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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Stephen unlocked the door to his shipping and
packaging business and stepped into the stifling heat that had
built up in the shop over night. He punched in the code to turn the
alarm system off and then locked the door again. He still had an
hour to go before opening.

He flipped on the lights and lowered the
thermostat to seventy-five degrees taking note of the current
temperature which was at eighty-five. The Tucson summers were so
damn hot and the electric bills were so high that Stephen raised
the thermostat every night when he left his business and headed
home. Already it was ninety-four outside with an expected high of
one hundred fourteen for the day.

Stephen turned on his computer and while he
waited for it to boot up he went to the back room where he had a
corner with a refrigerator and a small counter with a microwave on
it. He put the lunch his wife Eve made for him in the fridge and
then went back up front to his desk to check his e-mail.

He always received a lot spam and junk e-mail
for the business. There was always some new system that was going
to increase his profits or some new gadget that someone was pushing
for him to sell in his shop. While most of these e-mails would end
up deleted, Stephen had to take his time to go through them because
he purchased a lot of merchandise from different companies and he
didn't want to miss any bargains from those companies that he did
do business with.

About halfway through the e-mails one subject
was printed in all capital letters. It said "DOES YOUR WIFE NEED A
SPANKING?"

Stephen glanced up at the sender name and saw
that it came from someone whose e-mail address was SpankMeNow. He
chuckled, deleted it and moved on to the next e-mail. In half an
hour he had gone through all the e-mails, glanced at the clock and
saw he had 15 more minutes before opening. That gave him enough
time to open up the shop website to see if any online orders had
come in during the night. He opened a new window, leaving his
e-mail open so he could see when anything new came in.

Stephen smiled when he saw that there were
seventeen new orders waiting to be filled. That was great; his
average website orders were about sixty-five dollars each which
would give him approximately eleven hundred dollars. He quickly
calculated that his final net on those seventeen orders would
probably be somewhere around eight hundred dollars.

As he started going through those orders,
printing them out so that he could fill them, his computer made a
dinging noise, telling him he had another e-mail. He didn't bother
to look at it until he had printed out all the orders and went to
unlock the front door. It was time to open.

Back at his desk, before he started filling
out the orders he took a quick peek at his new e-mails. There were
three of them and one of them had the subject of "WELL DOES SHE?”
Does she what? He wondered impatiently as he glanced up at
the sender name before hitting the delete button. It was from
SpankMeNow, the same sender that had earlier sent the message
asking "DOES YOUR WIFE NEED A SPANKING?"

He shook his head, deleted it, and then
started filling his web orders. Stephen was interrupted several
times as customers came in with packages to be mailed. Some
customers couldn’t pack their own packages so they would just bring
in what they needed to send and ask Stephen to pack and ship
them.

At about one o'clock there seemed to be a
lull and Stephen thought it would be a good time to eat his
sandwich and check his e-mail again. It had now been a couple of
hours since he'd had a chance to look at his e-mail. He brought the
sandwich and a cold bottle of water to his desk before opening up
his website again and checking orders. No new orders, so he clicked
over to his e-mail.

There were several new e-mails, two of which
immediately caught his eye because the subject title was printed in
all capital letters. The first one asked "HAS YOUR WIFE BEEN
NAUGHTY?" The second one was a statement instead of a question as
the previous three had been. It said "THAT NAUGHTY GIRL NEEDS HER
BOTTOM SPANKED."

Even before he looked at the sender Stephen
knew that it would be SpankMeNow. Sure enough, SpankMeNow was
apparently having a busy day sending emails. He deleted the new
emails.

Stephen’s afternoon slowly passed with more
customers coming in and a few more web orders to fill and ship out.
SpankMeNow continued to send his/her provocatively titled e-mails
throughout the day. Some of the subject titles were repeated and
there were a few new ones added. There was "SPANK THAT NAUGHTY
GIRL!" The next one came in about a half hour later and said,
"SPANK HER NOW!” The one after that said “SPANK HER BOTTOM TIL IT’S
CHERRY RED!”

About an hour before closing time another new
one came in, this one saying "SPANK HER TONIGHT!” Finally, it was
time to turn up the AC for the night and get ready to leave. One
more look at his emails before powering down the computer, Stephen
found “SHE KNOWS SHE NEEDS TO BE SPANKED!”

Driving home Stephen thought about all those
e-mails referencing spanking. He had never actually opened a single
one of those e-mails, deleting them all, not wanting to risk
opening something that might give his computer a virus. Now he
wondered what he would've found if he had opened them.

Stephen and Eve had been married for fifteen
years and over those years he had thought several times that he'd
like to take Eve over his knee and give her a thorough spanking. He
loved his wife and thought they had a great marriage. Neither one
of them had ever wanted children. They each had a good income,
allowing them to have their dream house, nice cars, and great
vacations.

But Eve sometimes had an attitude; she was
impatient and could get pretty damned snippy and sarcastic at
times. If he failed to listen to everything she said and had to ask
her to repeat something, she'd start right in with "Can't you ever
listen to me the first time I say something? Why do I always have
to repeat everything I say to you?"

Stephen would apologize and say he had been
distracted but Eve would still be pissed off. And if they didn't
see eye to eye on something, it always turned into an argument. Eve
always said that Stephen didn't want her to have her own opinions,
he expected her to agree with everything he thought. And that
simply was not true. He did try and get her to see things his way
when he felt he was right, but if she felt strongly about something
he usually left it alone. He actually thought it was Eve that
expected him to agree with everything she thought.

As he continued with his introspective
thoughts on his marriage, he thought the sex hadn't been as great
as it could be lately. He wasn't sure why; he still loved Eve and
she still looked great. With her thick golden hair that she kept
shoulder length, and her blue-gray eyes, she had been (and still
was) his dream girl. It just seemed that they had both lost
interest in sex. It was okay if they had sex and it was just as
okay if they didn't. Neither one of them seemed to ever get really
excited about it anymore.

Stephen wondered whose fault that was. Was it
his fault? He wondered if his testosterone levels were low. They
shouldn't be; he was only thirty-seven years old. And Eve was
thirty-five; she should be at the height of her sexuality. Maybe
he'd make an appointment with the doctor and have himself checked
out. They were just too young to be bored with sex.

Stephen put all these thoughts out of his
mind now as he drove up his driveway, hit the garage door opener,
and parked his car. Eve's SUV was already in the garage telling him
that she was home. He hoped she was making something other than
frozen meals for dinner. Lately it seemed that was all they ever
ate. A three hundred calorie frozen dinner, a serving of some kind
of frozen vegetable, and a diet frozen fudge bar with one hundred
twenty calories. Those damn frozen dinners all tasted the same; he
couldn’t tell if they were chicken, beef, or shrimp. All the fancy
names those companies gave the meals and practically every one of
them tasted more like the cardboard box they were packed in than
anything else.

He walked into the kitchen and there was Eve,
standing at the counter with two of those damn cardboard boxes
waiting to be popped in the microwave.

Stephen kissed her on the cheek and asked,
"What’s for dinner tonight?"

She kissed him back and answered, "Beef and
Portobello mushrooms in a creamy sauce over whole wheat pasta with
buttered baby Brussels sprouts.”

“Mmm… Sounds good.” He lied.

"Did you have a good day?" Eve asked him.

"Yeah, it was a pretty good day. There were
seventeen orders on the website when I got in this morning and a
few more came in during the day. I had quite a few customers with
packages to ship too. But I had at lot of junk e-mail today."

"Don't you usually get a lot of junk
e-mail?"

"Yeah, but these were from the same person or
at least the same e-mail."

"What were they for? Did you ever open them?"
She asked.

"Nah, I just deleted them. I didn't want to
risk opening something that would give my computer a virus. So how
was your day?"

Damn! Eve thought as she answered,
"Pretty much the same as always. I didn't have a photo shoot today,
but I did keep busy working on the final submissions I plan to send
in to Arizona Vistas magazine."

Eve was a landscape photographer and her
photos often made it into the popular outdoor magazines. Whenever
they went on vacation Eve took a lot of pictures and sent the best
ones to magazines that showcased nature and travel
destinations.

The microwave beeped, signaling that the
dinners were done. Eve took them out of the microwave and put in
the pack of vegetables, setting the timer for the prescribed amount
of minutes. She poured two glasses of wine and set them on the
table.

Next, she pulled down two plates from the
cupboard, opened the cardboard boxes and arranged their contents on
the plates. The microwave dinged and the vegetables were added to
the plates.

Once they were seated and eating their
properly portioned, calorie, fat, and sodium controlled meal, Eve
wondered if she should say anything else about the junk e-mails
that Stephen received. She certainly didn't want to seem too
interested in the subject or he would suspect that she had been the
one that sent them. And that would never do. She wanted this to be
his idea. Well, she wanted him to think that it was his idea.

It had been kind of fun sending him those
e-mails even though it had been quite a hassle setting up a totally
different e-mail address so that Stephen wouldn't know where they
came from. She'd spent more time today thinking up those crazy
subject titles than she had on her work. Every time she had sent
one of them she wondered if he had seen it and what his reaction
was. Well, she would just start again tomorrow. She'd send them all
over again, every single one of them.

She had to do something to spice up their sex
life. It had become so dull and routine that it was boring. She
still found her husband extremely attractive. What woman wouldn’t
swoon over that almost black hair and the bright blue eyes? He was
nearly six feet tall, and worked out regularly so he looked very
good. But where was that excitement she used to feel when she
climbed into bed next to Stephen? She used to get into bed and
snuggle up to him, using his shoulder for a pillow and putting her
arm across his broad chest. It used to be just moments, actually
seconds, before Stephen would start to play with her nipples,
squeezing and pinching them, making them hard and erect, tingling
with anticipation of what was to come next.

I shouldn't think about it, she told
herself. It'll only get me hot and then I'll be disappointed
when nothing happens.

Lately it seemed like whenever she got into
bed and tried to cuddle up next to Stephen he was already asleep.
They were doing good to have sex once a month; and that just wasn't
enough for her. Eve wanted more and she was ready to try something
new and different to breathe some life into her marriage.

 


 





CHAPTER TWO

 


 


As soon as Stephen left the house the next
morning, Eve went to her computer and logged in on her secret
e-mail. She looked over all of yesterday's sent e-mails and began
to send them all again in the same order. She sent the first one,
"DOES YOUR WIFE NEED A SPANKING?’

A half hour later she sent, "WELL DOES SHE?”
And she continued on in this manner throughout the day, making sure
that one e-mail was sent at least every hour.

Oh, she hoped she wasn't making a mistake.
She wasn't even sure that she would like getting spanked. What if
she hated it? What if it hurt too much? What if Stephen was
repulsed by the idea?

There were so many questions. Maybe she
should just abandon this whole idea and try and come up with some
other way to spice up their sex life. But what? How? She had
already tried the standard ways. She spent a small fortune at
Victoria's Secret on all kinds of sexy lingerie. She bought hot
little G strings, push up Demi bras that squeezed her breasts
together giving her unbelievable amounts of cleavage and lifting
her breasts to the point that they were about to spill right out of
the bra. She purchased sexy see-through nighties and camisoles
hoping to entice Stephen.

But none of it seemed to work. She would
prance about the bedroom in her new lingerie, brushing her hair,
fiddling with this or that. She’d bend over, giving Stephen a view
of her ass, naked except for a skinny little thong. But he didn't
even notice her; it was like she wasn't even there. Eve didn't know
what else she could do. She had no choice now but to try something
a little more off the beaten path, something just a little bit
kinkier than they were used to.

She made up her mind. She would see this plan
through to the end. Either it was going to work or it wasn't. She
just hoped that Stephen wouldn't find out that the e-mails were
coming from her.

 


Stephen opened up his shop and went through
his daily routine of turning off the alarm, turning down the AC,
booting up his computer, and checking his website for orders and
his e-mail.

Just like yesterday he already had one e-mail
from SpankMeNow. It is said exactly the same as the first one
yesterday, "DOES YOUR WIFE NEED A SPANKING?”

He was sorely tempted to open it. He wondered
what the e-mail might say. Would it be nothing more than a link to
a website where you could purchase spanking implements? Would it
possibly give instructions or advice on how to introduce your wife
to receiving spankings?

Ever since his drive home the previous day,
he had been thinking of how many times he’d wanted to just grab Eve
and toss her over his knee. Eve thought he didn't notice all that
sexy lingerie she'd taken to wearing lately. But he did notice. And
it made him wonder why after fifteen years of sleeping together in
the nude, she suddenly decided to wear something to bed.

Stephen had actually gone so far as to wonder
if Eve might be having an affair. She may have purchased all that
sexy lingerie for another lover. That would just break his heart.
He loved Eve and he would never cheat on her.

With his finger poised over the delete
button, Stephen hesitated. Should he open the e-mail? Should he
delete it? He couldn't make up his mind. No, he could not risk a
virus on this computer. Before he could think anymore about it he
hit the delete button.

A half-hour later came the next e-mail and
Stephen went through the whole process again. But this time he
didn't hit the delete button. He didn't open the e-mail either. He
just let it sit there in his inbox, marked boldly as an unread
e-mail.

He went about his day, filling orders, taking
care of his customers and checking his e-mail. About every hour
there would be a new one from SpankMeNow. There were no more new
subject titles, just the same ones from the previous day repeated
over again. Stephen didn't delete any of them, he just left them
sitting as unread e-mail wondering if he should risk opening one of
them. Or opening all of them for that matter.

At the end of the day, all the e-mails were
still sitting in his inbox waiting for Stephen to make up his mind.
Delete them or open them? He turned off his computer without making
a decision.

Dinner was a repeat of the previous night,
and even though this entrée was called Five Cheese Macaroni and the
vegetables were crinkle cut carrots, Stephen could not detect any
difference in flavor.

Eve asked, "Did you have a good day
today?"

"Yeah, I did. Funny thing though, I got
exactly the same amount of those junk e-mails I told you about
yesterday. The same amount with the same subject titles."

"Wow," she replied. "I guess that is kind of
strange, but you do get a lot of junk e-mail so maybe it's not so
strange."

"I guess. But they all have the same titles
as the ones from yesterday and came in the same order that they
came in yesterday. You'd think they'd be mixed up a little
bit."

"Did you open any of them today?" She
asked.

"No, I didn't. I'm still worried about the
risk of a virus. But I was tempted, so I didn't delete them.
They're all sitting in my inbox as unread mail."

Eve really wanted to ask him what the subject
titles were, thinking that it might open things up to talking about
it. But she was afraid that Stephen would figure out that she was
the sender. Instead she made a suggestion.

"You know, I think you could open them. I
don't think you're risking a virus unless you click on a link.
Maybe you should open one of them and see what’s inside.”

Stephen didn’t know what he’d say if she
asked him what the subject titles were. If he told her, she’d think
he was out of his mind for not deleting them immediately. Or she’d
be insulted at the suggestion of a wife being spanked, or needing a
spanking. No, that wasn’t something he wanted to deal with right
now.

Tomorrow he would risk it; he’d open one of
the emails and see what was there. He told Eve, “You’re right; the
risk is usually only in clicking on links. Besides, my anti-virus
software should protect me against any problems. I’ll open one
tomorrow.”

“Good, let me know how it goes.”

They watched some television after dinner and
Eve realized that even that activity had changed. They used to sit
together on the sofa and Stephen would have his arm around her.
Now, Stephen sat in his big leather club chair and she sat in a
small recliner with her ipad, sorting through her photos during the
commercials. No wonder they hardly ever had sex.

At bedtime Eve went into the bedroom to
change while Stephen made sure all the windows and doors were
closed and locked. While she was in the bedroom trying to pick out
a sexy little thong and negligee to try and entice Stephen, she
decided to forget the lingerie. She would slip into bed naked and
she would initiate the sex tonight. Stephen wouldn’t be able to say
no.

Eve waited and waited for Stephen, but he
didn’t come to bed. She wondered if he’d fallen asleep in his big
club chair. Maybe she should get up and check. Eve fell asleep
still thinking about checking on Stephen.

Stephen had not fallen asleep. He was using
the home computer to open one of the emails. After logging on, he
went to the first email and clicked on it. There was nothing in the
message area. It was a blank email with just a subject title. He
clicked on the second one and it also had a blank message area.

One by one, Stephen clicked the emails open
and all of them were blank. Why would anyone send me empty
emails like this? Who would send them?

Stephen didn’t know. He gave up and went to
bed. He slipped in under the covers and slid over close to Eve.
Stephen reached out his hand to touch her and found that she was
naked. He felt his penis harden. He touched her breast, found the
nipple and gently caressed it and then gave it a light tweak. Eve
moaned and rolled over on her side so she was facing away from
Stephen.

This was an even better position for Stephen.
Eve bent the knee of her top leg and moved it higher up, making her
vagina more accessible. His arm snaked over her side and gave her
nipples a little more attention before he ran his hand down her
side, over her hip, caressing her butt cheeks, and then between her
legs. All those emails about spanking had him obsessed with Eve’s
ass. From behind, he slipped his fingers between her legs and found
her wet pussy. It was one of the things he loved about Eve. She was
always ready for sex; she became wet at just the thought of
sex.

He stroked her pussy and inserted two fingers
deeply into her cunt. He withdrew his fingers almost completely
before plunging them in again. Eve moaned and woke up completely.
She was going to roll on her back so she could open her legs to
Stephen’s hand, but he held her on her side.

“No, baby, don’t move. I’m going to make your
pussy come for me.”

Eve’s eyes opened wide. She was surprised.
Stephen didn’t normally use that kind of language. Usually he just
said something like, “I’m going to make you come” or “Come for me,
baby.” They had never used the more vulgar terminology. But that
wasn’t all that surprised her; she discovered that dirty talk was
exciting. It made her hot; it made her pussy contract with desire.
Wow, she even liked using those dirty words in her head!

Stephen was very hard now; he wanted his cock
inside Eve. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy, grabbed her
hips, and turned her so she was on her stomach. But he kept her
hips lifted, shoved two pillows under her, and drove his hard shaft
into her cunt from behind. Eve gasped. The intensity of this was so
much more than usual.

Stephen reached around and found Eve’s clit.
He stroked it, circled it with his finger and then pinched it
lightly with his thumb and forefinger. He felt the sudden
contraction that it caused inside her cunt.

“Oh, God, Stephen! That feels so good! Fuck
me, Stephen, fuck me hard!”

Now it was Stephen’s turn to be surprised by
Eve’s language. He responded with, “I’m fucking you, baby. I’m
fucking you hard.”

He drove himself into her, hard and fast, all
the while stroking and pinching her clit. He wasn’t going to last
much longer, he could feel the intensity climbing and building, in
another few seconds he would explode and empty himself into her.
Stephen gave Eve’s clit a hard tweak and let himself go as he felt
her cunt convulse around his cock.

He rolled to his side, taking her with him,
holding her close, her ass pulled in tight against his cock. They
were both panting hard and trying to catch their breath.

“God, Stephen. That was the best sex we’ve
ever had. I don’t remember ever coming like that.”

“Yeah, I know. It was good. Shit, it was
fucking great.”

Eve giggled and said, “Stephen, we never talk
like that, we never use that kind of language. Is that what made it
so good?”

“I don’t know, baby. Let’s just get some
sleep now.”

They cuddled close, with Stephen’s hand
cupping Eve’s breast. Eve let out a sigh of pure contentment. She
felt so good. She fell asleep with a smile on her face, wondering
if part of the fantastic sex was that they both had been thinking
about spanking today.

 


 





CHAPTER THREE

 


 


After Stephen left for work the next morning,
Eve wasn’t sure what to do. Should she send more of the spanking
emails? Last night had been fantastic, the most fantastic sex she’d
ever had. Maybe she didn’t need to go for anything kinkier. Maybe
the dirty talk and those extra hard pinches on her clitoris was
enough to liven up their sex life. They had bordered on pain, but
were oh so pleasurable.

But ever since she had started sending those
emails, she seemed to get a little coil of desire down low in her
belly whenever she thought about a spanking. Just because last
night had been fabulous didn’t mean they couldn’t try something
else new and exciting.

She went to her computer and had just sent
the first email again when the phone rang. It was Stephen.

“Hi. What’s up?” She asked. He rarely called
her during the day. “Anything wrong?”

“No, babe. Everything’s fine.” He answered.
“I forgot to tell you last night that I opened one of the emails on
the home computer and it was blank. Then I opened all of them and
they were all blank. So it must just be some kind of joke or
something.”

“Must be,” she replied. “Did you get any more
today?”

“No, at least not yet. Wait, one just came
in. I’m going to open it.”

In a few seconds he said, “It’s blank. No
message. I wonder how long this is going to go on.”

Eve decided to try something to get him to
tell her what the subject titles were without her having to
directly ask.

Putting a little impatience in her tone she
said, “Well, I have work to do. I’m sick of hearing about these
stupid emails. Just delete them and forget about them.”

“Jeez, Eve, you don’t have to get all snippy
about it.” Stephen said.

Eve sighed and said, “I’m not being snippy.
This is like the third or fourth day you’ve been obsessed with
these stupid emails and now you finally know they’re nothing, so
just delete them. And send them a reply and ask to be taken off
their email list. I gotta get some work done.”

She knew she was starting a fight, but she
had a plan and she was pretty sure it was going to work.

Stephen said, “Fine, I’ll try not to bother
you anymore with my ‘stupid’ emails. And this is only the third day
we’ve talked about them. Goodbye.”

They both hung up and Eve waited about twenty
minutes and sent a new email. This time the message area was not
left blank.

 


Stephen was filling orders when his computer
dinged letting him know there was a new email. He finished up the
order he was working on and then went to check the email. It was
from SpankMeNow and the title was “SHE DESERVES A SPANKING!

That’s weird, he thought. It was
exactly what he had been thinking after that little argument on the
phone. He clicked the email expecting to find it empty, but it had
a few lines.

 


She’s a naughty girl. Naughty girls need to
be punished. Naughty girls deserve punishment. Spank her
tonight!

 


The phone rang just as he pressed the delete
button. It was Eve.

“Honey, I’m sorry” She apologized. “I guess I
over reacted to the emails.”

“Yeah, you did.” Stephen said. “I just got
another one, and it was not blank.”

“Really? What did it say?”

“Well, I don’t know that I should tell you. I
think it might get you mad. You know you never even asked what the
subject titles were.”

“Oh, I guess I didn’t think about it. Why do
you think it will get me mad?” She asked.

“I’m going to tell you the titles. If you get
mad and don’t want to hear any more just tell me. Okay?”

“Sure, honey. But I won’t get mad. Now tell
me the titles.”

“Okay. The first one was a question. It
asked, does your wife need a spanking.”

“Oh my god! How crazy is that?” Eve tried to
sound surprised.

“Well, there’s more. Some of the titles are
repeated but I’ll just read them all to you one at a time.”

Stephen went through the entire list. When he
was done, Eve didn’t say anything.

“Honey? Are you still there?” He asked.

“Yeah, I’m here. Can you read them to me one
more time?”

After he read the second one, which was,
‘well does she,’ Eve asked him, “Does she?”

“Does she what?” Stephen asked.

“Does your wife need a spanking?”

“Uh…honey, I’m not sure how to answer that.”
Oh,shit! Now she’s gonna think that I think she does need a
spanking!

“Oh, so you do think I need a spanking.
Goodbye, Stephen.” Eve hung up and smiled to herself.

What would happen tonight? She could hardly
wait. Her phone rang, she saw it was Stephen. Eve decided not to
answer it. Let him get mad.

Stephen called Eve a few more times, but she
wouldn’t pick up. He figured she was good and pissed now. Maybe
he’d just give her that spanking when he got home tonight.

Eve was at her computer sending another email
to Stephen. The title was, “WILL SHE GET SPANKED TONIGHT?” The
message area was blank.

Stephen heard the email ding and looked to
see what it was. When he read the title he opened the email, saw
the message area was blank, and hit the reply button. He left the
title the same and in the message area he wrote, “Please take me
off your email list. Yes, she will get spanked tonight.”

He hesitated for a brief moment and then hit
the send button. Stephen took a deep breath, satisfied with his
decision. He wasn’t sure how he was going to do this; he’d never
struck a woman in his life. But Eve definitely needed a sound
spanking and he decided he would be the one to administer it.

Eve received the reply and thought, Oh no!
What have I done? But even as she thought it, her legs squeezed
together in anticipation. Did he really mean it? Was he really
going to spank her tonight? How would he do it? Would he strip her
naked first? Would he leave her panties on or spank her bare
bottom?

Stephen spent the rest of his day thinking
similar thoughts. How would he approach her to spank her? Should he
announce that he would be giving her a spanking? Or should he just
get her naked and then take her over his knee? Should he leave her
panties on? No, this would be a bare-assed spanking. One of the
emails suggested spanking her until her ass was cherry red. That
wouldn’t happen if her ass was covered. Oh god, could he really do
this? But even as he wondered, he felt his cock twitch with
anticipation.

 


At home, both Stephen and Eve did their best
to act normally. Eve prepared a couple of ‘cardboard meals’ and
then put them on regular plates to make it appear as though they
were eating a home cooked dinner. When they were done, Eve cleared
away the dishes and wiped the table. Her hands were shaking a
little bit and she hoped Stephen didn’t notice.

Stephen watched her as she moved about the
kitchen and noticed she was wearing a short skirt. Well, he
thought, that just might make it a little easier. I’ll pull her
over my knee and toss the skirt up, pull her panties down, and
spank her bare ass to a nice rosy red.

Eve didn’t know what to do next but figured
she should just sit down in the living room like she normally
would. Stephen went into the bedroom and sat on the bed. He worked
it out in his mind, exactly how he would do this. What would he
do if she fought him?

He called out, “Hey, Eve? Can you come in
here for a minute?”

Eve’s belly clenched, her legs tightened
together. “I’ll be right there.”

She got up, took a deep breath, and went to
take her spanking. In the bedroom she saw Stephen sitting on his
side of the bed. He had changed out of his work clothes and had on
some pj pants and a t-shirt. Eve approached him and asked, “What is
it, Stephen? What do you want?” She deliberately put an impatient
tone in her voice.

Stephen looked up at her and put his arm
around her waist as if to draw her closer to him. But instead he
bent her over his knee so her ass was directly on his lap. He
lifted her skirt and yanked down her panties, exposing the flawless
skin of her beautiful ass.

While he was doing all that, he was saying,
“Eve, I’ve had it with your snippy attitude. I’ve had it with your
impatience. I’ve wanted to give you the spanking you deserve many
times, and I’m going to do it now.”

The first blow came down sharply on her ass
and startled her. She gasped, but didn’t yell. The next one landed
in a different spot, sharp and stinging. Then there was a short
pause and the third smack came down even harder.

“OW!” Eve yelled. “What the hell do you think
you’re doing? Stephen, please stop!”

Stephen paused again and gently rubbed her
reddening behind. As he rubbed it he said, “I love you, Eve. But
you’ve had this coming for a long time and I’m going to finish the
job.”

He struck her again. And again. And again.
Stephen was surprised by how much his hand stung. He hadn’t taken
into consideration that every smack on Eve’s ass was also a smack
on his hand. He moved around her ass in a pattern. Smack on the
left cheek, then smack on the right, another strike in the center,
and another in the lower center.

Each spank caused Eve to sharply suck in her
breath. Each one stung, and they stung even more when Stephen
struck the same spot a second time. Her buttocks tightened with
each slap across her ass. She didn’t know how much more she could
take. When would he stop?

Stephen had been counting and when he came to
twelve he thought Eve’s ass was a beautiful shade of red. He
stopped and rubbed her bottom. His hand slipped down between her
slightly parted legs and he felt the wetness of her pussy. She
was aroused by the spanking! So was he for that matter. His
cock was hard and ready to fuck her.

Stephen moved to lie on the bed, pulling Eve
with him, turning her around so she was on her back. He positioned
himself between her legs and rammed his hard cock into her. Eve’s
entire body shuddered almost instantly with the most intense orgasm
she’d ever experienced.

Stephen felt her muscles tighten around his
rigid organ and he buried his face in her neck, whispering, “I love
you, Eve. I love you so much.” Eve was experiencing multiple
orgasms for the first time. She wanted to tell him that she loved
him, but she couldn’t speak. She was coming and coming, wave after
wave of pure ecstasy washed over her and then she felt the pulsing
of Stephen’s cock as he emptied himself into her.

Stephen rolled off her and asked, “Are you
okay? How do you feel?”

“My ass stings and feels like it’s on fire.
But I’ve never felt anything like what just happened. And I’m not
talking about the spanking.”

“I know,” Stephen said. “I thought last night
was the best sex we’ve ever had, but that didn’t come close to
this.”

“Do you think it’s because of the spanking?”
She asked.

“I don’t know. But your pussy was soaking wet
after I gave you your punishment and my cock was hard as a rock. It
definitely aroused both of us.”

“So we’re going to call this my
punishment?”

Stephen held her close, and continued to rub
her stinging ass, trying to soothe it. “Well, it was a punishment.
I’m sorry I had to hurt you, but you’ve got to admit you deserved
it. To tell you the truth, I’ve wanted to put you over my knee
several times over the years. When those emails started coming, and
you went into your snippy mode, I made up my mind.”

Eve blushed and said, “I know I can get
bitchy at times. I’ll try to do better from now on.”

“That would be to your benefit, honey. But
I’ll tell you now, when you get snippy or impatient or in one of
your shitty attitudes, you can expect that I’ll be giving you a
sound spanking.”

Eve felt her belly clench at the thought of
another spanking. Her pussy contracted suddenly, making her body
shudder.

“But, Stephen, it was almost too much. I was
at the point where I thought I couldn’t take any more.”

“I’m sorry about that, but you did take it.
And I want you to remember why I had to punish you. The whole idea
of punishment is to make it painful so you’ll think twice before
you misbehave. Next time, your spanking will be as harsh as you
deserve. Remember, it’s up to you how severe your punishment will
be.”

“So you think there’ll be a next time?”

“Honey, I know you. And you’re not going to
change. I’m just hoping we can keep you under a little better
control with regular punishment when you’ve been bad. Yeah, there
will be a next time.”

Eve giggled and said. “I am a naughty girl,
aren’t I?”

“Yes, you are.” Stephen agreed. “Naughty
girls need to be punished, and in this house from now on, you
better watch it, because that punishment will be a thorough
spanking.”

Eve snuggled closer to her husband. “I love
you, Stephen. I will try to be good, and when I can’t be good, I’ll
take the punishment I deserve.”

“That’s my girl,” Stephen answered as they
both fell into a deep, contented sleep.

 


 





CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


Over the next several days Eve found that
Stephen had changed. He was much more forceful in his attitudes
about what he expected from her. He demanded that she respond to
him immediately when he asked her a question. If she didn’t, he
asked her again, with a lifted brow and a warning look. Eve wasn’t
sure if she liked him this way.

She wasn’t sure she was willing to partake in
any more spankings either. Her ass was still a little sore from
what she considered was a pretty severe spanking. When she first
came up with this idea, she was thinking more along the lines of a
few mild smacks on the butt for fun. She felt Stephen had possibly
lost a little bit of control and gone overboard when he was whaling
on her behind.

Ever since that night, he often gave her a
dark, warning look to something she said to him. She’d admit it was
probably more the way she said it than what she said. But she was
not sure she could tolerate always having to watch what she said
for fear of getting her ass warmed by his hand.

Eve had to admit though that ever since they
started talking dirty to each other in bed, and especially since
the spanking, the sex had been great. Hell, it had been out of this
world. Stephen wanted to make love every night. Sometimes he
ordered her to the bedroom as soon as he walked in the door.

She thought she might like her old easy going
husband back as long as when they went to the bedroom he turned
into the tiger he’d been in bed lately. But she had a suspicion
that it was his new assertiveness that made him so much hotter in
bed.

Eve went into the kitchen to get dinner
ready. Stephen would be home shortly and he would be hungry. She
got out the usual prepared frozen diet meals, and a frozen
vegetable. She knew Stephen had a point when he referred to these
dinners as cardboard meals. But Eve hated to cook and the
convenience of these was so nice. Dinner was ready in just fifteen
minutes with minimal fuss and hardly any clean up. No pots or pans
to wash. Just a couple of plates and some silverware.

 


Eve heard the garage door open and then came
the slam of Stephen’s car door. She heard him open the doorway to
the house and then the garage door closed. He walked in and kissed
her on the cheek just like he did every evening.

Only tonight, he took one look at the frozen
meals on the counter and said, “We’ll have no more of these
cardboard meals every night. I’ll agree to a few times a week, but
I’ll expect real food for the majority of our dinners.”

Eve protested, “Stephen! You know how much I
hate to cook.”

Stephen looked at her with his brow raised as
if to warn her that she was treading on dangerous ground.

That did it! Eve had enough of this game he
was playing. “You can just take your dark warning looks someplace
else, Stephen. I’m an adult and I have a right to decide whether or
not I’ll cook every damn night!”

Stephen sat down at the table and said, “Eve,
do you remember the talk we had after your punishment? Do you
remember that I told you that it was up to you how severe your
future punishments would be?”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake! Stephen, the spanking
was simply a game to spice up our sex life. I certainly didn’t
expect it to be a life altering thing.”

His brow rose again as though he couldn’t
believe she was provoking him like this.

“Sit down, Eve. I have a few things to
explain to you. You may not like them, but I believe in the end you
will see that our lives will be better for the changes we are going
to make.”

Eve stood at the counter with her hands on
her hips, glaring at this husband who she didn’t know anymore.

“I said, sit down. I will not repeat it
again.” Stephen spoke sternly enough that Eve thought better of
making another outburst. She sat down.

Stephen spoke for a long time. He told her
some startling things that he expected from her.

Stephen had been a busy boy since he’d given
Eve her first punishment. He had spent a lot of time on the
internet looking up the art of spanking and domestic
discipline.

Eve thought to herself, The art of
spanking? Domestic discipline? What the hell was Stephen
talking about? There’s no art to spanking someone. And last she
heard domestic discipline was now referred to as spousal abuse.

But every time she opened her mouth to say
something, Stephen gave her that warning look he seemed to have
perfected over the last few days.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Eve. But I am a
man, and I must have control of our household. I’m not expecting
unreasonable things from you. I work hard and while I realize you
also work, I believe you have more idle time than I do. You can
cook dinner most nights without any hardship. I expect you to treat
me with respect and follow the rules that will be put in place. If
you don’t, you will be punished accordingly. And I’ll remind you
that after your spanking you did agree to accept your punishments
in the future when you misbehave.”

“Rules? What rules are you talking
about?”

“I’m still working on those and of course you
will not be punished for breaking any rules that you don’t know
about. But once they are in place, I’ll expect you to obey
them.”

“And if I refuse to follow your rules? If I
refuse to ‘obey’ them? If I refuse to accept your punishments? What
then?”

“It’s not an option for you to refuse.”

“What do you mean, it’s not an option? Am I
your slave now? What’s to keep me from walking out?”

“No, of course you’re not a slave. But we’ve
been married for fifteen years. I love you more than anything and I
know you love me too. Would you really want to throw that
away?”

“Of course not. But Stephen, I think you’re
asking me to be something and someone that I can’t be.”

Stephen looked sad for a moment, and then
said, “If you find that you cannot live the way I’m asking you to,
then perhaps it will be best if we do split.”

Eve couldn’t believe he just said that! He
would rather end their long marriage if she didn’t agree to this
new lifestyle of his? What the hell had he been reading? She wasn’t
sure what to do. She did love Stephen. Hadn’t she proved it by
sending all those spanking emails to him to get their sex life
revved up? She couldn’t imagine life without Stephen.

“Tell me more about these rules you have in
mind.”

Stephen relaxed, she was coming around. Or at
least she was entertaining the idea.

“Like I said, I’m still working on them. But
there are a few that I already know will be on the list. First, I
want you to stop swearing so much. It’s fine in the bedroom, but I
would like to see you be more ladylike in your language outside of
the bedroom.”

She could live with that, she knew she swore
too much and had already decided to work on that.

“What else?” Eve asked.

“For safety reasons, you are not to engage in
any activities where you could be hurt or harmed in any way when I
am not with you. No climbing on ladders by yourself, no swimming
when I’m not home, making sure to drive the speed limit, really
just common sense.”

Eve thought she might be able to live with
that rule, except for the swimming. She loved swimming and she
often jumped into the pool in the afternoon and swam laps for
exercise. But as hot it was in Tucson, she’d be able to swim when
he was at work and he’d never know. The deck would dry in a half
hour or less and she could toss her suit into the dryer.

“I will not tolerate lying. If you lie to me
and I find out, the punishment will be swift and severe.”

Great, that took care of her secret swimming
plans. Well, maybe not. She wouldn’t really be lying, she just
wouldn’t tell him about it.

“I just don’t know, Stephen. I’m not sure I
can go along with the whole punishment aspect of this. My ass is
still a little sore from the spanking several days ago. I’m afraid
I’ll have a non-stop sore ass.”

“But Eve, don’t you see? The punishments are
for your own good. They will teach you not to do those things
again. I would never give you a more severe spanking than you
deserve. And I think I’ve pointed out that you are the one in
complete control of how often and how harsh your spankings will
be.”

Oh god, what should she do? She didn’t want
to break up her marriage. She truly did love Stephen. If she was
honest with herself she actually had little tingles of excitement
with all this talk about spankings and punishments. It made her
wonder if all her reservations were due more to society’s modern
definition of what a woman should be. After all, throughout history
women have for the most part been ruled by their men.

“Well, shit, Stephen.” Eve said now. “I don’t
really know what to say.”

“Darling, are you trying to purposely provoke
me?”

“What the hell are you talking about?” She
said before she realized she had just spoken two swear words and
her tone had been more than just bordering on what Stephen would
call snippy.

“I’m sorry, Stephen. I didn’t realize the
rules were already in force.”

“They are in force, Eve. And sorry doesn’t
cut it; it doesn’t take the words back. I will ask you now to
please go to the bedroom, strip off your pants and panties, and
stand in the corner by my dresser facing the wall.”

“What? Stand in the corner? With my ass
naked? Are you nuts, Stephen? I’m not a child. What the fuck has
gotten into you?”

He looked at her very sternly and said, “You
are digging a deeper and deeper hole, Eve. If you don’t do as I
ask, your punishment will be that much worse. I will not warn you
again. Now get in the bedroom and wait for me. I’ll be there
shortly.”

Eve sat there and glared at him. Stephen
glared back at her. Finally Stephen said, “I will count to three.
If you have not started towards the bedroom when I get to three, I
will strip you here in the kitchen and turn you over my knee. And
when I’m done spanking you in here, I will take you in the bedroom
and spank you again. Do you understand?”

Eve was scared now. Stephen had never spoken
to her like this. She felt like she didn’t know this Stephen. She
got up and turned towards the bedroom. Stephen spoke again, more
sharply this time. “Answer me, Eve. Do you understand?”

“Yes! Yes, I understand! Can’t you see I’m
heading for the fucking bedroom?”

Stephen shook his head, “There’s that bad
attitude again. Eve, I’m afraid you have a lot to learn.”

Eve went into the bedroom without saying
anything more. She would only get herself into more trouble with
this new version of her husband. She kicked off her shoes, slipped
out of her jeans and then the panties. Stephen hadn’t said anything
about her top so she left in on and smiled to herself when she
realized that this particular top was long enough to cover her
ass.

She looked at the corner she was ordered to
stand in and realized that Stephen had planned this standing in the
corner punishment earlier. His dresser was moved over a little more
and there was a small empty space where the corner of the dresser
used to be much closer to the corner of Stephen’s nightstand. Now
there was enough room for her to slip into the corner.

How humiliating this was; standing here
waiting for him to come in and do whatever he was planning to do to
her. She knew she was in for another spanking and suspected that
this one might be worse than the first one. She hoped there was
nothing more he had in mind.

She glanced at the clock; she’d been standing
in the corner for about ten minutes now. Then she heard him come
into the room and sit on the bed.

“I asked you to stand in the corner with your
bottoms off so your ass would be naked. Please take that shirt off
now.”

Eve complied without saying a word. Her
stomach was in knots and her legs were trembling.

“Thank you,” He said. “Now come here to
me.”

Eve approached him warily and when she was
within reach, he pulled her close to his side and asked, “Do you
know why I am punishing you now?”

Eve nodded and whispered, “Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“Because I’ve been a naughty girl.”

“Yes, Eve. That is correct. But I would like
you to tell me specifically what naughty things you have done to
deserve this punishment.”

“I swore.”

“Yes, you did. What else did you do that you
shouldn’t have?”

“I told you that you’re nuts.”

“Yes, actually I had forgotten that one. What
else?”

“I yelled and was snippy with you.”

“Very good. It’s important that you know why
I am punishing you. It’s the only way you will learn to not behave
in that manner again. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“All right then, we have three reasons you
are being punished and as I’ve promised, your spanking will be only
as much as you deserve. Nothing more, but also nothing less.”

Stephen moved his legs slightly apart and
pulled his wife over his knees. Just like the first time, he
positioned her so her ass was centered on his lap. His hand gently
caressed her smooth buttocks. He was happy to see the redness from
the first spanking had faded completely. Her ass would be even
redder this time. His research on domestic discipline had suggested
that five spanks per infraction was the proper amount.

He lifted his hand high and brought it down
on her ass quickly and sharply. Eve sucked in her breath but
refused to yell. He whacked her again and again. She wondered how
many times he planned to strike her.

Again his heavy hand landed on her ass. She
wished she had counted the spanks. The pain was getting worse with
each blow. There was no part of her behind that had not already
felt the force of his hand. Now each smack was being repeated on an
already sore and tender spot.

Stephen paused and said. “That’s ten. Five
more and we’ll be done.”

“No! Stephen please! I can’t take five more.
Please stop! I promise I will be good.” She begged. “I’ll do what
you ask. Please don’t spank me anymore.”

“Your punishment will be over in five more
spanks. You can and you will take these five spanks.”

Before Eve could beg anymore, Stephen brought
his hand down on her ass five more times. Mercifully, he did it
quickly. Unmercifully, Eve was sure he struck her harder each
time.

When he was done, she was crying. Stephen
turned her over and held her close on his lap, gently rubbing her
back and telling her how much he loved her.

Eve just continued sobbing until she fell
asleep in his arms. Stephen tucked her into bed, slipping his hand
between her legs. Yes, she was wet. As much as she said she didn’t
think she wanted anymore of the punishment, it did arouse her.

His cock was hard and he wanted to make love
to her, but she was exhausted. He would love her in the morning.
For now, he found some lotion and gently rubbed it on her apple red
ass.

 





CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


Eve awoke to her bottom being softly
caressed. Then Stephen was raining light little kisses on her butt
cheeks. She moaned and tried to roll over but Stephen held her on
her stomach. “Just stay like this, baby.”

He lifted her hips so her ass was up in the
air and moved her knees further forward and further apart. Now her
rear was up high and her head and shoulders were on the bed. She
felt completely exposed in this position and tried to move.

“I said stay, Eve. I’m going to fuck you and
make your pussy come. You’re already wet and ready for my
cock.”

She didn’t say anything and did as she was
told. Last night’s spanking had been harder and she was sure there
were more spanks applied than the last time. Her ass must be
flaming red; it was still burning from the many times Stephen had
brought his hand down on her. The cool air from the ceiling fan was
actually soothing on her tingling butt.

Stephen moved closer to Eve and caressed her
pussy. He slipped two fingers in and found it very wet. He stroked
that wetness up to her clit and massaged it in circles, every now
and then tweaking it with a slight pinch.

Eve moved her bottom towards Stephen, letting
him know she wanted more. His other hand moved to pinch a nipple.
She felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to her pussy and
pushed backwards. But Stephen teased her. He would enter her only
slightly and then withdraw almost completely. With each stroke he
pushed in a little deeper. It was driving her crazy. He was playing
with her breast with one hand, her clit with the other hand, and
his cock was teasing her pussy. She needed him all the way inside
her. As he pushed into her, she slammed back so he would be fully
inside her.

Stephen had not expected this move, and he
suddenly held her in place as his body shuddered with his release.
Eve came in multiple waves of pleasure, crying out in ecstasy.

They collapsed together and Stephen pulled
her close. “Eve, the sex just keeps getting better. I want to stay
home with you and fuck you all day.”

She smiled into his shoulder and said,
“Mmm…that would be nice. But what about your customers?”

“I know, I’m getting up and heading in the
shower.”

Eve rubbed her hand over his broad chest,
tweaking his nipples, and then sucking on one. Stephen moaned and
said, “Enough of that, I’ve got to go.”

She moved her hand down his belly and found
his cock had grown hard again. “I want one more fuck before you
go.” Eve said as she straddled him and lowered herself onto his
shaft. She leaned forward to take as much of him into her as
possible and Stephen lifted his head to suck greedily on one breast
while his hand massaged the other one. Faster and faster; Eve
pumped up and down like a piston. Her clitoris was stimulated by
his hard cock with every stroke. She could feel the slight
throbbing of his cock and knew he would come in a few seconds.
Stephen suddenly stiffened and then shuddered. In that moment he
sucked almost violently hard on Eve’s nipple and she exploded in a
sheer, mind numbing orgasm.

 


While Stephen was in the shower, Eve laid on
the bed for a few more minutes reveling in the aftershocks of her
incredible orgasms. When she sat up, she felt the burning of her
behind and quickly stood to relieve the stinging. She grabbed her
short cotton robe and went into the second bathroom. Looking in the
mirror, she turned around and lifted her robe. Holy shit! Her
ass was not pink, it was fire engine red! No wonder she couldn’t
sit down without pain. She shook her head, and wondered what
the hell she had started with those damn spanking emails.

In the kitchen she made some quick scrambled
eggs and toast for breakfast. The coffee was ready in a minute with
their new single serving coffee machine. On the counter two
cardboard boxes and a bag of thawed out frozen veggies were sitting
in a small puddle of water.

They never had dinner last night. Stephen had
apparently forgotten about dinner once he felt that she was due
another punishment. No wonder she was so hungry this morning. Eve
tossed the meals in the garbage along with the thawed out frozen
vegetables. Next, she made Stephen his lunch of a healthy turkey
sandwich with low fat cheese, low fat mayo, and mustard. She
prepared a small container of baby carrots, cucumber slices, sliced
bell peppers, and cherry tomatoes to go with the sandwich. She put
everything in an insulated lunch bag and popped it in the fridge
until Stephen was ready to go.

When Stephen came into the kitchen, dressed
and ready for work, he sat down at the table and started eating
breakfast. Eve sat down opposite him but immediately jumped up
again. “Shi..oot! I can’t even sit down, Stephen.”

She went to the bedroom before he could
respond, and grabbed her down pillow. Eve hoped Stephen hadn’t
noticed that she almost said shit before correcting herself and
turning it into shoot.

Back in the kitchen, she placed her down
pillow on the chair and sat down to eat.

“Nice save,” Stephen said. “For a second
there I thought we’d have grounds for more punishment.”

“Stephen, we’re going to have to talk about
this. I can’t go around for days not being able to sit down
comfortably.”

“It will get better, Eve. You will learn and
your punishments will become lighter and less often.”

How insufferable can he get? He’s not even
sorry for the pain he’s causing me! And why do my insides have to
quiver so deliciously every time he mentions more punishments?

Eve didn’t say anything for fear of sounding
snippy or sarcastic. Stephen finished eating and took his dishes to
the sink. He opened the fridge and grabbed his lunch bag. Then he
came over to Eve and rubbed her shoulders. He bent down, kissed her
neck and said, “I love you. Now remember the rules we spoke about
last night are in force. I’ll be working on the rest of them today
and will bring home the list tonight. Be good.”

And with that, he walked out to the garage,
got in his car, and went to work.

 


At his shop, Stephen quickly checked his
website for orders and his email. Since he had requested to be
removed from SpankMeNow’s list, there were no more suggestive
emails concerning spankings.


Stephen took care of his orders and then sat at his computer
putting together his list of rules for Eve. This took him a long
time. He visited several websites and blogs that discussed domestic
discipline and certain tools he could purchase to aid in
disciplining his wife. There were suggestions for the list of
rules, some of which he thought were ridiculous. But he saw the
sense of several and included them in his list.

General rules

No swearing other than in the bedroom during
sex.

No poor attitudes - snippy, impatient, or
sarcastic.

No overly sexy clothing worn out in
public.

Always be respectful to your spouse.

No lying.

When going out, check in regularly.

No excessive spending.

No procrastinating, get your work done.

Clean up after yourself.

Good hygiene.

No embarrassing behavior in public.

No temper tantrums.

Keep house clean and free of clutter.

Hold still during spankings.

Cooperate throughout all punishments.

No infidelity.




Health and safety rules

No swimming when home alone.

Doors to be locked when home alone.

Proper diet, exercise, and sleep.

No risky behavior when home alone. This
includes climbing on ladders to change light bulbs, lifting heavy
articles from closet shelves, and similar activities that could
cause an accident and/or harm.

No drinking alcohol to excess.

No smoking or drugs.

Obey all traffic laws.

No texting while driving.

 


Below the list was a notation that rules
could change and/or be added as the need arose. And below that was
an explanation of what punishment could be expected.

Breaking any general rules would warrant a
hand spanking of a severity to be determined by the head of the
household. Hand spanking may or may not be followed by paddling,
the number of which to be also determined by the head of the
household. If two or more general rules were broken at the same
time, such as a bad attitude with swearing, there would be a more
severe spanking administered that would definitely include
paddling.

Breaking any health and safety rules would be
cause for the same punishment as above, but the spanking would be
much harder and longer depending on severity of the infraction.

Should several rules be broken requiring more
severe punishment than reasonable in one session, these will be
spread out over several sessions to be determined by the head of
the household.

Standing in the corner is to be viewed not as
punishment but as time to reflect upon the infractions committed
and consider ways to prevent future violations that result in
punishment.

 


Stephen had more research to do and was sure
that there would be additional rules added, but he felt this was an
excellent start. Eve needed a strong hand to rein her in. He was
sorry he had not taken her over his knee fifteen years ago when
they were first married. But it would all be remedied now.

He felt so much better since undertaking the
task of Eve’s discipline. He felt more like a man, more confident
and secure in his role as head of his household.

Stephen couldn’t wait to get home and ask Eve
if she’d been good today. The paddle he ordered online a few days
ago had just arrived and he wanted to show it to Eve so she would
know exactly what would be used for the more severe
punishments.

He expected her to protest the use of the
paddle, but she would have to understand the rules were in place
for her benefit, that the health and safety rules were the most
important and as such, breaking them required a more severe
punishment.

 


While Stephen was busy with his list of
rules, Eve spent a mostly uncomfortable day around the house. She
couldn’t sit at her computer for long, even with the down pillow
cushioning her butt. She worked for a while on her ipad while
laying on her side, but that was comfortable for only a short time
as well.

She finally put on some loose shorts and a
top and went outside to work on the yard. She pulled weeds, trimmed
a few plants, filled the hummingbird feeders with more sugar water,
and hosed off the pool deck. When she was done, she was hot and
sweaty and the pool beckoned to her. Without even thinking about
it, she stripped down to her bra and panties and dove in.

Before she even hit the water, she realized
that she had just broken Stephen’s new no swimming when home alone
rule. Shit. Shit. Shit. Now what? She swam to the other end
and started to get out but then thought, what the hell. I’ve
already broken the rule and if he finds out I’m in for a walloping.
I might as well get my swim in since I’m already in the
water.

Eve swam twenty laps and then did fifteen
minutes of water aerobics before getting out of the pool. She
picked up her shorts and shirt, and went into the house to shower.
After blow drying her hair and reapplying her makeup, she dressed
in clean clothes and then ran to the grocery store to pick up some
chicken and fresh vegetables for dinner. Her menu would consist of
baked chicken breasts with some fresh steamed broccoli. For desert
she bought some churned ice cream that claimed it was lower in
fat.

Once she was back home she laid down on her
stomach for a nap. She was tired from the yard work, her swim, and
the trip to the grocery store. She could get in a nap of about an
hour or so before she had to start making dinner.

 


Eve was still sleeping when Stephen came
home. He entered the kitchen through the garage door and was a
little surprised that Eve wasn’t working on dinner. The house was
quiet and he walked into the living room. She wasn’t there and he
took a look in her office. Next, he went into their bedroom and
found her sound asleep on her belly. He smiled at the thought that
her ass was too sore for her to sleep on her back.

She’d had a rough time last night with her
punishment. He wasn’t starving; he could wait for dinner and let
her sleep a little longer.

Stephen went into the bathroom to change into
a t-shirt and pajama bottoms. On the floor of the bathroom there
was a pair of wet panties near the shower. Next to the panties was
a wet bra. Why were they wet?

Stephen went out of the bedroom and stepped
outside in the yard. He could tell that Eve had done some yard work
and he knew that she often jumped in the pool after doing yard work
to cool off. In this summer heat, the wet deck would dry quickly;
he couldn’t prove she’d been in the pool. But this was as good a
time as any to see if she’d risk lying to him. It was time to wake
the sleeping princess. He checked her wet bra and panties and found
they had a definite chlorine smell. Eve had been in the pool.

“Eve! Wake up, I’m home.” Stephen said as he
walked back into the bedroom.

Eve was startled and woke up immediately.
“Oh, Stephen. You surprised me. I meant to take a short nap and
then start dinner. I’ll do it right now.”

“Not so fast, Eve” Stephen said as she stood
up. “I have a few things to ask you first.”

“Okay. I’m all ears, honey.” Eve kept her
voice calm, but inside she knew that new stern quality of his voice
meant trouble for her backside.

“Tell me how your day was.”

“Well, my butt was too sore to sit much so I
didn’t do a lot of work. But I did some yard work and went to the
store for a few things to make dinner.”

“Did you do anything else? And I’ll remind
you about the rule against lying.”

Shit, he knew and he was just waiting for
her to lie to him so he could whale away on her already aching
ass.

“Stephen, I wouldn’t lie. When I was done
with the yard work, I was so hot and sweaty that I took off my
shorts and top and dove into the pool. I didn’t even think about
it, it’s what I’ve always done.”

Stephen nodded, pleased that she had told
him. But now he asked, “Were you going to tell me?”

Eve shook her head, “No, not unless you
asked.”

“And you don’t think that would have
qualified as a lie?”

“No, it wouldn’t. It would have just been
something I didn’t mention.”

“It would have been a lie of omission, Eve.
As such, it requires punishment.”

“Stephen, please. Don’t. I’m sorry and it
won’t happen again. I was just so hot and sweaty and all this is so
new to me. I just didn’t think. Please forgive me this once.”

Stephen moved towards her and said, “I accept
your apology, however I cannot let it go. If I do, you won’t
learn.”

In one quick movement, he sat on the bed,
pulled her across his lap and delivered five very hard, very quick
spanks to her ass.

When he was done he said, “I know your bottom
is sore and very red from last night’s punishment. That’s why I
allowed you to keep your shorts on. Do not expect much of that in
future punishments. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good.” He hugged her and kissed her. “Come
on, I’ll help you make dinner.”

 


After dinner, Stephen opened his briefcase
and pulled out his list of rules and a long thin box. He carried
these to the living room and then came back into the kitchen and
said, “Honey, when your all done cleaning up in here, please come
to the living room. I have a few things to show you and talk over
with you.”

Eve nodded her assent, but didn’t speak.

Stephen asked, “Did you hear me, Eve?” There
was that damn warning edge of steel in his voice again.

“Yes, I heard you. I’ll be there as soon as I
finish the dishes.” She hoped Stephen didn’t hear the shortness in
her tone. She wasn’t sure her bottom could take any more spanking
today. Two spankings in barely more than twenty-four hours were
taking a toll on her ass.

“I hope that wasn’t an attitude coming across
in your answer.” He warned her.

“I’ll just be minute,” She replied. If she
said she didn’t have an attitude she’d be lying and get spanked. If
she admitted to an attitude she’d get spanked. There was no winning
so she just avoided the attitude issue.

In the living room, Stephen laid out the two
copies of the rules so they could easily go over them together. He
took the lid off the thin box and put it under the bottom of the
box, exposing the new paddle for Eve to see when she joined
him.

“What did you want to show me, honey?” Eve
asked as she came into the room. She stopped suddenly, just short
of the coffee table, and stared at the paddle.

“What’s that?” She inquired warily.

“It’s the paddle we will use to spank you for
your more severe punishments.”

“What!? There’s no fucking way you’re gonna
whale on my ass with that thing. You have completely lost your
fucking mind!”

Stephen merely looked at her with a frown. He
had expected some negative reaction from her, but this was a bit
excessive. He remained calm though, and said, “Eve, come sit down
next to me.”

She didn’t want to. She thought he was far
too calm. In the bedroom, he had so quickly flipped her over his
lap and administered the five hard spanks that it was over before
she realized what was happening.

“Eve, I asked you to come sit down next to
me.”

“I’d rather not, Stephen.” She answered.
“I’ll sit in the chair.

Stephen could see she was scared. He didn’t
want his wife to be afraid of him. He spoke calmly, “Eve, stop it.
I’m not going to spank you for the swearing now. Come here and sit
beside me.”

Eve did as he asked and Stephen put his arm
around her shoulder and said, “Let’s not talk about this anymore
tonight. Let’s just watch some television, relax for a while, and
then go to bed. Would you like that?”

Eve nodded her head. With her voice
quivering, she asked, “Are you going to spank me for swearing when
we go to bed?”

“No, sweetheart. Not tonight,” he said. “I
probably should be more consistent and give you the spanking, but
we’ll let it go for now.”

“Thank you, Stephen. You know that I do love
you, don’t you?”

“I love you too, babe.” He kissed her and
held her close for a while. Then he put the lid back on the slim
box that held the paddle, put the rule lists away, and turned on
the television.

 





CHAPTER SIX

 


 


Stephan spent the next few days researching
websites for this kind of lifestyle. He decided he needed to take
things a little slower, his wife was scared and she needed to trust
him. Eve had been speaking very respectfully to him the last few
days. He had not spanked her again. They had made love every night
since that last spanking, and it was incredible. He didn’t
understand it, but it seemed like they were both constantly on
fire. They made love at night and again in the morning. It was like
they were newlyweds again.

Every moment he had free at work was spent on
domestic discipline websites. He didn’t like most of them. There
was so much information that he was almost overwhelmed. Some of
them appeared to take this domestic discipline idea and use it to
justify abuse. When Stephen read some of the comments on these
sites, it seemed some of the men expected complete subjugation of
the wife.

That’s not for us, he thought. Eve needed
some behavior modification, she needed to be a little more
respectful of him, she needed to improve her attitude, and not be
so snippy or sarcastic when she was irritated.

Eve worked and made a nice income with her
photography, but her personal office where she worked on her photo
compositions was a mess. The weekly maid service they used wasn’t
allowed in there, Eve worried things would get misplaced or photos
would get mixed up. There were so many piles of paper covered with
dust. All her shelves had a layer of dust on them. She often
complained of seeing silverfish when she moved papers around.
Stephen couldn’t exterminate well with all the piles of paper
everywhere. She made no effort to clean it. Maybe he could work
that into his plan. Of course, this whole thing was supposed to be
consensual and if Eve didn’t agree to it, then it wasn’t going to
happen.

He liked the idea of the four D’s that some
of the websites talked about. Disrespect, dishonesty, danger,
disobedience were not allowed. And that applied to both spouses,
not just the wife. But he in no way expected her to call him ‘sir’
or become totally submissive to his every whim and wait on him hand
and foot. Eve was an intelligent woman, she was bright and funny,
brilliant with a camera in her hands, and there was no way he
wanted to subdue those things in her. She would never agree to that
kind of relationship, nor did he want that.

He thought it was funny that so many of these
sites referred to spanking as being the main punishment for any
misbehavior or breaking of the rules, and yet all of these sites
included all sorts of implements with which to accomplish the
spanking.

To Stephen the definition of a spanking was
to spank someone on their bottom with your hand or possibly a
paddle. But many of these sites spoke about whips, belts, straps,
hairbrushes, canes, and other items. Stephen didn’t think that
wasn’t spanking. If you spanked with a whip, it was a whipping.
Spanking with a belt or strap was also a whipping. If you spanked
with a cane, it was a caning, not a spanking.

He believed those were all more severe than a
spanking and to his way of thinking bordered on BDSM (bondage,
discipline, slave, master or sado/masochism).

When these websites spoke about alternative
punishments they talked about standing in the corner and bedroom
time, which was the basically the same as corner time in which the
wife was to reflect on her misbehavior. The more Stephen read about
these things the sorrier he became that he had made Eve stand in
the corner. He decided he would never do that again. It was
humiliating and he did not want to humiliate Eve. He would
apologize to her.

Other alternative punishments were washing
her mouth out with soap or putting hot sauce on her tongue. This
apparently was offered as a good choice when your wife was acting
like a brat or ‘smarting off’ to you. Stephen knew that was not for
them.

If you were in a situation where you could
not spank immediately, there was the option of a ‘silent spanking.’
Spreading capsaicin cream on her buttocks would give her the same
burning feeling as a sound spanking would. This suggestion came
with a warning about not using too much, apparently the burn could
get quite nasty. It was also recommended for the spanker to use
gloves for the application of the cream.

As he continued to do his research, Stephen
discovered no less than seventeen kinds of spankings to keep your
wife in line. Many of these appeared to be used for the same
purpose but given different names and Stephen could only imagine
that some men were using them as an excuse to spank their wives
more often.

The most obvious type of spanking was of
course the punishment spanking. This spanking would be used to
punish the misbehavior in an attempt to discourage a repeat offense
of the same type. It was recommended that this type of spanking be
appropriately painful for the misdeed that necessitated it.

However, before administering the punishment
spanking, it would be wise to conduct a warm-up spanking. This
would insure the nerves lying under the surface of the skin would
come closer to the surface and allow the wife to take more strikes
during the punishment phase. A warm-up spanking was also useful to
help reduce or eliminate bruising. Stephen did see the logic of
this. If he was going to spank Eve, he certainly didn’t want to
cause her any bruising.

There were maintenance spankings which were
to maintain your wife’s good behavior, they would be lighter and
less intense than punishment spankings, they were meant to just
‘maintain’ good behavior between punishment spankings. Stephen
thought these were unnecessary, he felt if spanking was to be a
part of your marriage, it should be done only when justified. This
just gave the husband another excuse to spank his wife.

Then there were reminder spankings which were
also light spankings. They were used to remind the wife that she
had a punishment spanking coming, but for one reason or another you
could not give her the full punishment spanking at this time. One
example given was when you were on vacation or staying with friends
or family and your wife has committed some spankable offense and
you couldn’t carry out the punishment. Spanking is a loud process,
so in these situations you would do a light reminder spanking to
remind her nightly that she had a full blown punishment spanking
coming once you got back home. That would hopefully keep her from
committing any additional infractions until you were back in your
own home and could discipline her accordingly.

Yeah, right, Stephen thought, just
another excuse to spank your wife for no reason.

Stephen felt the same way about preemptive
spankings. These were to be given just before the wife finds
herself in a position where she has repeatedly committed the same
offense. Such as going to the mall with a two hundred dollar budget
and spending three or four hundred dollars. Stephen wondered how
many spanked wives ended up blowing the budget, thinking they’d
already received the spanking for the crime. On second thought; no,
blowing the budget would still earn the wife a full blown
punishment spanking.

A submission spanking was one where the woman
receives a spanking just because the head of the household feels
she could benefit from one. The excuses for additional spanking
appear to be endless and limited only by the imagination. I can’t
do that to Eve.

Transformational spankings were listed as the
most severe spanking, so severe that it transformed the woman into
a submissive, obedient, and meek wife. This particular type of
spanking Stephen wrote off as outright abuse.

At this point in his spanking research,
Stephen had read enough about abusive practices and was about to
stop reading about the various types of spankings when one more
caught his eye. This one was known as a swat spanking.

A swat spanking was meant to be used for
immediate ‘on the spot’ correction of a behavior. Instantly put the
wife over your knee, lift her skirt, pull down her panties, and
deliver five to ten sharp spanks to her buttocks. It was proven to
be very effective for wives who you were trying to help break the
habit of swearing. Smart mouths could also be quickly stilled with
this instant on the spot spanking.

One thing Stephen did approve of was
lecturing prior and/or during the spanking, making sure that the
wife knew why she was receiving the punishment, what she had done
to receive it, and giving her an opportunity to explain why she had
done it and even giving her a chance to suggest another form of
punishment if she felt it didn’t warrant a spanking. He liked the
lecturing because it did let the wife know the spanking was
deserved or earned; he felt it would make the whole process a
little easier to accept. He did not think the lecture needed to be
the recommended ten or fifteen minutes long. He felt it was enough
to simply state what she had done wrong, give her a chance to
explain, make sure she admitted to the wrongdoing and then get on
with the spanking. That should be sufficient. Stephen also agreed
with the recommended ‘aftercare.’ This consisted of consoling the
wife after the spanking, telling her everything was all right, that
you loved her. The slate was clean and both husband and wife could
move on.

He did not read about any alternative
punishments that he thought were acceptable for an adult. Loss of
privileges was a punishment for children. What was he going to do?
Take her car away? How would she be able to work then? Take her
cell phone away? She needed it to communicate with her clients.
Send her to the bedroom? It just all seemed too silly to
Stephen.

By mid-afternoon Stephen decided he had done
enough research. He was ready to tear up his first list of rules
and substitute it with a much shorter one which included nothing
more that the four D’s. After all, everything on his original list
could fit under the heading of one of the D’s.

He would go home this evening and after
dinner he and Eve would have a long discussion and try to come to
some agreement.

 


Eve had discovered crock pot cooking. She
hated cooking and the convenience of the crock pot was perfect.
Decide what you’re going to make, toss all the ingredients into pot
in the morning and let it cook itself. Tonight they were having
crock pot stroganoff. Stephen would love it. All she had to do was
cook some noodles right before dinner.

She had tried to work in her office. But she
couldn’t concentrate on what she was doing. Instead, her mind was
occupied with thinking about this new lifestyle Stephen was so
anxious to try. The sight of that paddle had freaked her out!
Wasn’t Stephen supposed to talk to her about the various aspects of
this lifestyle? Wasn’t it supposed to be consensual?

Stephen had mentioned that he was still doing
research and that probably this evening they would talk about
everything. It was Friday and Stephen didn’t work tomorrow. He had
a part time employee that worked a few days during the week and on
Saturdays, giving Stephen both weekend days to spend with his
wife.

It meant they had the entire weekend to
discuss this. She supposed she should have done some research of
her own on the internet. She would need a clear understanding of
everything involved before she completely agreed. Eve would listen
to what Stephen had to say, ask questions, and then if she needed
more information she would look on the internet.

Eve glanced at the clock and saw that Stephen
would be home in less than an hour. She put a big pot of water on
the stove to start boiling to cook the whole wheat pasta she needed
for the stroganoff.

Next, she went into the bedroom to brush her
hair and put a little make-up on. Regardless of this new lifestyle
Stephen wanted to embark upon, she had always taken pride in
looking nice when he came home.

Eve was draining the pasta in the sink when
Stephen came home.

“Hi, honey,” she greeted him. “Dinner will be
ready in just a few minutes.”

“Great, I’m starved,” he said as he walked
over to her, took her in his arms, and kissed her. Not the peck on
the cheek he usually gave her, but an honest to goodness hot, deep,
satisfying kiss that left her wanting more.

“Wow. What was that for?” She asked him.

“That was for being the woman I love and want
to spend the rest of my life with.” He smiled at her and then went
to put his briefcase away and change clothes.

Eve watched him leave the room. He was so
much more attentive lately. He rarely passed by her without
touching her in some way. Sometimes at night, if she was working in
her office, he’d come in and massage her shoulders. And the kisses
he gave her just to say hello and goodbye were more often like the
one she just got than a quick peck.

Did it have to do with how great the sex had
been lately? Or was it that he simply felt more in control now that
he’d given her a few spankings? She didn’t know, but she liked it.
It would be sad if Stephen withheld all that love and affection if
they couldn’t come to an agreement about this lifestyle.

Eve wondered if she should tell him that the
original emails about spankings had come from her. Would it be
better to come clean and tell him the emails were nothing more than
an attempt to add a little spice to what had become a very boring
and routine sex life? She had hoped for some playful spankings
mixed in with some hot sex. Would he be angry that she hadn’t
already told him? Would he think it was another lie of omission?
Would it give him a reason to redden her ass again?

She wasn’t sure she was ready for what he was
proposing, but she would hear him out.

 


After dinner, Stephen helped with the dishes
and cleaning up the kitchen. Then he poured some wine and they went
to sit on the living room sofa. He removed some papers from his
briefcase. There were two copies of the original list of rules and
two copies of the new list.

Eve was nervous, what was he going to
say? She was surprised when the first thing he said was an
apology.

“I need to tell you I’m sorry about making
you stand in the corner earlier this week before that spanking. I
read some blog posts about that kind of punishment and it seems
most women who agree to this lifestyle, hate having to stand in the
corner. They say it’s humiliating. Eve, I love you and I never
wanted or meant to humiliate you. I apologize.”

Eve almost cried at his heartfelt apology and
said, “It was kind of humiliating. Especially with my naked
ass…sorry, I mean my naked butt out there on display. I really
would rather not do that again. Thank you for the apology, I love
you too.”

Stephen went on to tell her about all his
recent web research on the domestic discipline lifestyle. He told
her everything he had learned and how he disagreed with so much of
it. They even had a few laughs over all the different types of
spankings and agreed that most of them stepped over the line and
were abusive.

“I want you to know that I’m not trying to
turn you into a meek, submissive wife. I love you as you are. But I
do want to be the head of the household and I do want you to treat
me with respect.”

“One thing I’ve learned,” Stephen went on,
“is that we can custom tailor this lifestyle to our lives, to what
we want out of our lives. We can take only the things that we think
will work for us. And if it turns out that something doesn’t work,
we can stop it.”

Eve nodded her head; she could understand
what he was saying. She almost hated to admit it but there were
things he had mentioned in his research that sounded like it could
help their marriage.

Stephen handed her his original list of rules
and smiled when her eyes nearly bugged out of her head.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “This was my original
list and here is the new one.” He handed her the sheet of paper
that had four rules written on it, the four D’s.

“Well, the new one certainly looks more
appealing.” Eve said. She was still reading over the first list and
had just gotten to the explanations of what the punishments would
be. Had he really thought there was any chance she would have
agreed to this insane first list?

When she looked over the second list, it was
so simple and looked so easy that she felt it would be no problem
to go along with it.

Stephen said, “I should point out that pretty
much everything on the first list could fit under one of those
items on the second list. I just felt that we didn’t need every
single thing spelled out. But the no swimming rule when you’re home
alone stands. That falls under dangerous activities and you know a
buddy system is always recommended when swimming.”

“Okay, I get that. But then I’ll want to swim
either in the morning before you leave for work or in the
evenings.”

“That’ll work.” Stephen said.

“I’m not sure about this no disobedience
rule. Does that mean you’re going to start ordering me to get you a
beer and if I don’t, you’re going to start whaling on my butt?”

“No, it doesn’t mean that. I don’t ask you to
get my beer now unless you’re already up. I think what it means is
that you have to accept me as the head of the household. We’ll
still talk everything through like we’ve always done, but if we
can’t come to an agreement, instead of having a big argument, I’ll
make the final decision and you’ll have to abide by it. Meaning,
I’ll take no smart remarks or sarcastic attitudes about it.”

Eve had another question. “Your first list
laid out all the punishments in quite a bit of detail. The new list
doesn’t even mention punishments. How come?”

“Because I thought it would be best if we
talked about it and decided punishments together. I think I sort of
got a little carried away on the first list.”

Eve smiled, “Yeah, you kind of did. So what
are you proposing now for punishments?”

Stephen went over all the punishments he’d
learned about in his research and told Eve how he felt the majority
of them were silly for an adult woman. Most of them gave him a
feeling of juvenile school type punishments. Standing in a corner,
washing her mouth out with soap, taking away privileges, none of
those things seemed appropriate for a grown woman.

Eve agreed. “But then that seems to leave
only one punishment available. Spanking.”

“That’s true,” Stephen confirmed. “But we can
discuss the severity of the spanking for different
infractions.”

“So if I swear, are you going to drag me into
the bedroom and spank the crap out of my butt? Is crap a swear
word?”

“You can say crap. No, I will not spank you
for one swear word. For swearing, I’d give you a warning. Something
like, ‘watch the language, please.’ If you did it again, another
warning. On the third time, I’d maybe say ‘this is your last
warning on the language.’ And finally, if you continued, I’d have
to spank you.”

Eve tilted her head to one side and asked,
“You’d have to spank me?”

“Well, yes. Eve, if there are no consequences
for your actions, then how will we get them under control?”

“Do I get the same warnings for the
disrespect category?”

“Yes, of course. I think we should be as
consistent as possible with this.”

“What if you’re disrespectful towards
me?”

“Can you remember a time when I’ve ever been
disrespectful to you?”

Shit, no she couldn’t. He always spoke
to her calmly and rationally. When he was angry he just stopped
speaking until he cooled down.

“No, you never have been disrespectful to me.
What if you violate one of the other rules? Do I get to spank
you?

“No Eve, I do not get spanked.” He spoke
sternly; she thought to make sure she got that idea out of her
head. “If I break one of the rules, I will admit it to you,
apologize, and make amends in some appropriate way.”

“Doesn’t really seem fair that I’m the only
one who gets her ass…uh, butt spanked.”

“I’m the head of the household, Eve. That’s
the way it will be.”

She sat, nodding her head, thinking about all
of this. Was it worth a try? If it kept her marriage from falling
apart, then yes, it was worth at least a try.

“Is there anything else I should know?” she
asked.

Stephen said, “Yes, I have two more things to
add. The first one is the condition of your office. You do agree
that it’s a total mess and very disorganized, don’t you?”

“Yes, I know it is and I’ll work on it.”

“Well, I think we can incorporate the
cleaning up of your office into our new life. I suggest that we
give you thirty days to straighten it up. If you work on it for
just fifteen minutes a day, five days a week, that will add up to
just over five hours of work and should do the job. If you don’t
have it done in thirty days, then you will receive punishment, the
severity of which will be determined by how much of the clean up
you have completed.”

“I need more clarification,” she said. “If I
do nothing to my office in thirty days, how severe will the
spanking be?”

Stephen wasn’t sure how to answer that; he
hadn’t really thought about it. Should it be by the number of
spanks, or by time, or by how hard the spanks were? He made a
decision.

He spoke firmly, “If nothing is done in that
room at the end of thirty days, you will receive a spanking of the
same severity as the spanking you had earlier this week. It will be
adjusted if you are half done, or three quarters done.”

“Ouch.” Eve said. “That’s pretty darn severe
for a shitty little office clean up.”

“Watch the language, please.” Stephen said.
“It may seem severe, but I think it will give you great incentive
to get it done. Surely you can find fifteen minutes a day to work
on it.”

Eve took a deep breath. God, what should she
do? “What was the other thing you wanted to add?”

“I just wanted to propose that we give it a
try for one month. If either one of us is unhappy with the results
and feels we cannot continue, then we stop. If we are both
satisfied with the results we will agree to continue for a six
month period and then re-evaluate.”

That sounded reasonable to Eve. “When would
we begin the first month?”

“Tomorrow. We’ll be together for the weekend
and it’ll give us a good opportunity to start.”

Eve didn’t say anything for a long time. She
felt this talk had gone very well, though she still wasn’t sure why
she was the only one getting a sore ass in this. She had to admit
that Stephen had done a good job in his research and in presenting
how this could be tailored for them. She was relieved he considered
so much of what he had read to be abusive and not for them.

She could do it for a month. All she really
had to do was keep from mouthing off to him, spend fifteen minutes
a day cleaning her office, and swim only when he was home. It would
please him to have her agree to it.

“Okay, I’ll agree to it. For one month, and
then we’ll talk again.”

Stephen gave her his sexy smile that she
loved so much. He reached for her and kissed her deeply. “You won’t
be sorry, Eve.”

He scooped her up and carried her to the
bedroom. They got ready for bed and Stephen threw the covers off
and laid her down. He slowly undressed her, kissing every inch of
her body as it was exposed. When they were both naked, he spread
her legs wide and settled himself between them with his head at the
juncture of her thighs.

Stephen kissed the soft skin of her inner
thighs, nibbling, licking, taking little bites. He’d get close to
her clit and then back off, teasing her. He inserted a finger into
her and felt how wet she was; he added another finger, and then a
third. He took the moisture from her pussy and stroked it up to her
clitoris. She trembled with desire.

Eve bent her knees and opened up wider to
give him better access to all of her. Stephen licked her, sucked
her clit, twirled his tongue around it and then fucked her pussy
with his tongue.

“God, your pussy tastes so fucking sweet. I’m
gonna make you come with my mouth.”

“Yes, yes, Stephen, it feels so good. Make me
come, make my pussy come!” Eve cried out.

Again, he slipped his fingers inside her cunt
and this time he stroked that moisture down to her tight little
asshole. He gently slipped his thumb into that tiny hole while he
finger fucked her pussy with two fingers.

The sensation was incredible. This was
something new for Eve; he had never entered her asshole before. The
most he’d ever done was tease those sensitive nerves. Now, the
tension was building; his thumb was in her butt, his fingers in her
pussy, and his mouth was sucking on her clit. She exploded with a
wild scream.

Stephen shifted position so his cock was near
Eve’s mouth. He continued to finger fuck her, keeping his thumb in
her ass, and sucking that hard, swollen, throbbing clit.

Eve grabbed his cock and ran her tongue over
the edge of the head. It leaped up in a quick little spasm. She put
her lips around the head and slowly took more into her mouth. Inch
by inch until the tip was tickling the back of her throat.

She made her throat muscles relax so she
wouldn’t gag. Stephen had a huge cock, it was thick and more than
nine inches long when fully erect. She took as much as she could
and then sucked hungrily, caressing it with her tongue. With one
hand she cupped his balls and fondled them, stroked the area
between his balls and asshole. She lubed her forefinger with her
saliva and then inserted it into Stephen’s ass. She felt his
sphincter muscle contract around her finger.

“Stop, Eve. Please stop.” Stephen moaned. “I
want to come inside your pussy.”

She released him and quickly he thrust his
throbbing cock deep within her cunt. He reached down and grabbed
her buttocks, pulling the cheeks apart and slipping a finger into
her ass again. The sensation was beyond anything she’d ever
experienced.

“Stephen!” She shouted. “I’m going to come,
fuck me! Oh! I’m coming now! Ohhhhh!”

Stephen pounded into her, over and over
again, hard and fast, again and again. And then, together they
shouted as they exploded in their release.

 





Chapter Eight

 


 


When Eve awoke the following morning, she
found herself still in Stephen’s arms and he was looking at her,
watching her sleep.

She smiled at him and said, “Good morning.
Last night was wonderful. Stephen, I have to say I adore what our
lovemaking has become.”

“Me too, babe. It just seems so much more
intense and satisfying.” He kissed her and nibbled on her ears,
nuzzled her neck. “Let’s hop in the shower together.”

“Ok, but honey, I want to tell you something.
But before I do, I want to know if our new plan is already in
effect. And if it is, I want you to promise to give me a waiver if
you think I’ve earned punishment because of what I’m going to tell
you.”

Stephen was intrigued. What had she done?
Should he agree to her request? After some thought, he decided
it would be best to grant her request. He wanted to start out on
the right foot and not scare Eve again or make her sorry that she
had agreed to the one month trial period.

“Yes, the plan is in effect. And yes, this
once, I’ll give you a waiver.”

“I meant to tell you this last night, but we
talked about so much and then once we came to bed, well, other
things happened. Do you remember those emails you received about
spanking your wife?”

“Yeah, sure I remember. They’re what started
this whole thing, this plan of ours.”

“Well, I’m the one that sent them.” Eve
looked at him, trying to gauge his reaction.

“You sent them? You’re SpankMeNow?” Stephen
asked in disbelief.

Eve nodded and said, “Yeah, I was trying to
spice up our sex life. You have to admit it had gotten pretty
boring. We were only making love once or twice a month.”

Stephen burst out laughing, “You little minx!
Well, I’d say you got a little more than you bargained for.”

“That’s for sure. All I ever expected was a
few little slaps on the butt to give the sex a little zing. I never
thought it would lead to this. So am I in trouble?”

Stephen nuzzled her neck again, “No, you’re
not in trouble. Besides, I agreed to the waiver.” He moved down to
tease a nipple.

“It’s not a lie of omission? Not grounds for
you to spank my bottom again?”

She almost sounded worried, Stephen thought.
“I suppose it could be construed as a lie of omission, thereby
making it grounds to spank that pretty bottom of yours. But you
have the waiver, so you’re not in trouble and I won’t be turning
your butt apple red for it.”

Eve sighed in relief, extracted herself from
Stephen’s arms and said, “Let’s go take that shower.”

 


The rest of the morning was spent doing yard
work, cleaning the pool, and taking care of other odd jobs around
the house. After a lunch of leftover stroganoff, they drove up Mt.
Lemon and Eve took pictures. They hiked a few trails and had a
wonderful time.

Eve wondered what she had been so nervous
about. Today was shaping up just like a normal weekend day with her
husband.

On the way home they stopped for some Chinese
take-out for dinner. The evening was spent at home, cuddled on the
sofa, watching a movie, drinking wine, and finally going to bed to
have more mind blowing sex before falling asleep.

There was only one brief moment of concern
when Eve took a bite of her dinner. It was so hot she burned the
tip of her tongue and said, “Shit! That burned me.”

Stephen calmly said, “Drink some cold water
to ease the burn. Watch the language, please.”

Eve said, “Oh, sorry. I guess the burn
surprised me.” She bit her lip and wondered what he’d do. But that
was it; he’d given her a warning.

 


Sunday went equally well. They spent another
day hiking, this time in Sabino Canyon, and Eve took lots of
photos. They were home by four in the afternoon and Eve jumped in
the pool, swam some laps, and then dried off in the sun on a lounge
chair.

When she went back inside she asked Stephen,
“What do you want for dinner, honey?”

“I don’t know. Do you want to order a
pizza?”

“That sounds good; if you’re sure you don’t
want me to cook something.”

“No, you can cook during the week, let’s just
have pizza tonight.”

While they waited for the pizza to be
delivered, Eve threw together a quick salad and poured some wine.
Then she went to her office and downloaded all the pictures she’d
taken over the weekend.

Another quiet evening at home, and as she
fell asleep she thought, Two days down, twenty-eight to
go.”

 


The following week went by quickly.
Everything went smoothly. Eve made simple dinners, either baking
chicken, grilling steaks, or using her crock pot. She managed to
spend a little time on straightening up her office. Fifteen minutes
on Monday, but on Tuesday she forgot. So she did twenty minutes on
Wednesday, but only ten on Thursday. On Friday she had a meeting
with a photo editor of one of the magazines she was working on a
feature for and again did nothing in the way of cleaning up her
office. That left her a half hour behind for the week. She’d have
to catch up next week.

Saturday was not a good day for Eve. She
walked into the kitchen in her bare feet and stubbed her toe hard
on one of the chair legs. “Fuck! Shit! Ouch!”

She hobbled around, hoping Stephen had not
heard her swearing. No such luck. He came in and said, “Eve, watch
the language.”

Of course that set her off. “Can’t you see
that I’ve hurt my fucking toe! I really don’t need your shit about
swearing right now!”

Stephen crossed his arms and leaned against
the door jamb. “I can see you’ve hurt yourself. But you’ve sworn
three or four times, and I really don’t appreciate the way you just
spoke to me.”

“Well, that’s just too fucking bad right
now.” She sat down in a chair and took a look at her foot. It was
red, but it didn’t seem to be swelling. Hopefully, I just
stubbed it real badly and it just hurts like hell.

Stephen went to the freezer and pulled out a
gel ice pack that was always kept there. He sat next to Eve and
said, “Let me take a look and then let’s get some ice on it.”

Eve let him check it out. He asked her to see
if she could bend her toe and she did. It looked like it was just
sore. She put the gel pack on it and Stephen made two cups of
coffee. He gave one to Eve and they sat for a few minutes without
speaking.

“I’m sorry, Stephen. I just let it all come
out without thinking when my toe was hurting so much. Thanks for
the ice pack, I think it will be okay now.”

“I think so too,” Stephen said.

“So, we’re okay?” Eve asked. She wasn’t sure
how many times she had sworn or spoken to him sharply, she didn’t
know how many times he had given her a warning.

“Yeah, considering the circumstances and how
great you’ve been so far with controlling your language. Yeah,
we’re okay. But no more swearing today, all right?”

Eve leaned over and kissed him. “You’re the
best, honey. Thank you. I love you.”

“How about you put your foot up on this chair
so you can elevate it and keep the ice pack on? I’ll make us a
couple of omelets for breakfast.”

“That’d be great, honey. Thanks.” She smiled
at him and thought everything was going to be all right. She could
do this. Only three more weeks to go.

They didn’t have any plans for the day so
after breakfast Eve went into her office to work and Stephen went
to the big box home center to get some items he needed to fix the
gutters.

Eve was printing a large print with several
small samples on it when Stephen came home. The print was almost
out of the printer and she was standing there with a diet Coke in
her hand when Stephen walked in, startling her, and she dropped the
Coke. But not before spilling a fair amount of it onto her printer
and the print that was in the works.

Now she really blew up. “Goddamnit! Why the
fuck do you have to sneak up on me? Now the whole damn printer is
fucked up, I’m going to have to spend hours cleaning it and you’ve
caused me to fuck up an expensive sheet of paper. Thanks a whole
fucking lot, Stephen.”

As soon as she had spewed out all her
invectives, Eve covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh, god. Stephen,
I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to blow up like that. Jeez, I really am
sorry.”

Stephen didn’t say anything. He just turned
around and walked out.

Eve spent the rest of the day cleaning the
printer, making sure she got all the Coke out of it. Then she made
a few small test prints to make sure everything was all right
before she printed another large one.

The entire time she was working, she
wondered, and worried, what Stephen was doing and what, if
anything, he was going to say or do about her latest blowup.

Stephen was fixing the gutter. It had come
loose and he was fastening it back up. While he worked on that, he
thought about Eve’s blowups today. The morning blow up was no
problem. She had hurt herself and it was natural to let loose with
a few expletives. She had also been somewhat disrespectful to him,
but he let that go as well.

But this thing with the printer he didn’t
think he could or should let go. Even though he had inadvertently
startled her, she over reacted and said things she shouldn’t have.
While she did apologize, if he just let everything go, she wouldn’t
realize he was serious. Maybe he should have offered to help her
clean the printer. But Eve never let anyone touch her equipment.
She always did everything herself with her photographic gear.

He needed to be firm and consistent. There
was no way around it; he’d have to spank her tonight. He wasn’t
looking forward to it, but he didn’t see where he had any other
options if this plan was going to work. And on top of having to
punish her, he would have to restrain himself from making love to
her afterwards.

If he made love to her after a punishment,
she would eventually equate punishment with sex and that would
render the punishment completely ineffective. Next thing he’d know,
she’d do something to get spanked just so she could have sex
afterwards.

Tonight would have to be a solid spanking and
no lovemaking afterwards. He hoped she wouldn’t hate him.

Eve grilled steaks for dinner and served them
with baked potatoes and a salad. She did her best to act normally
and not think about what might happen later.

After dinner, they sat together on the sofa
in the living room and watched a movie. About halfway through the
movie, during a commercial break, Stephen rubbed Eve’s shoulder and
quietly said, “You realize you have a spanking coming tonight,
don’t you?”

Eve tensed. She had hoped he was going to let
it go like he had her blowup this morning. “But, honey. I don’t
think you should hold it against me. I just blew up because the
Coke spilled all over the printer and ruined my print.”

“Sweetheart, I understand that. But I let
your blowup this morning go. I can’t let another one go. You were
completely disrespectful in your tirade about the printer
incident.”

Eve was beginning to feel desperate.
“Stephen, please. Can’t you let it go? I apologized for what I
said.”

Stephen shook his head and said, “I know you
apologized, but I can’t let it go. If we’re going to get that
swearing habit of yours under control, we’re going to have to be
consistent with the punishment. I can’t let two blowups go in one
day.”

The commercial ended and the movie came back
on. Eve didn’t say anything else. She knew she had messed up, but
she wasn’t looking forward to a spanking. Maybe she could talk him
out of it after the movie.

They watched about fifteen or twenty minutes
of the news after the movie was over and then Stephen got up and
said, “Come on, honey. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Eve got up and together they walked to the
bedroom. Eve felt like she was walking to face a firing squad.

In the bedroom, Stephen sat down on his side
of the bed and patted the space next to him for Eve to sit.

He began his lecture. “You know, this morning
when you stubbed your toe, you were pretty much cussing like a
sailor. And you were very disrespectful in the way you spoke to me.
But you were injured, and I thought it was probably just a natural
way of dealing with the pain in your foot. So I let it go.”

He went on, “Then when the spilled Coke on
the printer happened, you had another major episode of cussing and
disrespect towards me. Honey, I want to help you be a better
person. I want to help you get some of your behaviors that we both
agree are not very constructive, under control. That’s what we’ve
agreed to and in order for it work, we have to be consistent. Do
you understand?”

Eve looked down at her lap as she nodded her
head. “Yes, I do understand, Stephen. But I also think that the
incident with the printer was very similar to the one with my foot
this morning. I think anyone would have reacted similarly. I think
it’s a special case and that you could let it go.”

“Maybe you’re right, Eve. A lot of people,
maybe even most people, would react the same as you did. But I
still believe you need to accept your punishment for the printer
incident. You were extremely disrespectful to me over that.”

Eve realized she wasn’t going to get out of
this spanking. She could only hope it wouldn’t be too severe. But
damn it, there was no way she was going to admit to Stephen that
she deserved this punishment. She sat there quietly, not saying
anything else.

“Eve? Do you agree that you were very
disrespectful to me?”

He’s not going to let it go, she
thought. She nodded her head in agreement.

“I need you to say it, Eve. I need you to say
that you were disrespectful and that you swore several times.”

She still didn’t say anything but she nodded
her head again.

“Eve,” Stephen spoke firmly. “Do you know why
you are getting spanked tonight?”

“Yes,” she finally said. “Because I’m a bad
girl, because I swore and was disrespectful.”

“All right, then. Let’s get this done. Please
take your jeans off and lay across my lap.”

Oh god! He was really going to spank her
again. How embarrassing to have to take her jeans off and then lay
across his lap! But she did it. She stood up without looking at
him and unbuttoned her jeans, lowered the zipper, and pulled them
down. She stepped out of them and then lay across his lap. Her
panties were still on.

While she was removing her jeans, Stephen
slipped the paddle out of his night stand and half hid it behind
him. He didn’t want to scare her by letting her see it, but tonight
she was getting her first spanking with the paddle after the
warm-up spanking.

Stephen rubbed her bottom through the
panties. He didn’t say anything else, and after several seconds of
rubbing her, he began to spank her with his hand. The spanks were
not too hard at first, but as he continued they became harder. He
alternated between cheeks, first the left and then the right.

At first Eve thought it wasn’t so bad. But
with each successive spank, his hand came down harder and sharper.
This time, Eve remembered to count. When she got to ten, he paused,
rubbed her bottom for a few seconds, and then resumed for ten more
smacks. She was begging him to stop at spank number twelve.

“Ok, Stephen! That’s enough. I’m sorry!
Please, stop!”

Finally, when she had counted twenty spanks,
he stopped and rubbed her some more. She tried to get up, but he
held her down.

“Let me up, Stephen.”

He slipped his hand under the waistband of
her panties and pulled them halfway down her thighs.

“We’re not done yet, Eve.”

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!?
Let me up!”

Instead of answering, Stephen brought his
hand down very hard across her ass. Then he reached behind him for
the paddle and began spanking her already very red ass with it.

Eve screamed. “You fucking bastard! You
fucking, sadistic son of a bitch! How dare you hit me with that
fucking paddle!”

Stephen had planned to spank her only ten
times with the paddle. But now, with her new tirade, he added five
spanks for each time she said ‘fucking.’

She was sobbing loudly after the tenth strike
with the paddle.

“The next five are for calling me a fucking
bastard.”

He struck her five more times.

“The next five are for calling me a fucking,
sadistic son of a bitch.”

He spanked her five more times.

“And the next five are for saying how dare I
hit you with the fucking paddle.”

He spanked her five very hard final
times.

When he was done, he pulled her into his arms
and lay down on the bed with her, stroking her hair, whispering
soothing words to her.

“It’s all over, honey. I love you. Let’s put
this behind us now and move on.”

Eve just sobbed and sobbed. She couldn’t
speak. Her bottom was on fire, she was exhausted.

Stephen held her close and continued to
comfort her. He hoped he hadn’t gone too far, but he could not
allow her to continue to misbehave while she was being punished. He
felt that had to be corrected immediately.

As Eve’s sobs slowed down, she finally ended
up clinging to Stephen, taking his shirt in her fists and crying on
his chest. He kept rubbing her back, whispering how much he loved
her, until finally, Eve fell asleep.

 


When Eve woke up in the morning she found
herself spooned against Stephen, her ass nestled up against his
groin. She could feel his hard shaft pressing into the crack of her
buttocks, and she knew her pussy was wet. Her ass was still
stinging from last night’s spanking and she felt like she should be
mad at Stephen.

But instead of being mad, she felt good. She
felt free of all the tension that had been building up. Eve
realized she had been walking on eggshells, constantly worrying
about doing something that was going to earn her butt another
blistering paddling. But if she was honest with herself, she had to
admit that Stephen only spanked her when she needed it. This was
actually the first spanking since they had begun the month long
trial. He gave her plenty of warnings before he took his hand to
her butt. And now she felt loose, free of all that worry about
doing something that would end up with her butt sore and red. It
felt like she had a fresh new beginning.

Stephen’s hand stroked her belly and worked
its way up to her breasts. She wiggled her butt against his cock,
feeling it working its way deeper between her cheeks. She moaned
and rolled over to face Stephen, smiled shyly at him as he stroked
her face and said, “I love you, Eve. I love you more than I can
say.”

Eve nibbled on one of his nipples and worked
her way down his chest, his hard flat abdomen, spreading little
kisses everywhere until she reached his cock. She licked it like a
popsicle, looking up at him with a wicked grin. She ran her tongue
along the rim of the head, teasing him, and then she moved lower to
his balls. Eve gently massaged his balls and then carefully took
one of them into her mouth and softly sucked.

Stephen was about to explode. “Eve, stop, I
want to be inside your pussy. Come here.”

She released his balls and licked her way up
his shaft and then took his cock deep into her mouth. She sucked
hard, all the while fondling his balls. She felt the throbbing that
signaled he was about to come, and relaxed her throat muscles,
taking him in as far she could.

Suddenly, Stephen stiffened and he shouted
out as his cock spurted cum into Eve’s throat. She swallowed,
almost gagged, but was able to control it. It was the first time in
all their years together that Stephen had come in her mouth. Always
he had pulled out and finished by fucking her pussy.

She slithered up his body, kissing and
licking as she went, until she reached his neck. “I love you,
Stephen, I love you more than anything.”

His hand was between her legs now and she
spread them wider. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and drew
circles around her clit with his thumb. He sucked on her breast,
and she moaned. Stephen moved down the length of her torso until
his head was between her legs. With his fingers, he opened her
pussy lips and licked the length of her slit. He sucked on her
clit, and then licked her more, until she was writhing under him,
begging for more.

“Stephen, please, fuck me. I want your cock
inside my pussy. Please, fuck me now.”

Stephen paid no attention to her pleas; he
continued his loving ministrations until Eve exploded in shock
waves of ecstasy. And then he lifted her hips and drove his cock
into her cunt, hard and fast, making her come again, feeling her
contractions squeezing his cock until he too exploded, spilling
himself into her.

Exhausted, they fell asleep still joined
together, and didn’t wake up again for another hour. They showered
together and had hot shower sex before going in the kitchen for
breakfast.

Eve remembered to take her down pillow with
her. Her ass had taken a serious spanking last night and she wasn’t
looking forward to the days of being reminded of her punishment
every time she sat down.

But for some reason beyond her understanding,
she felt good, she felt loved. Boy, had she ever been loved this
morning! She giggled to herself at the memory of how good the sex
had been this morning.

They had no plans for the day and lazed it
away with floating in the pool, drinking margaritas. Neither one
mentioned the severe spanking Eve had endured the night before. It
was done, in the past; there was no need to further discuss it.

 


Monday and Tuesday of the second week in
their trial period went smoothly. Stephen had given Eve one or two
reminders concerning her language or sarcastic remarks, but nothing
that required a spanking.

Eve was still sitting on her down pillow and
on Wednesday had just put it on her chair in the kitchen. She was
planning to make oatmeal for breakfast and as she flipped open the
pour top lid of the container and began to shake out the proper
amount, the whole lid fell off, spilling oatmeal on the counter and
down on the floor.

“Shit!” Eve muttered. “Now I have to clean up
this whole fucking mess! Goddamnit, how did the fucking lid get on
here so loosely?”

She stopped, took a few calming breaths,
thankful that Stephen was still in the bedroom and hadn’t heard her
outburst.

“Eve! Come here, please.”

Oh shit! It was Stephen and from the tone of
his voice he must have heard everything. Was it going to be a
warning or was she in for a trip to the bedroom for something more
serious?”

Eve turned around and saw Stephen standing
just inside the kitchen with a disapproving frown on his fast. He
raised his brow at her, “I said please come here.”

She took a deep breath and walked over to
him. “I’m sorry, Stephen, just look at the mess…” That was all she
managed to get out before he put his left arm behind her back, and
then bent her over so she was tucked under his left arm. With his
right hand he opened the kitchen drawer and pulled out a wooden
spoon.

He said, “I don’t think this requires a
discussion or an explanation.”

Then he lifted her skirt, and delivered ten
very sharply stinging smacks to her still pink ass with the wooden
spoon.

Stephen let her up, put the spoon on the
table and held her close, rubbing her back. “I love you,
honey.”

“I know,” she answered. “I love you, too.”
This quick spanking had not brought tears to her eyes. She knew she
had earned it and oddly, it too seemed to give her a feeling of
release. Just like the heavy duty spanking she’d had last
weekend.

“Come on, babe. I’ll help you clean up the
mess.” Stephen went to get the broom and dustpan while Eve cleaned
the counter.

Instead of oatmeal, they had scrambled eggs
and toast for breakfast. Stephen gave Eve a goodbye kiss that made
her knees week and she wanted to drag him to the bedroom for some
of that fantastic sex. But he was running late due to the oatmeal
clean up, so she let him go.

 


Eve made it through the rest of the week and
the weekend without any upsets. Two weeks of the trial period were
over and she’d had only one really bad spanking and the quick
spanking in the kitchen with the wooden spoon. She could do this;
there were only two weeks and two days left until the thirty days
was up.

With each passing day of only a few warnings,
and no spankings, she felt more and more confident. Stephen was
more loving and more attentive towards her than ever before. She
had the feeling of being cherished. And Stephen somehow seemed
more…manly. That’s the only word she could come with. He just
struck her as so much more manly and in control.

The third week of the trial period passed
quietly and on Friday, Eve had to drive up to Phoenix again to meet
with the magazine photo editor. She called Stephen to let him know
that she was leaving for Phoenix and told him she’d call him again
to let him know when she got there.

After the meeting Eve had lunch with the
editor and then drove to nearby Scottsdale to do a little shopping.
It was about three o’clock when she called Stephen to tell him she
was on her way and should be home in just over two hours or so.

Once she got through all the congestion of
the city and was on the interstate heading for Tucson, she cranked
up her radio and hit the gas pedal. There was nothing she liked
more than driving fast on a long stretch of highway.

Eve was singing along with her radio, doing
nearly ninety miles an hour, when suddenly she realized she was
coming up very quickly on the car in front of her. She hit the
brakes hard, but it was obvious she was not going to be able to
stop in time, so she swerved onto the shoulder of the road just in
the nick of time, barely missing the rear corner of the car in
front of her.

She came to complete stop, her heart in her
throat, glad to be alive, glad she had avoided an accident. She
glanced up in her rear view mirror and saw the flashing red and
blue lights of the highway patrol car that had just stopped behind
her. Shit, she was probably going to be getting a
ticket.

Eve rolled down her window as the officer
approached. He was an older man, tall, still fit and good looking
in his highway patrol uniform. She guessed him to be about
fifty-five to sixty years old. He had a kind face, but also a very
stern look that reminded her of Stephen when he was giving her the
last warning before he’d have to spank her.

“Young lady, if you were my daughter or my
wife, I’d haul you out of that car, put you over my knee, and tan
your hide good! Now give me your license and registration.”

“Uh, what did I do, sir? I avoided the
accident, nothing happened.” Eve asked as she handed over the
requested documents.

“What did you do?” He asked in disbelief. “Do
you have any idea how fast you were driving?” He asked, still
speaking in that scary authoritative way.

“Well, I might have been going a little over
the speed limit. But I believe I was driving safely.” Eve answered,
remaining polite, still hoping he’d let her off with a warning.

“A little over the speed limit? Young lady,
you were driving ninety-three miles an hour for the last thirty
miles and I’ve had my lights on trying to pull you over. But you
had your radio on so loud that you had no idea that I was behind
you. Which means you never looked in your rear-view mirror. You
were not paying attention or you would have realized you were
coming up to some slow moving traffic. You were speeding
excessively and driving recklessly. I am going to have to give you
a citation.”

The officer spoke firmly throughout his
lecture, making Eve feel small, foolish, careless, and extremely
guilty. He reminded her of an older version of Stephen with his
tone of voice and laying all her sins out, making sure she
understand all the crimes she had committed. She took a look at his
ring finger and saw the wedding band. Then Eve remembered his
initial remark that if she belonged to him, he’d tan her hide.
Does he tan his wife’s hide? Does he spank his wife, like
Stephen spanks me? She had a feeling he just might.

“Are you listening to me, young lady?” The
officer brought her attention back to him.

“Yes, sir. I am. You’re right; I was not
driving like I should have been. I’m sorry.”

“Wait here, I’ll write up your citation and
be right back.” He strode to his car and left Eve alone to think
about what Stephen would have to say about this. This would surely
earn her another super heavy duty spanking.

The officer came back, returned her license
and registration. Then he handed her two citations. One for
speeding, and Eve saw he had given her a break and written that she
had only been driving eighty-nine miles per hour. That would give
her a two hundred dollar break on the fine. It was two hundred
fifty dollars as it was. The second citation was for reckless
driving and it also had a fine of two hundred fifty dollars.
Five hundred dollars! Holy shit!

The officer was giving her another lecture.
“I would really like to be able not to give you the reckless
driving citation, but considering that you never even saw or heard
my siren trying to pull you over, I can’t in good conscience do
that. I can only hope this will serve as a reminder to keep you
driving safely in the future.”

Eve would swear this guy was related to
Stephen. He had the firm, stern tone down just right. Not to
mention the disapproving frown.

“Yes, sir. I’m sure it will.” Eve
responded.

“I see by the ring on your finger that you’re
married. Is that right?”

“Yes sir, I am.” Eve wondered why he wanted
to know.

“When you get home tonight, young lady, I
want you to tell your husband that he needs to take you in
hand.”

“Uh…I believe he’s already done that, sir.”
Eve said. She had the feeling this officer was talking about
domestic discipline.

“Then tell him he needs to use a firmer hand.
You’re free to go, drive safely, and obey the speed limits. Have a
nice day.”

“I will, sir. Thank you; you have a nice day,
too.” Eve wondered what the hell she was thanking him for. A five
hundred dollar ticket? And after his remark about Stephen using a
firmer hand, Eve was positive this officer and his wife were
practicing domestic discipline.

Her cell phone rang and she picked it up
before pulling back out on the freeway. It was Stephen, asking how
much further till she got home. She told him the traffic was heavy,
with a major slow down, but she should be home within the hour.

She put her blinker on to signal she wanted
to enter the freeway, and noticed the highway patrol officer was
still behind her. He must be waiting for her to get back on the
road. She slowly picked up speed and then moved into the lane when
she was almost at the speed limit. Eve clicked on her cruise
control, set it at the limit, and drove cautiously. She did not
even turn her radio on again. She had a lot of thinking to do about
how she was going to explain this to Stephen.

 


It was almost six o’clock when she finally
made it back to Tucson. She called Stephen and asked him what he’d
like for dinner. It was too late for her to cook and she just
wanted to get some take-out.

“Do whatever’s easiest for you, honey.” He
said. “I sure wouldn’t object if you wanted to get off the healthy
track for the night and just stop at one of the fast food places. A
big juicy hamburger sounds good to me.”

“Ok, that sounds good. I’m really tired and
hamburgers do sound good. I’ll even go for fries. See you
soon.”

Stephen was in the living room watching TV
when she got home and he came into the kitchen to meet her. He gave
her a luscious kiss that hinted at wonderful things happening
later, but she knew there’d be no sex tonight. She knew she was in
serious trouble.

Stephen could tell something was wrong. Eve
looked worried. Yeah, she was tired, but there was something more.
“What’s wrong, honey?”

“I’m just tired and hungry. Let’s eat.”

She got out some paper plates to make clean
up easy and they sat down and ate. Stephen did most of the talking
and he did notice that Eve was much quieter than usual. She didn’t
really do justice to her dinner either. She managed to eat most of
her hamburger, but she had only a few fries. Stephen wondered if
she was feeling sick.

Eve poured a couple of glasses wine and when
Stephen got up to go back to the living room she said, “Stephen, I
need to talk to you. Can we sit here for a few minutes?”

“Sure, babe. What’s wrong?”

“Something happened today. I…uh…I was a bit
reckless in my driving.”

“Did you have an accident? Are you hurt?”

“No, nothing like that. But it almost was an
accident.”

Eve stopped talking and Stephen gave her time
to get herself together. When she didn’t say anything else for a
long time, Stephen asked, “Are you afraid that what happened is
going to mean a spanking for you?”

She nodded and said, “I know it’s going to
mean a spanking. And I know it’s going to be bad one.”

“All right, Eve. Let’s hear it. What
happened?” Stephen spoke in his steel edged voice, reminding Eve of
the officer’s tone this afternoon.

“I was driving, and listening to the radio.
You know, singing along like I always do when I’ve got a long
drive. Then, all of a sudden I was about to run into the car in
front of me and I had to slam on the brakes. It looked like I was
still going to hit the car so I swerved onto the emergency lane and
stopped there. When I looked in my rear view mirror there was a
highway patrol car behind me with its lights flashing.”

She stopped again. Stephen could see she was
scared and he thought, She should be scared. The woman speeds
too much and she knows she’s supposed to follow the speed
limit.

He said, “Okay, so you were speeding and I
take it you got a ticket?”

Eve nodded her head in an affirmative manner
and said, “There’s more.”

“What more is there, Eve?”

She took the two citations out of her purse
and pushed them across the table towards Stephen.

He picked them up and looked them over.

“Reckless driving?! What were you thinking,
Eve? And eighty-nine miles per hour? Jeez, you’re lucky you didn’t
have an accident, kill yourself and a few other people.”

Eve hung her head. Oh, it’s going to be so
bad. Especially when I tell him what the officer said. I have to
tell him, I can’t have it be another lie of omission.

“Well, what do you have to say for yourself,
Eve?”

“There’s a little more I have to tell you.
What the officer said.”

“What’s that?”

“I was actually doing ninety-three but the
officer gave me a break on the ticket. He said that when I get home
I should tell my husband that he needs to take me in hand. So I
told him I thought you’d already done that and he said, ‘tell him
to use a firmer hand.’ And when he first came to my door he yelled
at me right away telling me if I was his wife or daughter he’d pull
me out of the car and take me over his knee.”

“He’s right; apparently you do need a firmer
hand.”

They sat there, Eve looking down at her lap
and Stephen looking at Eve.

“So what do you have to say, Eve?”

“I guess just that I know I messed up. That I
was speeding way over the limit and maybe a little recklessly. The
officer said he was trying to get me to pull over for nearly thirty
miles. I never saw him and I guess that’s where the reckless part
comes in.”

“All right, Eve. Let’s go to the bedroom and
take care of this.”

“Now?” She asked. Eve had hoped it would be
later, maybe much later.

“Yes now. Come on.” He took her hand and they
went to the bedroom.

He sat on the side of the bed and Eve
swallowed hard. Stephen opened the drawer of the night stand and
removed the paddle. “Take off your jeans, honey.”

Eve did as she was told, hoping if she made
no objections, it would go easier on her. But the paddle told her
this was not going to be a quick spanking. She lay down across his
lap with her panties still on.

Stephen rubbed her bottom with his hand and
said, “I suppose we’ve already had our talk. You know what you did
was very reckless. You could have been seriously injured, you could
have been the cause of some else being injured or killed.”

“I know, Stephen. I know and I’m sorry.”

“I’m going to spank you now, Eve. First with
my hand, and then with the paddle. It’s going to be a very hard and
very long spanking. I want to be sure you understand the
seriousness of this and I don’t want you to ever repeat this again.
Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do understand.” Eve was already
crying and all Stephen had done so far was rub her.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

All five of the first spanks were on her left
cheek, stinging sharply.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

The second five were on her right cheek,
stinging just as sharply.

Another five landed on the left cheek and
then another five to the right.

“Ow! That hurts!” She cried out.

Stephen gave each cheek another five and
said, “It’s supposed to hurt. You’re butt is going to hurt a lot
worse before I’m through.”

Each cheek got five more hard smacks.
That’s twenty spanks per cheek! Eve told herself. A total
of forty! And he plans to use the paddle!

“Ow! Stephen, please! Ow!”

Stephen paused and rubbed her ass for a few
minutes, giving Eve time to catch her breath and get her breathing
under control. She was crying, but not sobbing hysterically.

He pulled her panties down to her thighs and
picked up the paddle. He began to methodically paddle her butt.
Hard, steady blows. One after another, without any pause.

Eve kicked her legs up, but Stephen threw his
right leg over her legs, effectively capturing her legs in a
scissor lock so she couldn’t move them.

He continued to steadily paddle her rear,
while she continued to cry out, begging him to stop.

Eve had lost count, it hurt too much. It was
all she could do to just keep begging. “Stephen!” She gasped. “I
can’t take anymore, please stop!”

Stephen didn’t stop. It wasn’t anger that
kept him going; it was a determination to see to it that she never
did anything like this again. However, when he looked down at her
bottom, he saw that it was enough. He needed to stop or he could
hurt her badly.

Eve was sobbing loudly and pitifully. Her
fists were clenched around the bedclothes.

Stephen stopped and repositioned her on his
lap. He cuddled her close and told her he loved her. “Eve, you must
never do anything like that again. You have to pay more attention
to what’s going on around you when you’re driving. You cannot let
yourself get lost in your music to the point that you don’t even
hear a police siren. Do you understand, sweetheart?”

Eve nodded her head, still sobbing, and said,
“Yes, I do understand. And I’m sorry, Stephen. It won’t happen
again.”

“Good. I’m glad to hear that. Now Eve, I’m
afraid this was a very serious matter. Your punishment is not over
yet. I want your bottom to sting for the next several days to
remind you of the seriousness of this. But I don’t want to hurt
you. So I am taking the officer’s advice of using a firmer hand,
and you will receive a hand spanking, and not a light one, for the
next three nights at bedtime. Is that clear?”

“Yes, but Stephen…don’t you think...”

“No, Eve. You will not have a say in this.
This is not negotiable. The three hand spankings stand.”

She caught her breath, continued to sob onto
Stephen’s big chest, and just nodded her understanding.

 


Eve did not swear, was not snippy or
sarcastic, she broke no rules. The three additional nights of
spankings stung her ass something fierce with the condition it was
already in. But she thought Stephen had used lighter spanks than he
originally intended. Still, her ass had not been this uncomfortable
from any previous spanking.

They had not made love until the morning
after her final hand spanking. Oh, but when they did, it was
something to remember. The feelings Stephen brought out in her were
incredible. And she thought the remaining stinging in her butt
somehow enhanced the lovemaking.

Finally, it was the end of the thirty day
trial. Stephen came home from work and after dinner he said, “Well,
this is it. Our thirty days trial is complete. Show me your office
and then we’ll talk.”

Eve took him into her work area. It was
nearly done. She had two shelves that had not been cleaned up. She
knew she was going to get a spanking, but it should be a light one.
She had resigned herself to it.

“Honey, this looks great!” Stephen lavished
praise on her efforts. “I am so proud of you!”

Didn’t he see the two messy shelves?

“It’s not quite finished, Stephen. Those two
shelves still need work. I know that means I’ve earned a spanking
and I can only hope it will not be too severe since it’s such a
small part of the room that’s not clean.”

Stephen put his arm around her shoulders and
said, “I think we can let it go. You’ve done a remarkable job in
here. Don’t you find it better to work in a clean environment?”

“Yes, I have to admit that I do. Stephen,
when you say we’ll let it go does that mean no spanking?” He could
hear the hopefulness in her voice.

“That’s exactly what it means,” he answered
her with a smile.

Eve gave him a brilliant smile and hugged
him. “I love you.”

They went to the living room snuggled
together on the sofa.

“Tell me, Eve. What’s the verdict on our
trial period?”

Eve took a deep breath. She’d been thinking
about this a lot. Her last spanking had been a week ago; it had
been the last of the three additional spankings for her driving
incident.

But she had to admit that her swearing was
almost completely under control. Stephen rarely had to give her
more than one warning. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d
given her a warning for being snooty towards him. So that took care
of the disrespect issue.

Lying had never really been a problem, though
she had in the past committed lies of omission. Dishonesty was
definitely under control since it had never been a real issue.

Disobedience wasn’t a problem. Stephen wasn’t
a man that required his wife to jump up every time he said
something.

The final component of the four D’s was
danger or dangerous activities. That one had been seriously
violated with her reckless driving and speeding. And it had been
seriously punished. There would not be a repeat of any dangerous
activities. At least not purposefully.

Eve felt wonderfully free, and happy. She
never felt guilty over anything because she came to Stephen with
all her problems. If she went to him before the problems became
serious, he helped her straighten them out. She truly felt like a
cherished, loved woman. She felt taken care of and secure.

As for Stephen; he’d come into his own. He
was confident and secure with himself as a man. He was fair in
everything he did. This lifestyle had turned him into a real man,
in control and in charge, without being overbearing.

And the sex had become so intense that there
was no way Eve was risking the return of boring, once a month sex.
She had especially come to like the play spankings that they
sometimes did before sex. She supposed the arousal she felt during
and after a spanking might make some people think she was some kind
of freak. But she didn’t care.

Some people might think her a weak,
submissive woman for letting her husband discipline her by
spanking. But she knew she wasn’t weak or submissive. She had come
to respect her husband and she always treated him with respect. She
made her own decisions concerning her business. She voiced her own
opinions on anything they discussed; she was not swayed by his
beliefs. The difference now was that they discussed things calmly,
intelligently, and without Eve throwing sarcastic and belittling
remarks at Stephen.

The trial period had worked. She looked at
her incredibly handsome husband and saw the hope and anticipation
of her answer in his eyes. She smiled at him, leaned up to kiss him
and said, “The verdict is in, and it is a resounding yes. We will
continue for another six months and then re-evaluate again. But I
doubt there’ll be any change then.”

Stephen took her in his arms and kissed her
deeply. “Darling, you have made me very happy. Let’s go to bed, I
have a sudden need to make love to my beautiful wife.”

Eve gave him a playful little pout and said,
“I think I might have been a naughty girl, but I just can’t
remember what I did. I might need a little discipline before we
make love.”

“I’ll tell you what you did, you little minx.
You teased your husband and now you’ll have to pay the price.”

“Oh dear, what do you think that price will
be?”

“I think a nice sound spanking on your bare
ass is in order. Now get in the bedroom.” He playfully swatted her
ass as she headed in that direction.

Eve felt the thrill of anticipation roll over
in her belly and almost ran to the bedroom.
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