as Jake got home.

At six that evening, Patsy changed into a translucent negligee, picked up her favorite hairbrush, the one made of solid oak with a three inch handle, and sat in the cushioned armchair in the primary bedroom.

When she heard the door to the garage open, she moved to the doorway. "Jake, I'm in the bedroom. Please come up."

"On my way," Jake said.

Patsy got up on the bed and leaned back against a nest of thick pillows. She put the hairbrush under one of the pillows.

A minute later, Jake appeared in the doorway. His eyes widened when he saw his wife with her negligee hiked up above her knees.

Patsy didn't smile or beckon to him. "Jake, did you speak with David today?"

Jake entered the room cautiously, never taking his eyes off Patsy. "You know, it's funny you should ask that," he said. "He did come into my office this afternoon, said he wanted to explain a little about the nature of the community. But his cell phone rang and he had to leave. But, before he left, he said to expect a possible surprise when I got home this evening. Is this the surprise?"

Patsy could feel her heart rate increase and her courage begin to flag. This would not be as easy as she initially thought it would be. Patsy, get control of yourself, she ordered in her mind. She stiffened slightly and maintained an expression of indifference. "It's a surprise," she said. "But probably not what you're thinking."

"What do you mean?" Jake asked, his hopeful expression fading.

She took a deep breath to calm herself. She told herself that what she was about to say and do made perfect sense... for both of them. "Jane Stebbins came over today," she said.

"Okay," Jake said.

"She told me about the Kensington community, about the initial plan, and about the prevailing philosophy."

"That's probably what David was going to tell me. What about it?"

Patsy took yet another deep breath. Do it, say it! "Jake, Kensington is a strict female-dominant community."

Jake took a step backward. "What the hell does that mean?"

Patsy sat up a little straighter. "It means, mister, that the wives make the rules and the men obey them... without question. And every rule violation is met with harsh punishment."

At first, Jake could say nothing. Then, he smiled. "You're not serious, are you?"

Patsy pulled the hairbrush out from under the pillow and clutched it in her right hand. "Very serious," she said. "I will make up a list of rules that will govern how I run the household. You will follow the rules or risk punishment. You will also follow the rules of the community. In the meantime, you will strip out of your clothes and get over my lap for your first punishment session."

Again, Jake was nearly speechless. "Patsy, this is... well, unbelievable. What did Jane say to you anyway?"

"Jake, I'm not going to waste time arguing with you," Patsy said in the most assertive voice she could muster. "This is what Kensington is all about. This is the way all the other husbands live. Either accept it or pack your stuff and leave. It's that simple."

"All the other husbands?"

"Yes, all the other husbands. I imagine David was going to tell you that."

Jake continued to stare at his wife with wide eyes and slack jaw. "This is so... incredible... like a bad dream or something."

"A bad dream? No, it's the start of a new life, remember? I want us both to be happy and content. I want us to be good parents. Believe me, if you follow the rules and accept the situation for what it is, you will have everything you ever wanted in life." She paused and watched Jake struggle with his emotions. Finally, she gripped the hairbrush and scowled. "Look, Jake, there's nothing more to think about. I love you and want to build a life with you. But it has to be on my terms. This is the first step. Now, we're wasting time. Make your choice."

Jake stared at Patsy for at least another thirty seconds. Then, he softened a little. "Uh... what do I do?"

Patsy suppressed a smile. "Like I said. Take off your clothes and get over my lap."

"What happens then?"

She held up the hairbrush. "I spank you with the hairbrush."

"Why?"

"To show you what you're in for if you violate any of the rules," she said. "And... if you ask why again, the spanking will be much worse. Understand?"

"No, not really."

"Well, that's unfortunate, because I'm not going to explain it again." She glanced at the bedside clock. "You have exactly one minute to get over my lap and take your punishment."

"What happens after a minute?"

"You know, for a guy with a degree in engineering and an MBA, you sure are stupid. Think about it."

Jake swallowed hard as Patsy's eyes bored through him.

"Clock's ticking," she said.

"All right," he said. "I... get it... I think." Quickly, he stripped out of his clothes and approached the bed.

"Get over my lap," she ordered.

He nodded and climbed up onto the surface of the king-size bed. He draped himself over her lap still covered by the negligee.

Patsy raised her right arm but hesitated. She'd never spanked anyone before in her life. She'd never been spanked. She tried to remember what she saw in the video of Jane spanking Scott. Jane's advice, "Do it like you mean it," and "Don't be a wimp about it," scrolled through her mind. All right, she told herself. Do it.

She raised her wrist, her eyes never leaving Jake's bare bottom. Now resolved, she brought her arm down like she saw Jane do. The hairbrush impacted Jake's left cheek, leaving a small red mark. He groaned with the pain.

Okay, I can do this, she told herself. She raised her right arm once again and snapped it down, striking the right cheek with even more force. It was getting easier. Jake squirmed; his toes curled. She smiled with satisfaction but knew intrinsically that the spanking was far from over.

She remembered how Jane had simply cut loose after the first two strokes. Do it, she ordered herself. With that thought in mind, she did cut loose, raising and lowering her arm as fast as she could, spreading the misery around his bare backside. The flesh turned red, then dark red in a matter of seconds.

Jake squirmed and tried to raise his legs. She spanked even harder and grabbed his left arm. She twisted the wrist. "For god's sake, Patsy. I've had enough," Jake screamed, tears beginning to mass in his eyes.

Patsy issued another series of hard swats and put her right leg over his legs. "Rule number one: I tell you when you've had enough. You don't say anything." She punctuated this with five more swats.

She shifted her eyes from what was left of his bottom to the clock and saw that she had been spanking him for less than two minutes. Somehow, it seemed much longer. For an instant, she wondered how much spanking was enough. She shifted back to Jake. He was crying and no longer squirming. She had obviously broken him. If that had been her objective, she had achieved it.

She felt a slight sliver of pity. This wasn't his fault, but he took the punishment anyway. So, this is what it's like to dominate a man, she thought. I like it.

She set the brush down and gazed at the damage she had done to her husband's backside, somewhat amazed at what she had done and the fact that she could actually do it. She released her grip on his wrist and gently felt the dark red flesh. It was very warm to the touch. "Are you all right?" she asked.

Jake didn't reply. Tears continued to leak from his eyes.

She pinched his skin, causing him to flinch. "Jake, I asked if you are all right?"

He managed a sigh. "I... I don't know."

She kept her hand on his bottom. "I think I understand," she said. "Do you have any questions?"

He wiped some tears from his face and turned to look at her. "Are you kidding?"

She slapped his bottom with her bare hand. "Don't be impertinent!"

He blinked. "I'm sorry," he said. "Is this... the way it's going to be from now on?"

She gave him a small sympathetic smile. "Jake, honey, I love you," she said. "But... this is our new life. And I firmly believe it is a life that will make both of us very happy, if we accept it."

"What about spanking?"

"Jake, it's very simple. If you obey the rules without question... rules that will be for our mutual benefit... I will never need to punish you. But..." She paused and raised a finger at him. "If you do choose to violate the rules or even question the rules or our respective roles in our relationship, I will not hesitate. I hope we're clear on that."

He sniffed and wiped some clear discharge from his nose. "Yes, we're clear."

She hesitated again. There was one more question she knew she had to ask. "So... are you all in on this? I need to know."

"Are you?"

She raised her hand to give his bottom another slap but stopped short, realizing it was a fair question. "Yes."

"Then... Patsy, I love you and don't want to lose you. I'm trusting you on this. I'll give it a try."

She scowled. "Jake, I don't want you to give it a try," she said. "I asked if you're all in. That means forever."

He nodded. "Yes, I'm all in."

Her face broke into a wide smile. "I was hoping you'd say that," she said. "Now, get off my lap and get your head between my legs. You've got work to do."

He blinked again and didn't move. "Patsy, you know I don't..."

She cut him off with another quick strike to his backside. "I didn't ask for your opinion," she said. "I didn't ask what you like or don't like. I told you to get your head between my legs. Is that clear?"

He dared to glance up at his wife, noting the look of absolute determination on her sweating face. "Yes."

She gave him yet another hard swat. "Yes, what?"

He swallowed hard. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good," she said. "Now, move. From now on, we will have sex whenever I want it and however I want it. Clear?"

He began to move off her lap. "Yes, ma'am."

When he was off her lap, she spread her legs and raised the hem of the negligee above her waist. "For your information, Mr. Engineer, people in the Middle Ages believed that a woman had to have an orgasm in order to conceive. And I don't see anything wrong with that theory. Do you?"

"No, ma'am."

"Then get to work."

He positioned himself so that his head was directly between her legs. "Yes, ma'am."

"I do believe I'm going to really like our new life here in Kensington," she declared just before closing her eyes and allowing herself to be overwhelmed by multiple sensations. Any doubts she might have had two hours ago about her own nature or the nature of the Kensington community were now gone completely.


5. Learning to Write (the Hard Way)

I freely admit I'm no Earnest Hemingway or Stephen King. Rather, I'm simply Jack Kilroy, proud plumber. However, my wife, Dory, thinks I tell a good story. And, after twenty years of going into people's homes unclogging drains and fixing toilets, I do have some interesting stories to tell. Like the time I took apart a clogged discharge pipe only to find a dead snake. Or the time I fixed a leaky toilet that the homeowner had messed up.

I'm a good plumber. I can tell you exactly how six different kinds of toilets work. I can quote the specs on every brand of faucet ever made and install yards of PVC pipe blindfolded. But, up until a few months ago, I couldn't tell you the difference between a semicolon and a comma or even how to write a complete sentence. I was definitely more comfortable with a pipe wrench in my hand than a pen.

At first, Dory tried to encourage me to write down my stories, telling me just how important literature really is. But my pride got in my way. I mean, obviously, I don't know Mr. King personally. However, I'm willing to bet that if he has a plumbing problem he can't fix himself, he doesn't call John Grisham or Tom Clancy. He calls a guy like me (exposed butt crack and all).

Still, when your wife strongly encourages you to do something, you do it (or learn to do it). And, in reality, I was a bit intrigued by the idea of putting my stories in print and even maybe making a few bucks doing it. At the very least, I wanted to please my wife (as my buddy, Jeff, likes to say - men like to sleep indoors).

I began by dictating a few stories into a digital recorder, hoping Dory, a high school English teacher, would transcribe them for me, thus, doing the hard work. However, that method proved to be unrealistic for a variety of reasons, not the least of which were her limited time and my inability to dictate coherently. Thus, for several unpleasant days, we were at a virtual standstill.

During one confrontation, I attempted to plead my case: I barely passed high school English and I was now too old to make up for my deficiencies. Dory shrugged at that and dismissed it as rationalization and me just being lazy. She claimed that anyone with an average IQ can learn to write properly, if guided and motivated. Before I could make another futile protest, she said she would guide me through the process. Then, much to my surprise, she held up her big wooden hairbrush and said she would also motivate me.

Upon seeing the brush, I foolishly asked exactly what she meant by motivate. She laughed demonically, showing a side to her that I'd rarely seen in the five years we'd been married. "First of all," she began, keeping her ice blue eyes directly on me. "There is no going back now. You will become a writer and I will help you. Second of all." She paused and gave me a wink. "I have a system for teaching you that you may not like very much, but it's a system that will work in a very short period of time."

I shifted my eyes back and forth between her beautiful face and the hairbrush, almost afraid of what she had in mind. "Okay. What's the system?"

She pointed to a small stack of books and papers. As I soon discovered, the stack included (among other things) Strunk and White's Elements of Style and The Chicago Manual of Style. She gave me a hard look. "First, you will read through these guides. Then, you will write the Mendecino story... at least a thousand words. You have four weeks from today to complete your assignment. And believe me, that's being generous. When you're finished with your story, I will read it over. For every error I find..." She paused and held up the hairbrush again. "I will give you five hard swats with the hairbrush."

I couldn't believe what I had just heard. My wife was actually threatening to spank me if my writing was not up to her standards. I stared at her. "Dory, are you serious?" It was the only question I could think to ask.

"Yes, I am," she replied. "Deadly serious."

"But..." I started as a way of protest. "How can I get all this done when I'm working so much?"

Her expression hardened. "Look, Jack, many writers had to work just as hard as you do, even harder. You do what you have to do."

I could see that line got me nowhere. "But... I'm not sure I remember the Mendecino story."

Her scowl deepened. "Enough excuses," she said. "You've told me about the Mendecinos at least five times."

"Oh... the Mendecinos," I said. Of course, I remembered Mr. and Mrs. Mendecino. She called me to fix a leaky pipe under the kitchen sink that apparently her husband had promised to get to but never did. He got home from work while I was finishing up and said a few angry words directed at Mrs. Mendecino. But, instead of replying in kind, she looked at me and said, "Excuse me for a few minutes."

Then, she grabbed her husband's ear and literally pulled him toward to the door. With him groaning, they disappeared into another part of the house. I tried to ignore what I had just witnessed, but couldn't, especially when, a minute later, I could hear the distinct sound of a hard object being applied to something soft. This was followed by muffled cries. It was obvious, even to an amateur like me, that poor Mr. Mendecino was getting a spanking.

Less than ten minutes later, just as I was putting my tools away, Mr. Mendecino appeared in the kitchen. His eyes were red and puffy. He looked at me sheepishly and said, "If you'll give me an invoice, I will write you a check."

Nothing was said about what had just happened, but I could tell at a glance he was a different man. His wife had punished him for his behavior, and it had settled him. I remember being rather amazed at the transformation. A part of me wanted to ask about a dozen questions, but I knew I didn't dare. I took the check, thanked him, and left.

Although I wasn't sure at the time, in retrospect, I now understand why I told this story to Dory more than once and why it was her favorite.

"There's something else," she said. "Something to get you started."

This got my attention, aroused me from the vivid memory of the Mendecinos. "What?"

She flashed what can only be described as an evil grin. "You will, right at this moment, drop your pants and briefs and bend over the back of the sofa."

No doubt my eyes widened and my mouth gaped. "What? Why?"

"Just maybe you don't think the hairbrush will be too bad or that I'm not really serious. Well, if that's what you're thinking, I intend to show you're wrong."

Getting a spanking was about the last thing I wanted at that moment - or was it? "Dory... I don't think..."

Her expression hardened again. "Shut up!" she said in her most assertive voice. "You will do what I tell you or sleep in the basement until you do."

I shuddered in disbelief. However, as I looked at her, I could tell her threat was real. I thought about it for a few seconds. I waited a long time to get married. At first, I enjoyed the single life - the clubs, the bars, a different woman every week. But after a few years, I tired of it and began to long for something more permanent.

Dory came along at just the right time. She was recovering from a divorce and was looking for someone who was stable. She said she wasn't able to have children. That was okay with me, because my younger brother had four kids and my older sister had three. My parents didn't really need any more grandchildren. And my siblings were only too happy to leave the kids with us if we wanted to get a taste of parenthood.

Although we came from different backgrounds and have very different occupations, we fell in love almost from the beginning. We were able to talk and listen to each other easily, seemed to have the same basic dreams and values, and got along well in the bedroom. From the start, Dory was and still is an assertive lover, while I'm a bit more patient, eager to please.

But, now I'm digressing, which is one of the literary errors Dory has warned me about, the kind of error that would probably earn me about ten to fifteen swats from that hairbrush. Stick to the subject, she says.

So, back to the situation. As I said, I didn't want to get spanked, but I definitely didn't want to sleep in the basement for god knows how long. For an awkward few seconds, I actually had a dialogue with myself and finally came to the conclusion that Dory was only trying to help me. And if consenting to a spanking was part of that help, then I guess it would be okay.

Then, I asked myself, how bad could it be? Certainly not as bad as sleeping alone in the cold damp basement. With her watching me fight with myself, I nodded in her direction and slowly peeled down my jeans and briefs. She pointed to the back of the sofa with the end of the hairbrush. I nodded again and bent my upper body over the back of the sofa and closed my eyes.

I could hear her approach, her soft footsteps compressing the carpet. I could smell her body wash and shampoo. I felt her firm hand on my backside. "I've wanted to do this for a long time, " she said in a low voice I could barely hear. "You'll be sorry, but then you won't be."

What does that mean, I wondered. I didn't have long to wait for an answer to that question. A few seconds after she gently massaged my bottom, she quickly administered a series of stinging swats that sent slivers of pain up and down my spine. "God, that hurts!" I yelled. I started to push myself up from the sofa. I had definitely had enough.

Dory roughly pushed me back down. "I'm not finished yet."

"But... Dory, you've made your point," I protested.

She delivered several more swats, with a couple impacting my upper thighs. "Maybe," she said. "But I'm enjoying this."

Oh, shit! I thought. What kind of demonic woman did I marry? I opened my mouth to issue another protest, but thought better of it. Her words echoed in my brain: "You'll be sorry, but then you won't be." What did that mean exactly?

I wasn't keeping track of the swats or the time. The spanking seemed to go on forever. My entire backside felt the inside of a barbecue grill. Tears formed in my eyes. I had been spanked a few times as a kid, but never like this. I was about to plead with her to stop, but I didn't have to.

After what seemed like an eternity, she did stop. She set the brush down beside me and ran her hand over my scorched flesh. "So, now you know," she said.

Now I know what? I wondered. That my wife is a sadistic demon? But I didn't say anything.

She removed her hand. "Okay. Stay in that position until I give you permission to get up."

I was so stunned I don't know if I could have moved even I'd wanted to. Again, I said nothing. But I could hear her move away from me. I could hear her rapid breathing and knew that she was aroused.

After a long minute, I heard her take a deep breath. "Okay, Jack, get up."

Slowly and painfully, I pushed myself up into a standing position. I'm not sure what I was expecting when I turned around; however, the sight of my wife naked and on her back on the floor was not it.

My penis sprang to attention immediately, and the pain in my recently spanked backside receded like the ocean at low tide. She looked up at me and winked. "As you might have guessed, spanking you has turned me on. Now, get down here and get to work."

As a general rule, I'm not one for taking orders. My father and I butted heads over that more than once while I was growing up. It's one of the reasons why I work independently. However, seeing Dory in such a compromising position, complying with her order to get to work was something I was only too happy to do. I would obey that order anytime.

And I did, much to our mutual satisfaction. It was, I have to admit, the best sex we had had in the six years we'd been sleeping together.

When it was over, we sat side by side on the sofa. Both of us were naked. I held her closely and occasionally kissed her face and hair. She squeezed my hand. "Jack, that was very good," she said. "But... the deal with the writing still stands. I will expect your story in four weeks, typed and fully ready to read. If your assignment isn't finished in four weeks, you will sleep in the basement until it is. Are we clear on that?"

I looked at her, this woman who had just given me so much pain and pleasure. She was deadly serious and I was in trouble. "Yes, clear."

She smiled and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. "Good." It was all she said.

Exactly four weeks later, after a nice roast beef dinner and two glasses of red wine, I nervously gave Dory the typed draft of the Mendecino story. I had worked feverishly on it, especially the last few days, trying to remember everything I had read in the guides she had given me. I made sure it was formatted correctly: double-spaced, one-inch margins all around, Times-Roman font, etc. I was proud of what I had done and confident that she would love it.

While I waited in another room, Dory read over the 1700 word story. When she was finished, an hour later, she called me to her office. I went fearlessly, eagerly awaiting the words of praise and admiration followed by the great sex she would bestow upon her star pupil and budding best-selling author.

However, when I entered the room, I could tell at a glance that the reaction I had been anticipating would not be the one I was about to receive. Once I was fully inside the small room, she held up the sheaf of papers clipped together. "Well, it is a pretty good beginning," she said with a note of caution in her voice.

Uh oh, I thought. Here it comes.

She handed the story to me. There was red ink on every page. "But you made a lot of errors."

As I stood before her with my hands wrapped around the paper, she proceeded to tell me everything that was wrong with my story, including the dozen or so mechanical errors I had made. In my mind, I quickly calculated the number of swats my carelessness had earned. I may not have been a star in English, but I was always good at math. Twelve errors times five swats per error equals sixty... at least. I wasn't sure about the non-mechanical errors I had made. I was in for a serious spanking. My face fell. I wanted to argue with her, to protest. But I knew I didn't dare. Take it like a man and learn from it, my father always said.

She sat up straighter in her armless office chair and rolled toward me. She reached behind her and snatched a heavy wooden ruler off her desk. "As I said, it was a pretty good beginning. But you did make a lot of errors. I guess you know what's coming, so let's get it over with. Drop your pants and get over my lap."

I eyed the ruler, now clutched tightly in her right hand. It didn't look as bad as the hairbrush, but I knew looks can be deceiving. "Dory, is this really necessary?"

She smiled. "Yes, it is."

All right, I thought. Let's get this over with. I peeled down my jeans and briefs and approached her. She grabbed my left wrist and, with a strength I didn't know she had, she pulled me down across her cloth-covered lap. My hands and feet groped the floor. It was an awkward position, to say the least.

Once she had me where she wanted me, she didn't waste any more time talking. She raised her right arm high over her head, then snapped her wrist and brought the ruler down hard directly across my crack, impacting both cheeks at the same time. The pain wasn't quite the same as the hairbrush, but I definitely felt it. A second later, she struck again, then again and again.

At first, I tried to count the swats, anxious to see just how many I had earned. But after thirty, I lost count as the sting began to overwhelm me. Unconsciously, I kicked me legs. She responded by putting her legs over mine. "We'll have none of that," she snapped, and proceeded to spank me even harder.

I forgot the count. I even forgot the reason she was spanking me. In fact, I knew that if she spanked me much longer, I would probably forget my name. Fortunately, it didn't come to that.

She set the ruler down on the floor next to my sweating face. "Jack, in case you lost count, that was a hundred and ten swats. Your errors earned you a hundred. I gave you an extra ten for kicking your legs.

She raised her legs and pushed me off her lap. I landed on the floor in a heap. My hands flew immediately to my bottom.

She gazed down at me. "I think I like this system," she said. "I wish I could use it on my English students, but no doubt the school board would fire me for even discussing it. Still, I believe it could work." She paused and continued to gaze at me with a faraway look in her eye. "Okay, I want you to revise your story according to the guidelines I have given you. We'll meet here again in two weeks to discuss your revision. Clear?"

I took a deep breath. Two weeks didn't seem like very much time. But what choice did I have? "Yes, clear."

Her smile widened. "Good," she said. "Now, get up and carry me to bed."

Punishment and reward - that's a system I could get used to. I stood up, making no attempt to conceal my growing erection. "Yes... ma'am."

As I scooped her up in my arms, I cast a sideways glance at my story, now lying in a pile on the floor. Somehow, I knew that the revision would contain a few errors.


6. The High Cost of Indolence

Bent over the back of a chair with your pants down to your ankles or standing naked in a corner of your bedroom with your nose pressed against the wall is probably not the way most men would prefer to spend a Sunday afternoon, especially during football season. I am definitely no exception.

But, when you're a man with an innate predilection for indolence while at the same time married to a strong-willed woman with little tolerance for that sort of behavior, you get punished - a lot. Take two weeks ago as an example.

Late Sunday morning when we got home from church, as was our custom, we reviewed my behavior and accomplishments from the previous Monday to Saturday. Kara pointed out that I had still not completed the two projects I had been assigned. That was reason enough for a punishment session. However, to make matters worse, I had left my basement workshop a mess and not put my dirty clothes in the hamper like I was supposed to.

Naturally, when confronted with these issues (my word, not hers), I protested that she was being too picky and that I was making an effort to improve that she refused to acknowledge. I told her that I believed my effort alone should count for something. But, in reality, I had no excuse for my lapses, and Kara knew it. As she pointed out, it wasn't as though I hadn't been warned.

In fact, just as the rational part of me suspected, she declared that my attempt to rationalize my behavior would result in additional punishment. I shuddered at the prospect - my stupid big mouth got me into trouble again.

Kara shook her head as she looked at me from across the kitchen table. It was a look I knew only too well, the look that says you definitely won't be watching football this afternoon. She shook her head again. "Adam, I don't understand this," she said at last. "We've been married more than six months and I still have to punish you. I'm beginning to think you like it. Is that it? Do you like it when I punish you?"

Now, that was a question I had never thought of before. Did I actually enjoy being punished? The whole notion was absurd. I would much rather plant myself in my recliner in front of my sixty inch hi-def television with a six pack and a bowl of Doritos at my side. But, of course, I didn't say that. I can be hardheaded at times, but I'm not a complete idiot. I lowered my head submissively. "No, I don't like it," I said in a near whisper. "And... I'm sorry."

It was obvious from her facial expression that she didn't buy my feeble apology. "Well, I'm not sorry," she said. "So, let's get this over with. Get your clothes off and stand in the corner. When I come up, you better have your nose against the wall and you need to be seriously considering your faults. Do you understand?"

What was there to understand? She had given me the same instructions more than a dozen times since we'd been married. Still, I guess she had to ask the question as a formality. I looked at her and nodded, a mistake I knew she would call me on. But, I figured what the hell. How much worse could it be?

She scowled, her mouth contorting into a near sneer. "Adam, you know that isn't acceptable. Try again."

I had to consciously suppress a smile and an eye roll. "Yes, ma'am, I understand." This is what you have to do when you're married to the daughter of your employer.

I pushed back my chair and stood up. She pointed toward the stairs that led to our second floor bedroom. Without another word, I pivoted and proceeded as ordered. Once inside our elegant master suite, I stripped out of my church clothes. For a few seconds, I left them in a pile on the bed but quickly realized my mistake. Did I really want to invite additional punishment by putting my indolence on full display when I was already in serious trouble? As much as I may not have wanted to admit it, I was learning. Or at least I was beginning to finally appreciate the high cost of indolence. I gathered up my clothes and put them away neatly, just like Kara had shown me... more than once.

After my clothes were taken care of, I moved to the designated corner to await my fate. I knew she would spank me, but I didn't know how hard, how much, or with what implement. That was part of the punishment, the anticipation. And it was effective.

While I was standing there, studying the small smudges made by my nose on the light blue paint, I remembered her instruction to consider my faults. I thought about that. How much time was she going to give me? If I seriously considered all of my faults, I would be standing in the corner all afternoon. I knew she wouldn't wait that long.

However, I did take inventory; what else was there to do besides fret? At age thirty, my life to this point hadn't exactly gone the way I thought it would when I was eighteen. I began to show talent as an artist when I took a welding class during my senior year of high school. Instead of fixing auto bodies like I was supposed to, I used the welding equipment to make sculptures out of old pieces of scrap iron.

Although I nearly failed the welding class, my work got me noticed by our local artist community, at least enough for me to sell a few pieces and earn a scholarship to art school. Sadly, although I learned quite a bit and produced a few quality sculptures, I mostly squandered the opportunity. In fact, it's pretty safe to say that squandering is one of my principal faults, that and my predilection toward indolence.

I lost money drinking and gambling. I went through girlfriend after girlfriend because I couldn't take relationships seriously. I was on the verge of complete collapse when I met the owner of Camino Ironworks at a local art show. Irina had seen some of my work and was impressed. Camino specialized in wrought iron and occasionally produced pieces on commission. She offered me a job, hoping that my reputation as an iron artist would result in additional commissions.

And for more than a year, we enjoyed a good working relationship, as I took the job seriously and turned out the commissions to which I was assigned. Unfortunately, my predilections caught up with me and I began to slack off. Part of this was due to my constant flirting with Irina's daughter, who served as vice-president in charge of production.

At first, she rebuffed my clumsy advances, claiming that relationships between employers and employees very seldom turned out well. I didn't care about that, as my primary interest in her was taking her to bed.

The situation came to a head eight months ago. A major producer of cowboy boots commissioned a giant wrought iron sculpture of a cowboy on a horse. This was the biggest commission Camino had ever gotten, a definite showpiece for both the boot manufacturer and Camino. When the inevitable question arose, I assured Irina that I could handle it and that they could trust me.

However, two weeks later, I was back to drinking and gambling. I had barely made any progress on the sculpture and didn't appear as though I was going to. Irina was beside herself. I think she would have had me shot if she could have gotten away with it. Fortunately for all of us, her daughter came up with a solution: she would marry me and move me into her house to keep me under constant supervision. She would set rules for me to follow and I would get my work done or face severe punishment.

Naturally, I resisted the idea. However, when confronted by the very real prospect of bankruptcy and blackballing, I began to see the wisdom of Kara's proposal. Besides, I had been trying to get Kara to go to bed with me ever since I met her. I certainly hadn't wanted to marry her in order to accomplish this, but what the hell. In the end, I agreed - what choice did I have?

And it worked, I have to admit. Three months (and god knows how many spankings) later, I finished the cowboy sculpture. Today, it adorns the entrance to the factory and is my best work to date. And, just as Irina had hoped, it has led to additional commissions, making it even more necessary for me to suppress my indolence.

Which has led me to this corner on many a Sunday afternoon - our normal day of reckoning, so to speak. On this particular Sunday, as I stood in the corner, I tried to concentrate on what I could do to improve, to overcome my faults. But, try as I might to prevent it, my mind kept shifting back to the punishment itself. What would she spank me with? In what position?

One thing I learned very quickly about Kara is that she is creative. She has spanked me with whatever she could find. This has included her wooden hairbrush, several different wooden spoons, a thin paint paddle, my leather belt, a wire coat hanger, and a plastic spatula. She has even used her hand more than once.

Each of these implements has, of course, produced its own kind of pain and discomfort. And I have endured all with a kind of stoic resolve, which I suppose has rendered the punishment less effective, especially since I continued to require the sessions. After all, in the scheme of things, if a punishment session is bad enough, the memory of it should serve to strongly discourage the behavior that prompted the punishment. That's the theory anyway.

I thought about that too as I stood with my nose pressed against the wall, wondering when Kara would enter the room and what she would have in her hand when she finally did. I stole a glance at my wristwatch and noted that I had been in the corner for forty-five minutes. My wife was making me wait longer than usual.

Then, I heard footsteps on the stairs, one at a time - she was obviously in no hurry. At the sound, I nearly fainted. She was coming upstairs for one reason only: to punish me. Unconsciously, I put my hands on my bare bottom, now cool to the touch and unmarked. In probably less than thirty minutes, it would be hot and dark red, even possibly bruised.

While I stood there counting the seconds, the footsteps stopped. My brain froze because I knew she was now entering the bedroom. I wanted desperately to turn around, to see what she had in her hand. But turning around without permission was strictly forbidden and would result in additional corner time and punishment. I had learned that lesson the hard way.

With my eyes closed, I heard her behind me moving softly on the carpet, piquing my curiosity and stoking my anxiety. Generally, she only waits a few minutes before instructing me to turn and face her. However, on this day, she was taking her time, and that worried me. What was she doing that required the extra time? Or was she simply tormenting me, adding humiliation and anticipation to the corporal punishment?

After several minutes, I wanted to call out, to scream for her to get it over with. But this too was forbidden. I would have to wait for whatever she was planning.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I smelled her body lotion and shampoo and knew she was behind me. I gasped and swallowed hard. Moment of truth, I realized. And for the briefest of instances, I asked myself why I allowed this to happen. After all, I was the stronger and could easily overpower her without too much difficulty

My quick answer to my own question was that Kara was right. The rules she and her mother had established were for our mutual benefit and had resulted in me being more productive and the company generating more profit. To resist now just to avoid the punishment my behavior had earned would put me on a one-way trip back to where I was. I didn't want that.

I felt a warm hand on my bottom. "Okay, Adam, turn around."

As many times as I had been spanked, I don't know why I nearly faint whenever I hear that instruction. My legs practically turned to butter. I had to put my hands against the wall to steady myself. After a few seconds, I managed to get my feet to move. I pivoted and faced her.

She shook her head when she saw my eyes. "Adam, I've thought about this," she said, her sturdy body rotating slightly toward our king-size four-poster bed. "And I want you to know that, while you have obviously made some progress, progress of which Mom and I are proud, you clearly haven't learned the most obvious lesson of all - complete obedience to the stronger will. If you had learned it, you would be downstairs right now watching football instead of standing in the corner. Do you agree?"

I nodded mechanically, not entirely certain what I was agreeing to.

Kara scowled. "Say it."

What I wanted to say was, get it over with. But that wouldn't have been smart. "Yes," I said in a near whisper. "You're right. You're always right."

She smiled at that. "Good answer," she said. "Now, today we're going to attempt to impart a lesson that is effective and that you aren't likely to forget anytime soon. Look over at the bed."

I shifted my eyes to the bed. Attached to each post was a black leather restraint. On the edge of the bed was our wooden cutting board, the long thick one that is shaped like a school paddle. Suddenly, her intent was quite clear. This would be no ordinary spanking (as if there is such a thing).

"Adam, I've warned you and warned you. I've punished you many times. Yet, you still don't seem to get it. After today, if you still don't get it, you're hopeless." She paused and pointed to the bed. "Lie down on the bed spread eagle." She clapped her hands, the signal for me to move. "Now!"

I could see there was no real way out of this, but I had to try. "Please, Kara," I started. "This isn't necessary. I know what I need to do, and I promise I'll do it. Just give me the chance."

She shook her head. "Adam, if you're not in position by the time I count to ten, I assure you that you'll be sorry you were ever born." Her voice was so calm when she said that, it was scary.

I looked into her eyes for a few seconds and saw the resolve, the determination. Severe punishment was inevitable. Accept it and get it over with. I nodded sheepishly and moved like a condemned man toward the bed. When I reached it, I climbed onto the surface and lay down as indicated, noting that she had placed a big pillow in the middle, no doubt to elevate my backside to make it a better target.

With a skill I didn't know she had, she very deftly attached the restraints to my four limbs and stepped back. I tested the integrity of the restraints. They held; I was helpless and very vulnerable. I could feel myself begin to panic. "Please, Kara," I said in a breathless frantic voice. "I..."

But she didn't let me finish. While my mouth was open, she stuffed a pair of panties into it, rendering me speechless as well as helpless. I tried to relax and simply let whatever was going to happen, happen. In the end, I didn't have much choice.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Kara pick up the cutting board. I tried to imagine what it was going to feel like, how much damage it would cause when she slammed it into my rear. When I saw her grip the handle and approach my left side, I decided I had seen enough and closed my eyes.

I heard a swish as the board rippled through the air. This was followed by the sound of wood meeting soft flesh and I got the answer to one of my questions. The cutting board hurt worse than any implement Kara had used up to now. The pain raced up and down my spine and jolted my brain. I pulled against the restraints and tried to shift my bottom - all to no avail.

She huffed and struck again, this one slightly lower than the first one. It seemed just a little harder. My pain level escalated. However, before I had a chance to absorb this second shock, she struck again, then again and again and again. She was like a machine, delivering a strike at the rate of one every two seconds or so.

At first, I tried to count. In previous spankings, the most strokes she had ever delivered was about fifty. But, I had a strong feeling she planned to exceed that number... if she was even counting. After stroke fifteen, I began to lose count. The pain was approaching unbearable. I couldn't move. I couldn't even protest. All I could do was take it, endure it until she decided I had been punished enough. That was a scary thought. What if she's out of control? What if she doesn't know when to stop? What if she's in some kind of trance? But there was nothing I could do to stop her.

And the spanking continued. Tears flooded my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. My backside became practically numb. My body, which had been very tense and almost rigid, began to relax. I had been paddled beyond the point of no return.

Then, almost abruptly she stopped and set the cutting board down beside my head. I felt her hand gingerly touch the scorched flesh of my bottom. I opened my eyes and watched her step back. "Adam, are you all right?"

It was a strange question considering what she had just done. I tried to speak but my voice was muffled by the panties in my mouth. I settled for nodding, although I wasn't completely sure what she meant by all right.

She reached over and pulled the panties from my mouth, extracting a sliver of saliva along with them. She set the saturated white cotton down, got a tissue from the bedside table, and gently wiped my face.

As I watched her, I began to wonder if we could perhaps do some kind of follow up, as we often did after a punishment session. I took a deep breath in an attempt to tamp down the pain and raise my courage. "Uh... I was... wondering... if..."

She raised a hand to stop me. "Absolutely not," she said. "You haven't earned a reward. Maybe when you've got your work done, then we can talk about it." She paused and her lips curled upward. "I, on the other hand, have earned a reward. Keep your eyes open and watch."

She opened her bedside drawer and found her favorite little pink vibrator. Once she had it in her hand, she raised the hem of her dress and secured the hem in her belt, giving me the perfect view of her labia guarded by short curly pubic hair. The hair and labia were both glistening with her natural lubricant. She was definitely aroused.

I also noted that she wasn't wearing any panties and quickly realized that the panties she had used as a gag were the ones she had been wearing. That revelation certainly didn't make me feel any better.

Then, as if to complete my punishment, she inserted the vibrator between her legs and switched it on. I watched her become more and more animated. I watched her eyes roll back in her head. I heard her shriek as she was overcome with a powerful climax, so powerful that she staggered backward and dropped the vibrator onto the floor.

When she was recovered, she retrieved the vibrator and turned it off. She looked at me and smiled. "I'll bet that hurt almost as much as the spanking," she said.

She was right about that. But I didn't respond.

She glanced at the clock. "Okay, it's nearly two thirty. You have time to go to your workshop and begin the mockup of the first sculpture, the one you should have finished last week. If you can get it finished by midnight tonight... and if I'm not already asleep, perhaps we can talk about a reward."

I thought about that. A little over eleven hours to finish a project that would normally take at least a week. I would definitely have to put my indolence on hold.

She wiped off her vibrator and replaced it in the drawer. Then she took the hem of her dress out of the belt and let it fall, effectively covering that part of her body I most coveted. She flashed an evil grin. "I hope you enjoyed the show," she said. "Are you ready to get to work?"

I thought about the paddling I had just endured. But mostly, I thought about the performance I had just watched. Eleven hours to get my work done. Could I do it? I wasn't sure. However, I was sure that I would work like a man inspired in order to get a taste of what was under that dress. I almost laughed when I realized that we men are not all that complicated and actually pretty easy to manipulate.

I sought her eyes with my own and said, "Yes, I'm ready to get to work."

"That's what I wanted to hear," she said. She approached the bed and raised her dress above her waist... but just for an instant, enough to give me a glimpse of what I was working for - the brass ring, the golden fleece, Eldorado.

She loosened the restraints enough for me to free myself, picked up the cutting board, and left the room, saying, "I'll check on you in a few hours," as she went.

I rolled off the bed and checked my bottom in the full-length mirror. It was sore to the touch and featured a few ugly purple bruises. But I had survived the harshest spanking she had ever administered. Now it was up to me to do what I needed to do in order to avoid future punishment and perhaps even earn a reward.

I dressed in my work clothes and made my way downstairs to my well-appointed basement workshop. In the distance, I could hear the television. Kara was watching a rom com. I thought about that too. That should have been me in front of the television.

When I reached the workshop, I was tempted to turn on the radio, find a football game, and relax for a few minutes. But the memory of the paddling and the image of Kara's body interceded, and I resisted the temptation. Yes, I was learning.

I worked for six hours straight without a break. Kara checked on me twice. The second time she brought me some dinner and actually kissed me on my sweating forehead. "You may make it yet," she said, smiling broadly.

I was finished with the project by eleven fifteen, a record for me. It would need a few final touches before it was ready for the customer, but it would pass muster. For one of the first times in my life, I was proud of myself.

I cleaned up and was upstairs in the bedroom by eleven forty-five. To my pleasant surprise, Kara was not only awake, but lying naked in our bed waiting for me. She held out her arms. "I knew you could do it, if properly motivated," she said.

I nodded as I accepted her embrace. "I love you," I said. "Thank you."

She kissed me gently on the lips just before spreading her beautiful legs. "I love you," she said.

And I believe she meant that. I resolved at that moment to fully accept her control and ensure she would never have to punish me again.


7. White Lightning

Ruth Ann Sims finished washing her face and hands in the basin on her dressing table. She glanced at her image in the leaded glass mirror and smoothed out a few tiny lines on the taut skin of her face. She picked up her large wooden hairbrush and started brushing out her long brown hair, grateful that she didn't see any streaks of gray.

The sun was rising nicely outside the second-floor bedroom, illuminating both the mirror and the unmade bed. She scowled as she brushed. "Where is Josiah?" she muttered to herself, thinking how it was Sunday morning and her husband should be back from the barn and getting ready for church.

When she was satisfied with her hair, she selected her best blue dress, the one with the white polka dots that she often wore to church in the summer. She shed her threadbare wool robe and once again looked at herself in the mirror, now clad only in her muslin underwear. It'll have to do, she thought. She knew she needed to update her wardrobe, but times were becoming tough for small farmers, and the hundred acres they had inherited from her father had yet to pay off.

She put on her dress and glanced out the window, hoping to see Josiah walking toward the house from the milking barn. But she didn't see him; she didn't see anyone. She moved away from the window to the open doorway that led into a corridor. "Jimmy," she called.

"Yes, ma?" came a boy's voice from downstairs.

"Do you know where your pa is?"

"No, ma'am."

"Are you and your sisters ready for church?"

"Just about."

"Okay," Ruth Ann said, still standing in the doorway. "Go out to the milking barn, see if you can find him. Run."

"Yes, ma'am."

Ruth Ann returned to the window and watched her fourteen-year-old son, dressed in his best blue jeans and a collared shirt, run to the big red barn. She watched him disappear inside, then reappear a few seconds later. Where is Josiah? she thought.

Less than ten minutes later, Jimmy, breathless, appeared at the door to the bedroom. "I found him, Ma."

Ruth Ann turned to face her son. He seemed so grown up now, looking more like his father every day. "Where?" she asked.

"Uh... he's in the shed by the woods," Jimmy said.

"Is he coming to the house?" Ruth Ann asked. But she didn't need to; she already knew the answer, knew from experience what her husband was most likely doing in the shed.

Jimmy hung his head as if afraid to make eye contact with his mother. "No, ma'am," he said. "He... he's asleep."

Ruth Ann shook her head, but she didn't say anything, not wanting her son to hear what she was thinking at that moment. She sighed. "Okay... we'll have to go to church without him, I guess. Go bring the T around to the front and fetch your sisters."

Jimmy tried to suppress a smile. Ruth Ann knew that her son, at fourteen, loved to drive the Model T they had bought used from a neighbor. "Yes, ma'am," he said, then turned and disappeared.

Ruth Ann looked at herself once again in the mirror, picked up the basin of water, and emptied it out the open bedroom window. "Second time this month," she muttered. "I'll make sure there won't be a third time."

When they arrived home from church around twelve thirty, Ruth Ann went immediately to the bedroom to change into her well-worn work dress. She instructed her three children to also change clothes and she put Sara, her twelve-year-old daughter, in charge of the noon meal.

For several minutes after she was dressed, she fidgeted in the bedroom, occasionally glancing out the window in the direction of the barn, as if expecting to see her husband hustling toward the house. But she saw no one.

"I've got to put a stop to this," she said to the image in the mirror. And with that thought in mind, she took down Josiah's razor strop from its hook and moved purposefully toward the stairs.

"Sara, do you have dinner ready?" she asked when she neared the kitchen.

"Just about, Ma," came a girl's voice from the kitchen.

"You kids eat," she said. "I'm going to find your pa."

Without waiting for a reply, she went outside and marched like a soldier on a mission toward a large shed about a quarter mile from the house. The razor strop was clutched tightly in her right hand. She muttered incoherently to herself as she moved.

She reached the shed a few minutes later, noting that there was no fire beneath the gigantic cast iron kettle, the one that was connected to two oaken barrels via coils of copper tubing. "At least the fool didn't burn the place down," she said to herself.

She opened the door to the shed and peered inside. It was an old shed made of wood planks on a rock foundation. The floor, also made of planks, was covered with several layers of dirt and dust. The shed had one window that was nearly hidden by a black curtain that let in very little light.

Along one wall were shelves containing ceramic jugs and glass bottles, some filled with clear liquid. Along another wall were two piles, one of wood, the other of shucked corn. Along the third wall was an old army cot. Stretched out on the cot was a man who appeared to be asleep. On the floor next to the cot was a jug.

Ruth Ann shook her head when she saw the sleeping man. It was Josiah Sims, her husband of fifteen years. "Josiah," she called from the doorway.

The man stirred but didn't open his eyes.

She huffed and ventured into the shed, attempting to ignore the stench of smoke, sweat, and whiskey. She approached Josiah. "Josiah... wake up."

Josiah stirred again. His eyes opened to a slit. "Oh... what is it?" His voice sounded more like a moan.

Now thoroughly disgusted, she shook him. "Wake up," she yelled into his ear. "It's after noon. You missed church."

Josiah groaned and tried to raise himself up on the cot to face his wife. He didn't quite make it and slumped back down. "Oh... woman... leave me alone."

Ruth Ann picked up the jug and found that it was nearly empty. "I thought so," she said. "You drank the whole jug?"

Josiah once again tried to sit up. This time, he was successful. He leaned his back against the wall. "What?"

She got closer to him and sniffed. "No wonder you were asleep. You reek of whiskey." She put the jug on the cot next to him. "Josiah, open your eyes and look at me."

He raised his head. His reddened eyes opened wide. He appeared to be waking up. "I... I had to test the latest batch."

She scowled. "Test it, not finish the jug, get drunk and fall asleep... especially on Sunday morning." She shook him. "Besides, you know very well I don't like this. I don't like any of it. Any day now, I expect the sheriff to come around and bust up the place. And if he hauls you off to jail, where will we be?"

He shrugged and lowered his eyes. "But... Ruth Ann... you know we need the money. The crops ain't paying off, not even with your daddy's land."

"And you're out here drinking up the profits." She paused and glared at him. "I sent Jimmy out to find you, and this is what he saw... something he shouldn't have."

Josiah's head began to droop again.

"Stay awake and listen to me," Ruth Ann ordered, shaking his shoulder.

"Oh... Ruth Ann... lemme sleep."

"Absolutely not," she said. She lifted her right hand and showed him the razor strop. "We haven't had to do this for a while, but it's time for another lesson."

His eyes widened again when he saw the strop. "Please, Ruthie... Stop being the schoolmistress."

Ruth Ann, who had been a schoolmistress for two years before marrying Josiah, shook her head. "Don't you call me Ruthie... not when you're in this state," she said. "And I'm not being a schoolmistress. My mama had to take the strap to my daddy more than once, at least that I know about. It worked with him and I know it works with you." She sneered at him. "Now, get those filthy overalls off and bend over the cot. We need to sober you up. It's too late for church... you already missed that. But it's not too late to make your peace with God and to make absolutely sure you don't miss church next Sunday. Get moving... don't make me whip you where you sit."

He faced her with his eyes wide and his mouth slightly agape. She meant business and he knew it. But with the whiskey still coursing through his body, he had trouble making sense of anything.

She retracted the strop and slashed him with it. "I said move."

He shrank back against the wall. "Shit, woman, that hurt!"

She administered another blow across his left shoulder. "I imagine it did," she said. "I warned you... you can't say I didn't warn you the last time I found you like this. Now, get over the cot with your overalls off... unless you want more of the strop on your arms."

Josiah appeared to be almost in shock as he sat against the wall, holding his left shoulder.

She flashed him a demonic smile. "Come on, Josiah, take your punishment. You've had the lightning; now it's time for the thunder."

Sensing there would be no escape from his crusading wife, he nodded slowly and slid to the edge of the cot. He planted his feet on the floor and pushed himself up, staggering a few times before he got his balance. He struggled with the buttons on his denim overalls.

"Still drunk," she huffed. She reached over and loosened the buttons on the overall straps. "Now, pull them down and bend over."

He turned his head toward the wall and opened his mouth as if he was going to say something, then thought better of it. He pulled off the straps and let the overalls fall to the floor, exposing his blue striped cotton underwear.

"Get your underwear off too," she ordered.

Josiah groaned and muttered a response she didn't hear. With shaky fingers, he unbuttoned the shirt portion of his underwear. When he was finished, he stopped and looked at her as if to ask, what do I do now?

She scowled once again. "Take it all off. I'm losing patience."

Slowly, he stripped off the short-sleeve undershirt and boxer-like pants. He stood before her completely naked, blushing slightly. Owing to their modest mid-western values, they rarely saw each other in this state, even when having sex.

She glared at him, keeping her eyes focused on his head and chest, and ignoring what was below his waist. "Put your hands on the cot and bend over... if you can."

He began to turn but paused. "Ruthie... can we-"

"Absolutely not," she said, anticipating his last minute appeal for mercy. "Bend over or I'll whip you where you stand." She reinforced the threat by shaking the strop at him.

He held up his hands in surrender, completed his pivot, and bent over the cot, thrusting out his muscular bottom in the process.

For a moment, Ruth Ann stood where she was, gazing at her husband's bare bottom as though she had never seen it before. The strop dangled from her right hand. She shook her head. "Honestly, Josiah, I don't know what gets into you sometimes," she said in a low voice. "You're a good man and a good husband. For goodness sake, I know we've got bills to pay... kids need shoes, T and that truck need work and gas. Make and sell your whiskey. Lord knows, I didn't support the Volstead Act. But, you don't have to drink yourself into a stupor. Do you understand that?"

Josiah gritted his teeth. He was beginning to sweat. He wiped his brow with the back of one hand. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good," she said, raising the strop to her waist. "But... I intend to make sure."

She cocked her wrist, retracted her right arm, then snapped the arm and strop forward, striking both cheeks, leaving a bright red rectangle behind. Before he had a chance to respond, she struck again in a manner that suggested she'd done this before.

"Holy shit!" he shouted through clenched teeth.

She flushed and struck three more times in rapid succession with the last stroke hitting solidly across his upper thighs. "Don't use that kind of language! Don't make me get the soap."

Josiah clamped his mouth closed.

"I'm going to sober you up before I'm finished," she declared, swinging the strop again and again.

Even in the low light inside the shed, the reddish glow emanating from his wounded flesh was obvious. The sound of old leather meeting soft flesh bounced off the walls and low ceiling of the shed. Swish, whack, thud; swish, whack, thud. Over and over again.

His head began to droop and his arms and knees weaken as the whipping continued. "Pl...please, Ruth Ann... I can't take any more."

She huffed and struck five more times, further darkening his red flesh. "Are you ever going to drink this stuff again?"

"No, ma'am."

She huffed again and struck three more times in rapid succession. "I heard my daddy say that more than once."

He took a deep breath. "I ain't your daddy, Ruth Ann."

She was about to administer another stroke, but stopped. She let the strop dangle at her side. "I guess that's true," she said. She reached over and touched his blazing bottom. "And I guess you've been punished enough." She pulled back her hand. "But... if I ever catch you again out here sleeping when you should be working or going to church, I assure you I will not be gentle. Is that clear?"

"Ye...yes, ma'am."

"All right, then. Stand up and face me."

He pushed himself up from the cot and tried to lock his knees. He pivoted. There were a few tears in his eyes. "I... I'm sorry, Ruth Ann," he said. "I guess I'm a weak and sinful man."

She took his rough farmer's hands into her own and smiled. "You're a good man," she said. "And I love you. You just need a reminder now and then." Suddenly embarrassed at the sight of his naked body, she stepped back. "Now, Josiah, cover yourself up. This is not the right place for that sort of thing."

He managed a weak smile of his own. "Can we... make up?"

Her smile widened and she touched the side of his face. "Get your clothes on," she said. "I don't want the kids to see us going to the barn."

He touched her hands and started to get his old clothes back on. "Thank you."


Also from LSF Publications...

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 19 femdom stories totalling over 75,000 words in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women, including:

1. The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver: New to the area, Doctor Tomisini pays a visit to a nearby antique shop where an old leather razor strop catches his eye. The attractive female shop owner explains that it used to belong to her grandfather. Later, he is bent over a stool with his bottom bared, whilst she gives him a painful strapping prior to making love.

2. Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home.

3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways.

How to Spank Your Husband by Shaun Kelly

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

I Know You're Wondering: Seated naked on the bed when he should be standing in the corner, Barry reflects on the events which have occurred since the day he met Nancy, an attractive widow. With one failed marriage behind him, he has to resort to being spanked to help motivate him to behave. Painful though Nancy's hairbrush is on his bare backside, it has become an essential part of their marriage.

The Garage Sale: Judy goes to a garage sale and finds a ping pong paddle. The old lady selling it explains it was formerly used to spank naughty bottoms. She gives it to Judy, who can see many good reasons to use it on her husband who consistently fails to keep his promises. So Joe ends up having his bare bottom whacked, and he's not the only one - his cousin Jeff gets similar treatment from his wife Rachel and her trusty bath brush.

Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur

Pharmaceutical rep Jeremy has no social life; he spends most of his time driving long distances and his life has become tedious. But all that changes drastically when he gets lost, eventually finding himself in a small town called Scurbin. He inadvertently parks his vehicle in the wrong place and makes things worse for himself by being rude to the female police officer and the female judge - who sentences him to 30 days in jail unless he takes a public whipping. Horrified, he opts for the whipping. It proves to be the first of many, for Scurbin has its own unique way of doing things. Made up of 80% women, the town is run by women, whereas the male residents are disciplined and controlled by their wives. A proposition is soon put to Jeremy - there are many women wanting to sample him sexually. Is this a dream come true? A sex slave to as many women as he wants? There are conditions of course - Jeremy must be subservient and obedient, and when he messes up, his bare bottom receives regular punishment spankings from various dominant women. Ironically, that has always been his secret fantasy. Perhaps he should remain in Scurbin and see how well his fantasy matches his new reality...

Scott and the Woodshed by W. Arthur

Scott is no stranger to discipline as his bare bottom has regularly been on the receiving end of his mother's wooden spoon, but after his mother's death, Scott lacks focus and motivation. When an attractive woman (Valerie) walks into the bank where he works and asks for a loan, he tries to help her. He also lets his mind wander as he imagines being over her lap for a hard spanking. Little does he know that he is to form a special relationship with Valerie, a woman in the final stages of training to be a vet. She occupies his mother's former room for several weeks, and Scott loves her dominance and authority. When she mentions the woodshed on her mother's farm, Scott is curious and starts asking questions. He gets so much more than he bargained for, particularly when he visits the farm and finds out exactly what it's like to be taken to the woodshed for a hard strapping on his bare bottom. Disciplining male members of the family is part of the fabric of life here. Like her mother, Valerie has a strong right arm and knows just how to administer a whipping earned for slacking off or bad behaviour. Although Scott often has a sore bottom, he appears to thrive on it, and his relationship with Valerie blossoms...

Spanking Stepmothers by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

Double Trouble: The relatively innocent prank that Tyler and Jacob play on their stepmother backfires, and the two college boys are not too big to go over her lap for a painful spanking with a hefty hairbrush. Their stepmother is a recently retired middle school principal, a woman who stands no nonsense, a woman who knows how to spank!

Like Father, Like Son: After working abroad for a year, Jeremy returns home to live in a new house, with a new stepmother and a stepsister, as his father married Nancy while Jeremy was away. Jeremy witnesses Nancy spanking his father, and it isn't long before he gets the same treatment himself.

The Disciplined Male - Volume 8 by W. Arthur

This compilation features the following and 4 other femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

The Job Interview: When Cam attends an interview for a prestigious job, he is alarmed to find the person who interviews him is none other than Mazy, the sister of his ex-wife. Because of this, Mazy knows Cam is a serial womaniser and not to be trusted around women; she tells him she will hire him on a ninety-day probationary contract if he drops his pants and goes over the desk for a paddling.

Kyle's New Reality: When 19-year-old Kyle spends over a thousand dollars on his dad's credit card to watch VR porn, he doesn't bargain on being caught in the act by his new stepmother, the attractive Felicia. She deals with Kyle's infraction with a bath brush, and then makes a surprising suggestion.

Lent: Newlyweds Kevin and Margo enjoy an active sex life, but Margo tells her husband that if he doesn't give up swearing for Lent, he will be deprived of sex. He tries to stop, but fails - and takes the consequences in the form of a bare bottom paddling.

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for!

Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...?

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

Strict Ladies - Book Two by Peter Martin

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

The Intern: Matt, a senior salesman, is in trouble again. He has a habit of pinching the bottoms of ladies at work. However, things in the workplace have changed and a Discipline Room now caters for people like Matt. To his chagrin, he is punished for his bad behaviour by the young intern, 23-year-old Jenny, who gives him a thorough spanking and caning on his bare bottom. Matt's ordeal isn't over though, as his wife is to take over his discipline in the home, ably assisted by his 31-year-old daughter.

Todd's Fantasies Realised: A chance encounter with Mrs C leads Todd to agreeing to take a spanking that he deserved to get many years ago. The reality is even better than the fantasy as he is whacked with a rubber-soled slipper. There's also an opportunity to ask Mrs C's daughter out on a date.
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