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The Getting-It-Twice Rule: Cooper marries Jenna, an assistant principal at a local school. Jenna dictates the conditions of their marriage... she will always be in charge of the household and make all the major decisions. Jenna's sister, Sarah, gets Cooper a job, but when he misses deadlines, he learns there are painful consequences - a belt whipping from Sarah and a paddling from Jenna when he gets home!

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Mr. Subservient: Joy tells her husband Frank that the house has to be perfect as the Book Club will be meeting to discuss their latest book. Hesitating instead of obeying and getting on with the cleaning earns Frank a paddling, plus the indignity of serving the ladies with his spanked bottom on display.

The Comroe Sisters: The Cabin: Kendra's new husband, Dirk, isn't as attentive as he was before the wedding, so she discusses things with her sisters, Shannon and Cassandra. Cassandra has already trained her own husband by spanking him, and gives Kendra some excellent advice.

The Comroe Sisters: Follow Up: Three sisters meet up, Kendra and Cassie discussing how they keep their husbands in line with regular discipline. Shannon's new husband, Andy, is undergoing training to be the type of husband required by Shannon. Later, the three men displease their wives with bad language whilst watching the Superbowl on TV. All three pay the price, enduring a harsh paddling.

The Hapless Husband's Guide to Happiness: Mike's search for a suitable woman ends when he meets someone at work. He soon finds that Sharon is very different from other women he's met, as she is assertive and in control. She soon has him trained up with the help of a wooden spoon, paddles, and leather belt.
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1. The Getting-It-Twice Rule

When I was growing up, my parents would occasionally tell me that if they got punished at school, they would also get punished when they got home, generally with a spanking that was worse than anything they may have experienced at the hands of a teacher or principal. Of course, as the child of parents who said they didn't believe in spanking their kids, I was a bit incredulous, especially as I was spoiled regularly by all four of my grandparents. I simply couldn't imagine these mild-mannered and indulging grandparents ever raising a hand to their children.

And, although I was nobody's idea of a rebel during my school days, I did get into my share of trouble. But, since I was in a school district that had long ago banned corporal punishment, I managed to escape that particular form of remediation, both at school and at home.

However, even as I was enjoying the relative freedom from such an arcane and harsh punishment, it never occurred to me that the 'getting it twice' rule could apply to adults who didn't take their jobs seriously and who married someone who had both a strong work ethic and a deep abiding belief in the power of discipline.

After an uneventful high school career and an equally uneventful two years in college, I enlisted in the Air Force and spent six years bouncing from one base to another while seeing the world and learning different skills. When I met - and fell in love with - Jenna while I was stationed at an Air Force Base in Ohio, I decided the time had come for me to separate from the service. At that time, I was a sergeant working as a data specialist.

Jenna was - and still is - a beautiful but hard-nosed woman. Unlike my family, she and her sister readily believe in the strict application of discipline and punishment, a fact I didn't learn right away. It is truly amazing how a young man can be blinded by love and lust.

Just before my discharge, I asked Jenna to marry me and was completely elated when she said yes. I considered myself extremely fortunate that a find like Jenna would agree to enter into a long-term relationship with a boring and plain-looking guy like me - I still consider myself fortunate, blessed even.

Still, immediately after I placed the half-carat diamond ring on her finger and we kissed to seal the deal, she laid out the conditions of our marriage and subsequent life together. First, she said she would always be in charge of our household and would make all the major decisions. Okay, I thought. Just having been in the military, I was pretty used to having a superior officer over me. How often does an enlisted man get to sleep with his superior officer?

The second condition was that I go to work for her sister Sarah. Sarah owned and operated an up-and-coming graphic design and software company. She needed a data specialist. I agreed to that as well. In fact, I thought this was working out better than I could've hoped. After all, I needed a job, and now I wouldn't have to look for one. What could be better than that?

Six weeks after my discharge, we married in a small ceremony at her church with only her sister, her brother Allan, and a few friends as witnesses - her parents had retired and were living in Ecuador. They sent their regrets along with their best wishes, while we promised to visit as soon as we could.

Three days after the wedding, Jenna returned to her job as senior English teacher and assistant principal at Maplewood Academy, a private high school and perhaps one of the only schools in the Midwest that hadn't completely banned corporal punishment, a fact that seemed irrelevant to me at the time.

I, on the other hand, began my new job as the data analyst for Sarah's company. From day one, I was impressed. I had my own office with an actual window and door - not a cubicle or desk like what I was used to. Likewise, the computer system was definitely latest generation, state-of-the-art. It took me a week to learn how to use it. After that week, Sarah or her brother Allan would give me assignments, then leave me alone to finish them.

Now, I admit no one would ever accuse me of being an overachiever. I put in my hours, do the work I am assigned, go home, drink a beer or two, and relax. In the Air Force, I knew guys who were hungry for promotion and would do just about anything to achieve it, including kiss rear. That wasn't me. And, while I didn't necessarily need a superior standing over my shoulder threatening me with dire consequences if I didn't get my work done on time, I did find that frequent reminders were very helpful in keeping me on track, as I have always had a disturbing tendency to succumb to distractions.

But Sarah had a different managerial approach than what I was used to. She more-or-less assumed everyone in her company shared her vision and work ethic. This assumption led to minimal supervision - give me a deadline and not check with me until the due date. Upon reflection, this hands-off approach probably wasn't the best for me, especially in the beginning.

At the same time, a part of me figured that being Sarah's brother-in-law gave me a certain amount of leverage. I convinced myself that, unless I became a total and complete screw up, she wouldn't fire me because of our relationship. It turned out I was right about that, but having leverage didn't mean there would be no consequences.

The first time I missed a deadline, Sarah took it as me learning the job. She asked me if I needed any assistance or additional training. I said no, that the assignment was a little more time-consuming that I had originally thought. To this, she gently - but firmly - suggested I either factor the time more carefully or put in more hours, even take work home if I have to.

I should've regarded that as a friendly warning, but I didn't. I was enjoying my new life too much to worry about such things. Likewise, I should've listened more carefully when Jenna asked me about work. I should've realized that she and her sister communicated on a regular basis and that some of that communication involved me and my glaring bare-minimum attitude.

Things came to a head when I missed a third deadline, this one revolving around a very important contract with the Air Force base. Because of my status as an Air Force veteran, I was included in most of the discussions. In short, the company was counting on my unique expertise and connections.

The day after the missed deadline, Sarah called me into her office and closed the door - always a bad sign, as she normally maintained a very open-door policy. She sat behind her cluttered desk and gazed at me for several seconds without saying a word. I just stood before the desk with my hands folded and my head down - I learned several years ago that contrition can sometimes be your best friend in a bad situation.

Finally, she leaned forward and sighed. "Cooper, any good explanation as to why you missed the deadline? I believe I made it very clear how important this contract is. Any chance I wasn't clear on that?"

Okay, I thought, this is serious. I shuffled my feet slightly. But what could I say? Once again, I underestimated the amount of time I needed to put in, electing to occasionally fritter away my time checking social media instead of staying focused on the project. I shook my head. "I'm sorry, Sarah." It was all I could say. "I'll work on it tonight and finish it tomorrow."

Now it was her turn to shake her head. There was a smoldering fire in her eyes. "Not good enough," she said. She took a deep breath. "Cooper, if you were any other employee, I would fire you on the spot. But you are my brother-in-law, and for whatever reason, my sister seems to love you and believe in your potential, so I'm going to give you one more chance."

I exhaled the breath I'd been holding. "Oh, thank you-"

She cut me off. "However, you still have consequences you must face, as the company can't afford any more of your indolence."

I didn't like the sound of that. "What do you mean?"

She rose from her chair. "You may not realize this, but our family believes in the strict application of discipline," she said. "Now, I know you come from an environment in which discipline is a buzz word. But I'm not talking about written reprimands or loss of privileges. I'm talking about corporal punishment."

Of all the things Sarah could have said to me at that moment, corporal punishment was probably the last thing. My eyes widened and my jaw dropped. "Corporal punishment?"

She stepped out from behind the desk. "Yes, corporal punishment. Take off your belt, drop your pants, and bend over the desk."

"My belt? Are you serious?"

"Don't ask stupid questions," she said. "Do it now or pack up and get out. Time is precious."

For a few seconds, I thought I might actually be hallucinating. I scanned her face and quickly realized this was real and Sarah was most definitely serious. Still, for some reason, I thought I needed additional clarification. "But Sarah, why do you want my belt?"

She huffed. "Cooper, use your head," she said. "Do you think I do this every day and that I keep a paddle around for just such purposes? My god, the last time I had to punish someone was five years ago... and that was Allan."

"What? You spanked your own brother? Why? I mean, from what I've seen, he's the most dedicated person here."

Sarah smiled. "He is now," she said. "But he wasn't when he started. I hired him right after he graduated from college. He's a very talented designer, but he had the same pathetic work ethic you seem to have. But I'm happy to say the application of the getting-it-twice rule took care of that."

"The getting-it-twice rule?" This was getting weirder by the moment.

Her smile widened. "Of course. Allan was living at home at the time. Our parents always practiced the rule that if you get punished at school, you got it again when you came home. From what I heard, after I finished with him, he got it much worse from our mother."

At that moment, I remembered my parents telling me the same thing about their childhood - stories I only partially believed, putting them in the same category as parental hyperbole, like walking to and from school, two miles in the snow and uphill both ways. I also thought that the rule wouldn't apply to me anyway since I lived two thousand miles from my parents. Standing there, I hesitated.

Sarah took a step toward me and glanced at her watch. "Cooper, give me your belt and let's get this over with," she said. "And, I should inform you that I have already discussed this with Jenna. I suspect she'll be waiting for you when you get home."

Crap! I had a strong feeling that I would soon experience my own version of the getting-it-twice rule. "But-"

"You're my sister's husband," Sarah said, putting up a hand to cut me off. "I thought it would be polite to get her approval before I saw you with your pants down. Now, give me your belt and get in position. Take the punishment you deserve like a man or pack up your office and get out, see what Jenna has to say when you get home after being fired."

Now that was a genuinely scary prospect. My wife is a very beautiful and sensuous woman, and I love her dearly. But she is definitely not soft-hearted. One way or another, I was going to pay for my lack of effort. It was the old cliché about 'you can pay me now or you can pay me later - but later, the price will be much higher.' Moment of truth. I nodded, pulled my heavy leather belt through the loops on my Dockers, and handed it to Sarah. At the same time, I resolved to get a thinner belt.

She doubled it. "Get your pants and underpants down and bend over the desk."

I wasn't happy about baring my backside to my sister-in-law and thought about arguing the point, but I realized that would just be prolonging the inevitable. Besides, rumor had it that Sarah liked women more than men. Again, I nodded, unbuttoned my pants, and slid them down to my knees along with my boxer shorts. I put my hands on the desktop and bent over, making my bottom highly vulnerable to whatever it was she was planning.

True to her word, Sarah wasted no time once I was in position. I heard the swish and then the thud as the doubled belt bit into my right cheek. It may have been five years since the last she had spanked someone, but she obviously hadn't forgotten how.

The pain from that first stroke radiated up and down my spinal cord and was worse than I had anticipated. I groaned and reared up. She pushed me back down and administered a succession of hard strokes.

"Don't get up until I give you permission," she ordered. "You have three missed deadlines to answer for. There cannot be a fourth, and I intend to make absolutely sure of that."

I swallowed hard and wondered, what is the price for three missed deadlines? She struck again and again and again, occasionally allowing the belt to stray onto my upper thighs. The pain continued to escalate, exacerbating my misery. Could I somehow improve my work ethic? Not only could I, but I would. Anything to avoid another whipping.

Tears formed in my eyes and trickled down my face. I mustered my breath. "Sarah, please-"

She struck five more times, then stopped. "I guess you've had enough," she said. "You need to be able to sit at your desk." She chuckled after she said that.

I didn't share her laugh at my expense. My entire backside felt like the inside of a charcoal grill. I had a strong feeling I would carry a few bruises for a day or two.

She patted my bottom and set the belt on the desk next to me. "Alright, Cooper. Get dressed and get back to your office. If you're not finished with your assignment by tomorrow evening, I will give you a whipping that will make this one seem like nothing. Understand?"

I understood perfectly. No more distractions of any kind. I nodded as I pulled up my pants and shorts and replaced the well-used belt.

She glared at me. "Say it."

"I understand," I said. "I won't let you down."

"I certainly hope not," she said. "We all have a lot riding on this project."

I gathered myself together and scurried past her, out the door, and back to the sanctity of my own office. I could feel my bottom burning through my pants but knew I had no time to indulge the pain. I had work to do and I knew she was deadly serious about administering another whipping.

I turned on my computer and texted Jenna, telling her I probably wouldn't be home until seven or so. She didn't return my text.

*  *  *

When I finally entered our apartment at a few minutes after seven-thirty, Jenna was waiting for me in our bedroom. Resting on the bed was a wooden school paddle with the words Maplewood Academy printed in white letters. My heart sank. My bottom still felt a little sore from the earlier whipping Sarah had administered, and it seems I had forgotten that Jenna's family believed in the getting-it-twice rule.

I looked at Jenna. "I... I'm sorry, honey," I said. "But you don't need to do this. I learned my lesson."

She scowled. "Yes, Sarah punished you for missing the deadlines," she said. "And I trust you won't miss another one. But you also disappointed me. I vouched for you and your potential. I trusted you, and you violated that trust. That violation also requires punishment."

As I reflected back on my numerous faults, I found it very difficult to argue with her logic. She loved me and trusted me, and I had let her down. But a paddling on top of the whipping I had already received? I wasn't sure I could take that. I hung my head. "You're right," I said softly. "But does it have to be a paddling?"

Jenna huffed. "Family tradition," she said. "And one that has always been effective." She glared at me and picked up the paddle. "Get your pants off and bend over the bed."

Once again, I could see no way out; delay would just make my situation worse, a prospect it would behoove me to avoid. I stripped out of my pants and shorts and took my position over the surface of the bed. I opened my mouth to beg for some kind of mercy, but stopped short of spewing out the words. Jenna was in complete control.

She rubbed a firm hand over my flesh. "I see my sister hasn't lost her touch," she said. I heard her suck in a deep breath and watched her take a step back, the handle of the paddle clutched tightly in her right hand. "And I have to admit it's been a couple of years since I've had to use this on a student." She swished the paddle through the air twice. "But I think it'll come back to me."

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her retract her right arm, then swing it forward, launching the paddle toward my backside. The hard wood impacted the center of my right cheek with a resounding thud, reigniting the smoldering embers from the fire Sarah had created five hours earlier.

I let out a shriek of pain. "God, that hurts," I said.

She struck again, this time concentrating on the left cheek. "That's good to hear," she said. "The punishment wouldn't be very effective if it didn't hurt. Now, keep your mouth shut. I think another eight strokes should do the trick."

I shuddered. Eight more strokes on top of the two harsh strokes already administered and on top of the severe belt-whipping Sarah had administered. I could see how the getting-it-twice rule would be very effective at shaping behavior.

Jenna swung the paddle a third time, this stroke landing directly across the center of my crack. I clamped my teeth around my tongue to keep from ejecting a string of unwanted expletives. I knew I would have enough trouble enduring another seven strokes. I definitely didn't want to risk having additional strokes tacked on.

She administered a solid stroke across the crease between my upper thighs and bottom. Each stroke induced more pain than the one previous. Six more to go, and I was already struggling to keep my composure. At least I had an end-point to look forward to.

Jenna paused and took another deep breath. For an instant, I wondered if perhaps she was finished - maybe she had second thoughts about showing me mercy. But no such luck. She took another deep breath, retracted the paddle and swung for the fifth time, striking the upper part of my backside. "Let's finish this," she said.

And she did. Swish-whack, swish-whack, swish-whack, swish-whack, swish-whack - no delays, no hesitation. The dramatic escalation in pain stripped me momentarily of my ability to think or even breathe. Was my heart still beating?

I closed and opened my eyes. I wiggled my fingers and toes. I had survived the ten-stroke paddling, albeit just barely. When I could muster a rational thought, I vowed to never miss another deadline as long as I lived, if missing it meant experiencing the getting-it-twice rule. The pain was real and severe. And - much to my horror - I realized that both sisters had probably let me off easy. If there was a next time, it would be much worse.

Jenna set the paddle on the bed next to me and gently patted my wounded backside. "Alright, Cooper. You can get up and face me."

I slowly disengaged my fingers from the quilt and pushed myself up into a full standing position. I turned and practically fell into her arms. She kissed my sweating forehead and patted my back.

"It's all over now," she said soothingly. She kissed me again and then pushed me back slightly. Much to my surprise, she took hold of my penis and gave it a gentle squeeze. She flashed a smile. "I know you have a lot of work to do this evening, but I want you to know that if you get finished by tomorrow evening, you'll get a reward when you come home."

I didn't have to ask what kind of reward. Besides all her other attributes, Jenna is a generous and skilled sex partner. I could feel my penis begin to swell at the prospect of spending a long hour or two making love. I dared to look at her and smile. "Uh... any chance I could get a sneak preview."

She gave me a mock scowl, reached around with her right hand, and smacked my bottom twice. "Absolutely not," she said. "In this household, you don't get a reward until you've earned it. Now, I strongly advise you to get your clothes back on and get to work."

I nodded, seeing no point in arguing with her. I pulled up my pants and shorts and pivoted toward the door. She didn't move from her position. I glanced at her, noting her wide eyes and slight blush. "What are you going to do?" I asked.

"That's none of your concern," she said. "Now, get out of here." She picked up the paddle and gripped it. "Unless you want more of this."

I didn't want more of that. Plus, I had a very strong feeling that my beautiful wife was about to engage in self-pleasure. And, as much as I might have wanted to watch that, I knew it was better if I didn't.

As I reached the bedroom door, I understood my choices were simple. I could get my work done and earn my reward, or I could not get my work done and face additional punishment that would be exponentially worse than the punishment I had just received.

I didn't have to think about that for very long and haven't had to think about it at all since. At least in my family, reward is always better than punishment, especially considering the getting-it-twice rule.


2. Judge Henry

Theophilus Henry, wearing his stately black robe zipped up nearly to his bearded chin, entered the courtroom and moved slowly and pompously to the high wooden bench. While he was moving, he gave a sideways glance toward the gallery, crowded with people all standing, most with nervous expressions on their faces.

As the municipal judge for the western half of Kramer County, Theo Henry had a reputation as a judge with very little patience for miscreants of any kind. In fact, throughout his jurisdiction, he was known as Thundering Theo and Hammering Henry (or sometimes just Thor) because of the way he slammed the gavel down on the desktop.

He arrived at his place behind the bench and arranged himself carefully in the padded chair. He shuffled some papers and shifted the gavel from one side to the other while the people in the gallery resumed their seats.

When he was ready, he signaled to the bailiff, Caleb Murphy. "Okay, Mr. Murphy, let's get this started."

Murphy, a big man with graying hair, picked up a clipboard. "Call Madeline Smith."

A middle-age woman wearing a blue dress rose from her seat, stepped forward, and faced the judge. Her small hands trembled and her brown eyes dilated.

Judge Henry consulted his case list. "Ms. Smith, you were arrested for DUI, second offense in the past five years. Anything to say in your defense?"

The defendant lowered her head and muttered a no.

Judge Henry scowled. "Speak up, Ms. Smith."

She raised her head. "No, your honor."

"Very well," the judge said. "Ms. Smith - and all you others out there - we take driving while intoxicated very seriously in Kramer County. Ms. Smith, since you seem to have a problem with alcohol and driving, I sentence you to ninety days in jail and a thousand dollar fine, license suspended for three years." He slammed the gavel down. "Next case."

Madeline Smith appeared as though she was going to say something, but never got the chance, as she was quickly escorted out of the courtroom by a uniformed court officer.

The bailiff called the next case, Murray Kersey, reckless operation of a motor vehicle. The judge dispensed with this case almost as quickly as he had the DUI. Another sad victim of Thundering Theo's justice walked away with his head lowered in submission.

And the day flowed on, case after case, all resolved with virtually no mercy shown whatsoever. Judge Henry was in top form and living up to his reputation. Fourteen defendants; fourteen very unhappy people, some facing stiff jail time, all with heavy fines imposed on them.

At four o'clock, Judge Henry put down his gavel and looked out over the gallery - all empty seats now. He glanced over at his bailiff. "Well, Caleb, any more business?"

"No, sir," Murphy replied.

Judge Henry smiled, stood up, and stretched. "Another good day," he said. "Have a good weekend. See you on Monday." He pivoted and walked quickly to the side door without waiting for a reply.

Once inside his small office, he took off his robe and sat down behind his cherry wood desk. In the middle of the desk was a laptop computer. On the right corner was a framed 5 x 7 picture of a middle-age woman with a very pretty face. She had short blond hair and was wearing a white knee-length dress.

He gave the picture a long look, then opened his laptop and entered his notes for the day's work. When he was finished fifteen minutes later, he closed his laptop and pushed back his chair. Once again, he looked at the picture and smiled. "See you in a few minutes," he whispered.

*  *  *

Ten minutes later, he pulled into a three-car garage on the side of a massive two-story colonial with a stone front and wide porch. He got out of his sedan and moved through a door that led into a narrow mud room. When he got to the large ornate country kitchen, he was confronted by the woman in the picture. But this time, she was wearing a red tee shirt and black yoga pants. She wasn't smiling. She had her hands on her hips.

"Theo, did you bring home the steaks and bread like I told you to this morning?" Her voice was calm but shrill.

His swarthy face lost all color and he lowered his eyes to the floor. "Uh... no, I guess I forgot," he muttered. Then he raised his eyes again to meet hers. "But, Joyce, I had a long day in court, fourteen defendants."

She scowled. "That's no excuse," she said. "And you forgot to put the garbage can by the curb this morning. Thank god, I heard the truck coming and got it out there in time."

He hung his head again. "I'm sorry," he said sheepishly. "I've got a lot on my mind."

The fingers on both of her hands twitched. "Look you, you leave your work in the courtroom. When you're home, you only have one thing to think about. Is that clear?"

Thundering Theo, one of the most feared men in Kramer County, nearly fainted as he tried to look at his wife of twenty years. "Clear," he said. He tried to brush past her.

She stopped him. "Not so fast," she said. "I'm not finished with you."

He stopped in his tracks.

"You also forgot to pay the phone bill this month. Your behavior lately is completely unacceptable and I'm going to have to do something about it." She grabbed him by the wrist. "Go upstairs right now, strip off your clothes, and stand in the corner."

His mouth - the same mouth through which fourteen harsh sentences had passed - fell open. "No, Joyce, please. I'm tired. I had a long day."

Still holding him by the wrist with her left hand, she reached around with her right and smacked him very hard across his covered bottom. "I don't give a damn what kind of day you had. Maybe you rule the roost in the courtroom, but when you're home, you do what I tell you to do. And if I have to remind you again, come Monday morning, you'll be issuing rulings while in a standing position. Do I make myself clear?"

He could feel a tear forming in his right eye. His bottom still stung slightly. "Yes, ma'am."

"All right, then. Go. I'll be up in a little bit. And when I get there, you better be naked with your nose pressed against the wall."

He turned away from her and toward the staircase. He knew from long experience that there was very little point in attempting to argue with his wife when she was in this kind of mood. In his more rational moments, he might have laughed at the irony in that. How many defendants had received harsher sentences simply because they tried to argue with him? They got the punishment they deserved. Now, he would get the punishment he apparently deserved. That's the way the system works. "Yes, ma'am." He quickly ascended the stairs without looking back.

Once inside the large primary suite he shared with Joyce, he stripped out of his clothes. "It isn't fair," he muttered to himself as he hung up his dress pants and white shirt. Then, as he moved to the designated corner next to his dresser, he couldn't help but wonder how many of the defendants that he had sentenced during his career as a judge had muttered the same thing. Probably quite a few, he concluded.

But it was fair, he told himself. They knew the law and they violated it. They got what they deserved. He pressed his nose against the wall, remembering that it had been more than six months since he'd last been in this position. Now he was going to get what he deserved. He'd gotten complacent over those months to the point of forgetting who was in charge.

As he stood in his spot, slowly the courtroom and all the defendants faded away, replaced by a vision of his wife standing over him with a paddle in her hand, ready to mete out whatever sentence she determined fit the crime. He began to wonder just what that sentence might be. He resolved to keep his mouth shut and not question her judgment.

About thirty minutes after he assumed his position in the corner, he heard footsteps on the stairs. He nearly fainted. He both hated and feared that sound, because it meant she was coming for him; he would very soon be on the receiving end of whatever justice she had planned. He bit his lower lip and closed his eyes. He tried not to think about what was next.

The footsteps on the stairs stopped and he froze. The cessation of noise meant she was in the bedroom. His time was at hand.

For a long moment, he heard no sound at all. Then he heard a single sharp clap, the signal to turn around and face her. He pushed himself away from the wall and turned. She was standing by the king-size bed. Clutched tightly in her right hand was his old wooden fraternity paddle, the implement he feared the most. He gasped when he saw it.

"Bend over the bed," she ordered.

At this point, there would be no fanfare, no arguments or appeals. He was guilty and sentence would be carried out. He knew that and had accepted it a long time ago. It was that acceptance that kept him balanced and grounded. She would teach him a harsh lesson, then forgive him his shortcomings.

"Yes, ma'am," he said in a near whisper as he moved to the bed. When he reached it, he planted his feet on the carpeted floor and bent his upper body over the quilted surface of the bed, making his fully exposed backside a perfect target. He closed his eyes and clenched his jaw.

Joyce Henry approached his left side. "You were doing so well I didn't think we'd have to do this again," she said. "Perhaps after this paddling, you'll finally get it that you need to listen to me very carefully and do exactly what I tell you."

He heard the words and tried to take them to heart. But all he could really think about was just how many times she was going to whack his bottom with that terrible paddle, just how bad his bottom was going to hurt afterward.

She took a deep breath, retracted her right arm, and swung it forward with half force, striking directly across the center of his bottom, leaving behind a bright red rectangle. The ensuing thud echoed through the room.

He groaned and his fingers clutched the quilt.

A few seconds later, she struck again, this time about a centimeter lower. He groaned again and had to dig his fingers into the quilt to keep from rearing up, a move that would earn him even more punishment.

Joyce Henry paused and surveyed the damage she had inflicted so far. She nodded to herself, retracted her arm, and struck again, this time concentrating on the right cheek. Then, without waiting for a reaction, she struck the left cheek.

For Theo, the pain from the four blows was beginning to escalate. He tried to remember how many strikes Joyce had administered the last time she punished him. Was it ten? Or maybe fifteen? Did she use the fraternity paddle or the big wooden spoon she keeps just for punishment? He couldn't remember.

Then, as the paddle slammed into his rear for the seventh time, creating another escalation in the pain level, he thought, what difference does it make? This is now. He also knew that, as a judge, he often increased the sentence for miscreants who were repeat offenders because, in his view, if they repeated the offense, then the punishment they received the last time obviously wasn't sufficient.

Joyce struck again, then again and again. Theo nearly lost count. Was that the twelfth time, the thirteenth? He wasn't sure. He wondered if Joyce was counting. What he knew for sure was that the pain was reaching the unbearable stage; the old fraternity paddle was doing its work very well, especially with his wife now applying it full force on his bare backside.

The question in his muddled mind now was, how much more could he take before he broke down and begged for mercy? He knew that was forbidden, but sometimes he couldn't help himself. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his ruddy cheeks. His fingers began to cramp. His jaw hurt because he was clenching it so tightly.

Then, Joyce stopped. She rubbed her left hand over his wounded flesh and glanced at his sweating and tear-soaked face. "I think you've probably learned your lesson," she said.

He gasped and sighed at the same time, thinking this was the end of the punishment.

"But," she continued, "I need to make sure this is a lesson you're not likely to ever forget." Once again, she retracted her right arm and swung it forward, slamming the paddle into the crease between his bottom and upper thighs. "Five more... just to make sure."

He barely heard the number as he fought through the pain and the shock of realizing she wasn't finished with him. He almost said something, something nasty, but wisely stopped himself, kept the words confined to the back of his throat. He could endure another five, but he definitely didn't want to risk getting any more than that.

She took careful aim and delivered a thundering strike directly across the center of his inflamed crack. "One," she said. A few seconds later, she delivered another equally harsh strike. "Two."

Three more to go, he thought, trying to block out the pain. Then, it was two more, then one more. She wound up and struck, the hardest blow yet. A purplish bruise sprouted on his right cheek. He shrieked in pain and agony.

Joyce set the paddle down on the bed next to him and gently massaged his distorted flesh. "I sincerely hope you learned your lesson this time," she said. "I don't want to have to do this again."

He tried to collect his thoughts, keep himself from sobbing. He did manage to consider what she had just said. Yes, he had learned his lesson. He most definitely didn't want to have to endure punishment of this caliber ever again. But he doubted that she didn't want to ever spank him again. He knew that she secretly enjoyed it, that she, in fact, got off on it.

She stepped back. "All right, Theo, get up. You need to get dressed and go out. Get us two steak dinners from Ashford's Steakhouse."

For a few seconds, he remained where he was, almost too stunned to move. He didn't think he could get dressed, let alone go out.

She slapped his bottom twice to get his attention. "I said get up," she said. "It's your fault we don't have any dinner. Now, get the hell out of here or you will spend the rest of the evening in the corner. Is that clear?"

Yes, it was clear. He didn't want to spend the evening standing in the corner, naked and on full display. He realized he'd probably get another paddling as well. "Yes, ma'am."

Slowly and painfully, he pushed himself up from the bed. When he turned to face her, she gave him a small smile and kissed him gently on the forehead. "Get us a couple of desserts too," she said. "You know what I like."

"Yes, ma'am."

It was an effort, but he did manage to get himself dressed while she watched from the bedside. He understood very well that while he was gone, she would no doubt get her little vibrator out of her drawer and bring herself off. Then, when he got home, she might or might not invite him to join her. It would be entirely up to her.

Now dressed with his face washed and his bottom still stinging, he gathered his wallet and keys and went out to get dinner, once again the most feared man in his end of Kramer County.

Come Monday morning, he would resume his seat on the high bench and sentence miscreants to harsh punishment.


3. Mr. Subservient

"So, there you are."

Frank Brazleton whirled in his desk chair and saw his wife, Joy, standing in the doorway, her arms folded in front of her. While her voice hadn't been exactly shrill, it hadn't been pleasant either. He dared a glance at the small clock at the side of his drafting table. It was five minutes after eight. He hadn't heard her get up and thought he had perhaps an hour or so to consider a roadway project he was working on before she caught him.

Joy entered the room and approached the table. In her hand was a pad of yellow paper with writing on the top sheet. She huffed as she looked over his shoulder. "Put that stuff away," she said, her voice a little sharper this time. "This is the first day of your vacation, and you have a lot of work to do around here."

He nodded and covered the drawings he had been studying. "Uh... I just wanted to get caught up," he said. "I... uh... thought I might do some reading later."

She put the yellow pad on the desk. "Think again," she said. "The women in my book club are coming here at one, and this place needs to look perfect."

Book club? This was the first he'd heard about that. He gazed up at her. She was still wearing her mint green peignoir, through which he could barely make out the firm outline of her shapely body. "I didn't know you were in a book club."

Joy shrugged. "There are probably a lot of things I do you don't know about," she said. "I had to do something after you dragged me to this boring street in this boring town."

Here we go again, he thought. They'd only been married six months - although sometimes it seemed like six years, all things considered. And after the first three months, he'd been offered a position as the road supervisor for Wood County, a prestigious and high-paying position, especially for a man only a year out of engineering school.

At the time, Joy had agreed that he should take the job, even though it meant moving to the sprawling, suburban county. She resigned her position as a high school English teacher and found them a large brick Cape Cod on Maple Street. They had only been living on the street for three weeks before she began to complain about how bored she was and frequently entertained herself by taking it out on him.

He took a deep breath, not wishing to deal with her mood this early in the morning. "A book club is a good idea. How long have you been meeting?"

"We meet every other Monday," she said. "This is our third meeting and the first at our house. That's why it has to be perfect."

He nodded, although he wasn't sure he truly understood the housewife mentality, especially coming from his own wife who, while perhaps maintaining the outward appearance of a typical housewife in 1959, was anything but within her own household. "What are you reading?"

Joy's eyes narrowed. "Well, it's not advanced calculus for engineers," she said sarcastically. "We're reading Simone de Beauvoir's The Second Sex, Volume Two, Lived Experience, if you must know."

Frank processed the name. He'd seen the book on Joy's bookshelf and even skimmed through it once - definitely not something he wanted to devote himself to. "Wow," he said. "That's some pretty serious stuff."

She huffed. "That's hardly your concern," she said. "Besides, the wives on this street are pathetic, definitely in need of some enlightenment. My god, Molly told me the other day her husband spanked her because she burned his dinner. Can you imagine that? The brute actually spanked her. And I think the other three have it just as bad. Mary Lou Gaskin let it slip that she lets Ed stick his thing in her whenever he wants - which I gather is quite often. You know, she actually said she didn't mind even though she has never gotten any real pleasure out of it. They need my help."

For an instant, Frank thought about Ed Gaskin having sex whenever he wanted - lucky bastard. Then, Frank tried to imagine Joe Carpenter, a supervisor at the steel mill, spanking Molly. In the end, he simply couldn't imagine it. He only knew how Joy spanked him, which was hard and often. He shifted gears and wondered if Simone de Beauvoir ever spanked Jean Paul Sartre or some other man she had cozied up to. I probably never should've taken that class in contemporary philosophy, he thought.

He shifted his eyes to the yellow pad and scanned it quickly. There were fourteen items listed numerically. He would be busy for the rest of the day. "Honey, I only have four days off while they renovate the county offices. I was hoping to read and even listen to the ball game."

She shook her head. "Listen, buster, didn't I let you watch that stupid football game yesterday when we got home from church?"

At least the second half, he thought. "Yes."

"All right, then. Quit whining and get to work."

He should've said, yes, ma'am, gotten out of his chair, and started on the first two items on the list, which were mow the lawn and sweep the front walk. But some power inside him made him hesitate. "But-"

She cut him off. "There's no buts about it," she said. "I've got a lot of things to do before the meeting and I don't have time for any belligerence. Get your pants off and bend over the chair." She clapped her hands. "Now!"

And there it is, he thought, the consequences of disobeying or even hesitating. She had work for him to do and he wasn't doing it fast enough to suit her. Now she was going to spank him for it. He shouldn't have been shocked; he knew it would come to this - it was the kind of relationship they had, the one he'd agreed to. And he'd agreed to it because she was smart and always knew what was best for the two of them. His life was not complicated. All he had to do was go to work at a job he loved, bring home his paycheck, and do what she told him to do the way she told him to do it, no questions asked. Do it and you avoid the consequences; don't do it, and you get spanked. Those were the rules.

Now, he had broken the first rule, which was, no hesitation. He pushed back his chair. "I'm sorry," he said in a near whisper.

She shook her head. "So am I," she said. "Neither of us has time for this this morning."

While he slipped out of his pajama pants and bent over the back of the chair, Joy opened a bureau drawer and extracted a sorority paddle that appeared to be well-used.

She gripped the handle of the paddle in her right hand and approached his left side. "A minute or so of steady paddling should eliminate any trace of belligerence."

Frank groaned and gritted his teeth. He knew she was right about that. The sorority paddle was a very effective tool in shaping behavior, especially his behavior - experience had taught him that.

Joy retracted the paddle and thrust it forward, striking the center of both cheeks with a resounding thud. He grimaced at the sudden explosion of pain in his backside. She quickly followed this up with two more hard strikes.

Frank endured three more rapid swats of the paddle and determined that the pain he was now experiencing was much worse than anything he had previously felt in his career. What's a couple of bullet wounds compared to a harsh, bare-bottom paddling administered by a housewife on a mission?

And in that regard, Joy Brazleton was relentless. Wielding the paddle like a true professional, she delivered strike after strike after strike to his upturned bottom, painting it a deep scarlet in less than two minutes.

After the first minute, tears formed in Frank's eyes and leaked down his cheeks. He was dangerously close to his breaking point when Joy stopped abruptly and set the paddle on the table. She gave his wounded backside a playful swat. "Consider this a warning," she said as she took a step back and pivoted toward the door. "Get some clothes on and do the outside first so you're not in my way. Then, get your inside work done. You need to be finished no later than twelve forty-five."

He pushed himself from the chair and resisted the temptation to rub his bottom. "Why twelve forty-five?"

Joy rolled her eyes. "You'll need time to get yourself cleaned up," she said. "You'll be serving the guests."

He dared to look at Joy while the pain from the paddling radiated through him. "I'll be serving?"

She folded her arms and sighed. "Frank, do I need to paddle you again?"

Frank recoiled slightly. The mere thought of another encounter with the sorority paddle filled him with dread. "No, ma'am."

"Then, stop asking stupid questions and get to work." She did a sharp turn and left the room, leaving him alone to contemplate his fate.

*  *  *

By ten o'clock, Frank had completed his outdoor tasks. The morning was warm for mid-September, and he was drenched with sweat. His bottom still stung a little when he thought about it. He tried not to think about it. He still had ten items left on his to-do list and two-and-a-half hours in which to complete them.

He got a quick drink of water, then pulled out the old Kirby vacuum cleaner. He got the carpet vacuumed in record time. The next items involved the front door and foyer. He got those cleaned and checked his watch:  11:15 and he still had both bathrooms and the kitchen to clean in an hour and a half.

He did the downstairs bathroom first because he knew that neither he nor Joy would be using it before the guests arrived. After that, he checked the kitchen to make sure Joy was finished making the trays of finger foods she would be offering to her book club members.

He entered the kitchen just as she put a pitcher of tea in the refrigerator. She glanced at him. "I've got to get cleaned up and dressed," she said. She looked at the wall clock. "I'll expect you in the upstairs bathroom in twenty minutes. I'll tell you what to wear."

He nodded, noting it was now fifteen minutes after eleven and he still had a lot to accomplish in a short amount of time - best to get to it and not waste time arguing or whining.

He made it up the stairs by eleven-forty. Joy was waiting for him. She was wearing her blue dress with a petticoat and stockings underneath. She also wore blue high-heels and her best pearl necklace. Her stylish brown hair had so much hairspray on it, it resembled a helmet. He thought she looked every bit the best version of a housewife - or at least the ones he had seen in the neighborhood. She even had on perfume. He had no idea that the women dressed up for these occasions - dress to impress was how Joy had expressed it at one time or another.

She scowled when she saw him. "You're behind schedule," she said. "No time for a shower. Sponge yourself off and comb your hair, then get the bathroom cleaned up. It shouldn't take you more than a few seconds to get dressed."

He glanced through the doorway that led into their bedroom and saw two items, a pair of black briefs and a riding crop. What the hell, he thought. This whole scene is getting out of hand. What his wife did during the day while he was at work was her business. He definitely didn't want it to involve him. And yet, here it was staring him in the face. He took a step back. "Joy, you certainly aren't-"

She cut him off with a sharp swat to his backside. "I thought I made myself crystal clear this morning," she said. "Now, get those sweaty clothes off, clean yourself up, and put on those briefs. If I have to spend time explaining myself to you, you'll be very sorry."

Frank was already sorry; he certainly didn't want to be sorrier. He quickly stripped out of his shorts and T-shirt, along with his underpants, and put them into the laundry hamper. He retrieved the cleaning supplies from under the sink in the bathroom and was about to start on the toilet when he saw Joy out of the corner of his eye. She was standing behind him. She clutched the handle of the riding crop in her right hand.

"A few swats from the crop should keep you on track," she said. And before he had time to react, she retracted the leather crop and delivered ten hard swats in rapid succession. These rekindled the embers smoldering in his bottom, and he winced.

She lowered the crop, turned, and went in to the corridor. "Hurry up," she said. "You need to be downstairs in eight minutes." She pointed the crop at him. "Or you'll get more of this."

He swallowed hard and resumed his work on the toilet bowl. How did I get myself into this? But he knew the answer to that. Joy helped him get through freshman English, encouraged him to finish his engineering degree when he was about to give up. She understood his occasional angst and she was a decent lover when she was in the mood and could take the lead, which was every time they had sex.

Being a rather shy, unassuming, and unimaginative person himself, he appreciated Joy taking the lead and controlling practically everything they did. Sure, she was demanding and spanked him every time he didn't perform to her standards. It was clear he wasn't like the other husbands in the neighborhood, even though he didn't want them to know it. But she wasn't like the other wives either.

He got a washcloth and quickly wiped away his morning sweat. Then, he cleaned the sink and looked at his watch: 11:52. He grimaced; he was in trouble. He raced to the bedroom and put on the black briefs Joy had left for him. Again, he grimaced; he would be on full display to the other wives. He was grateful his body was still lean and muscular, and he knew Joy wanted to show him off. Perhaps, he should have been grateful for that too, but he wasn't.

Joy met him at the bottom of the stairs, the riding crop still clutched in her right hand. She glanced at her gold Bulova and shook her head. "Three minutes late," she said. She pointed to a bare spot on the wall next to the brick fireplace. "Okay, go stand with your face against the wall. Don't turn around or move until I give you permission." She slapped his right upper thigh three times in rapid succession.

Frank yelped with the sudden pain. He wanted to make himself invisible, but knew he couldn't. He would do exactly what she told him to do - resisting or hesitating would only exacerbate his situation. He had had that unfortunate lesson reinforced only a few hours ago.

He scurried past her and pressed his face against the plaster. In that position, he heard her soft footsteps behind him and smelled her perfume and hairspray. Both sensations made him want to turn around and thrust his eager hands under her dress, push aside the crotch of the white cotton panties he was certain she was wearing, and massage her genitals. Then - if the massage had the desired effect - she just might take his hand and lead him upstairs to their bedroom where she would let him be Ed Gaskin for as long as necessary - which wouldn't be long, given his current state of arousal.

He resisted the temptation, keeping his eyes firmly on a spot on the wall and his hands to his sides. He was a bit surprised when she gathered the elastic leg holes on his briefs and stuffed them into his crack, thus exposing his backside. It further surprised him when she delivered ten quick strikes of the crop to his bottom.

"Frank, if you mess up while the women are here, I will not hesitate to do this again - in front of them. Are we clear on that?"

He took a deep breath and choked down the pain. "Yes, ma'am."

She slipped what appeared to be an apron over his head and tied it in the back. "You will wear this over your underpants, but keep your butt exposed," she said. She tapped his wounded flesh with the crop. "This afternoon is very important to me," she said. "If you get out of line in any way, I will make you the sorriest husband who ever lived."

He grimaced and swallowed hard. Pain radiated throughout his body. Concentrate and do what she says, one side of his brain screamed to the other side. Do what she says.

Just then, the doorbell rang. He heard Joy open the door. He heard women's voices in the foyer. Soon they would see him standing on full display, red bottom and all. In his mind, he tried to picture the four women who would see him. He had met just about all the neighborhood wives at the Labor Day picnic just last week at Stan Metzger's house. He thought Stan's wife's name was Peggy.

And there were Molly Carpenter, Mary Lou Gaskin, and Betty Lawrence. All four had kids at Park Street Elementary. All four were housewives whose husbands had good jobs, supported their families, and spent two or three evenings a week at lodge meetings or the bowling alley - at least, that's what Frank had been led to believe. Maybe behind closed doors, the other husbands were just as subservient as he was.

"Ladies, let me show you the house," Joy said, her voice getting nearer.

He heard footsteps in the living room, probably not more than ten or fifteen feet from his position. He began to smell a mixture of different female fragrances. He had to consciously fight the desire to at least turn his head. Certainly, they had all seen him by now.

"Uh, Joy... isn't that your husband?" one of the women asked, perhaps Betty, by the sound of her voice.

Frank felt a hand on his right cheek. "Of course," Joy said. "Frank has a few days off and will be serving us this afternoon while we talk about the book." She paused and ran a long fingernail over his wounded skin. "Oh, I have to discipline him from time to time to keep his behavior under control. Shall we see the rest of the house?"

Frank flushed. Please don't tell the other husbands, he thought. But no one commented on what Joy said. He might as well have been a statue with a sign on his back that read, Mr. Subservient, 1959. The group moved on past him while he held his position, stoically awaiting further instructions.

In the distance, as the women ascended the stairs, he heard Joy say, "Ladies, I hope you all read the book. We're in for a lively discussion."


4. The Comroe Sisters: The Cabin

Shannon Comroe sat in the booth nearest the entrance to Corelli's Diner. She took a sip from the glass of beer in front of her and glanced at her watch. It was ten minutes after five o'clock. She shook her head - Kendra was late.

She pulled her smartphone out of her small purse and started to scroll through some documents she was working on for the law firm. She was interrupted by a hand on her shoulder.

"I should've known you'd be working," a young woman who looked very much like Shannon said.

Shannon put down the phone and glanced up. She scowled as she recognized the pretty face and trim body of her sister. "Well, you're late... as usual."

Kendra slipped into the seat opposite her sister and flashed a weak smile. "Sorry," she said. "I had a makeup session with a student and then a meeting with the English faculty. You know how it is."

Shannon nodded and scanned her sister. "Ken, you look a little down. Are you all right?"

Kendra brushed a few stray blonde hairs away from her forehead, then shifted her eyes to the Formica tabletop. "Of course," she said. She paused and took a deep breath. She looked at Shannon. "No, I'm not."

"What's wrong? I haven't seen you since the wedding. I assumed you and Dirk were still in the, you know, honeymoon phase."

Kendra huffed. "That's what I thought... until last month."

"What happened?"

Kendra glanced away and wiped a tear from her left eye. "Oh, it's just that Dirk…"

Shannon's blue eyes narrowed. "Dirk what?" she said. "I had a feeling it would come to this. Didn't I advise you to wait before you jumped into marrying a man you only met six months ago?"

Kendra scowled. "Please don't start that again," she said. She lowered her head.

"Okay. What's the problem?"

Kendra took a deep breath. "It's just that... he's not as... as attentive as he was before the wedding."

"What do you mean by attentive?"

Kendra huffed. "You know what I mean."

Shannon chuckled. "I guess the honeymoon can't last forever. How bad is it?"

"I thought the honeymoon would last more than a few days," Kendra said. "He's back to traveling again. And when he isn't traveling, he spends most of his time on his phone."

Shannon shook her head. "Well, he is a salesman," she said. "Isn't that how you met in the first place?"

Kendra nodded. "Textbooks and other educational material," she said. "Definitely not pornographic material."

"He's looking at porn?"

"Yes... and not going to bed with me."

"Maybe he's just being a typical man."

"Maybe," Kendra said. "But I don't like it. And I don't like picking up after him like some kind of maid."

Shannon leaned forward and smiled. "Well, are you ready to leave him? I can get you a quick divorce or even an annulment."

Kendra shook her head. "I'm not ready to give up on him," she said. "He has his good qualities and I do love him. I guess I need some help."

Shannon took a sip from her beer. "Well, as you know, I've never had much luck with men. This sounds like a job for Cassie."

Kendra smiled. "Do you think she'd help me?"

"Doesn't hurt to call her," Shannon said.

Kendra sat back in her seat. Cassandra Comroe-McFadden was ten years older than Kendra, the oldest of the three sisters and the most assertive. She was a lieutenant in the State highway Patrol and married five years to Garrett McFadden, whom everyone in the family would describe as the perfect husband.

Shannon gazed at her sister; her phone was in her hand. "Can you meet tomorrow evening at seven at Mario's?"

Kendra nodded. "Dirk is on one of his extended trips. He's out of town until Thursday night."

Shannon typed a message into her phone. "Okay. It's all set up. We'll see what the three of us can come up with."

*  *  *

The following evening, the three Comroe sisters sat in a quiet corner of Cassandra's favorite restaurant, sipping wine and munching on mozzarella balls and celery sticks. After a few minutes of silence, they gave their dinner orders to a young waiter.

As the waiter walked away, Cassandra sat up straighter in her chair, took another sip of wine, and glanced at Kendra. "Okay, Ken. Talk to me."

Kendra took a deep breath. She had always felt a bit intimated by her older sister, partly because of the decade age difference and partly because Cassie appeared so self-confident, a presence not be trifled with. "Cassie, it's Dirk," she said in a low voice. "He's... not exactly the man I thought he was."

Cassie flashed a half-smile. "What kind of man did you think he was?"

"Oh... I don't know... something of a romantic, or at least one that would pay more attention to me." She paused and looked around the quiet restaurant. "Maybe I thought he would be the perfect husband, someone like your Garrett."

Cassie laughed and gave her sister a patronizing touch of her hand. "Oh, honey... You have been greatly misguided," she said. "There's no such thing as a perfect husband or a perfect man."

Kendra's eyes narrowed. "But Garrett is so-"

"Well-behaved?" Cassie said.

Kendra nodded.

"He's well-behaved because he's well-trained," Cassie said. "Believe me, he didn't start out that way. I had to work at it. I still have to work at it occasionally."

Now, Kendra leaned forward in her chair. "How? I mean, what did you do to train him?"

"I spanked him... a lot, especially in the beginning."

"You spanked him? Is that what you just said?"

"That's what I said," Cassie said. "Look, Kendra, men are not that complicated. A lot of their thinking happens between their legs. If you want your husband to behave the way you want him to, you have to take control, teach him that you're in charge."

"And they just go along with it?"

"I don't know if every man would," Cassie said. "However, most men are conditioned from birth to see women as authority figures. Set yourself up as Dirk's authority figure, establish a set of rules that he must follow, and then punish him every time he violates one of the rules. In the beginning, you'll probably have to punish him a lot, so be prepared for that. But, over time, he'll come around, especially if you remember to reward him for good behavior. And if he doesn't come around, dump him. He's not worthy of you."

Kendra looked at Shannon, then back at Cassie, her eyes wide with uncertainty. "How do you-"

"Get started?" Cassie was good at finishing other's sentences, a master at reading thoughts.

"Yes."

"Well, ideally, you should've started on your wedding night," Cassie said. "But since you obviously didn't, we'll have to set up an intense training regimen to make up for lost time."

Now, Shannon appeared interested. "How does she do that?"

Cassie appeared to think for a moment, then snapped her fingers. "I think I know," she said. "But it will take all three of us working together. Are you both in?"

"What would we have to do?" Kendra asked.

Cassie smiled. "I have a friend who has a beautiful cabin in the woods near Columbia, quite remote. I have a three-day weekend coming up. You two take Monday, the eighteenth off, bring Dirk up to the cabin, and we'll find out what kind of man he is, if he's trainable."

"I've got some time coming," Shannon said. "I wouldn't miss this for anything."

Kendra shook her head. "I don't know if I can get him to come."

"You haven't been listening, have you?" Cassie said. "Tell him you want some time alone with him, that you have a fantasy about a weekend filled with wild sex. Unless he's dead between the legs, he'll respond to that."

"All right," Kendra said. "I'll tell him when he comes home tomorrow. Send me the details. What are you going to do?"

"He's your husband, Kendra," Cassie said. "I'll give you the tools and show you what to do, but in the end, you're the one who's going to have to take charge. Do you think you can do that, or are we wasting our time here?"

"I'm willing to try just about anything to save my marriage and make Dirk the kind of husband I want him to be."

"All right then," Cassie said. "But be prepared to do some things you may not particularly enjoy - like showing no mercy when it comes to spanking him. Although, you might surprise yourself in terms of what you can do and what gets you turned on, so be prepared for that as well."

"It should be an interesting weekend," Shannon said. "And if it works, I have a couple of men in mind."

All three Comroe sisters laughed just as their dinners arrived.

*  *  *

On a warm Friday afternoon in mid-September, with Kendra navigating, Dirk O'Connor turned onto a gravel driveway from a two-lane highway in the middle of a forest of pine trees. "This is definitely remote," Dirk said as they spotted a clearing next to a small lake.

Kendra nodded. She clutched her phone in an attempt to keep her hands from trembling.

It had taken the better part of an hour and two bottles of Heineken to convince her husband to make the two-hour drive. However, just as Cassie had predicted, when Kendra mentioned wild sex, he agreed. He even called his employer and postponed a sales call scheduled for the following Monday. So far, the plan was working.

A minute later, they rounded a bend in the driveway and found the cabin, which was definitely not some rustic one-bedroom log cabin stuck in the wilderness. Rather, it appeared to be a majestic gem. Yes, it was made of logs, but it was at least three-stories high with a wrap-around porch on the second floor. The roof featured two stone chimneys.

Dirk's mouth gaped as he saw the house. "Wow," he said. "Whose is this again?"

Kendra smiled. "One of Cassie's friends."

Dirk parked the Kia SUV next to a small BMW and a Lexus SUV. His eyes widened. "Aren't those your sisters' cars?"

Kendra swallowed hard. She hadn't mentioned that her sisters would be present for the weekend. "Looks that way."

Dirk turned off the engine and glanced over at Kendra. "You didn't say anything about others being here."

Kendra swallowed hard again. Time to muster your inner courage and your inner authority figure, she screamed at herself. Time to show your husband who's the boss. She looked him in the eye and said firmly, "Dirk, we're here and we're not turning around." This was said in her most authoritative voice, the one she reserved for the unruly eighth-graders in her classes. She reached over and snatched the key from the ignition. "Now, I'm going in. You can stay out here by yourself or join me inside."

Then, without waiting for a reply, she put the key in the pocket of her jeans, opened the passenger door, and slid out onto the gravel. She walked the twenty or so steps toward the front door without looking back.

She opened the door and strolled inside. Sitting in the largest living room Kendra had ever seen were Shannon and Cassie. They smiled when they saw her. Kendra took a few steps into the room and scanned her surroundings.

A small fire blazed in the stone fireplace. There was a cluster of black leather furniture near the fireplace. Off to the right was a large, country-style kitchen. Off to the left was a wide wooden staircase that led to a corridor on the second floor. Windows overlooking the woods were evenly spaced. All-in-all, the house was a showplace.

"Cassie, this place is magnificent," Kendra said. "Must be nice to have millionaire friends."

Cassie smiled and adjusted her position on one of the couches. "Oh, I've done her family a few favors over the years, favors we don't discuss in public."

Shannon rose from her chair. "Where's Dirk? Don't tell me the bastard decided not to come."

"He's out in the car," Kendra said. "I neglected to tell him that you two would be here. I think he's sulking."

"Well, if he drives away, I'll take you back to my house and we can draw up some divorce papers," Shannon said.

Kendra pulled the car key from her pocket and held it out. "He won't drive away."

"Smart girl," Cassie said. "I guess when he gets hungry and lonely enough, he'll come in."

"There's some wine and beer in the refrigerator," Shannon said. "Might as well get something to drink and make yourself comfortable while we wait."

"Maybe Garrett can go out and talk to him," Cassie said.

"Garrett's here?" Kendra asked.

"Of course," Cassie said. "I can't leave him home alone for three days. Besides, I thought he might serve as a good role model for Dirk."

"Where is he?"

Cassie smiled. "Oh, he's upstairs in the second bedroom awaiting permission to join us. I had to paddle him just before we left, so his bottom is a little sore. I think he's up there praying he doesn't earn another paddling."

"Big sister, you're a mean piece of work," Shannon said.

Cassie laughed. "I try."

While the three sisters laughed again, the front door opened. Dirk crossed the threshold and came inside. His eyes shifted wildly around the room.

"Dirk, close the door and join us," Cassie said.

"There's some beer in the refrigerator," Shannon said. "I think we could all use one."

Kendra looked at her husband. "Thanks for coming in," she said. "But before you get settled, bring in our stuff." Giving orders was getting more natural.

But Dirk didn't move. "Is somebody going to tell me what's going on?"

"Bring in the stuff, get a beer, and we'll explain it to you." Kendra's voice was insistent.

Dirk's eyes moved from one sister to the other. He scratched his forehead. "I... don't understand."

Kendra scowled. "Dirk, you're embarrassing yourself and me. Go to the car and get our stuff." Her voice was calm; her eyes never left him.

Dirk's eyes dropped toward the floor. After a few seconds, he nodded, turned, and walked out the door.

Cassie clapped her hands. "Well done, Ken," she said. "First point to you. But you have a ways to go, I think."

Dirk reappeared in the doorway, carrying two small suitcases and a blue duffel. "Where do you want this?" he asked.

"Third floor suite," Cassie said.

"But leave it there for now," Kendra said. "And get us all a beer, then sit."

Dirk scanned the sisters, then moved to the kitchen, and extracted four cans of Miller Lite from the large refrigerator. He handed a can to each sister and slumped into the last black armchair, sitting across from his wife. "Okay," he said. "Now, is someone going to tell me what's going on?"

Kendra looked at both Shannon and Cassie. They both nodded. She took a deep breath, opened her beer can, and took a quick swallow. "Dirk, I'll make it very plain for you," she said. "I don't like the way you've behaved since the wedding."

Dirk's eyes widened. "I don't know what you're-"

She stopped him with a wave of her hand. "Don't interrupt me," she said. "You've ignored me, you've traveled more than you need to for your job, and you look at porn when you should be looking at me."

Dirk leaned forward in his chair. "I don't-"

Kendra rose out of her chair. "I said not to interrupt me," she said. "Dirk, I love you, but this is serious." She paused and lifted her sweatshirt over her head, exposing her breasts.

"Kendra, what are you doing?" Dirk asked.

She smiled, unsnapped and unzipped her jeans. She peeled them down to below her knees along with her blue bikini panties, exposing the entire lower half of her trim body. "If you want to look at a naked woman, here it is. I work hard to keep this body in shape. I'll wager that none of those bimbos you look at on your phone compares to me."

Dirk shifted his position in the chair. "Kendra, I-"

"Dirk, shut up," she said. She pulled her jeans and panties back up, then covered her chest with her sweatshirt. "As I said before, I love you and want to stay married to you, but on my terms."

"What do you mean?"

"Very simple. I'm going to lay out the rules for how you are to behave. If you violate the rules, there will be consequences that you probably won't enjoy."

He sneered, "Rules, consequences. What the hell is going on here?"

"I thought I made myself clear," Kendra said. "This is a fundamental shift in our relationship, one that will make us both happier. You either accept it or you don't."

"And if I don't?"

She took the car key from her pocket and set it on the arm of the chair. "I'm not forcing you to stay. Take the key and drive away. I'll go back with Shannon. Tuesday, we'll serve you with divorce papers. I don't want to do that, but it's the only way we can stay together."

Dirk's fingers twitched. He looked at each sister. "So, this is it. You want to turn me into Cassie's Mr. Perfect?"

Cassie laughed. "Garrett is far from perfect," she said. "He started out a lot like you, but over the years, he's learned that my way is the best way." She paused and glanced at the catwalk on the second floor. "But if you don't believe me, you can ask him yourself. He's upstairs nursing a sore bottom from a paddling he earned for being less than perfect just before we left to come here."

Dirk's swarthy face flushed slightly. "So, you guys are ganging up on me?"

"Dirk, no one is ganging up on you," Cassie said. "Your choice is very simple: Either adhere to your vow to forsake all others and obey your wife or lose your wife forever."

"Then, you can look at all the porn and do all the online flirting you want with impunity," Shannon added.

"That's none of your business, Shannon," Dirk said.

Shannon chuckled. "You're right about that," she said. But I do care about what happens to my sister. And I don't share her high regard for you as a man or a life partner - but I don't have to live with you either."

Dirk appeared to soften a little. "Look, if I haven't been quite the husband you were hoping for, I'm sorry," he said. "But all this isn't necessary. I promise to be more responsive."

"That's nice to hear," Kendra said. "But it's not enough. I need to take total control of our relationship. You either agree to that or we're finished, right here, right now. Do you agree?"

Dirk looked like a bull whose horns are caught in a thicket - the more he twisted his head, the more stuck the horns became.

Kendra glanced at her wristwatch. "Dirk, we're wasting time. Decide."

He once again looked into three sets of unfriendly eyes. "If I agree, what's the next step?"

Kendra's eyes narrowed. "There's no if, Dirk. You have to be absolutely sure." She paused. "Look, we can build a good life together, but only if I control every aspect of our relationship. Sometimes, you will probably resist that control, even though it's for your own good. And every time you attempt to resist that control, I will punish you. But I will also reward good behavior." She gazed at him and smiled. "This is so simple, Dirk. If you love me and want to be with me, then say you agree and we can proceed."

Dirk began to squirm in the chair. For an instant, he twisted the gold band on the third finger of his left hand. He took two deep breaths and swallowed hard. His eyelids drooped. Then, he straightened in the chair. "Okay. I do love you and I do want to be with you. I agree."

Kendra's face broke into a huge smile. Shannon and Cassie both sighed. "I was hoping you would say that," Kendra said. "Now, the next step is for you to take the two suitcases up to the third floor, take off your clothes, and wait for me."

"You want me to-"

Kendra held up a finger to stop him. "You agreed. That means no questions, just do what I tell you. Now, move."

Dirk appeared as though he was going to ask another question, then apparently thought better of it. He slid out of the chair, picked up the two suitcases, and disappeared up the stairs.

Cassie glanced at her sister. "Very well done, Kendra," she said. "But now you have to be merciless, no sign of weakness whatsoever. Can you do that?"

Kendra nodded as she also left her chair. "I can do this," she said. "You have taught me well. When we come back downstairs later, my husband will be a changed man."

Both Shannon and Cassie applauded. "You go, girl," Shannon said.

Kendra smiled as she hoisted the duffel and headed up the stairs.

When she reached the large, well-appointed owner suite on the third floor of the cabin, she found Dirk sitting in a padded armchair completely naked. His clothes were piled in a heap next to the king-size bed. He looked up at Kendra. "I feel a little silly," he said.

She huffed and set the duffel on the bedside table. "You won't in a few minutes."

"What happens now?" he asked.

Kendra unzipped the bag. "What happens now is you keep your mouth shut at all times. This is day one of submission boot camp, and I am your drill sergeant. From now until we leave this cabin on Monday evening, you will do exactly what I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it. You will speak only when spoken to, and you will answer all questions with ma'am - that includes any questions my sisters might ask. Do you understand?"

He shook his head. "I'm not sure I understand anything."

She scowled. "That is not an acceptable answer. Unacceptable answers have consequences. However, since this is your first day, I will explain it again. You will do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it. You will ask no questions and speak only when spoken to. You will answer all questions with ma'am. Now, do you understand?"

His eyes darted around the large room. "Yes, ma'am."

Kendra smiled. "Good answer," she said. She reached into the bag and extracted a set of shiny metal handcuffs, two long leather strips, a ball gag, and what appeared to be a leather belt with a cock cage attached.

Dirk's eyes widened when he saw the implements. "What the hell is this?!"

"That outburst will cost you," she said. "Stand up." She clapped her hands for emphasis.

His eyes shifted back and forth between Kendra and the implements she had laid on the bed. He didn't move.

Kendra sighed. "Dirk, I will make your situation perfectly clear. When you agreed to the lifestyle change, you fully committed yourself, meaning you can't back out now, even if you have a change of heart. So, if you don't do what I tell you, I will call my sisters and the three of us will force the issue. Understand that if I have to do that, you will be the sorriest husband who ever lived. Do you understand that?"

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

"Okay, then. Stand up."

Slowly, Dirk pushed himself up from the chair and stood facing his wife.

She picked up the handcuffs. "Put your hands behind your back."

He let out a small groan and complied with the order.

Kendra walked around behind him and snapped the cuffs around his wrists. "In case you're wondering, these are the real things, compliments of Cassie." She held out a small key on a gold chain. She put the chain around her neck.

Next, she put the ball gag in his mouth and secured the leather strap around his neck. She nodded as she inspected her handiwork. "That will keep you quiet for a while." She slapped his exposed backside twice. "Bend your upper body over the surface of the bed."

He looked at Kendra and appeared as though he wanted to say something but couldn't because of the gag. He wriggled his hands behind his back. They were secure in the tight cuffs. There would be no escape from whatever Kendra was planning.

His eyes wide with fear, he approached the bed and draped his upper body over the quilted surface. Kendra came up behind him and kicked his legs to spread them. She tied the end of a leather strap around each ankle and then tied the other end to a leg of the bed. He wriggled his legs but they were tight, removing all doubt that escape would be impossible.

Kendra extracted a thin wooden school paddle from the bag and showed it to Dirk. "You committed three offenses which warrant a paddling. The first is for leaving your clothes in a pile on the floor. From now on, you will fold your clothes neatly and put them away. I'm tired of being your maid and will not pick up after you anymore. Second, you spoke without permission. And third, you didn't move when I told you to. Just so we're clear: I will spank you every time you commit any of these offenses. Nod if you understand."

Dirk looked at Kendra and nodded.

"One last thing, don't attempt to get up while you're in this position. If you do rise up, I will secure you so that you can't get up. Then, we'll start all over again. Nod if you understand."

He swallowed hard and his wide eyes shifted to the paddle. He nodded.

She gripped the paddle in her right hand and stepped back. Her mind began to roil slightly. So far, this had been easier than she'd anticipated. But now it was the moment of truth: Could she really paddle her husband into complete submission? She had never spanked anyone before, nor had she ever been spanked.

Cassie had shown her how to wield the paddle when she'd given it to her sister. And Kendra had watched several short videos of women spanking men. Now it was her turn. No weakness, she told herself. You can do this; you've got to do this in order to save your marriage.

She swished the paddle twice, cutting through the air. She listened to the sound and gauged the feel. For an instant, she was glad she wasn't on the receiving end. She took a deep breath and scanned Dirk's muscular backside, regarding it almost as an artist would regard a blank canvas - pristine and ready. She tried to remember Cassie's instructions: Strike both cheeks directly across the center, but don't forget the crease between the bottom and the upper thighs. And, whatever you do, strike with authority.

But how many strokes should she administer? Cassie wasn't clear on that point. "You'll know when he's had enough," Cassie had said. "But it's usually better to be too harsh than not harsh enough. He needs to learn you mean business and that this is a punishment he wants to avoid."

With that in mind, she retracted the paddle, snapped her wrist, and swung it forward, impacting the center of both trembling cheeks. He groaned with the suddenness of the pain. His upper body twitched as though he was about to rear up. His cuffed hands shook slightly.

Kendra paused and examined the flesh on his bottom. Where there had been pale skin a few seconds ago, there was now a bright red rectangle. She nodded to herself. She had successfully administered her first paddle stroke. She knew it wasn't nearly enough to make her point, but it was a good beginning.

She retracted the paddle and swung it forward again, this time a little faster. The hard wood bit into his flesh at a point just below the first. He groaned again but otherwise didn't move. So far, so good. Time to deliver the lesson, as she now had a good feel for the paddle.

She retracted the paddle a third time and delivered a strike to the crease just below the left cheek. His flesh rippled and his ankles strained against the leather straps. She struck the right side in the same way, producing a similar result. Yes, he was feeling it, she thought. She would make him sorry and submissive.

She considered all the times he had ignored her since the wedding, all the times he had looked at naked women on his phone instead of coming to bed with her. She could feel the anger rise up within her, driving her to spank harder and faster. She found herself delivering stroke after stroke after stroke, staining his entire backside a deep red. His entire body now trembled.

She dared a glance at his face and saw tears in his eyes. Had he had enough? Probably, she thought. She pulled her last stroke and felt his bottom. It was very warm to the touch. Small purplish bruises sprouted all over. She leaned down to his left ear. "I hope you're learning from this," she said. "From now on, you will obey the rules or get a lot more of this. Are we clear on that?"

He nodded quickly.

She smiled. She had passed the first real test. She didn't believe he was actually broken yet, but he was a step closer. Time for the next round. She patted his bottom. "Stand up."

Slowly, he pushed himself up from the bed.

She set the paddle on the bedside table and picked up the leather belt with the cock cage. Just as she'd seen in the instructional video, she attached it around his penis. "This is a male chastity device," she said. "From now on, you will come only with permission. You will have to earn the right to fuck me by being on your absolute best behavior. Now, remain where you are and don't move from that position. Clear?"

Dirk nodded, obviously uncomfortable with his new chastity device and sporting a very sore backside. And with his legs still secured to the bed, he had little choice but to remain where he was.

Kendra reached into the duffel and extracted a small vibrator. She stripped out of her clothes and climbed onto the bed. She lay down on her back, spread her legs, and activated the vibrator, being sure her husband could see her.

Before she placed the vibrator over her labia, she ran the fingers of her left hand over the space. She was surprised to find that she was lubricating freely. Taking control and spanking her husband had turned her on more than she thought it would. In fact, she was so turned on, she wasn't at all certain she needed the vibrator to climax.

She glanced over at Dirk, standing dutifully next to the bed, his hands cuffed behind him, his mouth gagged, and his penis caged. She would put on a show for him while he was totally helpless to do anything about it - and she would enjoy every second of it.

With that thought in mind, she placed the humming vibrator over her clitoris and stuck two fingers of her left hand into her thoroughly wet vagina. As the vibrator and her fingers did their work, she had to force her eyes to stay open.

She tried to prolong the pleasure for as long as possible, but she was simply too turned on to hold back. She had a thundering orgasm in less than five minutes. She smiled and turned her head toward Dirk. His penis strained against the cage; his entire body trembled. And, at that moment, she almost wished he was lying next to her, ready to mount her when she gave him permission.

This would be more difficult than she anticipated, she realized. In denying him, she also denied herself. She closed her eyes and thought about him on his back, hands and legs tied to the bed. In this position, she would first squat over his face and force him to lick her to orgasm. Then, after she came, she would straddle him and impale herself on his penis, riding him until she had yet another orgasm. The vision was so profound that she climaxed a second time.

She opened her eyes and noted the sweat glistening on Dirk's naked body. She had put on a good show and taught him a lesson at the same time. But she also knew that this had been only the first phase of his training. She couldn't stop now.

Kendra set the vibrator on the bedside table and slid out of bed, nearly losing her balance as her feet hit the wooden floor. She righted herself, opened her suitcase, and slipped on a long cotton nightdress. She walked over to Dirk, still standing in his spot, his eyes now cast to the floor.

She patted his bruised bottom. "You've been a good boy so far, and I may let you fuck me later on," she said. "But we have things to do first." She bent down and untied his legs, then, she removed the ball gag.

He appeared to swallow some saliva that had accumulated around the corners of his mouth. He wriggled his hands and blinked several times.

"Did you need to say something?" she asked.

He nodded.

"Go ahead, but keep it short."

"Bathroom."

Her eyes narrowed. "Alright," she said. She unlocked the chastity device. "In and out in less than a minute and don't touch yourself. Keep the door open so I can watch you." She chuckled as she realized with his hands cuffed behind him, he couldn't touch himself.

"Yes, ma'am." He scurried to the en suite.

He was back in the bedroom in less than a minute.

She extracted from the duffel a wide leather collar with a ring attached to it. She secured it around his neck. Next, she extracted a six-foot leather dog leash from the duffel and attached it to the ring. Finally, she pulled out a riding crop from the duffel. "Alright, now we go downstairs where you will apologize to my sisters for your behavior."

His eyes widened. "You want me to go downstairs naked?"

She slapped his bottom ten times with the crop. "I did not give you permission to speak," she said. "If you do it again, I will take you downstairs myself and paddle your sorry rear in front of everyone. Understand?"

He gulped. "Yes, ma'am."

She shook the leash and slapped his left cheek with the crop. "Okay. Move."

Like a man condemned, he moved toward the door with Kendra right behind him, holding the end of the leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other along with the male chastity device.

When they reached the living room, they found Cassie and Shannon sitting in their chairs. Both had iPads in their hands. Cassie looked up and smiled. "Well, that's an improvement," she said. "Well done, little sister."

Shannon also looked up and smiled. She nodded her agreement.

Kendra had Dirk turn so his back was toward the sisters. "I think he got the message," she said.

Cassie nodded again. "Impressive, especially for your first time."

"Dirk has something to say," Kendra said. She hit his knees with the crop. "On your knees and say what you need to say."

Dirk's face flushed a deep red as he dropped to his knees with his hands still cuffed behind his back. He took a deep breath and looked back and forth between his two sisters-in-law. "I humbly apologize if my behavior has offended either of you."

"That actually sounded sincere," Cassie said. "It is truly amazing what a determined woman can do to change a man's behavior, especially if she wields a mean paddle."

Kendra held up the chastity device. "And isn't afraid to use this."

Cassie's eyes widened. "Wow, a cock cage. I never thought of that. Little sister, I am impressed. You'll have to tell me where you got it."

'"Remind me later," Kendra said. She touched Dirk's shoulder with the crop. "Get up."

Dirk rose from his knees.

Cassie slid out of the chair. "I think it's time to get the boys together," she said. "Dirk, Garrett will teach you how to make dinner the way I like it."

Dirk flushed again, but he said nothing.

Kendra smiled at him. "I know a good boy who might get a reward later on."

*  *  *

As the clock neared ten that night, Shannon, Cassie, and Kendra watched as the two husbands finished cleaning up the kitchen. Both were naked except for aprons covering their fronts. They had made Cassie's favorite pasta dinner. Neither had said a word all evening. Both had small bruises on their backsides.

Their work complete, they entered the living room to await their instructions. Kendra rose from her chair and moved to Dirk's side. She lightly gripped his penis. It came alive immediately. "Submission seems to suit you," she said. "However, before we go upstairs, I want to lay out the rules you will live by from now on." She turned to her sisters. "You will be witnesses."

Shannon and Cassie nodded.

"Dirk, you already know the rules about cleaning up after yourself and not coming on to me without permission."

"Yes, ma'am."

Kendra smiled. "The next rule is that at the end of each day, you will give me your phone and your other handheld devices. If I find you've been looking at anything I don't approve of, I will punish you severely. Second rule, you will assume the housework duties from now on. Any lapse will result in severe punishment. Clear so far?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"The final rule is the tough one. By the end of November, you will quit that lousy job. I don't want you traveling or flirting with the female teachers."

He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off.

"I know what you're thinking," she said. "But I have a plan. I know you used to be a math teacher and still have your license. Melissa Waterford, the seventh-grade math teacher is going on maternity leave in December. The school will need a substitute. I will recommend you. Plus, Melissa has confided in me that she's not planning to return after her leave. You'll get the job permanently and I'll be able to keep an eye on you. Not to mention, you'll have more time at home to get your work done."

Dirk swallowed. His fingers twitched.

Cassie clapped her hands. "Well done, Ken," she said. "You've really thought this out."

Kendra smiled. "Thanks, Cassie. I had a good teacher." She turned to Dirk. "Now, Dirk, this is what I meant by control. The key to the car is on the nightstand. It's not too late to back out. But you need to do it now. Do you want to back out?"

Dirk thought for a few seconds. He rubbed his bottom with both hands and winced slightly. He glanced around the room. Everyone was gazing at him, including Garrett. He shook his head. "No, ma'am."

Kendra's pretty face broke out into a huge grin. "Alright, then," she said. "Let's say good night and go upstairs. I know exactly what I want you to do. I guarantee we'll both enjoy it."

He dared a small smile. "Yes, ma'am."

With Kendra behind him, the handle of the riding crop still clutched in her right hand, Dirk headed for the stairs. Kendra turned and gave her sisters a small wave. "See you all in the morning," she said.

Cassie nodded. "I'll have Garrett show Dirk how to make breakfast."

Shannon rolled her eyes. "I've got to get myself a man."

Once they were in their third-floor bedroom, Kendra closed the door and removed the handcuffs. "Go brush your teeth and do whatever else you need to do."

Dirk pivoted toward the bathroom. "Yes, ma'am."

She watched him disappear, then attached a long leather strip to each corner of the bed. She could wait no longer to turn her fantasy into reality. "Lie down on the bed on your back, spread eagle," she ordered as soon as Dirk emerged from the bathroom.

For an instant, he hesitated. His eyes shifted to the bed, and he acted as though he was going to say something.

Kendra moved closer to him and slapped his backside ten times as hard as she could with her right hand. He winced. "Dirk, when I give you an order, you do it immediately, no hesitation whatsoever. Now, move!"

He nodded and complied with the order. Kendra quickly secured his four limbs to the bed. Her work finished, she stood off to the side and smiled. She realized she really enjoyed seeing her husband in this position - helpless and hers to control.

She shed her nightdress and brushed her labia with a finger from her right hand. The finger glistened with natural lubricant. She was more than ready. She glanced at Dirk. He sported a large erection - he also was ready. It was time.

She climbed onto the bed and shifted her body so that her genitals were directly over his face. "Take care of me," she said in a near whisper.

This time, he didn't hesitate. She felt his tongue massaging her labia, then her clitoris. She moaned with the pleasure of his touch. She reached up and gently pinched the erect nipples of both breasts. She tried to hold out, to prolong the exquisite sensation. But she couldn't. She had an earthquake of an orgasm in less than two minutes.

When she had recovered her breath, she bent down and kissed Dirk on the check. "Time for your reward," she said.

She shifted her body down until she was directly over his erect penis. She paused for a few seconds, then impaled herself. "Try to hold back until I come," she said.

"Yes, ma'am," he said in a breathy voice, signaling that he wouldn't last long.

But in her present state of ultra arousal, she knew she wouldn't last long either. Using her muscular thighs, she moved up and down, up and down while simultaneously massaging her clitoris with her right hand. This was her greatest fantasy coming to life, and it was better than she'd imagined.

She climaxed almost immediately, a tsunami of an orgasm that seemed to last forever. And while she was luxuriating in the sensation, Dirk also came, ejecting cannonballs of semen deep inside her. This triggered yet another orgasm.

Once the waves of pleasure subsided, Kendra simply collapsed, her entire body turning to jelly. Dirk's penis slipped out of her. She mustered the strength to untie his hands and dropped into his waiting arms. They fell asleep with him cradling her and her secure in the knowledge that her demand for total control had been met and was a triumph beyond her expectations.

*  *  *

After lunch on Monday afternoon, Kendra sent Dirk to their bedroom to pack. Cassie watched her husband finish washing the dishes and scrubbing the kitchen, then sent him to pack as well.

With the husbands gone, the two sisters sat in front of the fireplace. The third chair was empty, as Shannon had left Sunday night, relaxed but also complaining that she felt like the odd person out.

Cassie glanced at Kendra. "Well, little sister, you pulled it off. How do you feel?"

Kendra 's face broke into a large smile. "I don't know that I can put it into words," she said. She inadvertently rubbed the space between her legs through her jeans. "It went smoother than I expected."

Cassie returned her smile. "I guess I was wrong about Dirk. He just needed a firm hand."

"And a hard paddle liberally applied. I don't think he'll forget the paddling I gave him this morning for taking a shower without permission."

"You really are a hard ass," Cassie said.

"Well, you said it's better to be too harsh than not harsh enough."

Cassie nodded. "I did say that. And I meant every word of it." She shifted her eyes to the fireplace. "What happens now?"

"When we get home, I'll ease up a little," Kendra said. "Although I may give him maintenance spankings just to keep him in line. And I still have that male chastity device. I want him to think only of me - with a little healthy fear thrown in for good measure."

"I don't think you have to worry about that."

"I think it is nice the way Dirk and Garrett seemed to form a bond. Maybe the four of us can get together more often now."

Cassie smiled. "Maybe," she said. "But we don't want the boys forgetting about us."

Just then, Dirk came down the stairs carrying the two suitcases and the duffel. For the first time since Friday afternoon, he was dressed. "Do you want me to put these in the car?" he asked in a near whisper.

"Yes," Kendra said. "Then come back and say good-bye to Cassie and Garrett."

"Yes, ma'am." With the luggage in tow, Dirk disappeared out the front door.

Kendra laughed. "I love it," she said. "I can't wait to get home and get the program started for real."

"It'll keep getting better, if you let it," Cassie said.

Dirk re-entered and approached Cassie. "Thank you for the weekend," he said.

Cassie rose from her chair and kissed him on the cheek. "Such a wonderful change. Welcome to the family. I will permit Garrett to communicate with you from time to time."

"I would like that - if it's okay with Kendra."

Kendra nodded. "But ask me first."

"Of course."

Kendra rose from her chair and embraced her sister. "We'll get together soon," she said.

"Girls night out," Cassie said.

Kendra patted Dirk on the bottom. He winced slightly. "Let's go home," she said. "I will expect you to be a good boy all the way. Don't make me stop the car."

He cast his eyes to the wooden floor. "Yes, ma'am."

It would be an interesting two-hour drive.


5. The Comroe Sisters: Follow Up

On a chilly Friday evening in early November, Shannon, Cassie, and Kendra met for dinner at Mario's. It was their first dinner together since the weekend at the cabin in September. Both Shannon and Kendra were eager to talk. Cassie, as the oldest sister, was eager to listen.

Shannon took a sip of white wine. "I think I've finally found a man," she said.

Both Kendra and Cassie nodded.

Shannon took a deep breath and leaned forward slightly. "His name is Andy. He's a paralegal that Craig hired about six months ago. He's twenty-seven and a little shy - which I find kind of cute and endearing. I had to ask him out, but I'm glad I did."

Both sisters smiled. "Tell us everything," Cassie said.

"Not that much to tell," Shannon said. "We've been out six times since the first of October, and we have lunch together whenever possible. "He's a good listener and kind of a gentleman. He told me he's dated quite a bit but hasn't found the right woman yet to have a relationship with."

"How is he in the bedroom?" Kendra asked.

Shannon flushed slightly. "We haven't gone that far yet," she said. "But he does give nice kisses. I think he might be a natural submissive. And, if that's the case, he'll be easy to train."

"Good for you, Shannon," Cassie said. "I worry about you working too many hours at that firm and not getting any time for yourself."

"Well, you know me, classic middle child, trying to compete with my older sister. I want to make partner before I turn thirty-three. Isn't that the age you made lieutenant?"

Cassie smiled and patted Shannon's hand. "I haven't made captain yet, so quit worrying." She turned to Kendra. "Okay, little sister, it's been nearly two months. How's the training going? I know Dirk and Garrett talk sometimes, but Garrett doesn't share the content of their conversations beyond a few stupid comments about football."

Kendra smiled. "If he's a been a good boy all week, I do let Dirk watch football on Sunday - after he's made dinner, cleaned the house, and brought me off. More than once, I've had to spank him because he's done shoddy work. The improvement is dramatic."

"What about his job?" Cassie asked.

"He just turned in his resignation. I've already confirmed with Sarah Longworth that Dirk will get the job as substitute math teacher for the remainder of the school year."

"Any problems with his phone or his roving eye?"

"Not really," Kendra said. "Not long after we left the cabin, I did find a text I didn't think was appropriate. He didn't have an adequate explanation for it and I gave him a pretty severe paddling. He got the message loud and clear."

Cassie nodded. "You've got to keep on top of things, don't let them slip, no slack whatsoever."

"He's been pretty good all week, so I may let him fuck me tonight when I get home. It's been a few days, and I'm sure he's ready. I know I am."

"Come to think of it, it's been five days for me," Cassie said. "Busy week for both of us. I guess I could use some attention. What about you, Shannon? Isn't it about time you found out what kind of lover this Andy is?"

"We'll see," Shannon said, smiling.

"Invite him for Thanksgiving," Cassie said. "The boys'll be making dinner. Andy might as well find out how we do things in our family."

"I like that idea," Shannon said. "But have your husbands keep their clothes on, okay?"

Both Kendra and Cassie nodded. "I guess we can do that," Cassie said.

"We may even let them watch some football... if they get their work done and the turkey and stuffing are good," Kendra said.

*  *  *

At one o'clock on Thanksgiving Day, Garrett and Dirk, dressed in jeans, flannel shirts, and aprons, worked together in the large country-style kitchen belonging to Cassie and Garrett. Their wives reclined comfortably in the family room adjoining the kitchen. They were talking but also keeping a close eye on their husbands. Earlier that day, each had given her husband a short maintenance spanking followed by the admonition to be on his best behavior or risk getting an additional spanking later on.

The men were getting the turkey out of the oven when the doorbell rang.

Cassie checked the doorbell camera on her phone and saw Shannon standing at the door accompanied by a nice-looking young man. "Come on in," Cassie said into her phone.

The front door opened and Shannon entered the ornate foyer. The young man trailed behind her.

"We're in the family room," Cassie called. She rose from her chair and moved closer to the kitchen island. "Boys, Shannon and Andy are here."

"Dinner will be ready in a few minutes," Garrett said. "Dirk's setting the table."

Shannon, wearing a denim jumper over a blue top and navy-blue tights, entered the family room. "Everyone, this is Andy Bascom."

The young man, wearing tan Dockers and a blue, button-down shirt, stepped forward. He smiled and held out a wicker basket. "Good to meet you all," he said in a low voice. "We brought two pumpkin pies."

Both Cassie and Kendra drew Andy into a quick hug. "Welcome, at last," Cassie said. "Thanks for the pies."

"Our husbands are getting dinner ready," Kendra said. "Take the pies into the kitchen and get acquainted. Tell them to let us know when dinner's on the table."

The shy young man shifted his blues eyes from Kendra to the kitchen, then back to Shannon.

Shannon nodded. "Go on," she said. She gave him a gentle pat on his backside.

The sisters watched while Andy moved into the kitchen and introduced himself to the two husbands. "And so the training begins," Cassie said in a near whisper. "Let's sit by the fire while you tell us more."

When the three sisters were sitting, clearly out of earshot of their men, Cassie patted her sister on her leg. "Well, sister, are you two sleeping together or not?"

Shannon blushed. "Almost every night for the past two weeks - and always in my apartment."

"And?" Kendra said.

Shannon chuckled. "Not bad," she said. "A little awkward at first. But I told him exactly what I like and gave him a few swats to drive the message home. His performance improved almost immediately - not perfect yet, but we're working on it and getting a lot closer."

"Well done, Shannon," Cassie said. "He sounds like a keeper."

Shannon nodded. "I'm going to give him a couple more months of light training, see how he does. If he passes, I'll tell him to propose. With any luck, the wedding will be in May."

"Wow, Shannon, sounds like you've got everything all planned out," Kendra said.

Shannon smiled. "You know me - I'm a planner. A submissive husband and a partnership by summer."

"Then what?" Kendra asked.

"Who knows?" Shannon said. "Buy a big house in the suburbs and settle down. I may even talk him into getting me pregnant. I think he'd make a great father and house husband."

"Wow, sister, you really are ambitious," Cassie said.

"We'll see," Shannon said.

Just then, Garrett called them to dinner.

"First things first," Cassie said. "Let's see what kind of dinner the boys have made and whether or not we have to spank them afterward."

Kendra laughed.

"I hope it's okay, because I don't think Andy's quite ready for that yet," Shannon said.

*  *  *

At seven, once the men finished cleaning the kitchen and packaging and distributing the leftovers, Kendra took Dirk by the hand and led him toward the door. There they said their goodbyes to the remaining four. Dirk went out first to start the car and warm it up, as it was a chilly night. Then, he went back to the house and carried the leftovers.

He helped Kendra into the car, slipped behind the wheel, and steered toward the highway, prepared for the twenty-minute drive back to their apartment. When they reached the highway, Dirk glanced over at Kendra. "I... thought the day went pretty well," he said in a low voice.

Kendra nodded. "Not too bad," she said. She sighed. "But you know I'll have to spank you when we get home."

Dirk's eyes widened and he nearly drove off the road. "Why? I mean, the dinner was good and we got the kitchen cleaned up."

"Watch your tone, buster, along with the road," she said. "Yes, the dinner was good and you boys did a good job in the kitchen."

"What then?" he dared to ask.

"Don't interrupt me," she said. "You spent too much time with Garrett and Andy. In fact, I imagine right now, Cassie is spanking Garrett for the same thing. Your wife always comes first - I would think by now you'd know that."

Dirk clutched the steering wheel with both hands. "I'm sorry. You're right."

"Of course, I'm right. And I intend to make sure you remember that."

Fifteen minutes later, Dirk and Kendra entered their two-bedroom apartment. Dirk took Kendra's winter jacket and hung it in the hall closet along with his own while she moved toward the kitchen.

In the kitchen, she took a large wooden spoon from a canister and pulled out a kitchen chair. "All right, Dirk. Get your pants off and bend over the chair. Let's get this over with."

"What about the leftovers?" he asked, his eyes glued to the long-handled wooden spoon.

"They can wait," she said. "This won't take but a few minutes - unless you continue to hesitate. Are you going to ask any more stupid questions?"

"No, ma'am." He shifted his gaze to the chair. From a distance, it resembled a scaffold. He set the bag of leftovers on the kitchen island, stripped out of his jeans and briefs, and draped his upper body over the chair. He closed his eyes.

Kendra clutched the end of the spoon tightly in her right hand. "I guess the spanking I gave you this morning wasn't bad enough. I'll have to remember that for the future."

He swallowed hard and wrapped his fingers around the chair supports.

Kendra approached his left side, retracted the spoon, and launched it forward, directing the bowl of the spoon toward the center of his left cheek. It struck with a resounding thud. Quickly, she repeated the action, striking the center of his right cheek., leaving behind a red imprint.

She paused for a second. She wasn't sure just how many strokes she would deliver. She only knew she needed to make a lasting impression. She would remind him that he needed to pay attention to her at all times. Then, once she was convinced he got the message loud and clear, she would take him to bed and have him service her the way she liked to be serviced.

After the first two strokes, she cut loose, swinging the heavy spoon as fast as she could, bouncing it off his tender bottom in a seemingly endless string of hard strokes, all the while watching his face and body for signs of breaking.

It didn't take long for him to react. First, his feet moved up and down. Then, his backside swayed from side to side while the flesh of his bottom rapidly changed from pink to red to dark red. After a minute or so, a single tear rolled from his left eye to the corner of his mouth. Yes, he was feeling it, every stroke.

She gave him ten more and stopped. She set the spoon on the kitchen table and gently rubbed her right hand over his scorched skin. "Hopefully, that will do the trick," she said. She gave his bottom a gentle pat. "Stand up."

He uncurled his fingers from around the chair supports and pushed himself into a full standing position.

"Turn and face me."

He rotated. She scanned him quickly. Her eyes lingered on his semi-erect penis, and she suddenly realized just how aroused she was. She needed relief and soon. "Alright, take the rest of your clothes off, go into the bedroom, and get ready to take care of me."

He appeared as though he was suppressing a smile. "Yes, ma'am."

She watched him disappear toward the bedroom, got herself a drink, and snaked a finger under her dress and into her panties. She was already wet. For a few seconds, she rubbed her clitoris, allowing herself a few slivers of pleasure. She stopped herself before she reached the point of no return. She wanted to reserve the job of bringing her to climax for her husband.

When she reached the bedroom, Dirk was already naked and sitting on the edge of the bed. He rose as soon as he saw her. She gave him a quick scan, then stripped out of her dress and underwear. She sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. "You know what to do, so get to it," she said, as she gazed at her husband.

"Yes, ma'am," Dirk said. He dropped to his knees, crawled over to Kendra, stuck his head between her legs, and went to work. With his tongue swirling expertly around her inflamed clitoris, she screamed, overcome with a powerful orgasm in less than a minute.

He started to move back, but she stopped him by pressing down on his head. "One more time," she said in a breathy voice. "A little slower."

He resumed his position and pressed his tongue into the moist folds. She moaned and closed her eyes, maintaining pressure on his head. This time, Dirk moved his tongue so slowly back and forth between her labia and her clitoris that the sensation was a strange blend of exquisite pleasure and dull pain. She could feel every nerve ending in her body prepping for the mother of all orgasms.

It hit a few minutes later. Her body stiffened, then turned to jelly. She nearly lost consciousness. She released the pressure on Dirk's head. He slumped backward, apparently afraid of getting crushed.

Eventually, Kendra regained control of herself. She glanced down at her husband and smiled. "All right, lover boy," she said. "I think you've earned a turn."

She scooted backward on the bed and lay supine. She spread her legs, exposing her glistening and gaping vagina. "You better get up here now and take full advantage."

Dirk smiled and wasted no time in complying with the order. In a matter of seconds, he mounted her and plunged his erect penis deep inside her. With her clawing his back, he thrust for all he was worth and came in less than five minutes.

Now completely spent, he rolled off her and cradled her in his arms. They both fell asleep in this position.

*  *  *

In the weeks leading up to Christmas, Dirk, now temporarily unemployed as he awaited the start of his new teaching assignment, studied lesson plans and reviewed middle school math. He hadn't taught in five years and was a bit nervous. He also spent time decorating the apartment for Christmas and buying Christmas gifts for the family.

Kendra informed him that she had invited her sisters and their men to spend Christmas Day at their apartment. "Cassie hosted Thanksgiving," she said. "And she may have to work part of Christmas, so it's only fair."

Dirk readily agreed, especially if agreeing meant avoiding a spanking.

On Christmas Day, the apartment was perfectly decorated with a large artificial tree shimmering in a corner with lots of brightly-colored packages surrounding it. Dirk and Garrett prepared the meal, with Andy helping out. The three sisters sat around the tree and kept a watchful eye on their men. All three men had received a warning spanking that morning.

"He's almost too easy, too eager," Shannon said in response to Cassie's inquiry about how the training was going. "But I'm not complaining. The sex is great and my apartment has never been cleaner. I'll host on New Years Day. I think he'll be ready to propose. I'll have him do it in front of you - going down on his knees with a big diamond in his hand. And if he doesn't do it exactly right, I'll have to redden his backside."

Cassie smiled. "Shannon, you make me so proud," she said.

Kendra nodded. "You're very smart to get all the training done before the wedding. I wish I had done that, sure would've saved me a lot of trouble."

"But it looks like you've got him under control now," Cassie said. "So, it all worked out in the end."

Kendra chuckled. "So far so good. He takes his spankings better than he used to, so I may need to get a little harsher."

Cassie huffed. "Little sister, you're quite the martinet," she said. "Garrett still breaks pretty fast - of course, it could just be an act. I'm never quite sure."

"Well, perhaps different men have different tolerances to pain," Kendra said. She glanced at Shannon. "What about Andy?"

Shannon smiled. "He takes his spankings pretty well - perhaps too well. I think he may secretly enjoy the experience."

"You know what the cure for that is, don't you?" Kendra said.

Shannon nodded. "Yes, I know. If he seems to be enjoying the spanking, I'm not being harsh enough." She paused and gazed into the kitchen. "But he's really such a good guy. I don't want to really hurt him. So what if he likes being spanked? As long as he adheres to the training, what difference does it make?"

Cassie and Kendra looked at each other and were about to answer when Dirk called them to dinner

*  *  *

True to her word, Shannon hosted her two sisters and their men on New Years Day. As with Christmas and Thanksgiving, the sisters sat in Shannon's elegant living room while the three men prepared dinner. Each sister sipped from a glass of red wine.

Cassie shifted her gaze from the kitchen to Shannon to Kendra. "Well, what's the report?"

Shannon sighed. "Andy's going to pop the question after dinner," she said. "Of course, I picked out the ring but he did go by himself to actually buy it. I told him what to do and gave him a few hard swats so he'd remember it."

"Well done," Cassie said. "I can't wait to see it."

Kendra, sensing it was her turn, took a deep breath. "Well, we did have a bit of trouble last night," she said.

"What happened?" Cassie asked.

"Dirk said he was getting real nervous about teaching again, said he might want to back out."

"What did you do?" Shannon asked.

"First, I told he'd do just fine. Then, I pulled him over my lap and gave him a spanking he'll never forget with the new hairbrush I gave him for Christmas. Then, I pushed him off my lap and had him stand in the corner until he calmed down. Finally, when he was calm enough, I told him that if he even mentioned backing out of the teaching assignment, I would paddle him so hard he wouldn't sit for a week."

"What did he say to that?" Cassie asked.

Kendra smiled. "He stood in that corner rubbing his bottom and said he would do the best he could."

"It's all you can ask," Shannon said.

After dinner, the sisters once again assembled in the living room while the men cleaned the kitchen.

Once that task was completed, Andy filled everyone's wine glass. He appeared very noticeably nervous. Shannon nodded at him. He asked Dirk and Garrett to stand at the kitchen island while he reached into a drawer and extracted a small jewelry box.

With everyone in position, Andy, box in hand, approached Shannon and dropped to his knees. He glanced up at her and took a deep breath. "Uh... Shannon... will you please do me the great honor of marrying me?"

Shannon's eyes widened as she tried to feign surprise. She smiled at him. "Yes, I will marry you," she said. "But I have to say I like seeing you on your knees. You do understand what you're getting yourself in for, don't you?"

He bowed his head. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good." Shannon looked at her two sisters. "What do you say?"

"Welcome to the family," Cassie said.

Kendra nodded. "Let's see the ring."

Andy flushed and he fumbled with the box, taking almost a minute to get it open. Finally, he extracted a diamond solitaire - perhaps a carat, at least - attached to a gold band. He crawled over and slipped it on the third finger of Shannon's left hand.

With the ring in place, Shannon held out her left hand so all could admire it. "Fits perfectly," she said.

"Well done, Andy," Garrett said.

"You'll never regret it," Dirk said.

Andy rose from his knees and kissed Shannon softly on the lips. "I love you," he said. "Thank you."

She smiled and kissed him back. "I love you too," she said. "Be a good boy and we'll have a great life."

All six toasted that statement.

*  *  *

The next time everyone got together was Super Bowl Sunday. Garrett and Cassie hosted so that the three men could gather in the large family room and watch the game on Garrett's 72" high-def television.

As the game approached, the sisters adjourned to the living room but not before waning their men to keep the noise down and not drink too much. The three men readily agreed even though there was an abundance of various snacks on the counter and a full case of beer in the refrigerator.

Earlier that day, Garrett had quipped to Cassie: "I think it's illegal to watch the Super bowl without a beer in your hand."

Cassie had huffed and swatted his backside. "I make the law around here."

Garrett had no answer for that.

In the living room, Shannon described the plans for her upcoming wedding, which would be in mid-May. She further explained that once they were married, she thought she could convince her boss to allow Andy to work mostly at home and that she would supervise his work. She already knew exactly how she would supervise and what the consequences would be if Andy should slip in his duties to the firm - or to her, for that matter.

Kendra reported that Dirk was settled in to his teaching assignment and was even getting to enjoy it a little. There was also no question that he would be retained for the following year and would probably get the job permanently. She said they would start shopping for a house sometime in the spring.

And as the conversation among the three sisters flowed and became more casual, they began to hear whoops and yells coming from the family room. Obviously, the men were getting into the game and defying the instructions to keep the noise down.

Cassie looked at her sisters. "I'll go," she said, rising from her chair.

With Kendra and Shannon looking on, Cassie moved toward the adjoining family room. "You boys need to keep it down and back off on the beer," they heard her say.

"Yes, ma'am," the three men said in unison. But they didn't sound all that serious.

Cassie returned to her chair and shook her head. "I have a feeling we'll need to take some action pretty soon."

For a few minutes, the sisters heard only low voices from the family room. However, just as they began to think Cassie's warning had worked, the voices started to escalate along with strings of expletives. While they listened, they heard things like: "...that fucking ref should be taken out back and shot," and "...that was a stupid fucking play," and "...learn to play football, you fucking moron." These were followed by similar strings, each louder and more vulgar than the last.

The three sisters, who had grown up with a father who drank and swore on a regular basis, had heard enough. None of the three allowed any bad language in their presence. Even the hint of a bad word would draw down fire.

This time all three rose from their chairs. "Time to take action," Cassie said. "And I know just what to do." She rotated toward the steps that led to the upstairs. "Fortunately, I have a stockpile of appropriate equipment."

After Cassie disappeared up the stairs, Shannon turned to Kendra. "Sometimes it pays to have a cop for a sister."

Kendra nodded.

A minute later, Cassie reappeared carrying a large gym bag. She flashed a wicked smile and held out the bag. "Three sets of handcuffs, three ball gags, and three hairbrush paddles," she said. "This should give us some peace and quiet."

Neither Shannon nor Kendra said anything; they just grinned and followed Cassie to the family room.

When they reached the family room, they found the three men sprawled haphazardly in their chairs. Beer cans and empty snack plates were scattered around the room.

"Perfect timing," Garrett said in a slurred voice. "It's halftime and we're almost out of beer and chips."

The three sisters all scowled at the same time. They stood in a row watching their men. Finally, Cassie stepped forward. "We think you've had more than enough beer," she said.

Garrett laughed stupidly. "No such thing on Super Bowl Sunday."

Cassie huffed. "You've had enough and we've had enough.

Shannon and Kendra nodded in agreement.

"And we're going to do something about it," Cassie said. "After all, it's not like you weren't warned."

Dirk straightened in his chair. "Wh-what are you going to do?"

"Something we probably should've done before the stupid game even started," Cassie said. She turned to her sisters. "Sisters, shall we go to work?"

Now, all three men looked worried. "Uh... we'll straighten up... We promise. Won't we, men?" Garrett said.

"Promise," both Dirk and Andy said at the same time.

'"It's far too late for that," Cassie said. "And you three know it."

"You know we don't tolerate any bad language," Shannon added.

Garrett rose from his chair and nearly lost his balance. "We-"

Cassie held up a hand to stop him. "Shut up, Garrett," she said. "Don't try to make excuses or promises. You just make your situation worse." She dropped the bag on the floor. "Get your clothes off and get on your knees with your hands behind your back."

The eyes of all three men widened immediately and their jaws dropped. "You can't be serious," Garrett sputtered.

"I said to shut up," Cassie said. "You can either do it now or we'll put you in separate rooms and you'll miss the end of the game."

Andy rose from his chair and glanced over at Shannon. "I... uh... agree we probably have earned some punishment, but do we have to take our clothes off... in front of each other?"

The three sisters looked at each other for confirmation. "Leave your underpants on, but bunch the leg holes into your crack," Cassie said.

"And if any of you whines again, you'll have the sorest butt you've ever had and miss the end of the game," Shannon added.

The three men looked at each other, then quickly stripped out of their jeans, flannel shirts, and undershirts. As instructed, they all bunched the leg holes of their briefs into the crack between their two cheeks, effectively exposing their bottoms.

"On your knees with your hands behind your back," Cassie said.

Once again, the three men looked at each other. Then, Garrett sank to his knees and put his hands behind his back. Andy and Dirk followed.

Cassie opened the gym bag. "Ladies, you know what to do."

She reached into the bag and extracted three sets of handcuffs and three ball gags. She distributed these to her sisters. Each went to her man and applied the handcuffs. They followed this by securing the ball gag.

"This should keep you quiet," Kendra said.

Cassie clapped her hands. "Now, crawl over to your chair and bend your upper body over the seat."

The men looked nervously at each other for a third time.

Cassie again clapped her hands. "I wouldn't hesitate, if I were you. You're all going to get paddled. It's entirely up to you as to how bad it'll be."

Each man scurried awkwardly on his knees over to his respective chair and draped his upper body over the seat.

Cassie reached into the bag and pulled out three wooden hairbrush paddles. She gave one to each sister. "I don't know about you, but I intend to be very harsh with Garrett. His behavior this evening is totally unacceptable and he knows it - which convinces me that I've been far too easy on him."

"We're with you, Cassie," Kendra said. She turned toward Dirk. "Dirk, you've humiliated yourself and me, and now you're going to pay for it."

Shannon gripped the short handle of the paddle in her right hand and stepped toward Andy. "Andy, I suspect Dirk and Garrett have kind of led you astray. I intend to ensure you won't make that mistake again."

No more words were spoken after that. All three sisters approached their men, paddles at the ready. Cassie began first. She didn't bother to rub Garrett's backside or even administer a warm-up strike. Rather, she simply retracted her right arm and thrust it forward, impacting his left cheek. Immediately after that first strike, she struck again, impacting the right cheek. She followed this with a continuous barrage of paddle strokes, covering every square centimeter of his trembling bottom with harsh strokes, one after another after another after another, staining his flesh dark red.

While Cassie was punishing Garrett, Kendra lit into Dirk in much the same way, landing stroke after stroke after stroke with little if any fanfare or let up. Dirk's hands rattled the handcuffs; his backside swayed from side to side, clearly feeling each and every harsh kiss from the hard wood.

Shannon watched her sisters for a few seconds, then launched her own assault on Andy, showing no mercy as the paddle continuously bit into his unprotected flesh.

For at least two minutes, the only sounds in the room came from solid oak meeting soft flesh. All three men visibly trembled, their fingers and toes wriggling as they stoically endured the escalation in pain all the while knowing they were helpless to stop it or even utter a word of protest.

Finally, Cassie stopped and felt what was left of Garrett's backside, now stained a mixture of dark red and purple. She glanced at his face and saw a few tears rolling down his cheeks, "Okay, Garrett. I guess you've had enough," she said. "You may sit on the floor and watch the rest of the game."

He pushed himself up and rattled the handcuffs.

Cassie smiled and shook her head. "Absolutely not. You will remain cuffed and gagged. If you need to use the bathroom, I believe you can walk with your hands cuffed behind you. Understand?"

Garrett nodded and settled into an awkward sitting position. He winced slightly as his wounded bottom came into contact with the carpet tufts. He leaned his back against his chair.

Kendra, seeing that Cassie was finished with Garrett, gave Dirk ten more hard swats, landing six on his upper thighs. She then patted his distorted bottom. "Alright, Dirk. Sit against your chair, just like Garrett's doing. Okay?"

Dirk nodded and placed himself in the awkward position, his eyes filled with pain and fear.

Shannon followed the examples set by her two sisters. She set the well-used paddle on the floor. "Alright, Andy. Since you seem to want to follow Garrett and Dirk's lead, do what they're doing." She glanced up at the television. "And just in time. Looks the third quarter is about half over."

Cassie collected the paddles and put them back in the bag. "After the game is over, we'll remove the cuffs and gags. In the meantime, enjoy the game while we enjoy the silence."

The three sisters gave each other high-fives and returned to the living room, taking glasses of wine with them.

"I don't know what they see in football, anyway," Kendra said.

Cassie took a sip from her wine and gazed at the three men, sitting awkwardly on very sore bottoms but apparently wrapped up in the action on the screen. "Well, you know how tribal and Paleolithic men can be," she said. "You just have to control their behavior so it doesn't get out of hand."

Kendra and Shannon laughed. "And we're just the women to do it," she said.

"Amen to that," Shannon said as the three settled into the living room.


6. The Hapless Husband's Guide to Happiness

In my teen years and even into my early to mid-twenties, I struck out with women more often than a major league pitcher strikes out in a ballgame. What I didn't understand then but do now, is that a young man can't treat a woman like a second-class citizen and expect her to remain in any kind of relationship with him.

The truth is, my initial lessons in how to treat women came from my father, who was married and divorced three times - and died alone at the age of fifty-nine. If I had been smarter and more observant, I would have recognized that his oft one-sided approach to attracting women was misguided, at best, and counterproductive at worst.

For her part, my mother - my father's first wife - tried her best to teach me to respect women. She even spanked me a couple of times when I was in high school for making disparaging remarks toward a few girls who had rejected me. But her lessons didn't take because she had little respect for herself. After I left home, she hooked up with yet another philandering husband.

My three-year stint in the Marine Corp probably didn't help. Although there are certainly now some very good women in the Marines, I didn't associate with any of them (or, shall I say, they didn't associate with me). And, to make matters more problematic, I discovered that the uniform really did attract some women, so I had little difficulty getting a first date. However, when the women saw what kind of misogynist jerk I was, I rarely got a second date.

It took me several years to learn that the path to success with women for a plain-looking guy like me is to acknowledge what most women want from a man: They want to be respected, appreciated, cherished, and obeyed. I found that the last item on the list was hardest, at least for me initially. It takes a brave, intelligent, and self-aware man to cede his independence to a member of the opposite sex.

After the Marines, I thought about where I could go to meet the greatest number of women. Then, by happenstance, a brief two-day stay in the hospital for a leg injury gave me the answer. From what I observed, the ratio of females to males was probably ten-to-one. I liked those odds.

I enrolled in a medical technology program and discovered my observation was correct. In my class of twenty, there were eighteen women. However, over the course of two years, I struck out with the thirteen who weren't already married. Had I chosen the wrong profession? Perhaps, given my Paleolithic attitude toward women. By necessity, health care attracts women who are assertive and strong-willed, definitely not the kind who would tolerate my kind of man.

After graduation, I got a job on the night shift at a large medical center. I was - and still am - very good at my job. And, almost as if it was a fantasy come to life, I was surrounded by women - nurses, respiratory therapists, nursing assistants, and other medical technologists. However, I quickly discovered that working night shift doesn't exactly facilitate one's social life. You work your eight, ten or twelve hours, go home and try to sleep, putter around your apartment, then come back and do it all over again.

It also didn't help my situation that my particular job required that I remain in the lab to do my analyses - virtually isolated from the rest of the hospital staff. I would estimate that I was out among the other employees only about ten to twenty percent of the time.

Then, fate stepped in very early one Saturday morning. About four am, the local EMS transported two young people - a man and woman - to the emergency department following a serious car crash. Both had internal bleeding that would require emergency surgery and rapid blood transfusions. Because I was working the blood bank that night, I got the call. I quickly typed and cross-matched the blood for both victims and even helped the nurse find an appropriate vein. In the two-plus years I had been at the hospital, this was undoubtedly my finest hour. Still, when I completed my part in the rescue, I left the chaos and retreated to the sanctity of the lab - invisible once again.

When my shift ended, I clocked out and headed for the parking lot, tired yet stimulated, bracing myself for a sleepless weekend spent dateless. I had almost reached my car when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned and gazed into the bright blue eyes of Sharon, the night shift ED charge nurse.

She looked at me and flashed a weary smile. "You're Mike, aren't you?"

No doubt, my eyes widened. I didn't think she even knew I existed. "Yes," I replied.

She smiled again and touched my hand. "I wanted you to know that the two car crash victims made it through surgery and are recovering in the SICU. Thank you for getting the blood so quickly. You helped save their lives."

I was nearly speechless. In all the time I'd worked at the hospital, I don't recall anyone thanking me before. I looked at her again and noted that she was not at all bad looking. I also recalled that she was probably one of the few female staff members I hadn't tried to ask out - probably because she was obviously older and a rung or two above me in status. "Thanks for letting me know," I said. "Just doing my job."

She scanned me. "Do you need to get home or do you have time to get some breakfast?"

Wow, I thought. This is another first. Don't make too much out of it, I told myself. "I'd like that," I said.

Her smile widened into a grin. "Splendid. Is the Denny's over on Hampton okay?"

"Sure."

Once we'd eaten our breakfasts, Sharon talked about herself as though she'd been bottling it up and had to let it out. One of my many faults when it came to women was my inability to listen. But Sharon's demeanor was so compelling and her need so apparent, I absorbed every word of her story.

She enlisted in the medical corps after she graduated from nursing school, entering as a lieutenant. She served six years with deployments to hospitals in Afghanistan and Iraq, eventually rising to the rank of Captain. She said she enjoyed being in the Army, but her career goal was to become a nurse administrator in a large civilian hospital. To further that goal, she was enrolled in college and was nearly finished with a master's degree in hospital administration. She already had a MSN.

She had been married and divorced twice. Apparently, neither of her two husbands fully supported her ambition. Now, even though she was fully engaged in her career, she felt lonely and not as fulfilled as she thought she should - something was missing from her life. I could relate to that.

When I finally got a chance to talk, I told her I had done three years in the Marines, including a deployment to Afghanistan. Her eyes lit up and we talked about our experiences for a few minutes before she pushed back her chair and picked up the check. "Breakfast is on me," she said. She rose and headed toward the cashier.

"Thank you," I said, following her to the cashier. This was another first. It had been a very interesting morning so far and was about to get even more interesting.

When we reached our cars, she stopped and touched my hand again. "Look, Mike, I know you have kind of a reputation around the hospital."

Okay, I knew I'd struck out with just about every single female staff member, including Sarah, one of the night shift respiratory therapists, who had turned me down just the other night. But a reputation? That sounded serious. "What do you mean?" I asked.

She took my other hand in hers and gazed into my eyes, giving me a look that I had never seen on a woman's face before. "Do you have any plans for the weekend?" she said, effectively not answering my question.

Naturally, I didn't have any plans for my weekend off - at least, no plans that included hooking up with a member of the opposite sex. In fact, up to this moment, I had been seriously considering re-enlisting in the Marines or enlisting in the Navy, see if I could deploy to a large ship where sex is supposedly rampant. Anything had to be better than this emptiness. I shook my head. "Not really," I said.

"I don't have any plans either," she said. She took a deep breath. "Mike, since we're both off and don't have any plans, let's spend the weekend together."

Not a question or even a request. I looked at her again. The mid-morning sunlight lit up her mature but unlined face and brought out the natural blond highlights in her short hair. I noted that her sturdy body filled out her blue scrub uniform. "Are you serious?" I asked.

She huffed. "Mike, don't get stupid on me," she said. "You either want to spend the weekend with me or you don't. It's that simple."

What was there to consider? I didn't think I was going to get a better offer anytime soon. Besides, she had a very commanding presence. "I want to spend the weekend with you," I said.

"Excellent," she said. She wrote an address on a scrap of paper and handed it to me. "Go home, pack what you need, and be at my house in an hour."

Once again, no question, not even a please or thank you. This was more like an order from a superior officer. I came close to saluting. I glanced at the address and determined it would only take me ten or fifteen minutes to get to her house. I nodded and pivoted toward my car.

She clutched my fingers and scowled. "Is that any way to answer an officer, Marine?"

I hadn't heard that in more than six years, but some things never leave you. "Ma'am, no, ma'am."

"I gave you an order. Try again."

"Ma'am, yes, ma'am."

She flashed a wide smile. "I think we're going to get along just fine," she said. "Be on time."

"Ma'am, yes, ma'am."

She turned toward her car. "Dismissed."

*  *  *

Precisely, one hour later, I knocked at the door to a small bungalow-style house nestled on a quiet street. Sharon opened the door, hustled me inside, and closed the door behind me. She had changed out of her uniform and into a long black gown. In the foyer of her small house, she took me in her strong arms and kissed me hard on the lips, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. The move took me so much by surprise that I nearly fainted.

She pulled back a moment later. She took my left hand in hers. "Are you real tired?"

This was happening way too fast for me to process. I still felt the kiss. I looked at her. Her body, hidden behind the thin layer of satin, called to me. I had been tired but wasn't anymore. "Ma'am, no, ma'am."

She chuckled. "We can drop that for now," she said. "I want to see what you can do in bed besides sleep."

I felt a sudden cold chill. As I have said, I struck out so many times that I really didn't have that much experience as a lover. And what experience I did have can only be classified as unimaginative, at best. I gathered my breath. "Sharon, it would be very helpful if you sort of showed me what you like."

She smiled again. "I was hoping you would say that," she said. "Because I insist on taking the lead in the bedroom. I had a feeling you could be trainable."

Trainable? A part of me didn't much like the sound of that. However, the rest of me wasn't about to blow what appeared to be a very good thing. "I'm all yours."

"We'll see," she said. She tugged on my hand and led me into a room with a queen-size bed covered with a blue quilt and several large fluffy pillows. She shed the gown, exposing her full naked body. She was gorgeous. She sat on the bed and spread her legs. "Take your clothes off and get over here," she said.

As I glanced at her body, glistening with sweat, I focused on the furry space between her muscular legs. I stripped in a matter of a few seconds and approached, not quite sure what she wanted me to do.

"On your knees, boy, and bring me off," she ordered.

Ah, cunnilingus. I'd heard of it but had never actually done it. What I really wanted to do was pin her down on the bed and plunge into her, but I knew that move would get me thrown out. I looked at the object of my desire only a foot or so away. It beckoned me like nothing ever had before in my life. I dropped to my knees, crawled over to her, extended my tongue, and began to lick.

She put her hands on my head and moaned. Her moans got louder and her body more animated when I found her clitoris. A few minutes later, she bucked and let out a small shriek. Thinking she had climaxed and was now finished, I pulled my head back.

But she wasn't finished. Rather, she reached down with her right hand and slapped my bottom several times. "Don't stop until I tell you," she said in a breathless voice. She delivered several more swats to my backside, I guess, to make her point.

And, with my bottom stinging slightly, I did get the point. I once again extended my tongue and swirled it around her clitoris, occasionally straying into her well-lubricated vagina. She kept her left hand firmly on top of my head.

Eventually, just as I was nearly overwhelmed with lust and need, she shrieked again, louder this time. Her legs clamped around my head. There was no doubt she had an earthquake of an orgasm. I had never seen anything like it before in my life.

After a few minutes, her body began to relax. She raised her left hand and retracted her legs. She put a foot on my forehead and pushed me onto my back. From this position, she glanced down at me. She had a gigantic smile on her face. I had passed the first test.

She gathered her breath. "That was the best orgasm any man has ever given me," she said.

Wow, I thought.

Her smile widened. "Now, let's see what you can do with that dick of yours. Get up on the bed and lie supine."

Leave it to a nurse to use the anatomically correct terminology. I nodded and climbed up on the bed, ready for anything, including yet another new experience. I lay on my back with my head on one of the pillows. I glanced down and noted that I sported the largest erection I could remember having. If her plan was to ride me, I was definitely ready.

And that's exactly what she did. She straddled my body and impaled herself. She looked into my eyes. "Try not to come," she said as she placed an index finger on her clitoris.

Not coming was definitely a tall order that I did my best to obey. But the sensation of her vagina tightening around my penis was exquisite. I closed my eyes, then re-opened them. I wanted to watch her bring herself off, watch her full breasts sway only a foot or so away from my face.

Thankfully, she came in a matter of minutes and gave me a nod, which I assumed meant it was my turn. She moved her body up and down until I could no longer hold back. I had an orgasm so powerful it hurt.

Sharon collapsed on me, and I cradled her in my arms while my penis slipped out of her. I had never had sex like that before; I didn't even know it was possible. She rolled off me and onto her side with me still holding her. Within minutes, we were both asleep. The fatigue had caught up with us.

*  *  *

We spent the majority of the weekend in her bed. She proved to be practically insatiable, and I certainly wasn't complaining. And during that time, if I did something she didn't like or didn't do something she wanted me to, she didn't hesitate to smack my backside - one time, she even applied a wooden spoon. She later claimed that was one of her training methods, which her two ex-husbands hadn't fully embraced or appreciated. She was correct in her assessment - I was trainable.

Monday morning, I made her a breakfast of bacon, sausage, hash browns, and scrambled eggs. While we ate, she told me she was thirty-five and didn't want to ever have any children. She asked me how I felt about that. Up to that point, I hadn't really thought about it. However, having grown up with dysfunctional parents, I had no real desire to try parenting for myself, and I told her so.

After we finished eating, she reached across the table, took my hands, and gazed into my eyes. "Mike, ask me to marry you."

What? I wasn't sure I heard her correctly. In fact, I wasn't sure I hadn't dreamed the entire weekend. After all, only forty-eight hours before, I was headed to my lonely one-bedroom apartment alone. This kind of weekend doesn't happen to losers like me. I returned her look. "I... don't understand," I stammered.

She scowled. "Mike, don't get stupid on me again," she said. "We're obviously good together. Now, I may be assertive and overbearing, but I'm enough of a traditionalist that I want to be asked."

Okay, I was closing in on twenty-seven and had absolutely nothing going for me in the love department. What was there to think about? "What about love?" I asked.

"What about it?"

"I mean, shouldn't we, you know, be sure we love each other?"

She huffed. "Mike, did your parents love each other?"

I thought back. My parents may have loved each other in the beginning, but I never saw it. "I don't know."

She shook her head. "I don't think my parents even liked each other," she said. "Mike, would you support my ambition, do what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it - and accept punishment when you screw up - which I know you will from time to time?"

I scanned her face and realized she was very serious. I thought back on the weekend. Yes, we'd had sex more times in the last forty-eight hours than I'd had in my entire life - and it was great every time. Yes, she had swatted my backside quite often - often enough to make me realize she probably secretly enjoyed it and so would, more than likely, find excuses to spank me in the future.

But then, Sharon was unlike any woman I'd ever known. She knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it. I could either go along with her and see what happens or slink back to my miserable life, fully prepared to strike out again and again and again - plus, I'd still have to face her at the hospital, further enhancing my reputation as a loser. Not much of a choice, when it came right down to it.

I pushed back my chair, got down on one knee, and took her left hand in mine. "Sharon, would you please marry me?"

She flashed a big smile and tickled my fingers. "Yes," she said. "We'll get the license and the rings today and get married on your next weekend off. I've already had a big wedding, so a small civil ceremony is fine. You will pack up your stuff and move in with me as soon as you can. Neither of us will change our name. And, for the record, I like seeing you on your knees."

And there it was - a done deal with Sharon calling the shots all the way, not caring in the least what I might want or if I even had an opinion one way or the other. And, to think, at that moment, I didn't even know her full name.

*  *  *

Three weeks later, I was a married man, living in Sharon's two-bed, two-bath bungalow. I sublet my small apartment to a first-year resident. I gave away most of my non-work clothes and bought the new wardrobe Sharon directed me to buy - she apparently knew how she wanted me to dress and made sure I complied. I was never much of a fashionista anyway.

For the first week or so, we had sex every chance we could get - generally two or three times a day - acting the way newlyweds are supposed to.

However, after that, our intimate life tapered off slightly, as she became more and more involved in one of her college classes and the writing of her thesis. She put me in charge of housekeeping, shopping, and meal preparation. I was never very good at any of those tasks, which became obvious in a very short period of time.

In fact, the first serious spanking I received came about because I hadn't done her laundry properly - which is to say, I hadn't done it at all. Plus, I hadn't cooked dinner when I was supposed to.

It was nearly six o'clock when she arrived home from an afternoon at the college library. Instead of preparing dinner, I was watching a war movie on television. I was so engrossed in the movie, I didn't even hear her come in until she called me into the kitchen with a harsh, "Mike, get your ass in here!"

I did hear that and nearly fell off my chair. I practically raced to the kitchen. When I arrived, I saw Sharon sitting in one of the chairs, a big wooden spoon already clutched in her right hand.

When she saw me, she pointed the spoon at me. "No dinner and no laundry," she said. "What've you been doing for the past couple of hours?"

I hung my head. Yes, when we arrived home from work in the morning, we both went to bed and slept for about six hours. I was up and about by three - plenty of time to get my work done. I had simply forgotten about it. I took a deep breath. "I... I… um…"

"That's what I thought," she said. "Well, your behavior is totally unacceptable. Get your pants off and get over my lap. Now!"

This looked serious; definitely not a few playful swats. "Sharon, I'm sorry," I said. "I'll make it up to you immediately." I had no desire to do my blood analyses standing up.

"Yes, you will," she said. "But first, you need a lesson in obeying orders. Don't make it worse by resisting or delaying."

Okay, I thought, there's no good way out of this. And I knew what I was signing on for when I married her. Time to face my first real spanking. I nodded and peeled down the black lounging pants I was wearing. I wasn't wearing briefs - Sharon claimed she wanted quick access to the lower half of my body. Now, I could see why.

I approached her. She grabbed my left wrist with her left hand, and deftly pulled me down across her lap. "Don't move from this position until I give you permission. Understand?"

The position was definitely uncomfortable and would, no doubt, get a lot more uncomfortable, so I mostly wanted to just get this over with. "Yes," I said.

She whacked my exposed backside several times with the spoon. "Answer properly."

I came close to gagging at the absurdity of the situation. Still, I had given her control over me. I could either accept it or leave and never come back. I chose to accept it. "Ma'am, yes, ma'am."

I knew she secretly loved it when I said that. I also knew she was probably itching to spank me so she could get off on it. We hadn't had sex in three days because of our schedules and our work fatigue. No doubt she was feeling just a bit tight. I know I was.

My new wife spoke no more words after that. Instead, she let the spoon do the talking for her. And she was absolutely relentless, beating a steady rhythm on my bottom with the big bowl, sending sharp slivers of pain up and down my spinal cord. My fingers and toes stretched and curled in response. It was all I could do to hold my position.

I don't have any idea how long she spanked me; it seemed like an eternity but was probably only a couple of minutes. Regardless, it was more than long enough for me to deeply regret my decision to watch that stupid war movie instead of getting my work done. I vowed to be a lot more conscientious in the future.

Eventually, she did stop the spanking - after several well-placed strikes to my sensitive upper thighs that brought tears to my eyes. And when she was finished, she simply raised her knees and dumped me onto the floor. She glanced down at me and shook her head, pointed to the doorway, and said, "Go stand in the doorway until I give you permission to move."

I gathered my breath, quickly got my feet, and scurried over to the indicated position. I cupped my flaming bottom with both hands as I moved.

Once I was in the position, Sharon approached me and slapped my hands with the spoon. "Keep your hands to your sides."

I immediately dropped my hands to my sides. I knew better than to disobey; she had made her point.

I stood in that position, with my sore backside on full display, for about ten minutes before she came over, hugged me, and then ordered me to bring her off with my fingers. That was one order I was only too happy to obey.

*  *  *

Since that first spanking, I would estimate I get spanked at least two or three times a month for various offenses and rule violations. As Sharon said, I am trainable but definitely not perfect.

She still uses a wooden spoon occasionally, but has gradually graduated away from that. She has spanked me with everything from a paint paddle - interesting that the first four letters in paint spell pain - to a ping pong paddle. She has even acquired a collection of dedicated paddles, do the job right, as they say. Twice, she has whipped me with my big leather belt. Boy, did that hurt and left marks for two days.

In fact, I'm sitting at my small desk right now, recovering from a bare-bottom shellacking. It seems I said a few choice swear words while watching a baseball game on television, said them loud enough that Sharon could hear them while she worked on her thesis. She used her new wooden school paddle on me while I bent over the bed. It was the worst spanking yet, and I vowed to watch my language for the rest of my life.

Still, even with all the spankings and the orders, I have no complaints. If it hadn't been for Sharon, I would still be a hapless loser, waiting to start my life. With Sharon, I am a happy husband who has the utmost respect for all women everywhere.
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Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

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.

Bad Boys Need Spanking - Volume One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Hitchhiking to Woodstock: The year is 1969, and Jason and Dave decide to travel hundreds of miles to attend the Woodstock music festival. Unfortunately Dave's old 1956 Chevrolet breaks down, and so Jason continues the adventure on his own, attempting to hitch his way to New York. He is picked up by Mrs. Donaldson, a beautiful and wealthy widow. Jason never does get to Woodstock, but he gets something even better... wild sex and a smoking hot bottom.

Adam and the New Bartender: Adam's regular stint in a bar is disrupted with the arrival of a new bartender - a middle-aged woman, who just happens to be a cop, Lieutenant Louise Jackson. At nineteen, Adam isn't old enough to drink, a fact recognised by the police Lieutenant. A pool table is put to alternative use as Adam is bent over it and given the taste of the strap on his bare bottom.

Bad Boy Camp Counselor: Josh feels his hedonistic plans for the summer dissolve as he listens in dismay to the new Program Director of a summer camp outline her plans to improve and change the former culture of the camp. She begins with a long overdue spanking for Josh, using a very mean paddle to drive the message home.

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:

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.

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.

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.

Spanked by His Mother-in-Law by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

Training My City-Boy Son-in-Law: After his start up business fails, Mike and his wife, Sara, have to go and live with Sara's mom on her farm. Unused to getting his hands dirty, Mike finds out the hard way that slacking off work at the busy farm and cussing at his mother-in-law have painful consequences. Marched off to the woodshed, he takes 20 lashes with the strap, wielded so expertly by his formidable mother-in-law. And there is more to come whenever he needs it...

The Big Change: Tom is a selfish husband who neglects his wife, Peggy, but when mother-in-law Irene moves in with them, things start to change. Tired of Tom's bad attitude towards women in general, Irene resolves to do something about his lack of discipline... beginning with a tongue lashing, followed by a pants down hairbrush spanking.

Spanking Stepmothers 3 by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Roland and the Switch: Roland's fearsome stepmother decides he needs to be purged of his sins, with the aid of four switches from the birch tree. It is a painful business, but Roland has no other choice than to agree to his stepmother's discipline. After all, she is head of the household and he has to obey her.

Our Stepmother Was a Nightmare: Jason and his brother find their lives spin out of control when their strict ex-Army stepmother takes control. Carla is deadly serious about corporal punishment, and demonstrates her technique with wooden spoon and paddle.

Ellie Takes Control: Craig has become the stereotypical millionaire's son, spoiled, obnoxious, and entitled, never having done a day's work in his life. But after his father's death, Craig's stepmother begins to do something about Craig's behaviour. It is painful yet effective, with a very surprising outcome...

The Spanking Court by Jack Crawford

Charles Davenport (Charlie to his friends) is a ridiculously rich, good-looking guy who enjoys a lavish lifestyle. But the world has changed, and men no longer have the upper hand. Charlie finds himself up in court for being sexist and disrespectful to women, where he receives the comeuppance many believe he so richly deserves. A painful and humiliating switching is followed by a sentence of 're-education' at the Briarwood Facility. Once at the facility, Charlie cannot buy his freedom, and has to endure endless rounds of corporal punishment and harsh discipline. The tables are truly turned as the women guards call all the shots, and sexual favours are demanded...

Domestic Discipline for Naughty Boys - Volume 1 by Michael Sharpe

Includes the following and 2 other stories:

Saturday with the Mosely's: Kevin is grounded, but sneaks out, foolishly 'borrowing' his mum's new car. He offers a ride to Lydia, a pretty girl he has his eye on, but fails to impress her as he hopes, especially when he stalls the car engine and is caught by his mum. Kevin discovers there is an embarrassing and painful price to pay; others are witness to his shame as he is put over the maternal knee for a sound spanking with hand and hairbrush.

A Price to Pay: Anthony, an 18-year-old sixth former, is found having forbidden cigarettes in his school locker and is punished by the headmistress. He gets caned, and suspicion falls on Candice, his ex-girlfriend, as being the culprit for hiding the cigarettes in his locker.

Domestic Discipline for Naughty Boys - Volume 2 by Kay Wilton

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

An Early Christmas Present: Daryl's attempt to blackmail attractive neighbour college girl Christy, backfires completely. When she comes round at Christmas to drop off some baked goods, he finds himself over her lap while she spanks his bottom with a hairbrush.

The Haunting: Helen often takes walks with her son, Ricky. On one occasion they stop by a yard sale where Ricky becomes fascinated with a paddle that is being sold. Later, he comes back and buys it and, upon taking it home, brings on a haunting experience that leaves him with a sore bottom just about every night.

Tanned Bottoms for Teenage Boys - Book Three by Brian Bowman

Includes the following and 5 other stories:

Four Angry Mums: Andrew and his three sixteen-year-old friends are caught smoking and reading dirty mags. Andrew's mom calls the other boy's mothers and Andrew's older sister - who he stole the cigarettes from. Once the boys have been convinced to own up, the five women announce that all four boys will be punished by each of them, over the next five days. By the end of the week, four naughty bottoms have been suitably dealt with, punished with hairbrush, strap, bath brush and switch. The experience is very motivational not to misbehave again any time soon!

The Day I Bonded with My Stepson: Single mother Carol is very happy when recently widowed Brad asks her to marry him. Soon they live as a family of five with her teenage kids and Mike, aged 15. Mike is sullen and difficult, but a dose of the strap changes his attitude in a cathartic way.
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