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 Flying Lessons

 


 


 


Margie walked into Bob’s office. He was her
flight instructor and she knew she was in trouble. Bob was old
school; a former U.S. Marine drill instructor and he didn’t take
any shit from anyone. He was retired now, in his early to
mid-fifties; but he looked years younger. He was tall, fit, and
continued to sport his military haircut. Bob swaggered around as if
he still wore his drill instructor’s ‘Smokey the Bear’ hat.

Margie was in her late thirties and had
decided to take flying lessons for the fun of it. She’d chosen Bob
for her instructor because he was older, experienced, and he was
hot. Even though he was a little older than the type of guy she
usually went for; she had fallen for Bob almost instantly.

She shut the door behind her and turned the
button on the door knob to lock it so no one could disturb
them.

Bob came around from behind his desk and
shoved her against the wall. He kissed her hard and almost
brutally.

“What the hell was that?” He demanded when
he released her. “You did three perfect landings with me sitting
right next to you in that damn plane and when I send you up solo
you come back and bounce thirty feet back up into the air!”

“I know, and I’m sorry. I think it was just
nerves.” She wondered if he was going to want to paddle her
ass.

 


 


Just last week, after her lesson, he’d taken
her into his office and told her to bend over his desk. He had not
been happy with the way she had completed her pre-flight. Bob said
it was sloppy and she hadn’t paid enough attention to several
safety points that he felt were critical.

He was right, though she hated to admit it.
Her pre-flight had been quick and sloppy. She’d been thinking about
the hot sex that usually followed a flight lesson. Flying a plane
was generally a safe activity, but only if you paid attention and
did everything correctly. Bob often told her the plane would just
as soon fling her to the ground if she didn’t maintain control and
follow proper procedures.

Early in their relationship, Bob had
introduced her to the pleasures of erotic spankings. She had
discovered a little stinging paddling on her butt made her pussy
hot and Bob’s dick ended up standing at full mast whenever he
administered one of his little ‘punishments.’ The sex after a
spanking was incredible.

Bob usually found some minor infraction in
how she handled the plane and when they got back to his office he’d
give her a little spanking and then fuck her wet pussy.

Last week had been different. He was
actually upset about the way she’d completed her pre-flight and
once she was bent over his desk, he pulled her pants down and
whacked her ass sharply several times with a wooden ruler. There
had been nothing fun about it.

He’d lectured her over the dangers of not
doing a proper pre-flight and made it clear she could expect a real
punishment spanking for any unsafe flight procedures.

 


 


Now he kissed her again; this time not quite
as roughly. “Damn! I thought you were going to take the plane right
into the trees. At least you had the sense to take it around
again.”

“Well, of course I knew enough to do that. I
have the world’s best flight instructor.” She knew how to stroke
his ego. “And you have to admit that the next landing was
perfect.”

“Take your clothes off,” he ordered. “I need
to fuck you and I need to do it now.”

She quickly undressed. When Bob said he
needed to fuck her, she was always eager to comply.

He watched her undress as he took his
clothes off. She was beautiful. A little young for him, but he
couldn’t stop himself from wanting her. Her shoulder length auburn
hair and green eyes just pulled him in. He’d wanted her the first
time he saw her when she strode into the flight school to inquire
about flying lessons.

He bent his head to take a naked breast in
his mouth while cupping her mound with his hand. He bit down on the
nipple, none too gently. His fingers parted her pussy lips and
found her wet and ready to be fucked. He slid two fingers in and
out a couple of times, but he wanted his cock in that hot, moist
cunt of hers. First though, he liked a little cocksucking.

Bob pushed her down so she was seated on the
old leather couch. He stood between her legs, his cock level with
her mouth.

“Suck my dick.”

Margie took his hard cock in her mouth and
sucked hard. She knew he liked it that way. She grabbed his balls
and squeezed them just a little more than what could be called
gentle.

Bob growled deep in his throat and she knew
he wouldn’t last long if she kept sucking him so hard. She
lightened up a bit and then licked his shaft from the base up to
the tip. She circled her tongue around the throbbing head of his
cock, tasting the pre-cum that was escaping. She looked up at him
and saw that his eyes were watching her every move. She smiled and
licked her lips.

“Eat my pussy now.” She demanded.

He pushed her back on the sofa and knelt
between her legs. He kissed her pussy and slipped his tongue inside
to taste her juices. She tasted like strawberries. He had asked her
the first time they fucked if she used some kind of flavoring on
her cunt but she denied it. He wasn’t sure he believed her. He
didn’t really care, she tasted damn fine.

Bob licked the length of her slit and then
suckled on her clit while he reached his hand up and found her
nipple. He took the nipple between his thumb and forefinger and
squeezed it just hard enough to take her nearly to the edge of
pain. He felt her belly convulse and sucked harder on her clit. She
exploded suddenly and grabbed the throw pillow to muffle her
cries.

He moved up her lush body and slammed his
dick into her pussy. The throw pillow hit the floor and it was his
mouth that muffled her cries now.

Their hips moved in an almost violent
cadence as he pounded deep inside her and she thrust her hips up to
meet each stroke. They moved faster and harder; his hand on her
breast, tweaking her nipple while her fingernails dug into his
back, leaving little red curves of broken skin.

He shot his load into her at the same moment
that her hot cunt began contracting and squeezing around his cock.
When he finally collapsed he could still feel the little
aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Damn it, woman,” he said. “You’re gonna be
the death of me yet.”

Margie smiled into his shoulder as she
scraped her fingernails down his back and felt his dick twitch
inside her.

When they both could breathe normally again,
Margie said, “I was afraid you were going to give me another real
spanking for that thirty foot bounce. But you didn't even give me a
fun spanking.”

“I should,” Bob answered gruffly. “I ought
to take my belt and wallop your ass until you can't sit down for a
week. That would teach you not to be careless.”

“I wasn't careless,” Margie protested. “I
was talking myself through the whole landing and was surprised by
the bounce.”

“You were overconfident, and that's
careless.”

“I was not overconfident!”

“You were. You made three perfect landings
with me in the plane and then you got careless, thinking you had
landings down pat.”

“I was not overconfident and I was not
careless. I was doing everything exactly as you taught me.”

“Quit arguing with me, Margie. Or I might
still take my belt and tune up your ass.”

Margie felt her belly twitch at the thought
of Bob taking his belt to her ass. So far he'd only used his hand
and a small leather strap for their fun spankings. Last week he'd
used the ruler for what he had called a real spanking. She wondered
what the belt would feel like; if it would be similar to the
leather strap.

Another twitch zipped down her belly and she
felt her pussy contract slightly. Her thighs squeezed together and
suddenly she wanted to feel the snap of his belt across her
bottom.

“Maybe you should,” She said softly. “I
mean, if you really think I was overconfident and careless, then
maybe you should use your belt on me.”

Bob looked at her out of the corner of his
eye and said, “You better be sure about what you're asking for. If
I use my belt on you for carelessness and overconfidence, it's not
going to be a walk in the park or any fun. It'll be a punishment
spanking, worse than what you had with the ruler last week.”

“I realize that,” She answered. “But once
it's over, you'll forgive me, right? You won't be mad anymore, and
you won't give me a hard time about it, right?”

“Yeah, once it's over, it'll be over. All
will be forgiven, and you'll start with a clean slate.”

“I think I'd rather have that than have you
repeatedly bringing it up to me that I was careless and how I put
myself in danger.”

“All right, we'll take care of it tonight.
I'll be at your house at nine o'clock sharp.”

“Oh, I thought we'd do it now, here.”

“Not here, the belt makes too much noise and
you might make some noise as well.”

Margie felt a little tremor of fear run
through her body at the implication that the belt was going to hurt
enough to cause her to cry out in pain. She wondered what she'd
gotten herself into, and at the same time a thrill of desire made
her pussy tingle.

 


 


At eight thirty Margie was wondering what
she should wear. A négligée? Some sexy, lacy panties? Pants and a
shirt so Bob could order her to undress? She was hoping for some
hot sex after the punishment so she decided on the lacy panties
with a sexy push-up bra. Margie covered them with a short, low cut,
see-through nightie.

She looked herself over in the mirror and
thought that even if Bob wasn't planning any post punishment sex,
he'd change his mind after seeing her like this.

The doorbell rang and she went to the front
door. She looked through the peep hole to make sure it was Bob and
then opened the door, keeping herself half hidden behind it in case
anyone was walking down the sidewalk and happened to glance her
way.

Bob stepped in and Margie closed and locked
the door. She was suddenly nervous and not sure if she should
suggest they go straight to the bedroom or if she should offer him
a drink first. She had no idea how Bob would conduct a planned
punishment spanking.

“Um… Would you like a drink first? Or should
we go straight to the bedroom?”

Bob could see how nervous she was.

“Let’s have a drink,” he said. “It might
help you calm down.”

“I am calm,” she lied. “I just don’t know if
you want to jump right into it or relax a little first.”

She went to the kitchen and made two
martinis. It was Bob’s favorite drink and she had grown fond of
them too. She wiped up the little bit she spilled and then carried
the drinks to the living room where Bob had sat down on the
sofa.

Margie gave him his drink and sat across
from him in a chair. She took a long sip of her martini and was
glad she had made the drinks doubles.

“You still sure you want to do this?” Bob
asked.

Margie looked over at him and said, “Are you
trying to scare me into changing my mind?”

“Nope. Just wanna make sure you know what
you’re doing.”

“I guess I’ll be able to answer that better
afterwards.”

She finished her drink quickly and felt the
liquor rush to her head.

Bob downed his drink as well and stood
up.

“Okay, let’s do this.”

 


 


They walked to the bedroom, Margie leading
the way. She sashayed her ass a little bit as she walked, hoping to
entice him so he would make the punishment quick and get down to
the hot sex. If there was going to be sex. There hadn’t been any
sex at all after she’d been spanked with the ruler.

The sway of Margie’s cute bottom didn’t go
unnoticed by Bob but he didn’t let it distract him from the task at
hand. Margie was just a little too cavalier when it came to safety
with flying and he needed to make sure he got her back on track.
There was no room for over confidence when you were up in the air.
Things could go bad in a matter of seconds and there was no pulling
over to check out a problem. He hadn’t lost a student yet, and he’d
be damned if Margie was going to be the first.

Maybe it had been a mistake to get involved
with her. He’d never allowed himself to do so with any other female
student. But Margie had gotten to him from the first. At first it
was just great sex. She seemed to like it a little rough, just like
he did. Nothing too wild and crazy, but not exactly completely
vanilla either. He liked to take her to just the threshold of pain.
It made for more intense orgasms. She was willing to try just about
anything and that was something he’d only found in hookers.

As their little romps became more and more
frequent, Bob realized he was growing more than fond of Margie. He
was feeling protective of her. He’d waited nearly twice as long as
he usually did before soloing a student. The one thing he couldn’t
allow was for her to start feeling like she was teacher’s pet and
she didn’t need to be as thorough as she could be. Flying could
turn into a life or death situation in a blink of an eye.

 


 


They entered her bedroom and Bob commanded,
“Get that flimsy cover thing off and lay down on the bed.”

Margie didn’t say a word, just did as she
was told. She folded her arms under her head and turned it to the
side Bob was on so she could see him.

She watched Bob roll up his left sleeve to
his elbow and her belly quivered. Then he rolled up his right
sleeve and she felt a shiver run down her spine. He wasn’t getting
undressed and she wondered if that meant it was to be punishment
only with none of the hot sex she was hoping for.

He stepped out of her line of vision and she
heard him unbuckling his belt. Her eyes closed as the muscles in
her stomach and legs contracted. Next she heard the whisper of the
belt being drawn out through the loops on his pants. She imagined
it wouldn’t be long now before she felt the first stinging bite of
his belt.

Bob ran his hand over her legs and up the
rounded mounds of her ass cheeks. His fingers slipped beneath the
waistband of her panties and he tugged it down to her knees. She
was bare-assed now and she could feel the light coolness of the
ceiling fan on her naked skin.

He rubbed her cheeks and then slowing began
smacking with his hand. First one cheek, then the other. Sometimes
one cheek would get two or three smacks before he moved on to the
other one.

Margie was surprised. She had expected he’d
start right in with the belt. She wondered if she should say
anything. While the spanking wasn’t really hurting, it didn’t feel
like their playful erotic spankings.

Bob spoke before she could ask him when the
belt would come into play.

“I’m just warming up your ass. It’ll make it
easier for you to take the belt.”

“Are you trying to scare me again?” She
asked, half-jokingly.

“Nope, just letting you know what I’m
doing.”

In a few minutes he stopped spanking her
with his hand and turned around to her dressing table. He picked up
her hairbrush, turned back to her, and rubbed it over her slightly
reddened cheeks before beginning to spank her with it.

This stung more than his hand had and she
surprised herself when she cried out, “Ow!”

Bob began lecturing her on safety
precautions with airplanes. He told her how he felt she’d been
getting a little too cocky and slipshod with her pre-flight
checklist. He gave her several examples of what could have happened
when she came in for her landing too hot and high. She had suddenly
dropped the plane onto the runway and bounced high. If she hadn’t
given it full power to get back up in the air, she could have been
in a world of hurt.

He put the brush back on the dressing table
and rubbed her rosy colored cheeks with his left hand as he reached
for the belt with his right hand.

The first strike wasn’t too bad. It caused
her to gasp, but mostly because she didn’t know it was coming.

The second one she was ready for and she
didn’t make a sound. The next several ones were a little harder and
stung more. Margie sucked in her breath and couldn’t help
tightening her butt cheeks in anticipation of the next strike.

Bob continued to strike her with the belt,
slowly building up the intensity while he kept up with his flight
safety lecture. Every now and then he would ask, “Do you
understand?”

Margie would answer, “Yes! Ow! I do.”

All total, between the hand spanking, the
hairbrush, and the belt; Bob spent a good half hour turning
Margie’s ass a bright, flaming red.

Swoosh - smack!

“Ow!

Swoosh - smack!

“Ouch!”

Swoosh - smack!

“Ow! Please stop, Bob. I’ll be more careful.
I promise!”

Swoosh -smack!

“You will follow proper safety
precautions!”

Swoosh -smack!

“Ow! Yes, I will!”

“You will not become over confident!”

Swoosh -smack!

“Ouch! No, I won’t!”

Swoosh -smack!

“Am I going to have to use my belt again for
safety violations?”

Swoosh - smack!

“Ow! No! I promise, I’ll do everything
exactly right!”

Swoosh - smack!

Margie was close to crying and she didn’t
know how much more she could take. Her ass felt like it was on fire
and she was sure she would be bruised and sore as hell for several
days.

Bob finally stopped and put the belt down.
He reached for her lotion and began massaging it into her bright
red ass.

“Okay, baby. It’s over now.”

Margie wasn’t sure when or how Bob had
undressed, but she felt him crawl into bed with her and felt his
bare skin against her own. She turned into his chest and couldn't
control the tears any longer. She clung to him as she sobbed into
his chest.

Bob wrapped his arms around her and pulled
her close, whispering, “Shush now, everything is all right, it's
all over.”

He let his hands roam all over until she was
all cried out. He lifted her chin and kissed her. She could feel
his cock hardening against her hip and knew that she'd be getting
that hot sex she had been hoping for. She realized this had become
much more than hot, fun sex. She felt loved and protected. She felt
cared for and safe. She knew he would keep her safe.

His hand slid between her legs and he parted
her pussy lips to feel the wetness oozing from her. She was hot and
he loved the fact that a real spanking turned her on every bit as
much, if not more, than any of the fun erotic spankings he'd given
her.

Still holding her, he rolled them together
so she was on her back and he was between her thighs. As he plunged
his hard cock deep into her hot, wet core, he realized that this
was the woman for him. Damn if he didn’t love her. He’d have to
make her his before she slipped away. Women like Margie - well, you
just didn’t come across them every day.

Gathering her closer to him, he brought them
both to the peak and together they tipped over the edge. He
whispered in her ear, “I love you, Margie. You’re mine now.”

She smiled and said, “Yes, and you’re all
mine.”

 


 





 


 


 


 


 


Sunbathing




 


It was a perfect day for sunbathing. The sky
was bright blue with not a single cloud in sight. Mary had the day
off and her plans were to lay by the pool and work on her tan while
listening to her latest audio book.

She put on her sunscreen and her tiny
bikini. Then she gathered a large pool towel, her iPod and ear
buds, a tall glass of ice tea, and headed for her deck. After
positioning her poolside lounge just right to catch the rays, Mary
settled herself comfortably on the lounge, put her ice tea in the
cup holder, and put on her dark sunglasses. Next she inserted the
ear buds into her ears and sat back to relax with her new audio
book.

This was her first audio book in the genre
of erotica. Her best friend, Inga, had told her how hot it was and
now that she finally had a day off, she was going to find out for
herself.

The book started out slow, but Mary had to
agree the reader’s voice was incredible. Low and sultry, that voice
had Mary’s pussy juices flowing before much of anything happened.
Just the way the woman read the description of the hunky hero of
the story made Mary want to reach out and touch him.

When things started heating up in the story,
Mary felt her nipples get hard. Her hand wandered to her breasts
and she rubbed her tits through the little triangles of red fabric
that barely covered them. Her nipples hardened even more and she
slipped her fingers under the little swatch of cloth to tweak the
left one.

The story had the hero making sure his lady
was satisfied before he worried about his own needs. These kinds of
stories always had the perfect considerate man that was more
concerned about his woman than anything else. Mary knew from her
own experiences that it rarely happened that way, if at all.

She listened as the sexy voice of the reader
described how Mr. Perfect Hero was kneeling between the spread legs
of his woman and burying his face in her honey pot. His fingers
were deep inside her, stroking her G-spot and causing her to twist
her hips in all kinds of wild contortions.

Mary’s hips squirmed a little bit as she
continued listening. One hand was busy with one of her tits while
the other one was gently rubbing her clit. Every now and then she
dipped her finger into her pussy and pulled some of the moisture up
to her clit.

It wasn’t long before her hips were writhing
around on the poolside lounge. Mary wasn’t worried about anyone
seeing her. The block walls around her backyard were nearly seven
feet high. Anyone would need a ladder to see over them. Besides,
both her neighbors worked during the day.

She continued listening to what had become a
very hot, sexy story with very graphic descriptions. By now Mr.
Perfect Hero had caused his perfect lady to have three orgasms and
never once had the idea of getting some relief for his own large,
throbbing cock crossed his mind. The narrator was going on about
how the hero’s mouth was currently slowly working its way up the
perfect torso of his woman. Mary knew it wouldn’t be long before
his cock found its way into the hot pussy of the heroine.

Her own pussy was becoming very wet and she
had untied the strings on one hip to give herself better access.
One finger was sliding up and down her wet slit and her thumb was
drawing circles around her clit. She was a long way from coming
though. It always took so much longer when she had to take care of
herself. But she didn’t mind, she was feeling good and the audio
book was more than entertaining.

 


 


Joe opened the gate to Mary’s backyard. It
was not his regular day for servicing her pool but he was going to
be out of town the following day and thought he better take care of
it today. He walked down the side of the house, carrying his bucket
of pool chemical testers and other supplies in one hand, and his
pool brush and skimmer net in the other.

As he cleared the back of the house, the
pool and deck came into his view and what a view it was! He’d
forgotten what a knock-out Mary was. The last time he’d seen her
was about six months ago when she hired him as her new pool man. Of
course, then she’d been fully dressed.

Now she was stretched out on lounge with her
bikini bottom tied at only one hip and the rest of it pushed aside
as her hand caressed her glistening pussy. Her other hand was
shoved under her top playing with her tit. He watched as she
brought herself to orgasm.

Joe got an instant hard-on and licked his
lips. He wanted her and wasn’t sure how to approach her. She might
be startled if he suddenly started talking or if he dared to touch
her. He wondered if he should just leave and come back later. Maybe
he should go back to the gate and slam it shut, make noise as he
approached the pool area and then she’d have time to at least cover
up.

Before he could decide what his next move
should be, Mary removed her ear buds and began applying more
sunscreen. Because of the angle of the chaise lounge, she didn’t
see him right away. But when she did she blushed bright pink at the
thought that he’d observed everything she’d been doing.

“Hey, Joe,” she said, hoping he’d walked in
after she’d given herself that fabulous orgasm. “Did you just get
here?”

“Uh...yeah, I just walked in the yard.” It
was just a little lie. He’d been there only a few minutes.

Mary looked him over. He was quite a
specimen of male hunkiness. His outdoor job cleaning pools and
servicing the equipment seemed to be keeping him in fine form. Joe
was wearing a tight fitting white t-shirt that showed off his
well-built chest and arms. His denim shorts were snug as well and
displayed a very enticing bulging package. Mary saw a good portion
of that package was due to the hard-on he was currently trying to
hide by holding his pool net in front of his pants.

“Do you think you could help me with this
sunscreen for the hard to reach spots?” She asked him in a
deceptively innocent voice.

Joe nodded and put his things down on the
deck and walked over to Mary. She turned over onto her stomach so
he could apply the lotion to her back.

“Thanks so much, Joe.” She said. “I can
never reach most of my back and always miss areas on the back of my
legs.”

“No problem,” he replied. “I’m happy to
help.”

Joe began with the backs of her legs,
slathering on a generous amount of sunscreen and working it into
her soft skin. Her ankles and calves were first and then the
sensitive area behind her knees. Next he did the backs of her
thighs. His cock grew even harder when she opened her legs a little
bit more so he could spread the lotion on the inside of her
thighs.

Her bikini was nothing more than a small
scrap of fabric that left a good portion of her ass cheeks exposed.
Joe wasn’t sure she intended for him to apply the goop there as
well, but he decided to boldly proceed and massaged the lotion onto
her ass.

“Mmm...you have strong hands. I bet you give
a great massage,” Mary said as she wiggled her butt in
appreciation.

Joe didn’t answer; his hard-on was becoming
uncomfortable as it strained against his shorts. He moved to her
shoulders hoping a little distance from her gorgeous ass would help
alleviate that discomfort. It didn’t. He worked his way back down
and soon was near the edge of her bikini bottom.

“Could you be sure to get just under the top
of my bottoms? I always seem to get a little line of sunburn there
so I like to make sure I get underneath the edges.”

Joe cleared his throat before answering,
“Uh...yeah, sure.”

He smoothed the sunscreen under the edge of
the bikini and his fingertips came in contact with her cleft. That
did it; he untied the bikini string at one hip, then reached over
to the other side and untied that one as well. He pushed it out of
his way, between her legs, and then caressed the smooth mounds of
her ass.

Mary smiled into the towel she was laying on
and wiggled a little more on the lounge. She let out a small moan
when Joe’s hand dropped down to her wet pussy and his fingers
slipped inside.

“You are so hot,” he whispered as he kissed
the back of her neck.

“Tell me, Joe, did you see anything
interesting when you came into my yard?” She had to know if he’d
seen her getting herself off.

Joe decided to tell the truth. “Yeah, I got
an eyeful of a hot chick enjoying herself. You ought to be spanked
for doing that in broad daylight.”

He planted a kiss on her ass.

“Oh my, a spanking? Do you really think I
should be spanked? I mean, I am in my own private yard. No one
could see me.”

Joe had the definite feeling that she was
open to a little spanking play. In fact, he would swear that she’d
just lifted her ass up a little bit to entice him.

He gave her ass several smacks while saying,
“A spanking is exactly what you need.

Mary squealed in delight as his hand came
down on her butt with just enough force to cause a little sting
that made her pussy even hotter.

“Untie my top,” she begged. “I want to roll
over.”

Joe gave her bottom a few more smacks and
did as she asked. She flipped onto her back, letting her top fall
away from her full breasts. He stood up, dropped his shorts, and
slipped off his t-shirt. Then he straddled the lounge so his cock
was near her mouth and his head facing her pussy. He bent over and
supported himself with his hands on the deck while he nibbled at
her clit and she took his shaft into her mouth.

Mary licked the length of him and then she
sucked on his large dick. She fondled his balls with one hand and
her hips began moving up and down.

Joe let one hand support him while he moved
the other one to her wet pussy and began to finger-fuck her. This
wasn’t the easiest position to maintain. His thighs were beginning
to burn from the slight squat he had to hold so she could suck his
dick and the deck was hot under the hand that was supporting him.
He had to shift positions. Besides, he wanted to sink his cock into
her hot, wet pussy.

Mary felt him straightening up and she
moaned in a pouty way. She didn’t want to stop.

But Joe was up and he pulled her to her
feet. Then he took the thick cushion off the lounge, laid it on the
deck, and stretched out on it.

“Ride me, baby,” Joe commanded.

Mary grinned and settled down on him,
cowgirl style, guiding his throbbing rod into her cunt. His hands
reached up to grab her breasts, his hips were pumping up and down,
matching her every stroke. She placed her hands on his chest and
played with his nipples until they were standing up nice and hard.
Then she leaned down to kiss and gently bite them.

Joe couldn’t take much more, he was about to
shoot his wad. He quickly flipped over, putting Mary on the bottom.
Slipping his arms under her thighs, he lifted her legs and draped
them over his shoulders as he plunged deep into her hot pussy.
Together they came; both of them shouting out their release and
then Joe collapsed at Mary’s side.

After several minutes, when Joe could
breathe somewhat normally again, he got up, gave her a playful slap
on her hip and said, “Guess I better start cleaning your pool.”

Mary rose as well and said, “Yeah, I’m going
in to take a shower. I think I’ve had enough sun for one day. See
you next week?”

“I’ll be here,” he said as he dove into the
pool to cool off before getting to work.

 





 


 


 


 


 



The Repairman

 


 


“Ma’am, you need to take better care of your
appliances.” Jon said in a fatherly lecture sort of voice. “You’re
lucky a fire didn’t start with this dirty lint trap and clogged
exhaust.”

Cindy hung her head and stared at the floor.
Jeez, she was really a screw up. This was Jon’s fourth visit to her
home this week. Each time he’d given her a lecture about the
hazards of the way she took care of her appliances.

First it was the filter on her ice-maker and
her failure to properly clean the coils on the fridge. How the heck
was she supposed to know to do that?

The second time Jon had to come over was
because her garbage disposal was clogged. He explained the proper
way to use it so it wouldn’t clog, what she should and shouldn’t
put in it. Hell, she was putting anything and everything into that
thing. That’s what they were for, right?

Then her water heater started acting up and
according to Jon that was her fault as well. Apparently she was
supposed to hook up a hose to it and drain it so all the sediment
at the bottom would be washed out. No one ever told her this stuff
before. She had no idea this was stuff she was supposed to
maintain. Why didn't the owner manuals cover this sort of
thing?

“Well, I don't know how to do any of those
things. I guess I'm just going to have to keep calling you when
things go wrong.”

“I’m surprised your husband doesn’t take you
over his knee for the way you’re neglecting your appliances. You’ve
got to do better than this, young lady.”

Cindy couldn’t hide her surprise at his
statement. “What? Take me over his knee? Are you serious?”

“I’m dead serious, ma’am. If your husband is
too busy to take care of these things, then you’ve got to do it
yourself.”

“Well, I don’t have a husband, much less one
who would take me over his knee. It's just me. This is my first
house, I just bought it a few months ago and it seems like
everything is going wrong. Something is always breaking. I guess I
have a lot to learn about home maintenance.”

Jon looked at the pretty young girl and
thought she needed a man. Too bad she was so young; he could sure
use a woman. He figured she was maybe twenty-two years old. He was
thirty-eight and that was probably too old for her.

Cindy glanced at the handsome repair man and
wondered if he took his wife over his knee. She didn’t see a
wedding ring on his finger. No wonder, most women would run from
any guy that talked about hauling them over his knee and spanking
them. Yet, there had been a little tingly zing in her lower regions
when he’d mentioned an over the knee spanking.

She wondered what he'd say if she invited
him to stay for dinner. She thought he looked like he was about
thirty-five years old, though he acted older. If he was
thirty-five, that made him only about seven years older than
her.

He'd been so helpful every time he'd been
out to take care of one of her repairs. Jon always explained what
the problem was, what she needed to do to prevent it happening
again, and he always did a little extra to make sure that whatever
was giving her a problem wasn’t going to break down again soon. She
decided to chance it and ask him. Maybe she could find out if he
was really into spanking his women.

“Would you like to stay for dinner, Jon? I’m
just going to put a couple of burgers on the grill.”

Jon was surprised at the invitation. It was
pretty obvious he’d surprised her with his spanking comment. And
didn’t she realize the big age difference between them?

“Thank you, Cindy. But I have one more call
to get to before my day is finished.”

“Oh,” She sound disappointed to Jon. Then
she smiled and said, “Well, why don’t you go take care of that call
and then come back?”

He wanted to say yes. She was the prettiest
little thing and he did get a thrill every time she called him for
a repair. But she was so damn young. Maybe she was just being nice
to him.

“I don’t know,” Jon said. “I hate to keep
you waiting for your dinner.”

Cindy fluttered her eyelashes at him and
asked, “Don’t you like me, Jon? Don’t you want to have dinner with
me?”

“Uh…sure I like you. But I don’t know how
long that call will take.”

“It doesn’t matter. It’s only five o’clock
so even if it’s a few hours, it will be fine. Why don’t you call me
when you’re finished and I’ll fire up the grill?”

“Well, if you’re really sure, I guess it
would be nice to have dinner with you.”

“You guess it’ll be nice to have
dinner with me? You don’t sound very excited about the prospect.”
She teased.

She thought he blushed slightly when he
said, “I do want to have dinner with you; I’ll let you know as soon
as I finish my next call. Can I bring anything?”

Cindy gave him a big smile, “Just yourself,
I’ve got everything else covered.”

 


 


After Jon left to complete his last call,
Cindy took a quick shower and changed into a pair of very short
shorts and a tight-fitting tank top with a deep scooped neckline.
It showed off her cleavage nicely. She was going to do her best to
get Jon into her bed tonight. Would he think she was being too
forward? She giggled to herself as she wondered if he would thing
she needed a spanking for that.

She threw together a quick salad, made her
special hamburger patties, and was about to sit down when he called
to say he was on the way.

“Great, I’ll fire up the grill and we’ll put
the burgers on as soon as you get here.”

Cindy opened the door fifteen minutes later
to let him in. They went out on her small patio where she had a
couple of ice cold beers sitting in an ice bucket.

She put three burgers on the grill just in
case Jon was a big eater and wanted seconds. Then she brought him a
beer, giving him a great view of her assets as she leaned over to
set it in front of him.

Jon felt his cock getting stiff as he looked
away from Cindy’s chest. Her breasts were pushed up and swelled
above the neckline of her tight top. He wanted to touch the soft
mounds of flesh.

“So…what do you do for a living?” He asked
her in an attempt to get his mind off those luscious looking
tits.

“I design and make jewelry.” Cindy replied
as she went to flip the burgers.

She went inside to the kitchen to get the
salad and a bag of chips to go with the burgers. When she came back
out, Jon was standing at the grill.

“So you’re an artist. Where do you
work?”

“Right here at home,” Cindy said. “I turned
the third bedroom into a kind of studio”

“That’s cool. Can I see your studio? See
some of the stuff you make?”

“Sure, I’ll show it to you right after we
eat.”

 


 


Jon thought his burger was the best one he’d
ever had. It was seasoned perfectly, juicy, and cooked just the way
he liked.

“Man, this is the best burger I’ve ever
had.”

“Glad you like it, if you’re still hungry,
help yourself to the last one. I made it because my brothers can
never just eat one of my burgers.”

“Are you sure?” He asked. “Don’t you want to
save it for your lunch tomorrow?”

“Nope, just help yourself. I’ll go in and
get us a couple more beers.”

Cindy went inside the house and wondered how
she could get him into her bedroom. He was being so polite and she
didn’t think he’d make the first move. It was going to be all up to
her.

Back outside on the patio, Jon asked her
more about her work. How did she sell her items? Was it really a
business that provided her with a decent income?

“My pieces are all one of a kind, high-end
jewelry. When you buy one of my pieces, you’ll know that no one
else will have one just like it. It makes a good enough living for
me that I was able to buy this house and pay cash for it.”

“That’s very impressive,” Jon responded as
he watched her bend down to pick up the grill brush. The motion
gave him a fantastic view of the lower half of her ass cheeks as
her shorts rode up.

His cock was growing hard again, which was
exactly the reaction Cindy had hoped for when she purposely dropped
the brush. He got up, walked over to her, and took the grill brush
from her hand.

“Let me help you with that.” His voice was
thick with desire and he just needed to touch her; even if it was
nothing more than a brush of his fingers against her hand as he
took the tool from her.

Cindy bumped him with her hip and said, “You
don’t have to do that. I can do it.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you can do it. But I gotta
have something to keep my hands busy right now.”

Oh, this was going better than she planned!
He just all but admitted that he wanted to touch her.

“Really?” She teased. “How come?”

“Honey, do you really have to ask? You’ve
been prancing in front of me all evening with that tight top and
those shorts. Do you always dress like that when you have a man
over for dinner?”

“Do you find something objectionable about
the way I’m dressed?” Cindy asked.

“Frankly, yes. You barely know me. I could
be a serial rapist for all you know. I wouldn't want my sister
dressing like that for some guy she'd only met a few times. And if
I had a wife, I’d tan her hide if she dressed like that when a
repair man came over.”

“Are you a serial rapist?”

“No, of course not. I'm just saying you
should be more careful about how you dress in front of men you
barely know.”

“Would you really ‘tan your wife's hide’ if
she dressed like this?”

“I sure would. If I had a wife I wouldn't
want her dressed like that for anyone other than me.”

“Then I guess it's a good thing that I'm not
your wife.”

Jon was still busy scraping the grill even
though he had already scraped it cleaner than Cindy would have
bothered with.

“Uh…don’t you think you've scraped the grill
enough?” She asked him.

“I’m not a man to take advantage of a lady,
I think it’s best if my hands have something to do.

Cindy ran her fingernail over his hard bicep
and asked, “What if I want to be taken advantage of?”

Jon stopped cleaning the grill and looked at
her. “Do you?”

“I think I just might,” she said in a sexy,
sultry voice.

Jon let the grill brush fall from his hand
and he pulled her towards him. His mouth came down hard on hers,
and he plunged his tongue between her inviting lips. Cindy greedily
met his tongue with her own and wrapped her arms around him.

Jon cupped one breast in his hand and
squeezed it firmly, brushing his fingers against the already hard
nipple. Cindy arched her back, pushing her pelvis harder into his
groin where she could feel the hardness of his cock.

“Take me, Jon. Please, take me. Stop being
the nice, polite guy and just fucking take me.”

“Honey, I’m all done being polite. Where’s
your bedroom?” He scooped her up and walked into the house while
she clung to his neck and directed him down the hall and to the
master bedroom.

They fell onto the bed and started tearing
each other’s clothes off. The sexual tension had built up in both
of them to such a degree that they couldn’t get their clothes off
fast enough. They rolled around the bed, kissing and sucking on
each newly exposed body part.

When Cindy unhooked the front of her bra and
her breasts sprang free, Jon stopped unbuckling his belt and
lowered his head to take a nipple into his mouth. He sucked with
such eagerness that Cindy reached for his belt so she could get him
undressed since he seemed to have found something else to occupy
him.

The pull of the sucking motion on her nipple
sent a wave of desire darting down to her pussy. She was wet and
she was ready. They could take more time on the second go-around.
Right now her objective was to free that hard rod from his work
pants and have him ram it inside her. Once she got his pants off,
she wiggled out of her little shorts and her thong.

“Now, Jon, now. Fuck me right now.”

He put his hand between her legs and felt
the damp heat. His finger parted her pussy and he slipped it into
her slit. Then two fingers, then three.

“Now, Jon, give it to me now!”

“Don’t rush me, babe. I want to make you
come first, then I’ll fuck you.”

“No, please, just fuck me now. I’ll come the
second you drive your cock into me.”

Jon couldn’t hold out any longer. Her dirty
talk was driving him wild. He moved between her legs, still sucking
greedily on her breast, and plowed his thick shaft into her wet
pussy.

Cindy threw her head back and screamed as
her pussy convulsed around his cock. Jon shot his load as soon as
he felt the first contraction of her tight pussy grip his dick.

 


 


Several minutes later Jon began gently
kissing Cindy’s shoulder. He slowly worked his way over her collar
bone and up her neck.

“We’re gonna take it nice and slow this
time.”

“Hmm…I needed the hard and fast for the
first time, but I like a man who knows how to take his time.”

He began to gently caress the inside of her
thighs. His fingers drew little circles and ovals on her skin as
they made their way towards her pussy. When he was within an inch
of her still sensitive clit, he skimmed back down and started over
on the other thigh. Occasionally his fingers would detour around
her mound and draw more circles on her belly and around her
navel.

Jon gently sucked on her tender nipples
while teasing her with his fingers. He lightly skimmed over her
clit, pausing for a second, making her think that finally he was
going to give that nub the attention it was craving. But no, his
fingers moved on and continued the teasing.

He kept this up for quite some time; Cindy
was slowly going out of her mind with wanting him. Yet at the same
time, she wanted the delicious torture to never stop.

“Turn around, I want to sixty-nine.”

Jon did as she asked. He straddled her so
that his dick was above her mouth and she could easily take it
deeply into her throat. His head was above her sex and he began
fingering her wet pussy and gently licking and kissing her
clit.

Cindy started her own version of torture by
taking just the head of Jon’s cock into her mouth and running her
tongue around the rim and gently nipping at the tip. Her hand
fondled his balls and gently rolled them in her palm while her
finger caressed that oh so sensitive area between his balls and his
asshole.

She felt his cock grow and harden within her
mouth, and she took it deeper by arching her neck and giving his
hard shaft a straighter path to go further down her throat. Cindy
had to pause a few times to regain control of her gag reflex. Jon’s
cock was thick and it was difficult to breathe and take him as
deeply as she wanted to.

When he put his mouth directly on her clit
and began sucking in earnest, Cindy knew it wouldn’t be long before
he came. His balls tightened in her palm and she felt a slight
throbbing at the base of his cock. She was ready to accept his cum
into her mouth, but he suddenly pulled out and flipped her over. He
quickly lifted her hips so she was on her hands and knees and he
drove into her pussy from behind.

Jon’s arm snaked around her hip and his
fingers tweaked and pinched and massaged her clit as he slammed his
cock into her hot, wet pussy. Cindy pumped her hips back to meet
every hard stroke and she cried out when Jon suddenly slapped her
ass with a short series of spanks. Those smacks took her over the
edge and she lowered her head onto the pillow to scream her ecstasy
into it as they came together in yet another explosive rush.

When they finally could breathe normally
again, Cindy asked, “Why did you smack me? No one’s ever spanked me
like that in the middle of fucking me.”

“I couldn’t resist,” Jon answered with a
shrug. “You’ve got a very spankable ass. And you’ve been neglecting
your appliances. Not to mention you were dressed like a brazen
hussy for a man you barely know. Besides, I think it made you
come.”

Cindy had to agree with him, the smacks on
her ass had sent her straight into a fantastic orgasm. “It did. I
was close anyway, but that took me right there in big rush.”

“So you liked it?”

She nodded and said, “Yeah, surprisingly, I
did like it.”

“Good, we’ll do it again. Spanking makes for
great foreplay.”

Cindy felt a little thrill at that. Yeah,
she’d be game to try it. She’d have to work on his old-fashioned
attitudes, but for sex play the spanking thing was hot. She smiled
and said, “I think I just might like it. Jon, next time I call, can
you schedule me to be the last call of the day?”

He kissed her and answered, “Baby, I’d like
you to be my last call every day.”




 


 


 


 


 



The Fall

 


 


Linda grabbed her towel and stepped out of
the pool. Quickly drying off, she turned to her husband, Tom, and
told him, “I’m heading for the shower.”

“Ok, hon,” he answered distractedly from the
ladder he was standing on changing bulbs in the security light on
the patio roof.

Linda went inside, kicked off her flip-flops
and headed for the hallway in her damp bare feet. She dialed her
daughter’s phone number to let her know she was out of the pool and
would be able to Face-Time with her about the up-coming girls
weekend as soon as she was out of the shower.

The entire house was tiled with Mexican
Saltillo tile and at each threshold between rooms there was a
decorative row of glazed hand-painted tiles. As she was about to
enter the hallway, one foot landed on one of those slick, glazed
tiles and Linda lost her balance as her foot slipped out behind
her.

She started yelling as she realized that she
wasn’t going to be able to catch herself. Linda landed hard, face
down on the tile, and her arm and nose took the brunt of the fall.
Blood poured from her nose as she cried out for Tom. Her left wrist
and elbow had taken a serious jolt and she was sure she had broken
something; either her wrist or her arm. With the puddle of blood on
her beautiful tile growing bigger, she was afraid her nose was
broken. She continued to yell out for Tom. Apparently he couldn’t
hear her.

Linda wasn’t sure if her daughter had ever
answered the call and she called out in the direction where her
iPhone had flown about ten feet down the hall.

“Julie! I fell! Call Tom on his cell phone!
He’s out in the yard!”

She wasn’t even sure if the call had gone
through. With blood pouring from her nose, she hollered out
again.

“Tom! Tom! Help me!”

Finally she heard the patio door slide open
and Tom came rushing in to help her.

As soon as he saw the amount of blood on the
floor, Tom knew his wife was in trouble. Damn it! Why the hell
couldn’t she just listen to him! How many times had he told her not
to rush through the house in her bare feet?

Now was not the time to start berating her;
he knelt down by her side and gently helped her sit up.

“What happened? Where are you hurt?”

Linda could barely talk; she was sobbing
from the pain of her injuries that she was sure were more serious
than she wanted to even think about. This was no time for her to be
injured.

Julie and eleven of her friends would be
arriving in just a few days for their annual girls only weekend.
They spent three or four days lounging by the pool, drinking,
eating, and having fun with no men around. Other than Tom, of
course. They had given him the honorary position of security
guard.

“I don’t know,” she answered Tom through her
tears. “My nose won’t stop bleeding, can you get me some paper
towels?”

Tom got up and returned with a roll of paper
towels. He tore off several sheets and handed them to Linda.

“Let me see, is anything else hurt?”

“Can you wipe up the puddle of blood before
it stains the tile?” Linda was still crying.

“Fuck the damn tile!” Tom said, but he threw
a few sheets of paper towel on the puddle of blood. He saw that
Linda was cradling her arm and asked, “Is your arm hurt?”

“I don’t know,” she sobbed. “It hurts.”

Tom lifted her arm and looked at the
swelling that was developing on her wrist and a few fingers. He
carefully bent the fingers and watched Linda’s reaction. Apparently
the fingers weren’t broken. Next, he move her wrist very
slowly.

“That doesn’t hurt?”

“It’s okay,” she said. “It doesn’t hurt any
worse when you move it.”

She was relieved that bending her wrist
didn’t result in some sort of unbearable pain. She was sure if it
was broken it would be hurting much more; though she’d never had a
broken bone before.

Tom noticed the swelling of her elbow and he
slowly moved her arm. It didn’t cause her to cry out so he assumed
nothing was broken there.

“Look at me, let me see your face,” he
commanded.

Linda did as she was told. She could tell he
was having a hard time restraining himself from giving her one of
his lectures that he was so fond of delivering.

Right now, Tom was more concerned that Linda
was all right. He looked over her face and saw a swollen nose and a
fat upper lip. Blood was still oozing from her nose. He gave her
more paper towels and told her to hold her head back to try and
stop the bleeding. She asked him to get her phone and make sure
Julie wasn’t on it freaking out with all the crying. Tom checked
and it looked like the call apparently had never gone through so
Linda didn’t have to worry about Julie wondering what the hell had
happened.

Once she calmed down and stopped crying, he
tried to help her up. But she wasn’t ready to try to get up. She
needed a few more minutes to pull herself together. She was still
worried about the damn tile so he mopped up the blood and then went
to get a wet towel so he could finish cleaning up the mess.

When he returned he saw that Linda had
gotten up on her feet without help. He checked her over and saw
that her other arm was scraped and bleeding slightly. She had a
small abrasion on her knee.

“Come on, hon. Let me help you to the shower
and get you cleaned up. I think we better go to the hospital and
get your arm x-rayed.”

“No! I don’t want to go to the hospital.
I’ll be fine. I can move my arm if I’m careful and I’m sure it’s
not broken. There’s no need to spend hours at the emergency room
for nothing.”

Tom tried to change her mind, but she was
adamant about avoiding the ER. He helped her into the shower and
when she was done washing her hair he helped her out. He smeared
body lotion all over her and got her dressed.

Then the lecture started. She had known it
was coming and was surprised he had waited this long.

“Honey, how many times have I told you to
wear shoes around the house? This penchant you have for running
around barefoot is just not safe. You’ve slipped several times and
have been lucky to stop the slide before you fall. But now look
what happened.”

“I know, Tom, I know. I’ll try to remember
to wear shoes or slippers.”

“You have a devil-may-care attitude about
these things, and you paid for it today.”

“Oh, Tom. I don’t have a devil-may-care
attitude. It’s more of an ‘I am woman, I am invincible’ attitude.”
Linda laughed.

Tom did not laugh. He saw nothing amusing
about what had happened and he continued his lecture.

“You could have broken your nose. Or knocked
your front teeth out. You could have broken your wrist, your arm,
your elbow. And you may have broken something. I still think you
should go to the ER and get checked out.”

“I’m fine, Tom. I don’t want to spend the
day at the ER when I know I’m okay.”

She didn’t think anything was broken and now
that the initial pain and shock of the whole incident had receded a
little bit, Linda was ready to get on with her day. She was sore;
her nose hurt badly and still dripped a little blood. Her arm hurt
but she was sure it would subside if she just babied it for a day
or two.

 


 


A few days later Linda was once again
barefoot and nearly fell again on the tile. Tom grabbed her arm and
saved her from the fall.

“Damn it, Linda! What the hell is it going
to take to get you to wear shoes and be more careful? What am I
going to do with you?”

Tom was angry. Linda’s arm was still sore,
she couldn’t lift anything heavier than a few ounces with it and
she was running around barefoot again.

Linda looked up at him and bit her lower
bit.

“Spank me?”

“Oh for God’s sake! Drop the spanking crap
already, will you? I’ve told you before - I am not going to hit my
wife. Now go put some shoes on and be more careful.”

 


 


Linda had been trying to bring Domestic
Discipline to her marriage for months. She thought it would make
their relationship better and stronger. About a year ago her best
friend, Cris, had told her how it had been working in her marriage.
Linda had spent a few months researching online everything she
could find about Domestic Discipline. The women who blogged about
it seemed so happy. They claimed to feel loved, protected, and
cared for. When they were punished, they were forgiven and were
free of guilt. Linda wanted those same feelings in her relationship
with Tom.

When she brought the subject to Tom, he
would barely listen. He liked the part that would make him head of
the household. He thought being the final decision maker would be
great. Tom even liked the idea of putting rules into place for
Linda to follow. But when it came to enforcing the rules by
disciplining his wife, by spanking her when she broke the rules;
well, that just wasn’t going to work for him and she could forget
the whole thing.

One of Tom’s standard phrases was ‘What am I
going to do with you?”

Lately, every time he asked that question,
Linda would respond with, “Spank me?”

He didn’t think he could do it. But damn it,
maybe she did need a spanking to make her more cautious and prevent
her from getting injuries.

 


 


Linda could see his mind working and
wondered if this was finally what would make Tom spank her. She
wasn’t really looking forward to being spanked. But the idea of Tom
being in charge of things, being the head of the household, wearing
the pants in the family, or whatever you wanted to call it; that
idea appealed to her.

Her friend, Cris, swore by the spankings.
She said she never felt guilty anymore when she did something her
husband disapproved of. She took her spanking and all was forgiven.
That was not to say that Cris made a habit out of doing things that
would get her spanked, but hey, no one was perfect. Cris also said
the threat of being spanked was always there in the back of her
mind and it helped to keep her out of trouble.

 Tom was big on
safety and always worked on minimizing the possibility of any
injuries in everything he did. He expected Linda to be the same way
and he often lectured her for not being careful enough or for not
taking what he felt were necessary precautions.

 


 


Her arm was not getting any better. In fact,
she was worried that she might have a fracture and was considering
going to the doctor. The biggest reason she'd been putting it off
was that she knew Tom would start right in on why hadn't she
listened to him in the first place and gone to the hospital right
after she fell. Maybe he would be ready to step up into the role of
being the head of the household if she told him that he'd been
right; that she should have listened and gone to the hospital.

“Tom, it's been three days since my fall and
I’m not seeing any real improvement in my arm. I think I should
call the doctor in the morning and see if I can get in for an
appointment.”

“I knew it!” Tom responded. “Why can't you
ever listen to me? We should've gone to the hospital right after
you fell.”

“I know, I should have listened to you. But
I'll get my arm looked at tomorrow, I promise.”

Tom shook his head and muttered, “What the
hell am I going to do with you?”

“You know, if you'd agree to try the
domestic discipline lifestyle I would've gone to the hospital. We
would have an agreement in place where you made the final decisions
and I would honor that agreement and go along with your
decision.”

Tom ran his fingers through his hair and
shook his head. Linda was not going to let the crazy idea of
domestic discipline go until he agreed to give it a try.

“You know what, Linda? I'm going to give you
that spanking you think you want. I don't think you're going to
like it as much as you think you will, but if you're sure you want
this, let's go to the bedroom.”

“Really? You really mean it?”

“Yeah, I really mean it. I don't really have
a desire to spank my wife, especially when her arm might be broken,
but if it will help you stay out of dangerous situations, then I'm
all for it.”

Linda was surprised, and excited. This was
the last thing she'd expected from Tom. She was also a little bit
afraid. They had never even done any erotic spanking. It was going
to be a completely new experience for both of them.

Tom took her hand and led her to the
bedroom. He sat down on his side of the bed and with his hands on
her hips, pulled her between his legs.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yes, I'm sure,” She answered.

“I don't want to hurt your arm any more than
it's already hurt.”

“You're not going to spank my arm, Tom. My
butt is fine. At least it's fine now,” She joked. “It may not be so
fine when you're done with it.”

“All right, let me help you over my
knee.”

“Oh, do I get to keep my clothes on?”

“I guess I hadn't thought that far. What
does your friend have to say on the subject of clothes being left
on?”

“All her spankings are done on the bare. She
says sometimes her husband starts with her panties on, but they
always come off soon.”

“I suppose if we’re going to do this, we
should do it right. Let's get your pants off.”

He unbuttoned her jeans, then pulled the
zipper down. He reached around to the back of her waistband and
slid the pants down to her ankles. Linda held onto his shoulder
with her good arm, lifted one leg and then the other so he could
remove the jeans completely.

Tom looked at the lace trimmed pink panties
and decided he'd let her leave them on for now. He scooted back on
the bed so she would be laying across his lap. That would give her
more support for her injured arm. He helped her into position and
stroked the back of her thighs.

Linda felt a shiver run through her and she
thought her pussy twitched. She wondered when he would start
spanking and if he would start slow and easy or jump right in with
serious smacks to her ass.

Tom smoothed his hand over the rounded
mounds of her butt cheeks and he squeezed each one gently. His hand
continued rubbing and squeezing her for a few minutes. Linda was
beginning to wonder when the actual spanking was going to start.
She thought she should say something; maybe give him a word of
encouragement.

“Tom, it's all right to spank me, remember I
asked for this.”

He responded by giving her ass a solid sharp
smack and asking, “Who is in charge of this spanking?”

“Um…you are.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“That's right, I am in charge. Considering
the position you're in at this time, I would think it would be wise
of you to remember that I am in charge.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Yes, Tom. I'll remember.”

Linda was surprised at how quickly Tom had
turned from the reluctant participant into the enthusiastic
spanker. What was absolutely no surprise was how easily he blended
the spanking with lecturing. They hadn't even discussed how
lecturing was considered a vital part of the spanking process.
Linda assumed that Tom's tendency to lecture just naturally came
out as he was spanking her.

“I hope I'm not going to have to spank you
again for not wearing shoes in the house when your feet are
wet.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“You need to pay a little more attention to
what you're doing. Walking on this tile floor with wet feet while
trying to make a phone call and not watching where you're going is
how you got injured.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“I know, Tom. And I'm sorry, I promise I'll
be more careful.”

Tom pulled her pink panties down to her
knees and was a little surprised that they were slightly damp. Then
again, he thought he really shouldn't be too surprised. After all,
his cock was getting stiffer with every smack he delivered to
Linda's ass. He hadn't expected this spanking to be a sexual turn
on for either one of them. He glanced at the pinkness of her ass
and skimmed his hand over the red area. It felt warm and that
warmth stiffened his cock even more.

Linda was glad for the short reprieve from
the spanking but was sure he wasn’t done yet. He’d just pulled her
panties down so he was most likely going to spank her naked butt
next. For now, the rubbing felt soothing on her ass and she was
happy for the break.

She was not surprised at the dampness she
felt between her legs. Cris had told her that getting spanked was a
major turn on for her and her husband and almost always led to a
super sexy lovemaking session. Linda squirmed on Tom’s lap and
managed to inch a little further up. She could feel his hard-on
pressing against her hip and hoped Tom wouldn’t decide to just get
up and leave when the punishment was over.

“Your ass looks good with a little red
color. It feels warm to the touch.”

“I’m so glad you’re enjoying the results of
this spanking,” Linda said.

“Let’s see if we can get a deeper color and
turn up the heat.”

Tom began spanking her naked butt. He soon
fell into a sort of rhythm. One whack on the left cheek, then one
on the right. Then two to the left and two to the right. He finally
settled on giving each cheek three smacks before switching to the
other side.

Linda began to squirm and she let out an
occasional yelp when Tom landed a particularly hard smack. The
lecture continued and every so often Tome would ask if she
understood. She always answered in the affirmative.

Her butt was getting sore and she was hoping
it would all end soon. She thought he might be enjoying this a
little too much. After all his refusals to spank her or even just
try the domestic discipline lifestyle, he sure was making the most
of this first spanking.

“Ow! Tom, that hurts! Please stop!”

“Good, this is what you said you wanted. I
think the main premise behind a spanking is that it’s supposed to
hurt.”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Please, Tom, I’m sorry. I’ll wear shoes, I
promise. Can we stop now?”

He gave each cheek three more whacks and
stopped. He’d been hoping his hard-on would go down, but it only
got harder and he wanted nothing more than to bury his cock into
his wife’s pussy. Did that make him a pervert? Was it normal to
punish your wife with a spanking and then get an erection and want
to fuck her?

Tom helped her up so she was sitting on his
lap. She sniffled a little bit and burrowed her head into the crook
of his neck. He was rubbing her back in a slow, soothing way.

“Are you crying?” He asked with just a hint
of alarm in his voice.

“No, not really. Just sniffling a little.
That really did hurt, you know.”

“A spanking should hurt or what’s the point?
Are you sorry you goaded me into this?”

“No, I’m not sorry.” She said it into his
neck; she was too embarrassed to look at him. “I feel like I did
something stupid and dangerous and now I’ve been held accountable.
I’m sure I’ll remember to wear shoes when I come in from the
pool.”

“Then the end justified the means.”

He rubbed her very red ass and let his hand
skim down to her thighs. They separated a little bit, giving him
enough leeway to run his fingers along the inside of one thigh all
the way up to her wet pussy. One finger slipped inside and then
another. She was as ready as he was.

“You’re pussy is very wet.”

“I know. And your cock is hard. Cris said
it’s one of the benefits of spanking.”

“So it’s normal. Good to know I don’t have
to feel like a pervert getting off on spanking my wife and then
wanting to fuck her.”

Linda laughed, then wiggled her hips on his
lap and asked, “Are we gonna fuck?”

Tom didn’t answer her. His fingers were busy
between Linda’s legs. She opened them wider and moaned in
pleasure.

Tom slipped out from under her and took his
clothes off. Then he got back in bed and held her close while he
caressed her warmed ass.

She slipped her hand between their bodies,
gripped his rock-hard cock, and began to stroke up and down. Both
of them wanted it now. Hard and fast.

Tom kissed her hard and said, “Get on your
hands and knees. I want to take you doggy style so I can see and
feel your hot red ass.”

A jolt of desire shot down through her belly
and to her core. She quickly got into position, pulling the pillows
close so she could rest her head and shoulders on them. Her sore
arm was positioned on a pillow for comfort. She felt Tom kneel
behind her and then his hands were kneading her ass cheeks. It felt
so nice, so good, so soothing. But she wanted him inside her, deep
inside. Her pussy was wet, and hot.

She squirmed and wiggled against him. “Now,
Tom, I want your cock inside me now.”

Without answering, he drove his hard shaft
into her wet heat. He paused, savoring the feel of the warmth
radiating off her well-spanked bottom. Her pussy was so wet and it
clenched around his cock; he knew she was ready to come.

He reached around her hip and stroked her
swollen clit. He held her tight to his body and pumped hard and
fast into her. She cried out and her entire body shuddered as she
came at the same moment that he emptied himself deep inside
her.

 


 


 

Much later, when they both woke from a sated
sleep, Linda cuddled close to Tom and caressed his lightly furred
chest.

“So, does this mean were in a domestic
discipline relationship?”

Tom wasn't sure what to answer. His main
objection to the whole lifestyle had been the spanking portion of
it. But he just got done, a few short hours ago, giving his wife a
pretty damn hard punishment spanking. And the sex afterwards -
well, that was certainly worth considering when thinking about
domestic discipline. While it had been short and quick, it was some
of the most intense sex they had experienced.

Giving her the spanking had felt right. She
had done something very dangerous, something he'd asked her
repeatedly not to do. She was lucky she hadn't been injured any
worse than she was. And she didn’t regret the spanking either. She
admitted that she had felt better about the whole incident after
being held accountable.

Maybe, just maybe he could live this
lifestyle. They didn't have to follow any particular set of rules
or anything. They could make it fit for them, in a way that was
comfortable for each of them.

“Were going to give it a shot, babe. We’re
gonna take it slow and easy and make it work for us and how we want
our marriage to be.”

Linda hugged him and kissed him deeply.
“Thank you, sweetheart. We’ll tailor it just for us. We'll start
with the four D's and just go slowly. I think we'll both be
happier.”

“Whoa, baby. Slow down. What the hell are
the four D’s?”

She realized she was probably pushing a
little too fast and if she wasn't careful Tom might put the brakes
on the whole domestic discipline thing.

“They're just the basic foundation of a
domestic discipline relationship. They stand for disrespect,
disobedience, dishonesty, and danger. If I break any rules that
fall under the four D's, then you should hold me accountable and
punish me accordingly. It's really no big deal.”

Tom thought for several minutes and
considered each of the four D's. He couldn't see how disrespect,
dishonesty, or disobedience were problems in their marriage. They
were both respectful of each other, neither one of them was given
to lying, and as far as obedience went - well, women pretty much
stopped obeying their husbands back in the nineteen sixties.

“The only one of those things we seem to
have a problem with is the danger. We’ll start with that for now
and see how it goes.”

Linda knew this wasn't the time to push for
more. She was happy that he had agreed to as much as he did.

“Okay, maybe tomorrow we can write a list of
everything I do that you think is dangerous so I'll know what I'm
not supposed to do anymore.”

“Honey, we don't need a list. You're an
adult, you know what you shouldn't be doing. We've been married
long enough that you know all the things that I hound you about.
All you need to know is, from now on, when you do anything
dangerous that could cause you injury, you're going to find
yourself over my knee.”

For now, that was good enough for Linda and
she playfully asked, “And what will happen once I'm over your
knee?”

Tom chuckled and said, “The same thing that
happened today, your ass will get bright red and very warm. I've
just gotta figure out a way to keep my hand from getting as sore as
your butt.”

“Cris's husband only uses his hand for a
warm-up, then he uses different implements.”

“Really? What kind of implements?” Tom was
very interested, he wasn't joking about his hand. It was at least
as red as Linda's ass and he was sure it hurt every bit as much, if
not more.

Linda giggled and said, “I don't know if I
should tell you, you might get ideas in your head.”

Tom tweaked her nipple and said, “You better
tell me before I decide you're putting my hand in danger and I'll
have to spank you all over again.”

“Ouch!” She giggled some more and squirmed
closer to him. “Okay, okay. I'll tell you.”

“Well?”

“I'm thinking, I don't know if I can
remember everything she told me.”

He gave her other nipple a little tweak and
then wrapped his finger around the soft curls near her pussy and
gently tugged.

“I hope you're not going to have a selective
memory and tell me only the things you're willing to try. I might
have to put that dishonesty rule into effect.”

“I'll tell you all the implements they use,
Tom. But we’re supposed to agree together on which implements we'll
use. This whole thing is supposed to be one hundred percent
consensual.”

“Okay,” he agreed. “So tell me what they
use.”

“Chris says Sean has a wooden paddle that he
uses the most. He also uses a hairbrush and sometimes the bath
brush. They have a short leather strap that Sean sometimes uses
when she's over his knee.”

“Interesting, anything else?”

“When she's done several things that she's
not supposed to do and Sean is going to give her a really hard
punishment spanking, he uses his belt. But instead of over his
knee, she has to lay over the bed because the belt is too hard to
use over the knee.”

“He whips her with his belt?” Tom thought
that sounded a little harsh and didn't think he could ever be
comfortable with that.

“That's what I said, but she said it's not a
whipping. She says it's just a spanking with the belt. He only hits
her on the butt and he doubles it over so it doesn't wrap around
her hip. With her over the bed, he can get a better swing and make
the spanking more severe.”

“I don't think we'll be doing that,” Tom
said. “We might look into a leather strap, a paddle, and maybe a
hairbrush. Does Sean use anything else?”

“I don't think so, but Chris said he is
thinking about getting a cane.”

“We’ll shelf the cane idea for now,
too.”

All this talk about spanking and implements
had made Tom hard again and he rolled on his side and began
nibbling on Linda's breast. His hand went over the curve of her hip
and he caressed her bottom searching for the heat that spanking had
caused. But the heat had dissipated, there was only a slight amount
of warmth left.

What a shame, he thought to himself.
He wondered how she'd react to a little erotic spanking; just
enough to heat her ass up a little bit.

He flipped her over onto her stomach and saw
that most of the redness had gone too. It was just slightly pink
now. Tom began massaging her cheeks and then he smacked one
lightly, and then the other.

“Ow! What was that for?”

“Just a little fun, baby. I've discovered I
like the feel of your ass when it's all hot from a spanking.”

“Oh! Well then, by all means, continue,”
Linda responded with a little wiggle of her hips.

Tom gave her several more smacks, all of
them much lighter than what he'd given her during her punishment
spanking. He watched as the color deepened to nice rosy red and he
felt the heat building up.

Linda was becoming more aroused with every
spank and she moaned with pleasure and desire. She wanted more, she
just didn't know if she wanted more spanking or if she wanted him
to ram his cock inside her. She licked her lips and suddenly she
wanted to suck on his hard shaft.

“Let me up, Tom. I want to suck you.”

Tom couldn't say no to a request like that.
He gave her a final slap on the ass and then he laid down, his cock
standing straight up.

Linda knelt between his legs and wrapped her
fingers around his cock. She bent down and licked the inside of his
thighs, slowly working her way up. When she reached his balls, she
gently took him into her mouth and rolled her tongue around them.
Tom groaned deep in his throat and reached his hand down to caress
her head.

She put her hand on his balls to replace her
mouth as she moved to lick his shaft from the base to the tip. She
lightly skimmed around the rim of the head of his cock, flicking
her tongue out, teasing him by taking just the tip into her mouth,
sucking gently, and then running her tongue back down to the base,
back up to the tip and repeating it all over again.

“Baby, you're killing me,” he growled. “I
can't hold on much longer, get on top and ride me, baby.”

She continued to tease him until she felt
his balls tighten in her hand. She knew he was very close to coming
now. She got on top of him, facing his feet so he had a few of her
pink ass. She lowered herself onto his hard straining shaft and
pumped up and down a few times while reaching down and cupping his
balls in her hand. She gently squeezed and rolled his balls. Then
his body stiffened and she felt him squeeze her ass cheeks with his
hands. Just as he exploded inside her he gave her one hard smack on
the ass that caused her pussy to convulse around his cock as she
came.

She rolled to the side, breathing hard,
exhausted and spent, but feeling oh so satisfied. Tom pulled her
close, wrapping himself around her so they were spooning. His hand
drew designs around her belly and up to her breasts which he gently
massaged.

“God, that was fantastic, baby I love you,”
he said as he kissed her neck. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, honey.” She wiggled her ass
into his groin and said, “I think that was the best sex we've ever
had.”

“I think so too. If that's the kind of sex
that a spanking brings on, your ass will be getting warmed up on a
daily basis.”

“Fine by me, but does that mean you want me
to do dangerous things just so you can spank me?”

“No, I want you safe. I'll spank you good
and hard if you put yourself in danger, but we can spank for fun
just for the hot sex.”

“Mmm…I'll be a good girl. I'd much rather
have the good girl spankings and the bad girl kind.”

 


 





 


 


 


 


 


 The
Disciplinarian

 


 


Amy was on the way to her first visit with
the man she hoped was going to be her new disciplinarian. She was
desperately hoping that this time it would work out, that this man
wasn’t just a pervert who enjoyed giving women pain. Amy wasn’t
looking for love, she didn’t want a deep, meaningful relationship.
She simply wanted - no, that wasn’t right - she needed
discipline.

Her life was a disaster. She had no
motivation to do anything. Her part-time job barely paid her bills
and put food on the table. If it weren’t for the money Aaron had
left her when he died, she’d have a hard time making it on her own.
Thank goodness the insurance had paid off the house.

At twenty-six years old, she should be so
much further along in life. She should have had a solid career by
now. One that had benefits; vacation time, a retirement plan,
medical care, and all the other perks that came with a real
job.

Instead, she was working three or four
nights a week at a high-end restaurant waiting tables. Tips were
good, she went home most nights with at least two or three hundred
dollars in her pocket. But it just wasn’t enough to cover all her
expenses. Even with the house paid for, utilities, phone, gas,
insurance, and all the other little day to day things just ate up
all her money.

Yeah, she could get another job at another
restaurant working the days she didn’t work at Prime One
Steakhouse. The problem was she didn’t want another waitress job.
She wanted a real career. Unfortunately she didn’t have the
education for that. So that meant going back to school. And that
meant she needed motivation to get off her ass and sign up for
classes.

Amy needed someone she would have to be
accountable to. That someone would have to enforce real
consequences when Amy didn’t do what she needed to do in order to
meet her goals. She hoped this man would help her outline those
goals and then work towards them in an efficient manner so she
could tell that slime ball at work to go shove it.

Mel was the slime ball and he loved ordering
the waitresses around. He watched them as they hustled through the
restaurant in their skimpy outfits, holding their trays high, and
swinging their hips this way and that way as they maneuvered from
table to table. Mel never spoke directly to Amy, he only spoke to
her tits. Part of the skimpy outfit included a top with a built-in
pushup bra that enhanced her cleavage and made her breasts look
like they were ready to escape and spill out of her tiny top.

She was willing to continue working for the
slime ball while she went to school. The tips were good; three or
four nights a week shouldn’t interfere with homework. She could put
up with Mel speaking to her chest if that’s the way it had to
be.

 


 


Amy turned into the strip mall lot and
pulled into a spot that was two parking rows away from the
Starbuck’s where she was meeting her potential disciplinarian. They
had agreed to meet at one of the outside tables. Kevin was to
arrive first and he agreed to get the drinks and bring them to a
table. He would be wearing a light blue shirt and jeans. All she
had to do was find the table with the guy in a blue shirt that had
two drinks sitting on the table.

She sat in her car and looked at every table
on the small outdoor patio. There were no guys with two drinks at
any of the tables. Amy looked at the clock. She was five minutes
early. Maybe this Kevin guy was inside getting the drinks. There
was no way she was getting out of the car until she saw what he
looked like.

Not that his looks really mattered. They
didn’t. But if he was some kind of nerdy geek looking guy with
black rimmed thick glasses, well - there was no way she could let a
guy like that actually discipline her. Same thing if he weighed in
at 350 or 400 pounds. She wanted a regular looking guy, someone
older than she was, but not too old. She hoped he would be
reasonably physically fit and easy to talk to. Someone she could
respect and allow to have a fair amount of control over her. Was
she asking for too much? She didn’t think so.

Amy and Kevin had been emailing back and
forth for the last few weeks and they’d had a few telephone
conversations. He’d been easy to talk to on the phone and she was
ready to meet him in person.

While she sat in her car and waited for
Kevin to show up, she thought about how she had come to this point
in her life. She sometimes wondered if there was something wrong
with her because she not only needed discipline, she wanted it.

 


 


Two years ago, she had been happily married
to Aaron. He was the love of her life. Aaron had been older than
Amy by nearly ten years and he had been a take-charge kind of man.
He’d pushed her to always do her best. He used to tell her that if
she didn’t take care of her life, her life wouldn’t take care of
her.

Amy didn’t really understand what he was
talking about but it wasn’t too long before he made it clear what
he expected from her and that there would be consequences if she
didn’t do things the way she should. She remembered how she had
laughed at him.

“Consequences? Like what? You do know that
I’m an adult, don’t you?”

“Amy, my love, everything you do has a
consequence. Some are good and some are not so good. If you go to
work, the consequence is you get a paycheck. If you don’t work, the
consequence is that you will have no place to live and no food to
eat.”

Aaron made rules for Amy to follow. She was
to keep the house neat and clean. She didn’t have to work so he
expected dinner to be ready when he got home. He expected the house
to be kept neat and clean. That was her job. It wasn’t long before
she found out all about Aaron’s kind of consequences. He was
definitely an alpha male and expected things to be done his way.
When she didn’t do what she was supposed to, she was punished.

At first the punishments were a little silly
in her opinion. He would make her stand in the corner for five or
ten minutes. Sometimes he would make her write pages of lines.
Things like I will have dinner ready for my husband when he gets
home from work. She loved Aaron, and she humored him. If that
made him happy, she would suffer through his little
punishments.

When they had their first big argument, Amy
made the mistake of telling Aaron he was an asshole. She yelled at
him, called him names, told him he was a stupid idiot. Before she
knew what was happening, she was hauled over his knee and he was
pulling her panties down to her knees. When the swats started, she
yelled at him even more.

Aaron whacked her ass harder and began
lecturing her about respect and how he wasn’t going to allow her to
speak to him in that manner. It wasn’t long before she was crying
and promising that she would never be disrespectful to him
again.

When he finally let her up, he cuddled her
in his lap and told her how much he loved her and that he wanted a
marriage based on mutual respect and trust. He caressed her as he
spoke and soon she was naked and his fingers were inside her wet
pussy. She briefly wondered how her pussy had become so wet when
that spanking had been anything but fun.

Amy didn’t think about it for too long, she
had unzipped his jeans and freed his cock. She wrapped her hand
around it and stroked up and down. She shifted her position so she
could bend down and then took the head into her mouth and
sucked.

They were soon on the bed and Aaron’s head
was buried between her thighs. He found her clit and began licking
and sucking on it. One finger entered her slick channel, then it
was two fingers. She was wet and Aaron could tell by her breathing
that she was building up to a great orgasm. He removed his fingers
and stopped sucking her clit.

“Ohhh, why’d you stop, baby? It was feeling
so good.” Amy was disappointed that he’d stopped just before she
was about to come.

“I want to fuck you, baby. I want to bury my
cock deep inside you.” He drove his hard shaft into her hot, wet
core and fucked her hard and fast. He lowered his head, took one of
her tits in his mouth, and sucked on it hard. Amy threw her head
back and keened in ecstasy as she exploded.

 


 


Over the next few months, Aaron spanked Amy
regularly for her infractions of his rules. She was spanked more
often than she had any of the other kinds of punishment, but she
had come to like the spankings. Well, maybe not the punishing part
of the spanking. That part really hurt and often made her cry. But
what invariably came after the spanking was some wild, mind-blowing
sex. Sometimes Amy would get snippy and say things to Aaron that
she knew would make him spank her. Once he finally figured out what
she was doing, he would spank her, cuddle and tell her how much he
loved her, but then would leave her without the fabulous sex.

Soon Amy was a well-behaved wife who kept a
neat house and cooked wonderful meals for her man. Spankings for
punishment happened less and less, but they happened more and more
for foreplay. Occasionally, when a punishment spanking hadn’t been
necessary for a while, Amy would begin to get sloppy about her
housework, or she’d get a little mouthy with Aaron.

Aaron never wasted any time getting out the
paddle or his belt to let Amy know her behavior was not acceptable.
Even without the great sex afterwards, Amy realized the spankings
kept her doing what she was supposed to do. They kept her from
spending her days in front of the television and letting the house
become a pigsty. So while the spankings were painful, she knew they
helped her be a better person.

 


 


Just six short months after they were
married, Aaron was in a terrible automobile accident. He was
severely injured and slipped into a coma from which he never awoke.
A few days after the accident, he died and Amy was alone.

What followed was a full year of misery as
Amy grieved for her husband. She discovered Aaron had more money
that she ever knew about. But she didn’t care. It wouldn’t replace
Aaron. While inheriting Aaron’s money didn’t leave her wealthy, she
didn’t have to worry about working in the near future. Amy thought
maybe later she would go back to school and then think about a
career. But for that first year, all she could bring herself to do
was stay at home and think about Aaron, about all she had lost, and
how miserable the rest of her life was going to be.

At the end of that year, Amy decided it was
time to pull herself together and she took a good look at the
condition of her house. It was a mess and she knew that she had to
get her life back together. Aaron would not like this at all. Aaron
would be getting his belt out and leaving plenty of red stripes
across her ass if he saw this mess.

She tried, but she had no motivation. Aaron
would not be coming home to see the mess, so why bother? After
several weeks, she knew she needed someone that would hold her
accountable. Someone she would have to answer to. She just had no
idea where she’d find someone like that.

 


 


She watched the door of the coffee shop and
a tall man came out. He was broad shouldered with light brown hair.
He wore jeans and a light blue cotton shirt. Amy thought he was
very good looking. Not as good looking as Aaron had been, but he
certainly held his own in the looks department.

He was holding two cups of coffee and seemed
to be looking for a table. Amy was sure this was Kevin and she was
relieved that he looked quite normal. She turned the engine off,
dropped her keys in her purse, and taking a deep breath, she got
out of the car and headed for the man in the blue shirt.

“You must be Amy,” he spoke in a rich deep
voice when she approached the table.

“Yes, I am. Pleased to meet you, Kevin.” She
extended her arm out to shake his hand.

She sat down and Kevin pushed one of the
cups of coffee towards her. She tried to stop the slight trembling
of her hands as she reached for the cup.

“Are you nervous?” Kevin asked with a
sympathetic smile.

Amy nodded her head and said, “Yeah, I am
nervous. Maybe even a little embarrassed that I’m doing this.”

He smiled reassuringly, “No need to be
embarrassed, Amy. A lot of people need to be accountable to someone
to stay on track. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I know, but knowing it doesn’t make me feel
any different.”

“Why don’t we just talk for a while? About
anything you want; it doesn’t have to be about why you contacted
me. Let’s just talk like we’ve been doing on the phone and in our
emails. Ask me any questions you might have that we haven’t covered
in our other conversations.”

She took a sip of her coffee and wondered
what she should say. What should she talk about? Amy supposed she
should tell Kevin about Aaron; about their marriage, about how
Aaron had always ‘worn the pants’ in their relationship. They
hadn’t really gone into that.

“My husband died about two years ago and I’m
having a hard time getting back to living a normal kind of
life.”

“I’m sorry for your loss, it can be tough to
get going again without the person you expected to spend the rest
of your life with.”

Kevin sounded so sincere and understanding,
that Amy felt a little more at ease and soon was telling Kevin
nearly everything about her marriage with Aaron. She couldn't bring
herself to just blurt out that her husband had spanked her.
Instead, she used euphemisms such as ‘he was the boss,’ or ‘he made
sure I did things the way he liked,’ and ‘he didn't put up with any
disrespect or sassiness from me.’

“Was your relationship based on Domestic
Discipline?”

“Um… I don't know. I've never heard that
term before.”

“A Domestic Discipline relationship is one
where there is a head of household. That person is in charge, makes
all the final decisions, and metes out punishment when
necessary.”

“I guess that sounds like the kind of
relationship we had,” Amy said. “But it wasn't abuse or anything
like that.”

Kevin smiled and said, “Domestic Discipline
is not abuse. It's simply a more traditional kind of relationship
in which there is a head of the household. It's usually the man who
is the head of the household, but can also be the woman. Rules are
put in place for the good of the family, and when those rules are
broken, there may be a punishment.”

“Yeah, I think that's the kind of
relationship we had.”

“All right, I think I understand. Now that
you're alone, you're having trouble doing certain things that you
know you should do. Since you know that no one is holding you
accountable, you're just not motivated enough to do those
things.”

Amy agreed, “That's exactly right. Aaron
will never see what a mess I've let the house become.”

“Are you comfortable telling me what kind of
rules your husband had in place and what kind of punishments he
used?”

Amy blushed, she wasn't sure if she was
ready to actually admit out loud that Aaron had spanked her. After
her last experience with a disciplinarian, she had all but given up
hope of finding someone that she could trust to hold her
accountable.

“About three months ago I met a man like
you; he said he could help me. And I was desperate enough that I
agreed to allow him to be the person who would set boundaries for
me and make sure I would do what I need to do. It didn't work out,
I felt abused. I think he was just someone that enjoyed hurting
women and calling them names to make them feel bad. It didn't feel
like I was being held accountable, it felt like I was being
abused.”

It angered Kevin every time he heard about
someone who claimed to be a disciplinarian when all they really
were was someone who enjoyed hurting other people. They used the
needs of people who were looking for help as an outlet for their
own perversions.

“Amy, you felt like you were being abused
because that's exactly what was happening. I have been a paid
disciplinarian for nearly 10 years now. I have never used
name-calling as a form of correction. If it would make you feel
better, I can give you references to call. In fact, we can meet a
few more times before you make your decision. We can discuss what
your needs are, what your goals are, and anything else that you
think would be beneficial to you.”

“I would like that,” Amy smiled her first
real smile since sitting down with Kevin. “I do have sort of an
idea of some goals that I'd like to work towards. There's also
quite a mess in my house that needs to be cleaned. I haven't really
cleaned the house since Aaron died.”

“We can work on all those things. Why don't
we set up another meeting and in the meantime I want you to make a
list of your goals and anything else that you feel you need help
with accomplishing. I also want you to make a list of what kind of
punishments your husband used. If there is anything that you feel
very strongly about not being used for discipline or correction,
then I want you to write those down as well. Does that sound
agreeable?”

“Yes, it does.” Amy answered. “I think I
feel better already.”

They agreed to meet in two days at the same
location. Amy walked back to her car while Kevin stayed to finish
his coffee. He watched her walk and thought she was very
attractive, though a little bit on the thin side. Her dark hair
needed a visit to the salon and she hadn’t put any make-up on.
Kevin wondered if she just preferred the natural look or was it
because she wasn’t motivated to make herself look as good as
possible. He was sure he could help her, though it would be
probably have to be taken one step at a time.

It wouldn’t be the first time he’d taken on
a client who was caught completely unaware of how to continue her
life once she no longer had the guidance of her HoH to lead the
way. His clients ranged from the 21 year old student who needed to
be held accountable for getting to her job on time, all the way up
to a 68 year old grandmother who just wanted a weekly spanking
because it reminded her to be good and get her housework done all
week.

 


 


Amy sat at her kitchen table and copied the
list of Aaron’s rules. There were a few rules she did not copy
down. Her ten o’clock bedtime rule was one she left out. She didn’t
need to make breakfast for Aaron anymore so there was reason for
her to get up six in the morning. That meant there was no reason to
go to bed at ten o'clock.

Next she wrote down her goals. The
housecleaning was the first thing she needed to get done and she
wanted to set a time frame of one month on that. It would be a
spring cleaning job; her house needed more than just a little
vacuuming and dusting. The number of dust bunnies under her bed and
under the sofa were scary. In addition to getting the house in
order, she needed to get all her laundry done. She had mountains of
towels and sheets to wash. She’d been washing only as she needed
things and laundry had piled up. Dishes were in bad shape as
well.

Once the house was in order, she wanted to
look into taking some classes and start working towards a degree.
That would entail a whole other type of accountability. She’d need
to get to classes, and then do the studying and homework. Thank
goodness she was already working and so far had managed not to lose
her job.

She was ready to meet with Kevin again and
tackle this list. She hoped he would be willing to take things
slowly, or at least not expect her to be on top of her game in just
a few days. She hoped he wasn’t one of those guys who was in it
just for self-gratification.

 


 


Kevin noticed immediately that Amy had taken
a little extra time today to fix her hair nicely and she had a
minimal amount of make-up on. He took it as a good sign that she
was ready to tackle her problems. She sat down across from him and
smiled as she passed two sheets of paper across the table to
him.

“That's the list of rules and the other one
is a list of my goals. I left out some of the rules, like my
bedtime, and a few other personal things that were just to please
Aaron.”

Kevin nodded and asked, “So you don't think
you need a bedtime anymore?”

“No, I don't. There's no reason for me to
get up at six o'clock in the morning so it doesn't really matter if
I go to bed at ten or at midnight. My shifts at work are always at
night and I do get home late on work nights.”

Kevin looked at the list of rules and saw
that most of them had her housework broken down for each day. She
vacuumed on Mondays and dusted on Tuesdays. There was a rule about
not letting laundry pile up, dishes were always to be done before
going to bed, bathrooms were to be cleaned twice a week, and the
kitchen floor was to be washed twice a week. There were tasks that
had to be done every day as well. She was to make the bed every
morning, pick up her clothes from the floor and put them in the
hamper, tidy up the bathroom after showering, and make sure that
she put everything back in its place after using it.

“If you don't mind, Amy,” Kevin said when he
was finished looking at the list. “I'd like to come and take a look
at what kind of condition your house is in. I know you said it's a
mess, but I think if I can see it for myself I will better be able
to set goals with you that are reasonable. I wouldn't want to give
you too much to do in one day. When would be a good time for you to
let me come and take a look?”

This is it, Amy thought. For some
reason, she wasn't afraid. Even though she really didn't know
Kevin, she felt safe with him. She felt she could trust him, that
he would take care of everything.

“If you have the time, you could come over
this afternoon.”

“As it happens, I am free this afternoon.
Drink your coffee now, and let's go have a look.”

Amy was a little surprised at the sudden
change of tone in Kevin’s voice. It was a very commanding tone and
she knew from experience with Aaron that Kevin had just gone into
disciplinarian mode. She obediently drank the remainder of her
coffee and told him she was ready.

“I’m parked next to you, so I’ll just follow
you.”

 


 


At her home, Amy pulled into her garage and
Kevin parked on the street. She watched him check out the
neighborhood as he casually walked up her driveway and entered the
garage. He was carrying a file folder. Amy hit the button to let
the garage door down and they stepped into her house. The mud
room/laundry room had a huge stack of clothes piled on the floor
and on top of the dryer. They passed through that room and into a
spacious kitchen. Kevin couldn’t see any portion of the countertops
that wasn’t covered with something. Clean dishes, dirty dishes,
pots, pans, mail, bills, a sweater, and who knows what else.

He gave Amy a stern look and said, “Please
show me the rest of the house.”

She took a deep breath and led him into the
family room which was also cluttered and everything was dusty. From
there, they moved into the dining room. Amy never ate in here, so
the dining table was covered with odds and ends, more bills and
other papers. Next came the three bedrooms. One was a guest room
and from the doorway looked to be the cleanest room in the house.
There was no clutter at all in this room. However, everything was
coated with a layer of dust.

The second bedroom had been Aaron’s office
and it was in the same condition he had left it in. Amy had not
touched anything in this room and everything in it was covered with
dust. The hallway bathroom had not been used since Aaron had died
and it was dusty as well. The master bedroom was a mess. The bed
was unmade, clothes were scattered about and draped over a chair
and on the half of the bed where Aaron used to sleep. The dresser
had bras and panties strewn across the top and Kevin didn’t even
want to ask if they were clean or dirty.

“Let’s go talk in the family room,” Kevin
said.

“Okay.” She followed him and sat on the sofa
while he sat down in Aaron’s old recliner.

“It will be quite the job to clean this
place up. I don't know what your financial situation is, but have
you considered hiring a housekeeping service to get things under
control?”

Amy shook her head and said, “I'm too
embarrassed to have a service come in and see this mess. I'd rather
do it myself.”

“Well then, let's make a plan and get you
started. Do you have to work tomorrow night?”

“No, I don't work until Thursday night. I
work the weekend, too. Thursday through Sunday.”

“So you have the rest of today, all day
tomorrow, and then a good half day on Thursday until you have to go
to work. I don't want to overwhelm you, but I expect you to make
some progress every day.”

Amy laughed nervously and said, “I don't
even know where to begin.”

Kevin smiled and said, “That's what I'm here
for. I'm going to give you a list of tasks that I expect to be
completed by tomorrow evening. I'll stop by and check on your
progress.”

He opened the file folder and pulled out two
sheets of paper. He began writing a list while he told her each
item he wrote down.

“We’ll begin with the laundry room. If the
pile of clothes on top of the dryer are clean, you will put them
away. If they are dirty, get them washed and put away. Sort the
rest of the clothes in there and do at least two loads of wash, but
try for three. Next, you will start on the kitchen. Load the
dishwasher, run it, then put the dishes away. Do that as many times
as you can by tomorrow night. While the washing machine and
dishwasher are running, you can scrub pots and pans, and put other
things away. I want you to wash the kitchen and laundry floor as
well and get rid of the dust motes hanging in the corners of the
ceiling.”

“That sounds like an awful lot to get done
in just a little more than one day.” Amy sounded unsure about her
ability to get everything done.

“It's really not that much. It sounds like
much more than it really is, but you'll have plenty of time to take
some breaks and watch a little TV or whatever else you want to do
for relaxation.”

“What if I can't get it all done?”

“Then I suggest you have a very good
excuse.”

Kevin stood up and gave Amy the list he had
just written. “I'll be back tomorrow night at six thirty. I'll
bring pizza for dinner and we’ll go over your progress.”

Amy wanted to ask him what the consequences
would be if she didn't have all the tasks done. But she was afraid
to hear the answer, so she decided she would just get all the tasks
done and then she wouldn't have to worry about it. She had been too
embarrassed to write a list of the ways Aaron had punished her.
Kevin hadn’t asked about it, so she decided to just let the whole
subject of punishment go. Amy was sure she’d get all the tasks done
and there would be no punishment. She walked Kevin to the front
door and let him out.

“Now remember,” Kevin said. “Get started now
with a load in the washer and the dishwasher. Don’t think about how
much there is to do, just focus on one small thing at a time.
You’ll be fine.”

With that bit of encouragement, Amy headed
for the laundry room. The pile on top of the dryer was towels and
they were clean. She loaded the washing machine, then went to the
kitchen and opened the dishwasher. It was almost full already, so
she put a few other items in and turned it on. Then she went back
to grab the pile of clean towels and took them to her bedroom to
fold them and put them away.

She glanced at the clock on her bedside
table and saw that only fifteen minutes had passed. It wasn’t
really time for a break so she decided to sort through the clothes
that were strewn on Aaron’s side of the bed. Some needed to go to
the laundry room, some she hung up in the closet, and others she
put aside to take to the dry cleaner’s. Next it was back to the
laundry room to sort the remaining dirty clothes and then to the
kitchen to tackle those pots and pans. Fortunately, they weren’t
full of caked-on food. Amy had always rinsed everything, she just
never completed the cleaning.

The washer dinged, signaling the first load
was done. Amy transferred the clothes to the dryer and put in
another load to wash. The dishwasher buzzer went off and she put
the clean dishes away. She felt as though she had accomplished a
good amount of her tasks and didn’t want to load the dishwasher
again. Instead, she went into the family room and turned on the
television thinking she’d get back to her list after a half hour
break.

Amy woke up hours later. The room was dark
except for the bright light from the television. The blinds were
open and she could see that it was dark outside. A look at time
display on the DVR next to the television told her it was after ten
o’clock. She turned off the television with the remote, got up and
closed the blinds, then went to bed. The clothes in the laundry
room could wait until morning. The dishwasher could wait until then
for another load as well. She’d start early and get a lot done
tomorrow before Kevin came with the promised pizza for dinner.

 


 


The following morning was very productive
for Amy. She had finished all the laundry and the dishes. The last
load of wash was in the dryer. There was still a small stack of
pots and pans to finish up, the counters needed a good wiping down,
and the floors still had to be mopped. But Amy was confident that
she could get those things done before Kevin arrived. She felt good
about what she had accomplished and thought she had earned a
break.

She went to her computer and checked her
emails. She replied to the ones that needed a response. Most of her
emails were junk, but a few were from friends. She logged onto to
Facebook and caught up with what everyone had been doing recently.
Finally she played a few hands of poker on a game site. When she
finally looked down at the time in the lower corner of her screen,
she was shocked that the afternoon was gone. She glanced at the
clock on the shelf to verify the time. Of course the computer had
been correct. It was now five thirty and Kevin would be arriving in
an hour.

Amy turned off the computer and went to get
the last load - her bed linens - out of the dryer. She quickly
threw the bed together and zipped back into the kitchen to wash the
remaining pots and pans. She wiped the counters and the doorbell
rang as she was rinsing out the sponge.

Damn, damn, damn! Amy took a quick look at
the kitchen and thought it looked good. So much better than it had
been the day before. Until she looked down at the floor and saw the
bits of crumbs, the small splotches of spilled coffee or tea. It
wasn’t the worst messy floor she’d ever seen, but it wasn’t good
and it had been a task to be completed. Her heart hammered in her
chest as she wondered what sort of consequence Kevin would have in
mind. One thing she had learned from both Aaron, and the first
disciplinarian she had hired, was that consequences were in the
hands of the one in charge. It was their decision what punishment
to mete out. Amy wished she had written out some sort of list of
easy punishments that Aaron had given her. She could only hope that
she hadn’t misread Kevin like she had done with the other man. The
doorbell rang again and she went to answer it.

 


 


Kevin looked at his watch to check the time
even though he knew he was exactly on time. He was sure Amy would
not have all her tasks completed. In his years as a disciplinarian,
the visit after the first tasks had been assigned almost always
required some disciplinary action on his part. Kevin wasn't a
psychologist, but he didn't have to be one to know that not
completing all the tasks on the list was a test for him. The client
always wanted to know exactly what sort of punishment would be
delivered and the best way to find out was to not complete the
assigned tasks. His website had a page that described the various
punishments he used. It was no secret and all clients had to sign
off on the punishments when they hired him.

It was a difficult line he walked in this
business. He needed to be stern, his clients needed to know he
meant business, and he thought it was a good thing if they were at
least a little apprehensive about the punishment. At the same time,
he didn't want them to fear him. They needed to trust him, and
trust that he would administer the appropriate discipline.

In his opinion, Amy was going to need a firm
hand. She had not worked through her grieving process as far as he
thought she should have by now. He realized everybody did their
grieving in their own way, but Amy's husband had died nearly two
years ago. It was definitely time for her to move on with her
life.

The door opened, and Amy stood there with a
nervous look on her face. For Kevin, it confirmed what he had
suspected - the list of tasks was not complete.

“Hello, Amy,” Kevin greeted her and stepped
into the house as she opened the door wider and stood aside. “How
are you doing this evening?”

“Uh…I’m fine. How are you?”

“I’m great. Why don’t we go in the dining
room and eat our pizza first?” Kevin thought it might help her
relax if they ate first. Jumping right in to inspect her progress
would only cause Amy more anxiety.

“Yeah, that sounds good.” As Kevin
suspected, Amy was immediately more at ease.

She quickly made room on the dining room
table so they’d have space to eat and then went into the kitchen
for a couple of sodas.

Kevin waited until Amy was on her second
piece of pizza before he asked, “So how did you do with your list
of tasks?”

Amy looked at him and gave a small
shrug.

“Does that mean not very well?” He
asked.

“I didn’t finish everything,” she
admitted.

“Okay, did you come close?”

She took the question as a sign of hope that
perhaps he’d cut her some slack seeing how it was the first time he
was following up with her on instructions.

“I came very close,” she said with a little
more confidence now. “All I missed was mopping the kitchen and
laundry room floor.”

“Why do you think you were unable to get
that done?”

“Um…well…I took a break earlier this
afternoon and got on the computer. I guess time just got away from
me and then the next thing I knew I was out of time.”

“When you were so close to finishing, why do
you think you decided to take a break instead of just getting it
all done?”

“I don’t know, I worked hard all morning.
Then after lunch I decided to take a break for a bit. Next time I
looked at the clock, I had only an hour or so of time left and I
tried to finish, but ran out of time.”

Kevin didn’t say anything for a long time.
He ate another piece of pizza and noticed that Amy had stopped
eating.

“So, how do you think we should handle
this?”

Amy wondered if he was going to actually
give her a say in what the consequence of her failure to complete
her list should be. She knew the head of the household, or in this
case, the disciplinarian, made those decisions. She also knew if
this was going to work, she had to accept whatever Kevin decided
the punishment would be.

“That would be up to you; I will accept
whatever you decide.” She was hesitant, but she knew that was the
correct response.

Kevin finished his piece of pizza and stood
up. “Let’s go take a look.”

Overall Kevin was impressed with how much
Amy had accomplished. The laundry was completely finished other
than a few items at the bottom of the hamper. The kitchen looked
great also. The counters were cleared and cleaned, all the dishes
were put away, and the pots and pans had all been scrubbed and put
away. He opened the oven door and saw that it was empty.

“Cleaning the oven wasn't on the list,” Amy
said.

“I know, but I had a client once to try to
hide the fact that she didn't finish her dishes and had stuffed
them all into the oven. Since then, I always check.”

“What made you think to look in that oven in
the first place?”

“The door wasn’t closed all the way and when
I gave it a push I heard the dishes rattle.”

“Oh my, did you punish her?”

“Yes, I did. She was punished for not
finishing her list and for hiding the dishes. That was as good as a
lie.”

Amy didn't say anything further. She wasn't
sure what she should say. She wondered again what her punishment
was going to be. How severe would it be?

“You did surprisingly well, Amy,” Kevin
said. “It's unfortunate that you were unable to complete the entire
list. You know, you hired me for a reason and you paid me for three
months. I don't think the list I gave you to finish was more than
you could handle. From what you say, you spent the better part of
the afternoon on your computer when another fifteen or twenty
minutes is all it would've taken to finish your list.”

“I know,” Amy hung her head and looked at
the floor. She knew she had no real excuse. He was right, she had
hired him because she couldn't seem to get her life in order to do
the things she needed to do.

“Very well,” Kevin spoke with authority in
his voice. “I want you to go into the dining room and remove your
pants and your panties. Then you are to bend over the end of the
table. You may use a pillow on the table for comfort. I will be in
there in a few moments.”

“Yes, Sir. But…is it all right…may I please
leave my panties on?”

“No, you may not.”

“But…I mean…I didn't expect a bare-bottom
spanking.”

“Amy, did you or did you not read the terms
of my service on my website?”

“Yes, Sir. I did, but I thought this first
time... I guess I hoped it would not be on a bare-bottom.”

“Nowhere in the terms of service does it
mention that there will ever be a time when a spanking is given on
a clothed bottom. The terms of service are very clear that all
spankings will be done on the bare. Now I believe you are stalling
and I would suggest that you get in the living room and into
position before I have no choice but to make your punishment more
severe.”

“Yes, Sir.”

 


 


Amy picked up two throw pillows as she
passed through the family room on her way to the dining room. She
put the pillows on the table and kicked her shoes off. She pushed
them under the table so they would be out of the way. Her stomach
was quivering and she wondered why she had ever felt this was the
solution to getting her life back on track.

When Aaron had punished her, he had always
made sweet love to her afterwards. That wasn't what she was looking
for now. She wasn't ready for another serious relationship. She
just needed a little discipline to help get herself together. Then
she was sure she'd be able to handle things on her own. Kevin was
going to spank her and now she was having doubts that this was what
she needed.

The first disciplinarian she had hired had
been an evil, brutal man. She had only used him once, even though
she had paid him for a full month of his services. She remembered
when he had come to check on her list of assigned tasks and the
glee that had lit up his eyes when he knew he would have the
opportunity to punish her. It had been an extremely hard spanking.
He had used his hand to start with, then moved on to a paddle, and
finally he had doubled over his belt and struck her what seemed an
endless amount of times. He had not lectured her, he just hit, and
hit, and hit. She had cried, begged, and done everything she could
to pull away from him. But he had held her fast, over his knee with
one leg locked over hers and one hand holding her tightly at the
waist so she could not squirm away. Her ass had been bruised for
days. She knew now her mistake had been in not having a safe word,
and not checking his references.

She was sure that was not going to happen
with Kevin. He was much more professional. He had a website, his
terms of service were laid out clearly; he had several testimonials
on the website and he had clients who were willing to speak to any
future potential clients and answer specific questions. She had a
simple safe word, and his promise to immediately stop if she used
the word. The safe word was red. It was easy to remember and
it meant stop. She could also use the word yellow if she
felt things were getting close to having to stop.

Her pants were folded on one of the dining
room chairs with her panties tucked underneath. She bent over the
end of the table and adjusted the pillows. Amy didn't know what to
do with her hands. They were shaking and she thought it might be
best to just tuck them under the pillow and hug it tightly to her
chest.

It seemed as though several minutes passed
before she heard Kevin enter the room, but she knew it was probably
not more than one or two minutes. Would he lecture her? Or would he
just start whaling away on her ass? Her legs began to tremble and
she wondered if he could see how nervous she was. Trembling legs,
quivering stomach, shaking hands; she was a mess and she hoped that
she wouldn't find herself in this position again.

“Excellent, I see you're in position.” Kevin
said as he entered the room. He began to pace back and forth behind
her and began lecturing her.

“Amy, you have hired me to help you with
certain aspects of your life. I gave you a list of tasks to
complete by 6:30 this evening. Unfortunately, you were unable, for
whatever reason, to complete that list. We agreed, in our contract,
that I would administer punishments if you failed to do as
instructed. Is that correct?”

“Yes,” Amy answered in a near whisper.

“Yes? Yes, what?” Kevin's voice was even
sterner. She had forgotten that the contract called for her to
refer to him as Sir when discussing her lists or when she was being
punished.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good, then let's get started.” He
positioned himself on her left since he was right-handed. He
thought to himself what a nice round ass she had. He immediately
shoved that thought to the back of his mind. He was not here to
admire the qualities of her ass.

“You had ample time to complete those tasks
and yet you chose to do other things instead. I'm going to begin by
giving you a warm up with my hand.”

Amy didn't say anything, though she
appreciated him telling her what he was going to do. Kevin placed
his left hand on the small of Amy's back and began to spank her
with his right hand. He started lightly, alternating cheeks, and
slowly increased the intensity. He lectured her the entire time
telling her she had no excuse for not finishing her list and that
he was spanking her now as both punishment for not completing the
list and hopefully as a deterrent to prevent the same thing from
happening again in the future.

After about five minutes, Amy began to
squirm. The spanks had become harder, sharper, and she wondered if
he was still in the warm-up phase. She was relieved when he finally
stopped. Unfortunately the relief was short-lived.

From the corner of her eye, she saw him
reach for a leather satchel she had not even noticed before. He
unzipped it and pulled out a wooden paddle that was about three
inches wide and twelve inches long. Amy gasped when she saw it.

“Please, don't… don't use that. I promise, I
promise I'll do all tasks from now on and get them done in the
allowed time.”

“I hope you will, Amy. Keep in mind why
we're here and doing this.” Kevin moved to her left again and put
his hand on her back to hold her steady.

She felt the cold wood on her ass as he
touched it to her red bottom. Then she felt him lift it and it came
down with a sharp, stinging crack.

“Ow!” She cried out.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each strike felt harder than the last and
she muffled her cries into the pillow. After ten solid spanks with
the paddle, Kevin stopped and pulled her up so she was
standing.

“You will stand in the corner now, with your
hands on your head. You will stand there for five minutes and think
about why you are being punished and what you can do in the future
to prevent this.”

Amy sniffled but did as she was told. She
knew from the contract and the terms of service on his website that
she was to stand as still as possible for the entire time. She was
not to speak or turn around until he gave her permission to do so.
It was humiliating standing there with her spanked ass on display
for him to view. She thought about how stupid she had been to spend
the afternoon on the computer when she could have had the floors
washed in less than half an hour. It truly was her own fault that
she was going through this punishment now. She hoped that this
corner time would mark the end of the punishment.

It felt like ten minutes had passed before
Kevin finally said, “Time is up, come and get back into position at
the table.”

“What? You're not finished?”

“No, I'm not. Now bend over the table.”

Amy obeyed and clutched tightly to the
pillow thinking she would use her safe word if it became too much
to bear.

“Tell me what you were thinking as you stood
in the corner.”

“I…I thought about how stupid it was to let
the time get away from me so that I couldn't finish my list in
time.”

“Then I expect I won't have to punish you
for this again.”

“Yes, Sir. I mean, no, Sir. You won't have
to punish me again for not completing my list.”

“Very good. Then let's get this done.”

Kevin steadied her back again with his left
hand and gave her ten additional sharp, stinging, rapid strikes
with the wooden paddle. Then he helped her up and made sure she was
steady on her feet.

“Put your pants on and then come join me on
the sofa in the living room.”

“Yes, Sir.” Amy was so relieved that she
could put her pants on she didn't even wonder why he wanted her to
join him on the sofa. The spanking must be over or he wouldn't have
told her to get dressed. She quickly dressed and wiped her eyes,
then went into the living room where he was sitting on the
sofa.

Kevin patted the space next to him and said,
“Come sit beside me.”

Once again, she obeyed and sat down next to
him. He put his arm around her shoulder and rubbed her arm in a
soothing manner. He spoke gently about their arrangement and why
she had been punished. He made her tell him that she understood
what she could have done to prevent the punishment. She realized
this was the post punishment care that was part of Kevin's terms of
service. Her husband, Aaron, had called it aftercare and it had
mostly consisted of what was usually a very nice lovemaking
session.

“How do you feel?” Kevin asked her.

“I'm… I think I'm okay. I'm fine.” She
answered him

“I hope you understand that even though it
was only a small portion of your list that you didn't complete, it
was necessary to see the punishment through.”

“I do understand. I sort of wonder if maybe
I didn't finish the list just to see if you would carry out the
punishment.”

“Very possibly, it happens often with new
clients; especially on the first list of tasks.”

They spoke for a few more minutes and then
Kevin pulled the new list from his shirt pocket. He handed it to
Amy and went over each item with her. She was to do what she had
missed on the previous list and then she was to maintain the
kitchen and laundry and not let them slip back into the messy state
they had been in. In addition, she was to give both bathrooms a
thorough scrubbing and then maintain the cleanliness. Kevin also
expected her to straighten up the other rooms in the house and
vacuum the carpet.

“I realize you work for the next four
nights,” Kevin said. “But you should be able to manage this list
easily. I'll be back on Monday night to check in with you and I'll
bring Chinese food this time.”

Amy agreed the list was manageable and was
confident that she'd get everything done. In fact, she knew she
would get everything done because she was pretty sure she'd be
feeling her sore butt for the next few days. That alone would be
incentive to get her list completed.



 


What the hell is the matter with me?
Kevin couldn't understand his reaction to Amy. As soon as he had
seen her naked ass bent over the dining room table, he could feel
his dick getting hard. That just wasn’t something that was supposed
to happen. Dammit, he was a professional. Yes, he liked to spank
women. It was true he occasionally had a little sexual response
from spanking a client. But he'd always been able to control it, to
push it down and not let it get in the way of his business. This
time had been different. When she stood in front of him, her big
doe-like eyes wet with tears, he’d wanted nothing more than to take
her in his arms and make love to her.

It was going to be tough to remain
professional and not let his feelings get in the way of post
punishment care. When she was standing in the corner, her cute
little ass all red from her spanking, he’d thought about going over
and rubbing it for her. Then, when he was rubbing her arm trying to
soothe her after the punishment was over, he’d wanted to pull her
onto his lap and kiss her. Hell, he was getting hard again just
thinking about it.

Thank goodness he still had to go see Martha
before he could go home. Martha was his sixty-eight year old
grandmother who insisted a spanking a week kept her out of trouble.
She claimed her daddy had spanked her once a week whether she’d
been a good girl or a bad girl. When she married, her father had a
talk with her husband-to-be and told him the best way to keep her
under control and in line was to administer a spanking every week.
Martha couldn’t remember a time when she didn’t receive a weekly
spanking. Once her husband passed away, she began drinking a glass
of wine every night. Then it was two glasses of wine, then three.
She was getting tipsy every night and knew she needed her
spankings. She found Kevin online and hired him.

Kevin was glad to be going to see Martha.
She was a wonderful, no nonsense sort of lady. They always spent
ten or fifteen minutes with small talk. Then Martha would confess
anything she had done over the past week that she shouldn’t have
done. Her crimes were mild, sometimes silly things like forgetting
to run the dishwasher before she went to bed. Still, to Martha they
were infractions and reason enough for her to be spanked. Once her
confession was done, she’d hand Kevin the old leather strap her
late husband had used on her and she’d drape herself across Kevin’s
lap. He would lift her dress up and lower her underpants to just
below her bottom. Martha expected a good solid spanking with the
strap and Kevin had learned that if he tried to go easy on her, she
would insist he continue for a longer period of time.

Kevin liked Martha and he knew she’d get his
mind off Amy. There was no danger of getting a hard-on when giving
Martha a strapping. She was an attractive woman for her age, but
the only affect her dimpled butt had on Kevin’s dick was to keep it
in a flaccid state.

 


 


Amy’s stinging ass motivated her to wash the
kitchen and laundry room floors before she went to bed. After
removing her make-up and brushing her teeth, she turned her back to
the mirror and inspected her butt. It was pink, but not too bad.
She suspected by morning there’d be no sign of the spanking. The
only odd thing was she was feeling a little horny. Amy dismissed
the feeling as some psychological thing caused by her memories of
Aaron making love to her after a spanking.

In the morning, she tackled the guest
bedroom. It was easy to clean since no one used it. Everything had
dust on it and all the surfaces needed to be washed, but it was
more time consuming than difficult. She did her breakfast dishes
and made sure the kitchen was clean.

She worked on something every day, then went
to work. When she got home she usually wasn’t ready for bed
immediately and normally watched an hour or two of television. She
made sure the kitchen was tidy before she went to bed.

On Monday she slept until nearly noon, then
finished her list. It was only 4 o’clock when she was done and she
felt good. She watched a couple of recorded shows on her DVR before
the doorbell rang signaling the arrival of Kevin.

Amy opened the door with a big smile. “Hi,
Kevin. I’m glad you’re here, I’m starving.”

“Well, that’s good. I have plenty of food.
Since I wasn’t sure what you might like I ended up buying several
different things.”

He was happy to see her in good spirits and
knew it meant that she had completed her list of tasks. In the back
of his mind he was a little disappointed that he wouldn’t be
getting a view of her fine ass, but he was pleased that she’d stuck
to her list and got everything done. It meant the last session had
done what it was supposed to do.

Amy wanted him to check out everything she
had done before eating. They walked through the kitchen and laundry
room and Kevin noticed that everything was clean. The laundry
appeared to be under control, there were no dishes in the kitchen
sink, and the floors were clean. Amy took him to the bathrooms and
showed him how neat they were and she gave a tour of the other
rooms to show how the entire house was clean.

“I’m very proud of you, Amy. You see, it
wasn’t really that hard, was it?”

“No, it wasn’t. Not once I just made up my
mind to do what I needed to. Now I just have to keep it up.”

“Let’s eat and we can talk about your list
for the coming week.”

Amy went to the kitchen for plates,
silverware, and a bottle of wine. They ate and talked about
unimportant things. Amy asked how he had gotten into this business,
how he knew he was meant to do this. It had all happened by
accident; he never even thought that there was such a career as
this.

About ten years earlier, a friend of his had
jokingly made a comment about how she should be spanked for an
argument she had started over some silly matter with her boyfriend.
She had said things to him that weren't very nice and now he wasn't
speaking to her and she was miserable. Kevin had simply made the
comment that he'd be happy to spank her if she felt that was what
she needed. They had laughed and joked about spanking and Kevin had
not thought about it again until he ran into her a few weeks later.
He asked his friend if everything had worked out with her
boyfriend.

“Oh, yes! You'll never believe what
happened. When we finally got together and I apologized to him, I
told him how we had joked that I needed a spanking. Then when we
were back at his apartment he pulled me over to the sofa where he
sat down and dragged me over his knee. He pulled my pants down and
walloped my naked ass!”

At the time, Kevin had been shocked. He had
been raised to never strike a woman. But his friend thought it was
wonderful. She claimed it cleared the air between her and her
boyfriend and that afterwards he had forgiven her and their
relationship was the better for it. Her boyfriend was now spanking
her whenever she was disrespectful or did anything that she knew he
would not approve of. It was the very next day that Kevin came
across another friend of his who was complaining that she had been
late for work three times that week and her boss had threatened to
cut back her hours if she couldn't show up on time.

“Maybe you should go to bed earlier every
evening,” Kevin had suggested. “Then you wouldn't have such a hard
time getting up in the morning and getting to your job on
time.”

“I do stay up too late most nights. I need
to have a bedtime and stick to what.”

“That would be a good idea,” Kevin replied.
“And if you don't get to bed on time, you could always have your
boyfriend spank you.”

Of course he was joking, but the young lady
thought it was an excellent idea.

“The only problem is,” she lamented, “I
don't have a boyfriend right now.”

They laughed about the problem and Kevin
joked that he’d be willing to give her the spanking she apparently
needed. As they parted, he wished her good luck with getting to
work on time. Two days later he got a phone call from her.

“Um…Kevin, I want to talk to you. Can we
meet someplace?”

They met and his friend convinced him to
meet with her on a weekly basis. Her plan was to keep track of what
time she went to bed every night and at the end of the week she
would report to Kevin. If she had stayed up past her bedtimes, she
wanted Kevin to give her a spanking.

“I agreed,” Kevin told Amy. “It was hard at
first, because I was brought up to believe a man protected a woman
and treated her with respect. Hitting a woman was just not
something a decent man did. But she convinced me that I wasn't
hitting her, I was disciplining her, and helping her meet her
goals.”

From there, he explained, it grew into a
business. His friend told her friends and recommended that they
call Kevin for discipline in any areas they were having difficulty
with. In the beginning all his business came from word-of-mouth and
recommendations. Then one of his clients who couldn't really afford
to pay him, offered to build him a website so he could promote his
business. Now he was a full-time disciplinarian.

“Enough about me, let's talk about your list
for the week.”

Kevin pulled out a list which wasn't very
long at all. Amy had cleaned up her entire house and now she only
needed to maintain it. The kitchen and bathrooms were to be tidied
up every day, dusting and vacuuming were to be done once a week,
and laundry was not allowed to pile up. Amy was to keep a daily
journal and record everything she did each day. Kevin would look it
over every Monday evening when he came for their scheduled
appointment. If she failed to keep a journal, there would be a
punishment for that as well as for not maintaining her home in the
condition it was now in.

Amy agreed, sure that she was never going to
have to endure another spanking. Now that her house was clean and
in order, it would be easy to maintain and there would be no need
for Kevin to administer any more punishments.

Kevin left and Amy immediately cleared the
dining room table, rinsed the dishes and put them in the
dishwasher. Then she went into the living room to watch a movie. It
was a love story and Amy imagined herself as the heroine, and for
some reason she didn't understand, she pictured Kevin as the
handsome hero.

Later, when she went to bed with images of
the movie still going through her head, she wondered what it would
be like to kiss Kevin. She thought he had a nice mouth, his upper
lip was a perfect Cupid’s bow. It had been a nice evening; they had
talked like friends, and she enjoyed listening to him tell her how
he got started as a disciplinarian. She punched her pillow and
rolled over, she shouldn't be thinking of what it would be like to
kiss him. She had hired him to help her get her life on track, not
to get romantically involved.

 


 


Kevin was having trouble falling asleep as
well. His thoughts were on Amy and how happy she had looked
tonight. She was proud that she had completed her list and that
there was no punishment due. He was attracted to her more than he'd
ever been attracted to any of his clients. When he was telling her
about how he had gotten started in this business of being a
disciplinarian, his cock had gotten hard again. He hadn't even gone
into any detail about the spankings he had given out and yet in his
mind he was picturing putting her over his knee and turning that
cute ass of hers bright red. He didn't even normally spank his
clients over his knee. Martha was the exception to the rule. He
stayed away from that spanking position because the physical
closeness led to sexual reactions and that was not something he
could allow in his business. He hoped Amy would not need any more
punishments, at least not any spankings. He wasn't sure he'd be
able to hide another raging hard-on.

For the next two weeks Amy maintained her
home with no problems at all. She kept her journal and every Monday
night Kevin would look over the journal and inspect the house. He
was more than satisfied with her progress. He was proud of her and
told her so. It wasn't often that his clients stayed on track for
three weeks running.

The following week was not so good for Amy.
She had slacked off on doing the dishes, laundry was piling up, she
could see a fine layer of dust on the furniture, and the floors
needed washing. She woke up that Monday morning and whirled through
the house cleaning everything up. Fortunately, she was able to
complete everything by the time Kevin rang the doorbell.

Kevin sensed something was amiss when she
greeted him with what he could only describe as a kind of false
exuberance. She seemed almost out of breath and he asked her if
she'd been exercising.

“No, not really. I was just finishing up the
last of my chores. It's another punishment free week for me.”

“That's wonderful,” Kevin replied. “Let's
eat and then I'll look things over.”

Amy suddenly became very nervous. She had
completely forgotten about the journal. There had been absolutely
no entries whatsoever made throughout the last week. It might not
be a punishment free week after all.

“Is something wrong?” Kevin asked when he
noticed the sudden change in her demeanor.

“Uh…yeah, maybe. But let's eat first and
then we'll talk.”

Kevin thought it was odd that one minute she
was talking about a punishment free week and now all her exuberance
was deflated. He couldn't help but wonder what she suddenly needed
to talk about. They ate their dinner with hardly any of the
friendly chit-chat that had marked their previous meetings.

“Show me your journal,” Kevin said when he
had finished eating.

“I'm sorry, I completely forgot to do my
journal.”

Kevin raises eyebrows and looked at her,
“Really? I'm surprised at that, you've done so well the last couple
of weeks. I know you understood that your journal was part of your
assigned list of tasks.”

“I know, I guess I just forgot.”

“All right then, let's go take a look at
everything you've done.”

They walked through the house and Kevin
could find no fault on any of the regularly assigned tasks.
Everything looked good and he just didn't understand how she could
have forgotten to fill out her journal every night. After thinking
about it, he thought he knew exactly what had happened.

“Tell me, Amy, when exactly did you do your
list of tasks? Did you space it out over the week or did you do it
all today?”

Amy knew she was caught. Part of Kevin's
terms of service was honesty at all times. If she was caught in a
lie, Kevin had the option of terminating their contract or exacting
a more severe punishment than she wanted to deal with. She knew she
had to tell the truth.

“I guess I just kind of let everything slide
this past week. I did it all today and that's why my journal was
not completed. There was nothing to write in the journal since I
didn't do anything on any of the other days.”

“Well, you completed everything except your
journal entries. We never did specify that you needed to do any
particular tasks on a particular day. I am concerned that if I let
this go, you will fall into the habit of not doing your chores and
eventually fall back to the way you were before you hired me. Go
stand in the corner with your hands on your head. Remain still and
do not speak. I'll let you know when the ten minutes are up.”

“Yes, sir.” Amy went to do as she was told.
She was thankful he did not ask her to take off her pants. She
hoped this would be the only punishment since the only thing she
hadn't done was fill out her journal.

Ten minutes seemed interminable to her. As
her arms were getting tired, she made small shifts of her weight
from one foot to the other and hoped the slight movements weren’t
noticeable to Kevin. Amy curled her toes when it felt like her feet
were going to sleep. Remaining still was very hard to do and she
wondered if a spanking would have been preferable. It seemed like
at least a half hour had gone by before Kevin finally told her the
time is up.

They sat on the sofa and Kevin lectured her
about doing her chores, making sure that she filled out her journal
and how this little corner time could have been avoided. Amy wasn't
really listening to what he was saying; she was just relieved to
not be standing in the corner anymore. She was thinking about what
a nice voice he had. It was deep and rich, smooth and mellow, and
she loved the sound of it.

“Do you understand what I'm telling you?”
Kevin asked.

“Yes, Sir.” Amy replied, even though she had
no idea what he had just said. She figured it wasn't really a lie;
lectures given after the punishment were basically the same as the
lecture before the punishment.

“Were going to add more to your list this
week. I think you're keeping up with everything very nicely and we
can start adding some of the other goals we discussed in the
beginning.”

In addition to maintaining her clean house,
Amy was now to embark on a regular exercise program. Kevin expected
her to exercise at least three times a week for thirty minutes. She
could choose whatever kind of exercise she wanted to do and she was
to write what exercise she did and for how long in her journal.

“I also want you to begin doing some
research on the classes you want to take. The next semester is a
few months away so you have a little time to do some research and
decide which classes you'd like to start with. I expect the results
of your research to be recorded in your journal and we will talk
about the classes next week.”

Amy thought it was a lot to add on top of
her housecleaning chores, but she didn't say anything. She was
afraid of getting into more trouble and she knew she needed to
exercise. Kevin was only doing what she had hired him for.

 


 


The next several weeks Amy stayed on track
with all her chores, her exercise, and she had signed up for
classes at the nearby community college. She wanted to study
business administration and she was going to start with taking two
classes each semester. That would allow her to continue working at
her part-time job, and do all the tasks that Kevin gave her to do
as part of their arrangement.

Once classes started, Kevin expected her to
include her homework as part of her journal keeping. They agreed
that she was to keep at least a B average at all times or she would
face a punishment. She was to do all her homework assignments and
turn them in on time to avoid being spanked.

“I don't know, Kevin,” Amy told him. “It
sure seems like there are an awful lot of things that I can get
punished for.”

“I agree it seems that way,” Kevin replied.
“But it's really not any more than what you should be doing. You
just happen to be one of those people who has a little bit of
difficulty in staying on track. You hired me to help you and I
believe in the long run, you're going to see the benefits.”

“I guess you're right, but it sure seems
like almost anything I do can get me in trouble.”

“That's where you're wrong, Amy. It's not
anything you do that will get you in trouble, it's what you
don't do that will cause a problem. You have no restrictions
on what you do. You can go out and party, you can drink, you can
eat anything you want, you can go anywhere you want. It would just
be wise for you to make sure that you've done all the things you
need to do first.”

Amy knew he was right, it was just that she
wasn't used to somebody staying on top of her like Kevin did.
Hmm… She wondered what it would be like to actually have Kevin
on top of her.

She told herself to stop thinking about
those kinds of things. She had not hired Kevin to have sex with
him; his job was simply to discipline her when she failed to do
what she needed to in order to meet her goals.

It was just that over the last weeks, Amy
had done everything she was supposed to do. There hadn't been any
reason to spank her or even put her in the corner. She and Kevin
had gotten to know each other quite well over the last three or
four months. Amy liked him, she liked him a lot. More and more
often she found herself thinking about his lips and what it would
be like to kiss him. She wondered if his chest was smooth or
slightly hairy. Did he wear boxers or briefs? Was his ass really as
tight as it appeared to be?

 


 


Kevin had been having similar thoughts about
Amy. Every week he hoped that he would find a reason to give her a
spanking just so he could get another look at her bare ass. He knew
he was being very unprofessional by thinking those thoughts, but he
couldn't help it. He had learned that Amy was a caring, loving
person. She just needed help getting past the grief of losing her
husband. He knew it was time to stretch his visits out to every two
weeks instead of checking in on her weekly. But the thought of
going two weeks without seeing her had made him put that decision
off.

Now with school starting he had a good
excuse to continue seeing her weekly. At least until he could
determine that she was doing well in school and could stretch out
for two weeks. But beyond that, he knew he would be taking
advantage of her and costing her more money for his services. He'd
be willing to offer her his services for free, but if he did that,
she'd know how he was feeling.

There'd been a few times when Kevin thought
Amy might be feeling the same things he was feeling, but he wasn't
sure how to act on that. He'd never had a business relationship
turn into something more. He had a feeling he wasn't going to be
happy until his relationship with Amy became more than just that of
client and disciplinarian.

 


 


One week after school started, Amy knew she
was in trouble. She was secretly excited about being in trouble and
had actually arranged to be in trouble. She had become more and
more drawn to Kevin. She touched him every chance she could. She
would reach out and touch his hand or his arm when they talked.
Sometimes she would pat his leg in a casual way. Amy kept hoping
that Kevin would make a move, but he never did.

She was almost sure he wanted to. Now and
then she could see desire in his eyes and if she glanced down at
his crotch, there was often a telltale bulge. She knew he was just
being professional, but if he wasn't going to make a move on his
own then she was going to have to give him a little nudge. And what
better way than to give him a reason to bare her ass so he could
spank her? A little thrill ran through her as she imagined herself
bent over the dining room table waiting for her punishment.

In the past week Amy had exercised only
once, she was late on one homework assignment, and she had
purposely left a few items of clothing lying about her bedroom.
That would give Kevin three reasons to punish her. She didn't know
for sure how he would punish her, but was pretty sure that a
spanking would be a part of it. There might be some corner time
involved or it could be just a long hard spanking. It might get to
be a little uncomfortable, but she knew she could trust Kevin not
to hurt her. Besides, there was always the safe word. She was
hoping the post punishment phase would turn into something a little
more than simple comforting as they sat side by side on her
sofa.

 


 


As Kevin was driving to Amy’s house, he
couldn't help but wonder how her week had gone. This was the first
week where she had all her chores to do, three exercise sessions,
and school. He had a feeling that Amy may have slipped up on
something during the week and he would have to give her a
correction.

He had mixed feelings about that; on one
hand he wanted nothing more than to see her naked ass and spank it
to a rosy glow. On the other hand, he wanted to see her do well in
school and in everything else she tackled. He was proud of her for
every week she completed her list of tasks. At the same time, he
was disappointed every week that there was no reason to discipline
her.

Lately Kevin had caught himself staring at
Amy's backside whenever she walked away from him towards the
kitchen to get plates or glasses for their drinks. On her return
trip, Kevin had to be careful and keep his eyes on her face instead
of her chest. He had not seen her breasts uncovered and imagined
them to be full and round and firm. As a paid disciplinarian, he
never had his clients completely undress. He didn't administer
punishments that were inflicted on the breasts and there was no
need for a client to completely disrobe.

Kevin rang Amy's doorbell and when she
opened the door he saw immediately that she was slightly subdued.
He went straight to the dining room table with the Mexican food he
had brought for dinner. Plates and utensils were already set on the
table as was Amy's journal.

In the beginning, Kevin had always waited
until after eating to look at the journal. Lately however, Amy had
been doing so well, Kevin had been reading the journal as he ate
his dinner. Then they would talk about how her week had been and
any new goals or tasks for the coming week. They would spend the
rest of their time talking as two friends, which is what they had
become.

Amy dished out the food while Kevin went to
wash his hands. When he came back she was sitting in her chair and
looking a little nervous.

“So how did your week go?” Kevin asked.

“Not real well,” Amy confessed. “There were
a few issues and I guess it's just going to take some time to get
used to going to school again.”

Kevin nodded his head and said, “There might
be a small period of adjustment. I'll take a look at your journal
while I eat.”

Amy nibbled at her enchiladas and tried to
hide the little smile that was trying to break out. She watched
Kevin reading the journal out of the corner of her eye hoping to be
able to judge his reaction to what she hadn't done.

“Is this correct, Amy? You exercised only
once this past week?”

“Yes, Sir. I didn't feel I had time to
exercise more once school started.”

“And what about your homework? It looks like
something was due last night and you haven't submitted it yet.”

“Yes, Sir. I plan to get it submitted
tonight or first thing in the morning.”

“But it was due last night, by midnight.
Correct?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Kevin finished eating his dinner and then
said, “You can clear the table while I go look at the rest of the
house and see how you've done with the housekeeping chores.”

“Yes, Sir.” Amy rose from her chair and
gathered the plates and the take out containers. She went to the
kitchen, tossed out the containers, rinsed the dishes and put them
in the dishwasher. Kevin hadn't come back yet and she wondered what
she should do. Should she grab the two throw pillows and take them
to the dining room? There was no doubt in her mind that she was
going to be spanked. At the same time, if he had another punishment
in mind she didn't want to seem eager for a spanking.

Kevin solved her dilemma by walking into the
kitchen at that moment. He leaned against the counter and looked at
her.

“I'm a little disappointed, Amy. You've been
doing so well for so many weeks, I'm a bit surprised that you had
this much trouble this past week. Are you aware you have some
clothing strewn across your bedroom?”

“Oh! Yes, Sir. I'm so sorry, I meant to take
those to the laundry room and put them in the hamper.”

Kevin shook his head and began his
lecture.

“I'm afraid there'll have to be a punishment
this evening, Amy. We've been at this for several months now, and
you've been doing really very well. In fact, you've been doing so
well that if you'd only slipped up on one thing, I might've let it
go. But you missed two exercise sessions this week. You are late
with a school assignment in the very first week of classes. On top
of that, you've left dirty clothes lying about the bedroom. You do
understand what’s coming now, don't you?”

“Yes, Sir.” Amy said in a near whisper. She
felt the muscles in her lower abdomen tighten in anticipation and
she knew her pussy was already wet.

“Very well, you will go into the dining room
now and get into position for a spanking.”

“Yes, Sir.”

On her way to the dining room, Amy stopped
and grabbed two pillows from the sofa in the living room. Then she
undressed, put the pillows in place, and bent over the table in
position. In a few minutes she heard Kevin walk into the room.

“I'll warm you up with a hand spanking to
start.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Kevin lectured as he spanked her, telling
her how disappointed he was in her multiple transgressions for the
week. He spanked for what seemed like several minutes to Amy. Her
ass was stinging and she was sure it was turning red. Finally, he
stopped.

Her eyes widened and her heart hammered
against her chest when she heard the jingle of Kevin unbuckling his
belt.

“What are you doing?” She couldn't keep
herself from asking.

“I'm removing my belt from my pants.”

“Are… are you going… are you going to whip
me with your belt?”

“I'm going to spank you with my belt. You
will receive thirty strokes, ten for each item on your list not
completed.”

Kevin heard her suck in her breath and
thought she was going to protest. But instead, she whispered, “Yes,
Sir.”

He doubled the length of the belt to shorten
it so he wouldn't risk having it wrap around her hip and cause
injury. He put his left hand on her back to steady her, and began
spanking her. He spanked hard and fast, continuing with the same
lecture.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“I hope I won't have to punish you for the
same reason again.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“I expect you to get everything on your list
finished. You will find yourself bent over this table again and
again if you can't complete the tasks we agreed on.”

When the thirty strikes were done, Kevin
told her to go stand in the corner for ten minutes with her hands
on her head. Amy’s ass was burning and she was near tears, but she
did as she was told, thinking that like her other spanking, the
corner time wouldn’t be the end of her punishment. Kevin had
spanked her again after corner time and she figured he’d do the
same this time. After all, she had messed up with multiple things
this past week.

The ten minutes passed very slowly for Amy.
She wanted nothing more than to rub the soreness from her stinging
behind, but knew that would get her into more trouble. While she
had been looking forward to this session in hopes of using it to
give their relationship a new direction, she doubted her ass could
take another round of spanking.

“Time is up,” Kevin announced. “Come back to
the table and get into position again.”

“Kevin, please!” She begged. “I don’t think
I can take any more after you used the belt. I hoped we were done
with tonight’s spanking.”

“We are not, now get into position.”

Amy wanted to protest again, but she heard
the steel in his voice and obeyed him. She didn't understand how
she could think his voice could be sexy at a time like this, but
sexy was exactly what it was. Obviously, her wet pussy thought it
was sexy as well.

Kevin repeated the thirty strokes with his
doubled over belt. He also repeated his lecture and stressed that
he hoped this would not have to be repeated again. This second set
of thirty was just as hard as the first set and Amy was in tears
very shortly.

“Please, please stop. I can't take anymore.”
She was about to use her safe word when he finally stopped.

After the last stroke, Kevin put his belt on
the table and took her elbow to help her up. She was crying in
earnest now, and turned to bury her face in his chest. It was a
natural thing for Kevin to wrap his arms around her and rub her
back in a soothing manner.

His hands slid down and cupped her very warm
ass cheeks. Amy looped her arms around his neck and cried even
harder. Kevin wasn't sure what to do, he'd never had this sort of
reaction before from a client. It wasn't the crying; plenty of
women cried after their spanking. It was a release, sometimes they
cried from guilt, and sometimes just because spankings hurt.
Normally he sat down on the sofa with them and just put his arm
around their shoulders as he had done with Amy for her first
spanking. But this, this was a different experience. None of his
clients had ever clung to him like this while sobbing their hearts
out.

And to make matters worse, his cock was rock
hard and pressing against his trousers. He was sure Amy could feel
his erection. It was highly unprofessional to be having this sort
of reaction while Amy continued sobbing.

“Hush, now. Everything is going to be all
right.” Kevin tried to calm her down. He realized his hands were
gently rubbing her heated bottom. No, that wasn't right, his hands
were caressing her ass. And he was enjoying every second of it.

Amy continued to sob, her face now buried in
his neck and he could feel her tears on his skin. Without thinking,
he kissed her temple and muttered more soothing noises. Her breasts
pushed against his chest and he wanted her. For the first time in
his career as a disciplinarian, he wanted to make love to a
client.

There had been a few women that he had
wanted to fuck. To just have the pure physical act of taking them.
After all, spanking often caused sexual reactions and he was a
healthy male with normal needs. It was different with Amy though.
He didn't want to just fuck her, he wanted to make love to her. He
wanted to run his hands over her entire body, caressing her,
feeling her belly quiver as he massaged her hard sensitive clit.
Hell, he loved her!

“Come on, let's go sit on the couch.” He
tried to guide her towards the living room so they could sit down,
and Amy just clung harder to him.

“I… I don't want to sit on the couch. I want
to go lie down. Will you lie down with me?” Amy whimpered, hoping
he would say yes. She could feel his hard shaft pressing against
her and she wanted more. She wanted his clothes off, the rest of
her clothes off, she wanted to feel him skin to skin, and she
wanted him inside her.

“I don't think that's a good idea, Amy. I
think it's best if we sit on the sofa.” Kevin tried one last time
to get her to move to the sofa, though he was pretty sure they were
going to end up in her bed.

“Please? Please lie down with me for a
little while.” She sniffled, still crying.

Kevin couldn't resist any longer. He slipped
one hand under her knees and carried her to the bedroom. He set her
down on the bed and asked, “Are you sure you want me to lie down
with you? I think you know what's going to happen if I do.”

“Yes, I know what will happen,” she smiled a
little shakily. “I'm sure.”

Kevin unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it
off her shoulders. He unhooked her bra, and pulled the straps down
over her arms and then tossed it to the floor. Her full breasts
were beautiful, perfect globes with her nipples standing at
attention as if begging him to take them into his mouth.

He quickly stripped his clothes off and
joined her on the bed. He took her into his arms, and kissed her.
It was a hot, demanding kiss. He plunged his tongue into her mouth
and Amy answered with her tongue. Kevin's hand came up and squeezed
her breast tweaking her nipple and sending hot tremors of pure
desire down between her legs. His hands skimmed down her belly and
cupped her mound, his fingers sliding into her hot, wet pussy. Amy
moaned, and her back arched as her hips thrust up, begging for
more. Her hand reached across and grabbed his hard, throbbing
cock.

She stroked his cock up and down, and
skimmed her fingers from the tip, softly down to the base, and
fondled his balls. She gently massaged them, rolling them softly in
the palm of her hand. Kevin let out a low groan, and tore himself
away from her mouth. He slid down her gorgeous body, pausing to
take her nipple into his mouth and suckle on it, then he nipped at
it with his teeth, sending shivers down to her toes. He continued
down her belly, licking and kissing as he went. When he reached the
apex of her thighs he took her clit in his mouth and sucked hard as
he plunged two fingers deep into her wet core.

Amy cried out and her hips bucked as she
came in a sudden, unexpected explosion. She shifted her position so
that she could gain access to Kevin’s cock. She wanted it in her
mouth. She wanted to suck on it and make him come like he had made
her come.

She took the head into her mouth and twirled
her tongue around the rim causing Kevin to suck in his breath. He
didn't want to come in her mouth, he wanted to bury his shaft deep
inside her. He tried not to think about what she was doing to him
as he continued to plunge his fingers into her pussy and roll his
tongue over her clit. She was so hot, so wet, and he could feel the
heat radiating from her spanked bottom onto his hand that was
cupping her ass cheek. Just the thought of her reddened ass almost
made Kevin come.

He pulled himself out of her mouth, flipped
her onto her back and turned himself around so his hips were
between her legs. In one smooth thrust he drove himself into her
and at the same time took her mouth in a passionate kiss while his
hand squeezed her breast and pinched her nipple. Amy moaned into
his mouth, and met each thrust with one of her own. Their flesh
made slapping noises with each thrust and she could feel his balls
smacking against her.

“Come for me, Amy. Come on, baby,” Kevin
muttered urgently.

“Yes, yes, I'm coming now!”

Kevin slammed deep inside her and she felt
the throbbing of his release as she exploded again, her pussy
convulsing around his cock. Kevin felt the contractions squeezing
around him, and it felt so damn good he never wanted it to end.

They collapsed, snuggled together, and
Kevin's last thought before falling asleep was that he needed to
tell her he loved her. Amy's last thought before sleep overtook
her, was that she had never had such fantastic sex in her life.
She'd already figured out that she loved Kevin.

 


 


Amy woke up to the smell of bacon cooking
and the sound of Kevin whistling in her kitchen. She smiled and
stretched, thinking how nice it was to wake up with a man in the
house. And not just any man, but the one she loved. But did he love
her? That was the question.

She got out of bed and went to the bathroom
where she peeked in the mirror to check out the condition of her
posterior. It was pink, but it didn't look like there would be any
real bruising. She brushed her teeth and walked naked out to the
kitchen. She smiled when she saw Kevin standing at the stove just
as naked as she was. She approached him from behind and smacked his
ass with her hand.

“Good morning,” she said as she planted a
kiss between his shoulder blades.

“Hey, I'm the one that does the spanking
around here,” He joked as he turned around and kissed her.

“Mmm… you taste like bacon,” Amy answered.
“I'm starving, is breakfast going to be ready soon?”

“It is ready, have a seat and I'll dish it
up.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He turned around and gave her a sharp look.
“Are you mocking me, young lady?”

She gave him a big smile and said, “Maybe
just a little… uh, Sir.”

Kevin brought the plates, heaped with bacon,
hash browns, and cheese omelets to the breakfast bar. Then he went
to the refrigerator and took out two glasses of orange juice that
he had poured earlier and put them next to the plates of food.

“We need to talk,” Kevin announced.

Amy had a sinking feeling in her belly. Was
this going to be where Kevin apologized for what happened last
night? That he hadn't meant for things to go so far between them?
Was she going to lose him before she even had him?

“It's all right, Kevin. We don't really need
to talk about it. It's just something that happened and I hope
you'll still be willing to work with me.”

“What? What are you talking about?”

“I just don't want last night to cause any
awkwardness between us.”

Kevin smiled and said, “There's not going to
be any awkwardness, don't worry about that. I love you. That's what
I wanted to talk about.”

“What? What did you say?” Amy wasn't sure
she had heard him correctly.

“I think you heard me, but just in case, I
said I love you. I've been fighting it, telling myself it was
unprofessional to feel this way. But last night I realized that
professionalism is just going to have to take a backseat to love.
And I do love you.” He leaned over and kissed her.

Amy smiled brilliantly and her eyes watered
with happy tears.

“Oh, Kevin! I love you too!” She hopped off
her stool and wrapped her arms around him in a tight hug.

They spent the morning talking and laughing
about how each of them had tried to fight the thoughts and feelings
that they'd been having over the last few months. Kevin wanted to
get married, but he wanted to make sure that Amy was willing to
have the traditional kind of marriage that he wanted. In fact, he
didn't want her just to be willing, he hoped she would want it as
much as he did.

Amy knew exactly what he was talking about
since that's the kind of marriage she had had with Aaron. She
hadn't always liked the rules Aaron had put in place, but she knew
that a lot of them had kept her on track. Some rules she did not
want to be repeated in her relationship with Kevin. Amy wanted to
be sure that they talked things over and agreed on the rules.

“I do want that kind of marriage,” Amy told
Kevin. “But what I don't want is for you to put rules in place to
change things about me that I don't really want to change. Do you
know what I mean?”

“I think I do,” Kevin answered. “But why
don't you give me an example of one of Aaron's rules that you
didn't care for.”

“He wanted me to always ask him what I
should wear every day. I like to pick out my own clothes for the
day, I didn’t always feel like wearing what he picked out. He said
I couldn't swear anymore at all. I don’t swear a lot, but I do like
swearing when I want to and I'm not going to stop. It's how I
express myself. I know enough not to swear at work or when we are
in a public place, but if something goes wrong and I want to say
‘oh shit’ I don't want to have to worry about a spanking.”

“Okay, I get it. Swearing doesn't really
bother me at all, so I'm all right with it. As long as you don't
tell me to ‘fuck off’ or tell me that I'm an asshole, we won't have
a problem with it. I want us to treat each other with respect,
which means no swearing at each other or calling each other names.
From what I’ve seen, you do just fine picking out your
clothes.”

“Good. I just want to be able to be myself,
I don't want to have to change who I am. I know I need help with
motivation on some things; that's why I hired you in the first
place. So can we just talk about things and make sure that we both
agree before you put any rules into place?”

Kevin pulled her onto his lap and kissed her
forehead. And he kissed her nose and her chin and finally her
mouth.

“Baby, I fell in love with you, with who you
are. I don't want to change who you are. I want to help you with
the things you want help with. Other than that, our rules are going
to be to treat each other with respect, to be honest with each
other, and to be as safe as possible. So no driving while texting,
no drinking and driving, no excess speeding. Other than that,
you’ll have your weekly lists to keep you on track with school and
whatever else you want to work on.”

Amy was happy, it sounded exactly like what
she wanted and needed. She just had one question, though she was
pretty sure she knew the answer.

“Do I get to spank you if you speed or drive
while texting? Or what about if you're disrespectful to me?”

“No, love. I don't get spanked, I'm the one
that does the spanking. I will never be disrespectful to you and if
I break any of the other rules I will apologize profusely and take
you out to dinner.”

Amy kissed him and asked, “Do I get to go
out for dinner only when you break a rule?”

“No, baby. We’ll go out to dinner anytime
you want to.” He picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. As
they tumbled onto the bed, laughing and kissing, he added, “Right
now, I want you for dinner.”
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