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Spanked by His Wife: After 25 years of marriage, Nick and Jennifer are drifting apart, but after a visit to Miss Elena, things rapidly improve once Jennifer takes charge and starts spanking her husband. The pair happily embark on a wife-led marriage, and with appropriate instruction from Miss Elena, Jennifer becomes a highly effective disciplinarian who lays down rules and ensures they are enforced.

The First Time: Jimmy is spanked by his girlfriend Katie's mom for bringing Katie home after curfew. After Jimmy and Katie marry, Jimmy finds he is still subject to spankings from his mother-in-law. She has a heart of gold but a very hard hand and an evil hairbrush!

Son and Father: Davy has a hard time accepting his dad's new wife, and an even harder time going over her knee and being introduced to Mr Hairbrush. However, motivated by the spankings, Davy's behaviour and grades improve substantially. And it turns out that Davy isn't the only one getting spanked - his dad is too!
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1. Spanked by His Wife

It was Tuesday evening. Nick Harris returned home from work and gave his wife Jennifer a meaningless peck of a kiss. After more than 25 years of marriage, their once happy relationship had been deteriorating in all regards and both were going through the motions of being a married couple, with no joy in it for either partner. Only a couple of months before, their 22-year-old daughter and 19-year-old son had thrown a 25th anniversary party for their parents. Nick and Jennifer had gone through the motions of being happy at the party, but neither expected there would be many more anniversaries to come, perhaps not even a 26th.

It hadn't always been this way. As the kids had been growing, the Harris family had been active and happy. They had owned a boat for many years and enjoyed many days on the water with the kids and friends. They had taken family skiing trips to many of the best areas in the country, they had been on cruises with the kids, and marriage had been wonderful for both.

But after their daughter Nicki had married and moved to Austin, and their son Jeff had chosen to go to college in Boston, the couple had been left as 'empty nesters' forced to deal with the fact they had very little in common left. Many of their friends were gone: divorced, relocated, or relationships just dissolved over the course of time.

Arguments had become more frequent, and intimacy had almost completely disappeared. Discussions were usually trivial and evenings were mostly spent with each watching television on different sets. The word 'divorce' had not yet been spoken aloud, but both had had thoughts that the other could well be considering it.

This night, however, was to be different. Instead of leaving his wife alone after dinner, Nick followed her into the living room. Nervously, he asked her, "Do you have any plans for Saturday?"

She laughed. "Nick, we never have plans anymore. Why, what do you want me to do?"

His nervousness was evident. "I'd like you to go somewhere with me. I know this sounds strange, but I really would like not to talk about it until then. I know things haven't been good between us lately, but I'm asking you to trust me."

Jennifer thought for a few moments, then said, "Sure, if that's what you want." For the first time in a while, Nick sat down next to her and watched TV with her.

Despite Jennifer's seeming indifference, she spent the next three days wondering what he was planning. Meeting with a marriage counselor? A divorce lawyer? Either option could make sense.

But she never could have imagined what Nick really had in mind.

On Saturday morning, Nick drove to a lower-middle class neighborhood of Dallas, an area of homes interspersed with small businesses and light industry. He parked the car and rushed to open the door for Jennifer, something he had not done in years. He led her to an older house, and as they climbed the stairs, a tall woman opened the door for him. She was wearing spiked heels with a long black skirt and a ruffled starched blouse buttoned at her neck. Her black hair was in a bun; Jennifer's initial impression was that of a schoolteacher from many years ago.

"Jenn, this is Elena," Nick said. The woman gave him a piercing look, and he corrected himself: "Jenn, this is Miss Elena."

The woman smiled and said, "Hello, Mrs. Harris. Very nice to meet you." Then she turned to Nick and said "Nicholas, go upstairs and get ready. Your wife and I have much to discuss." Nick nodded, looked at his wife, and climbed the stairs.

"May I call you Jennifer?" Elena asked. Jennifer nodded, and Elena motioned for her to sit on an old couch. "Can I get you something to drink? Tea, or water perhaps?"

Jennifer shook her head no, and Elena sat in a chair opposite the couch. "I'm sure you have many questions," she said.

Jennifer got right to the point. "Are you a prostitute?"

Elena smiled. "No. Actually, I'm a happily married mother of two teenagers. But I do provide a variety of non-sexual services to many men."

"And what are those?" Jennifer asked.

"I'm a professional disciplinarian. Men come here for many different reasons and I provide an atmosphere for them that gives them pleasure. But the majority of them are like your husband - they come here because they want me to give them a spanking."

Jennifer was stunned. She had of course heard about men who pay women to dominate them, but in all the time she had known her husband there had never been the slightest inkling that Nick was one of them.

"Don't be alarmed," Elena told her. "Your husband is not a weirdo. You would be amazed by many of the men who come to me. I don't ask for identification but many of them tell me. I know at least one frequent customer is a doctor, and several lawyers come as well as one local politician whose name you know. I get men all the way from college students to a few in their seventies.

"But why? Why would a grown man want a spanking?" Jennifer asked.

"Jennifer, I believe men have an ingrained need to crawl back into the womb. They want to go back to being a little boy when their mother held their hand when they crossed the street and they felt completely safe. But now their lives are demanding. They have to worry about their jobs, bills to pay, families to support, younger workers trying to replace them. They're stressed out. We women are stressed out also, but we handle it better than most men."

"What does Nick want?"

"Nicholas and I have done a variety of role plays. I have some themed rooms I'll show you that I use depending on the customers' desires. Sometimes I'm the teacher and he's the student, or a nurse and he's the patient. But mostly he wants to be a young boy and I am his mother. He has misbehaved and he's going to get a spanking.

"His mother never spanked him; he was very spoiled when I met him."

"It works both ways. I have customers who were spanked as children and others who weren't. But they are all the same now - they're just men who need to get away from the stresses of life for a few hours and want to be under the control of a strong female authority figure."

"You sound like a psychologist."

"I'm not," Elena said. "I think of myself as a 'spankologist' though. After ten years of doing this I've come to understand what brings men here. It's different reasons for each of them. I have one man who is a supervisor at a factory. He gets so upset when he has to fire someone, he wants to come to me and have me spank him hard enough and long enough to make him cry real tears. Other men come for their own reasons, and I try to create the scenario they would like. I have a couple of men who want to be spanked by two women and I have a friend who comes in to help me with them."

"Does Nick cry like that other man?"

"No. Most of the men do not cry, although I'm convinced most of them would love to cry to get a complete emotional release. When they were children they were spanked against their will, but now they come to me voluntarily and their pain tolerance keeps them from completely getting to the mindset they want to be. I can take them to 90% of where they want to be, but not quite all the way."

To her amazement, Jennifer found herself starting to like this strange woman. She saw Elena as an intelligent woman essentially being an actress and wearing a costume that helped to establish her dominance. She was interested in hearing more.

"Do any women come to you?"

"Just a few. I have one woman who is a school superintendent. She comes in and wants to be a schoolgirl. I have a special school room and when she turns in sloppy homework, she gets a spanking for it. I also have a couple that comes in once every three months. She tells me everything he has done that upset her, and I spank him for it. Then he tells me all she has done that upset him, and I spank her. And then, from what she has told me, they rush home and have especially great sex."

"Elena, this is a world I never could have imagine existed. Tell me, how much is my husband paying you for this?"

"I charge $200 an hour. Nicholas booked two hours this morning, so I've discounted it to $300."

"$300?" Jennifer exclaimed. "I should spank him myself for that!"

Elena smiled. "Actually, Jennifer, that's exactly what we have in mind."

"What does that mean?"

Elena bent forward and spoke slowly. "Jennifer, the truth of the matter is that your husband wants you to start spanking him."

"That's ridiculous. In all the years we've been married, he has never given the slightest hint he wants that."

"Are you sure? He tells me he has tried to give some hints, but he was probably too subtle to make his wishes clear, and he is afraid to come out directly and tell you what he wants. He's afraid it might break up the marriage. He's very upset that things aren't going well between you, and he feels guilty about it. He hopes if you take charge in a Female Led Relationship it will save the marriage. You would be in complete control, make all the decisions and set standards and rules that he has to live up to. He's not allowed to question your decisions, argue or backtalk you. And any time he breaks rules or misbehaves in any manner, you can punish him in any manner you want to.

"Jennifer, he has told me that every time I spank him, he fantasizes that it's you spanking him."

"I can't believe what you're telling me. And even if I did, how could I spank him? He's so much bigger than I am."

"Size is not a factor in a spanking. Attitude is everything. If you are angry and he feels like a naughty boy, he will willingly lower his pants and go over your knee. And besides, I'm going to take you upstairs and teach you how to spank him properly."

Jennifer wasn't convinced that she would want to fully go ahead with this idea, but she certainly wanted to see Nick spanked at least this time. She nodded that yes, she did want to go upstairs.

"Let me show you some of my other rooms before we go upstairs," Elena said. She led Jennifer into a dimly lit room with whips, chains, restraints, benches, and other S/M paraphernalia. Jennifer felt it reminded her of the secret room in the Fifty Shades movies.

"This is the hard-core room," Elena said. "Not my favorite. Your husband does not go here."

Next, Elena led Jennifer into the kitchen. There were at least a dozen wooden spoons, along with paddles, several rulers, and a high stool. "With some of the customers, if I use the stool, they can't get either their hands or their feet on the floor. They say that feeling is terrifying, but they love it."

Elena then led Jennifer into a room made up to look like a schoolroom, with desks, a blackboard, and several canes and tawses on the teacher's desk along with a globe. "Sometimes students get spanked when they can't find West Gzoomistan on the globe," Elena said.

Jennifer laughed. "I hope you're not asking me."

Elena smiled. "No. We've got something more important to do. There's a naughty boy upstairs who needs to get a spanking."

*  *  *

Jennifer followed Elena up the stairs, noticing the woman's long legs. If I were someone who wanted to be spanked, I guess she would be a good one to do it, she thought to herself.

There were three bedrooms on the second floor, one with the door closed.

"This is the baby room," Elena said as she entered the first room. Jennifer was shocked as she looked at the room. There was a very large crib, a padded table, a rocking chair and a lot of baby supplies - diapers, pink and blue plastic pull-ups, baby powder, ointments, pacifiers and baby toys throughout the room, along with many paddles. "You would be surprised how many men love this room," Elena told Jennifer. "Most of them end up tinkling in their diapers as soon as I get them ready for nap time, so I have to spank them for that. She showed Jennifer several pairs of pajamas with baby and juvenile designs, the largest available from baby and boys' departments.

"Next is the medical room." Jennifer saw a padded table similar to those in doctors' offices and a variety of medical equipment along with a couple of fake diplomas. "I wear a nurse's outfit in this room and give the boys a full examination. My rule is if they get an erection, they get a spanking. They all do."

"Finally, here is the little boys' room. It's meant to be the kind of bedroom the customers had when they were growing up." Elena opened the door and both women walked in. Nick was standing in the corner with his hands at his side wearing just white cotton briefs.

"He wears boxers," Jennifer said.

"Not here," Miss Elena said. "Boxers are for grown men. Little boys wear tighty whities."

Nick started to turn towards the women and Elena rushed over to give him a sharp smack on his rear. "Keep your nose in the corner," she told him. "We are not ready for you and you do not have permission to move a muscle."

"Sorry, Miss Elena," Nick said weakly. He buried his nose deeper into the corner and kept his arms straight down like a soldier standing at attention. Jennifer asked why he was keeping his arms in that manner.

"After his spanking he has to go back to the corner and he is not allowed to rub his behind. So he needs to keep his hands away before his spanking also. It also gives him time to think about the spanking that's coming his way."

Jennifer looked around the room. It had a single bed covered with a Star Wars comforter and Batman pillow cases. There were a couple of posters from old kids' movies, and one of an old baseball player. A straight-back chair in the room had a hairbrush on it.

"I have used a number of different implements on your boy," Elena told Jennifer. "But I think a hairbrush will be the easiest for you to use on him to start off with." Elena sat down on the chair, and motioned for Jennifer to sit on the bed. She looked at Jennifer and smiled, and Jennifer responded similarly.

This has been an amazing morning, the amused wife thought, and realized that maybe the best part was yet to come.

"Get over here right now, Nicholas," Elena proclaimed with great authority in her voice. "RIGHT NOW!"

Nick looked at his wife as he walked the short distance to Elena. He was trying to read her mind - was this going to be the straw that broke the camel's back for their marriage, or could it be the start of something different and better? He had no way of knowing. He saw her smiling and wondered if that was good or bad.

"I warm him up with some hand spanks," Elena said as she started alternating slaps on his butt cheeks. It didn't seem to be very hard to the watching wife, but she noticed that after a short time, a slight pink color was coming to Nick's rear. Nick was managing to stay quiet at this point, but Jennifer noticed his legs were starting to kick a bit as the spanks accumulated.

"Now it's time to get serious," Elena announced. "Nicholas, you've been a very bad boy and you're going to get a very hard spanking from both of us." The news that his wife was going to spank him also offered encouragement to Nick that she may not have been totally repulsed by what was happening, but his pleasure was immediately cut short by several very hard spanks from the hairbrush.

Elena continued with the alternating cheek pattern. She looked at Jennifer and said: "See the way he's moving his body? He's anticipating where the next spank will land and he's trying to get away from it. So now we change the pattern so that he can't know where or when the brush will fall."

With that, she changed the cadence of the spanks to random places on his behind and started spanking in flurries instead of a rhythmic pattern. The difference was noticeable, and Nick started to groan audibly and flail his legs.

"When he does that with his legs, you have to move your leg over his ankles. And if he tries to cover up with his hand, grab it and pin it to his back." Jennifer was watching and learning and saw that Elena was now raising the brush higher than she had earlier and bringing it down faster and with more force.

"Now I would really increase the intensity and make sure he leaves with a very hot red butt," Elena said. "But today you're going to do that." She stopped the spanks and helped Nick get off her lap to stand up.

The two women changed places and Nick eased himself over Jennifer's lap. She was struck by how red his butt had become in just a few minutes and wondered how much pain he was already feeling. But she lifted the brush and brought it down on an already-red spot on his right cheek. Nick called out "Owww!" loudly and Jennifer was afraid she might have spanked him too hard.

"Don't let him fool you," Elena said. "That didn't hurt him. Spank him harder and more rapidly."

Jennifer was a quick learner. She started delivering hard spanks in the random pattern way Elena had done. Nick couldn't guess where or when the brush would land next and at this point he felt fire all over his backside. Anywhere the brush would go was going to hurt a lot.

What was most remarkable to Jennifer was that this didn't seem to be at all remarkable. She was spanking her husband of 25 years. She thought it should be the most surreal moment of her life, but somehow it seemed very natural. What a weird feeling!

Elena stood up and pointed to the valley between the bottom of Nick's butt and the top of his thighs. "Spank there," she said. "That hurts him a lot and he'll be reminded of what you're doing whenever he tries to sit down for a while."

Jennifer aimed the brush there and from Nick's reactions she could see Elena was right.

"Give him twenty-five more good ones, and that should do it," Elena said. "Slowly and with rising intensity. Stretch it out and make sure he knows each one will be harder than the one before."

Each of the three counted the spanks silently to themselves and each spank added yet more pain to Nick's backside. After the last of the twenty-five, Nick eased his body while still over his wife's lap. Then -- just because she could -- Jennifer raised the brush high and delivered a 26th stroke that Nick was not expecting. He yelped loudly and Elena laughed. She knew her student was going to be an excellent disciplinarian.

Elena helped Nick get off of Jennifer's lap and led him to the corner. "Remember, no rubbing," she told him. "I'll be watching."

The two women went downstairs to the kitchen. Elena opened the refrigerator, and both took bottles of water. "I tell them I have a hidden camera in the bedroom. I don't, but most of them believe it. Right now, all he wants to do is rub his butt, but he's afraid to." Both women shared a laugh.

"I think you would make an excellent disciplinarian for Nick in a Wife-Led Marriage. He will absolutely accept you in that role and I think it would do wonders for reviving your marriage. Do you feel up to it?"

"Actually I do," Jennifer said. "This has been an amazing morning, but I feel very good about what has happened. Nick's life is in for some very big changes as soon as we get home."

"Can I give you some suggestions?" Elena asked.

"Yes, of course, please do."

"First, you drive home. That says something right there. Men feeling they are the primary driver gives them a sense of power. From now on, you can be the primary driver and he gets to drive only when it's your preference. You can even make him sit in the back seat if you want.

"Scold him all the way home. Start to tell him what you expect of him and add things whenever you think of them. Tell him he will be punished every single time he breaks one of your rules or disappoints you in any way. And it's very important that you do follow through every single time. You can't let him think that he'll be punished some times, but not other times. There may be times when you're feeling sorry for him, or you're tired, or whatever, but you do have to punish him every single time. You might delay punishment for a little while, but make sure he knows punishment is coming. It doesn't always have to be a spanking, think of other things like extra chores, loss of privileges, maybe mouth soaping if he backtalks you.

"Don't be afraid to hurt him. He's a big boy and he can take a lot more than we gave him today. Think about making him completely undress for spankings. That's embarrassing to him, especially if you pull down his underwear before he goes over your knee. But make sure every spanking hurts, and hurts a lot! The more you spank, the quicker he'll behave the way you want. And I really believe he has a hidden wish that you make him cry. He wants to feel totally helpless under your control, just like when he was a little boy. Crying will give him the feeling he wants, and prove to you that he's now totally submissive to you."

"Elena, I'm ready," Jennifer said. "I'm going to lay down the law on the way home just like you said. I'm actually excited about all of this."

"That's wonderful," Elena replied. "But can I ask you for a favor?"

"Of course."

"This is the first time I have suggested to a customer that he brings his wife here. If this works out as well as I think it will, I have a couple of other men I might suggest the same thing to. Can I ask you to stay in touch with me and let me know how it's going?"

"Yes, certainly I will."

"Great. Here's my personal cell phone number, not the one the customers use. Call me whenever you need me. And by the way, my real name is Nancy."

"Thanks, Nancy. What do we do now?"

"Let's go get your naughty boy dressed and you can take him home. He's all yours to deal with now."

The two women went upstairs. Jennifer was now in charge. "Nicholas, get out of that corner and get dressed. We're going home. And put the white underwear on, not your boxers." Elena smiled upon hearing that.

Nick turned around and moved away from the corner. It was obvious he was in pain as he moved slowly and carefully with both women watching him. As he finished dressing, Elena picked up the hairbrush and gave it to Jennifer saying "A gift for the two of you. Use it often."

"I will," Jennifer said. She turned to Nick. "I have good news and bad news for you, dear. The bad news is you're going to be seeing a lot more of this brush. The good news is that you won't have to pay me $200 to use it."

*  *  *

As Elena had suggested, Jennifer took the car keys to drive home. She smiled as she saw Nick wince notably as he sat down as carefully as possible on his seat. As they drove home, she started to lay out the new ground rules for their marriage, telling him there would be more rules and expectations added whenever she thought of them.

Effective immediately she would make all decisions. If she chose to, she might ask for his opinion, but he was warned if she decided not to do what he had suggested, he was to accept her decision without dispute or pouting.

Previously, all Nick had been doing around the house had been taking out the garbage, so she assigned more household duties to him to create a more equitable division of responsibilities. She warned him that she would never hesitate a moment to spank him, but had the right to add or substitute other punishments at her sole discretion. One point of particular emphasis was profanity -- Jennifer had always hated it, but had long ago given up the thought of breaking Nick of his use of foul language. She informed him that from this moment forward, profanity would automatically result in a long spanking-with multiple punishments in a day possible if he deserved more than one spanking in a single day.

Once home, she told him she was creating a list of long-delayed projects around the house, which he was expected to start immediately. She also informed him she had decided they would go out to dinner this evening at one of their favorite restaurants to discuss more rules she would think of during the afternoon.

Nick expected to drive to the restaurant, but Jennifer took the keys from him. At the restaurant, the hostess asked if they preferred a booth or a table, and Jennifer immediately responded for a table. As they were being led to the table, Nick realized the booths had padded seats while the chairs at the table did not, so he was going to have difficulty sitting comfortably through the meal. Begrudgingly, he had to give his wife credit for "rubbing it in" so cleverly. And once seated, Jennifer announced he would be the designated driver to drive home, so he was not allowed alcohol, while she had wine.

Nick rarely attended church. In the past, Jennifer had gone frequently with their daughter, but didn't enjoy going alone and had not been going often recently. During the dinner, she advised Nick they would be going to church together the next day. Nick accepted the order obediently, and was again reminded of the prior day's spanking when he sat down on the wooden pew bench.

Once home, he started immediately on the list of projects Jennifer had given him. Jennifer was pleased by Nick's attitude and decided to prepare a special dinner for him. The couple chatted more amiably than they had been doing in recent months, and both felt the new lifestyle was off to a good start.

Jennifer spent time on the internet during the next week looking at sites that highlighted female-led relationships and especially those about women spanking men. She realized that much of what she saw was either fiction or fantasy, but still came away with thoughts she wanted to incorporate into her version of a wife-led marriage. She decided to leave the hairbrush in visible places throughout the house, moving it to a different location each day, but always a place where Nick would see it at least once during the day. And on Thursday morning, as Nick started to get dressed, he saw that all his boxer shorts were gone, replaced by twelve pairs of new tighty whities. Again he was impressed by his wife's clever ways of asserting her authority, and actually smiled for what she had done.

The entire first week went very well. Nick rushed to do everything he was told to do, and the couple spent more time together than they had done in years. It was almost like a honeymoon of sorts, as the couple began to live a completely new lifestyle. They also had a lovemaking session that was satisfying to both, a feeling that had been missing for a long time.

On Monday after the first full week, Jennifer received a phone call from 'Elena'. She gushed as she related how well everything was going and enjoyed telling Nancy about some of her domination enhancements such as keeping the brush visible and throwing out Nick's boxer shorts.

"That's great," Nancy said. "So you haven't had a reason to spank him yet?"

"No... he's been wonderful."

"Well, that's good," Nancy said, "but it's also not so good. You need to spank him in the next few days whether he gives you a reason or not."

Jennifer had read about maintenance spankings, but wasn't enthused by the idea, feeling she should only spank him when he deserved it. She told that to Nancy.

"Jennifer, you're right at the beginning," Nancy told her. "It's great he's been a good boy so far, but you need to reinforce your authority very soon or he will start to drift back. Trust me on this. You have the right to spank him for any reason or even for no reason. If he doesn't give you a reason to spank him in the next few days, you've got to spank him anyway... and do it just as thoroughly as if he did something very bad or disrespectful to you. And remember, deep down he really wants you to make him cry, so give it all you've got."

Jennifer didn't like the idea, but trusted Nancy's judgment. "All right. You've been right so far. I'll do it," she said and promised to call Nancy back next week after the spanking.

On Friday, she placed the hairbrush on top of the television in the living room. Since the new relationship had started, the couple had been watching the Jeopardy quiz show together, something they had done with the children many years before. As the show ended, Jennifer told Nick to turn the set off.

"We're playing another round," she said. "The answer is, 'a spanking.' What is the question?"

"I don't know," Nick said nervously.

"The correct question is, 'What is Nick going to get right now?'"

"What did I do?" he asked. "I've done what you have wanted and followed your rules."

"No, actually you just broke one by questioning what you were told. Anyway, you're due a reminder of who is in charge so get your clothes off right now! The longer you take, the longer I spank."

Nick was faced for the first time by the ultimate paradox of men in a female-led relationship: yes, he wanted this - he was pleased Jennifer had taken over the leadership role and he was happy his wife had punishment rights over him. But most men in a real discipline wife-led marriage get cold feet when a spanking is imminent and they are looking at a hairbrush and a lap they have been ordered to go over. He slowly undressed down to just his white underwear when Jennifer told him to stop and walk over to her. She put her fingers inside the elastic waistband, and pulled them down as slowly as possible, exposing an erection that she ignored.

Jennifer had developed a plan for spanking Nick that she felt would psychologically add to his punishment. She had decided to make him wait... and wait... and wait for the spanking to start. He crawled over her lap with his toes on the floor, his left arm on the couch and his right arm free. He closed his eyes to await the start, but Jennifer did nothing. After more than a minute of laying in silence he started to wonder if possibly Jennifer wasn't going to go through with it. Finally he asked, "Are you OK?"

"Yes, dear, I'm fine. Are you OK?" she replied.

"I guess so," he said quietly. Still she made him wait another full minute before starting.

Jennifer started the spanking with her hand. The spanks were sharp, and Nick wasn't sure if it was her hand or if Jennifer was using the brush at less than full power. He wasn't in great pain for the first two minutes, but soon after the cumulative hand spanks began to add up to heavy discomfort. He started groaning mildly and squirming around on his wife's lap. Jennifer had been waiting for that signal. She stopped the spanks, giving Nick the false impression that he had gotten off lightly. But he was wrong, she stopped only to pick up the hairbrush. Without any warning, she raised her arm as high as she could and brought the brush down as quickly as she could.

"Oww," Nick screamed as the unexpected spank landed directly on his right butt cheek. And it was followed by nine more in the very same spot as Jennifer counted to herself. Then ten fell on the same spot on his left cheek, causing Nick's rear to feel sharp pain all over. Jennifer then started to spread the blows to different places including the top of his thighs, and she stretched to get some blows landing on the side of his right cheek. Then she grabbed hold of his left cheek, pulled it to open a little space between the two cheeks and directed the brush there.

Nick was sweating, panting, and suffering. He was of course an experienced spankee having been to Miss Elena on many occasions, but he started thinking he had never had a worse spanking. That probably wasn't true, but it always seems the spanking you're getting right now is worse than any one you have had before, doesn't it?

But he did not cry. Remembering that Nancy had told her that Nick really did want her to spank him to tears, Jennifer was a bit disappointed but felt she had inflicted enough pain to make the point of her dominance. She eased him off her lap and led him to a corner in the room. Copying the post-spanking rules she had learned from Miss Elena, he was told to keep his arms straight down. She poured a small glass of wine for herself and sat down to admire a husband with a dark red bottom standing in the corner with his hands at his side.

After a half hour, she led him out of the corner and helped him to bed. Overall, she felt she had accomplished a lot for the evening, with the only regret that she had not brought about tears.

Not this time. Maybe next time...

*  *  *

Nick woke up on Saturday with greater admiration for his wife than ever before. Although he had been surprised to have learned that he could be spanked even when he had adhered to all of Jennifer's rules, he reminded himself that this is what he had wanted, and his wife had responded even better than he had imagined. She had quickly taken over the dominant role and was playing her part with creativity and even a bit of a sense of humor.

On the downside, as he rolled over in bed he had an immediate reminder that he had been spanked very thoroughly the night before. The sharp pain was gone, but he knew that he was going to be feeling the aftermath of last night for at least all of Saturday.

"No hurry for the next one," he told himself.

Jennifer did some shopping Saturday morning, while Nick resumed working on the project list. After she had returned in the afternoon, she asked him to hang a picture. While doing so, Nick accidentally hit a finger with the hammer, and while he had been trying hard to respect Jennifer's rule of no more profanity, he instinctively screamed out the F-word loudly. He hoped she might not have heard, but she did.

Jennifer was not angry. He hadn't said it in anger or around other people. She had spanked him less than 24 hours earlier and did not want to do it again. But she remembered what Elena had told her: 'You must do it every single time... you can't make exceptions... if he breaks a rule that calls for punishment, you must do it.' And on the very first day, on the way home from Elena, one of the very first of her new rules was that profanity was to result in an automatic spanking!

She entered the living room where Nick had been hanging the picture and he looked at her nervously. "I'm sorry," he said quietly.

"So am I," she replied. "What did I tell you about profanity as soon as we left Miss Elena's?"

"Please, Jenn, please don't spank me again. I'm still so sore from last night."

Jennifer was struck by how much their lives had changed in just a few weeks. Here was a man with whom she had had dozens of arguments, some very heated, in the last few years. Now he was begging her for mercy, the same as a six-year-old who is afraid of getting a spanking from his mother. She thought for a minute before responding.

"Here is what we're going to do. We will go out for a nice dinner tonight. Enjoy it, because when we get home, your dessert is going to be a mouthful of Ivory soap. And you will get your spanking tomorrow after church. Now go back to finishing your work."

Nick nodded submissively. He had avoided a spanking right now, but he was going to get it in less than 24 hours. And now he had to think about mouth-soaping until tonight. Somehow, a bad situation had become worse. But yet again he reminded himself that he had wanted this lifestyle, and his admiration and respect for his wife was growing each day.

Jennifer drove to dinner and allowed Nick to have a drink, knowing he had two punishments ahead. Once home, she told him to get ready for bed and report to the bathroom. He changed into his pajamas and found Jennifer had already worked up a soapy pool of water in the sink. She dipped a washrag into it and loaded it up with lots of soapy water, then told him to open his mouth. She pushed the rag in deep and he almost gagged on it, but she continued by swirling it around in his mouth, spreading the awful taste throughout. She continued for almost a minute before removing the rag. But then she held up a bar of wet soap and ordered him to bite down deep into it. Next she led him to a corner in the bedroom. "A half hour," she said. "If the bar leaves your mouth, we go back into the bathroom and start all over again with the washrag."

The taste of the soap was still in Nick's mouth when he awoke on Sunday morning and even after three strong cups of coffee, he still had a bad taste in his mouth while in church. Jennifer had left the hairbrush on the kitchen table that day, and Nick expected the worst once they returned home. She sat down on one of the kitchen chairs and ordered him to lower his pants and underwear. Nick sighed, did what he had been told, and reluctantly eased himself over Jennifer's lap.

"I'm going to give you a break just this one time," Jennifer told him. "I'm going to give you a hand spanking instead of using the brush. But if I hear profanity from your mouth one more time, you'll never forget what will happen to you."

It was "just" a hand spanking, but it wasn't much of a break for Nick by the time it was over. Jennifer kept him in spanking position for almost ten minutes and while no single spank hurt as much as a hairbrush spank, the cumulative effect grew into severe pain for the man who received them. Jennifer varied the spanks, sometimes individual smacks about two seconds apart, at other times fast flurries concentrating on a single spot. By the end, Nick was sweating profusely, out of breath, and begging for her to stop. Again, he was not in tears, but Jennifer knew that she had inflicted about as significant a hand-only spanking as she could.

She ordered a half hour in the corner post-spanking but told him he did not have to work on his project list for the rest of the day. When he tried to sit down to watch a baseball game on TV afterwards, he found he needed to go to the bedroom and bring one of his pillows into the living room to be able to sit slightly more comfortably.

Jennifer called Nancy on Monday morning to fill her in on the weekend's events. The two women chatted amiably, and Jennifer realized she was starting to think of 'Miss Elena' as a friend. Nancy suggested the two women should meet for lunch as she had a few ideas to share, and the two agreed to meet two days later.

Nancy told Jennifer that she should acquire more implements to give her greater flexibility in future punishments. "Over the knee punishments are the best for embarrassment and making him feel like a little boy. But you can spank him in other ways, and with other implements than just the hairbrush I gave you. You can have him bend over a chair and smack his butt with a paddle or strap. Or he could lay on the bed face down and you could give it to him hard. There are also things that can hurt even more than a hairbrush if you feel he did something that requires extra punishment."

"Where could I get those things?"

"I could take you to the place where I get my things. I don't have a customer today until 4 o'clock, so we could go as soon as we finish."

"Let's do it," Jennifer said enthusiastically.

Jennifer followed Nancy to the same neighborhood as the house Nancy used for her business. They pulled into a small parking lot next to a dingy storefront. Surprisingly, the inside of the store was the opposite of the outside, being brightly lit, with clean, modern fixtures, and oldies music playing softly.

A man sat in a plexiglass booth right by the entrance. "Hi, Elena," he said as the women entered.

"Hello, Harry," she replied as she walked past the booth and led Jennifer into the store.

Jennifer was both shocked and fascinated by what she saw. She took glances to the sides to look at some of the items for sale, realizing she wasn't even sure what many of them were. But Nancy led her directly to a section at the back of the store that had a large variety of implements that could be used for spankings and more.

The display included whips, restraints, and handcuffs, along with a huge variety of canes, paddles and straps of varying lengths. The paddles ranged from as much as two feet long to others shaped like a ping-pong paddle. Many of them had holes drilled in them.

Jennifer looked first at the canes. "No, don't do a cane," Nancy told her. "They do hurt a lot, but he's your husband. You don't want to leave him with stripes all over his ass. Take a look at this," she said while taking a tawse of the rack.

"This is a tawse. They actually used these in schools in Scotland until the 1980s. It will really sting him badly, especially if you keep him bent over something or laying on the bed. The strips can curl around a bit and get to places a brush or paddle can't get to. You could also get a few different paddles for variety. The ones with holes in them cut down wind resistance and come down faster to sting him more."

Jennifer was like a kid in a candy shop, choosing her favorites among many options. She ended up with a long tawse split into three strips, two paddles (one small with several holes in it; the other about 18 inches long with a heart-shaped hole cut out near the top), and a foot long leather strap with a handle.

After leaving the store, Jennifer was eager to use her new implements, but realizing she had spanked Nick twice in the last few days, decided to wait for the weekend for his next spanking. She did feel some buyer's remorse over the tawse, though, thinking that like the cane, it might be a bit more painful than she wished to use on her husband. She decided she would keep it, but probably not use it on Nick.

She had no way to know the tawse was going to be called into use soon. But not on Nick.

*  *  *

Jennifer used most of her arsenal in the next few months, spanking Nick in a variety of ways with the paddles, hairbrush and strap. Most of his spankings were of the reminder kind, as Nick almost always behaved in line with Jennifer's expectations. One time though, when Nick lost his temper and screamed at Jennifer, she gave him an over-the-knee spanking with both paddles and the hairbrush, then had him lay face down on the bed for 25 hits with the strap. That was the punishment that finally brought Nick to tears, fulfilling the challenge that Miss Elena had given her.

With the marriage having become much happier, Jennifer decided to have a small birthday dinner for Nick. She was excited that daughter Nicki and her husband Bret would come in from Austin and stay for two nights. Nick had secured two tickets to Sunday's Cowboys game and would take Bret, giving Jennifer and Nicki a full afternoon together. That would be the highlight of the weekend for Jennifer, but there was also a downside, which was her relationship with her son-in-law.

Jennifer did not like her son-in-law and felt that Nicki could have done better in selecting a husband. Nicki and Bret had both been Information Technology majors in college and were in numerous classes together. By sophomore year they were dating, by junior year they were living together and by senior year they were engaged.

Bret's problem was that, although he was intelligent, he was unmotivated. Nicki had told her mother that Bret likely would have flunked out of school had she not dragged him through the last three years. They got married right after graduation, and each found well-paying entry level jobs with different tech firms in Austin. Within a year, Nicki had already been promoted at her firm while Bret was still in his original position.

Also coming to the dinner were Nick's older sister Barbara and her husband Bernie. Jennifer and Barbara had a pleasant relationship, but not so much with her brother-in-law. Bernie was wealthy, owing a dozen fast-food restaurant franchises in the area. Son Jeff had often worked in one of his uncle's locations and had told his parents Bernie was hated by his employees. Bernie's management style was to make surprise inspections at the stores, usually micromanaging over trivial matters and frequently hollering about something and intimidating employees.

Dinner went well with the women drinking wine, Bret some beers, and Nick and Bernie liquor. They decided to wait a while before having the birthday cake, so after Nick got his birthday presents the three women ended up at one side of the living room with the men on the other. After a short discussion about tomorrow's football game, the men drifted into talking about politics.

It was inevitable that the young, liberal minded Bret and the older, well-off Bernie would have very different opinions. After just a few minutes, tempers started to rise. Nick jumped in trying to defuse the situation but Bret, who had continued to drink and may have been somewhat inebriated, kept on berating Bernie calling him a predator who took advantage of his employees. Jennifer and Nicki walked over trying to calm things down, but Bret couldn't control himself.

Bernie tried to change the subject, but Bret wouldn't stop. Then he stood up and called Bernie a "fucking idiot."

Jennifer was horrified. Bernie rose and called over to Barbara, "I think it's time for us to go." Jennifer, Nick and Nicki all offered apologies as they left, but the evening had been ruined.

As soon as they had left, Jennifer's anger came forward. Nicki, and Nick for that matter, had never seen her as mad. The "old" Jennifer would have been angry at Bret and left it at that. But this was a different Jennifer, more empowered than ever before.

"Upstairs," she commanded to Nicki and Bret, leading the two of them into Nicki's room. She slammed the door shut even though only Nick was left in the house. Nicki started to cry.

"What is wrong with you, Bret?" she demanded. "How dare you. You chased your wife's aunt and uncle out of my house - people who were very, very generous with your wedding gift, as I recall. And from the very first time you were in this house, Nicki told you how I feel about profanity."

Bret tried to apologize but Jennifer was well past the point where an apology would do any good.

"Tell me, Bret. Did your mother spank you when you were younger?"

"A little when I was a kid. Why?"

"Here's why. I do not want you in my house anymore. Do you think your wife will be happy knowing you're not allowed in her parents' home? Can you live with that?"

Bret had sobered up a bit and was becoming visibly nervous. "No. I don't want that. Maybe I had too much to drink. Can I call him to apologize? What can I do to make things better?"

"Well, if you want to be allowed to come back here, you need to be punished for your behavior. You may think you're a grown up man, but I've seen a number of times when you act like an out of control little boy. So you now have a choice. Either I will spank you tonight like the naughty child you act like, or you can pack up and head back to Austin tomorrow morning."

Nicki was dumbfounded. A spanking? Jennifer had never spanked her or her brother, where was this coming from? She was angry at Bret also, but certainly couldn't visualize her mother spanking him. But she certainly didn't want him barred from visiting her parents' home. Still sobbing, she looked at her husband.

"Do it, Bret, please. Let's get this over with."

Now fully sober, Bret stood silently considering his options. He did love his wife and was sorry that he had created this stress for her. But, in a typically Bret manner, he also realized that if he would have to leave the next morning, he would lose his chance to see his first-ever NFL game.

"Fine," he said. "I'll do it."

"Go downstairs," Jennifer said. "I'll be right down." She went into her bedroom closet and quickly chose the 18-inch paddle. After thinking for a few seconds, she also picked up the tawse.

Bret and Nicki were standing in the living room when Jennifer got downstairs. She had decided on her plan of action.

"Bret, lower your pants," she commanded dominantly. "I am going to put you over my lap and give you a little-boy spanking that fits your behavior." Then, as she lifted the tawse: "And when I'm done, your wife is going to take this and finish the job."

Jennifer sat on the couch and called Bret over. His boxer shorts were still on and she ordered him to lower them. He hesitated and looked over to Nicki who nodded yes, so he complied before lowering himself over his mother-in-law's lap.

Jennifer started immediately with the brush and Bret felt significant pain quickly. He reacted by squirming and trying to shift his position. His legs highlighted the pain by jerking up and down and to the side. He had hoped to be able to stay silent during the ordeal but couldn't. "Ows" and "Ouches" started almost immediately, and his butt moved from pink to red in little time.

Jennifer counted to herself silently. She had decided to give him a hundred spanks. Frankly, she was enjoying spanking him and not just because of this night's behavior. As she neared the hundred mark, she considered going past that number, but knowing the tawse was still ahead for him, she stopped.

He rose and with his shorts still down started to rub his butt. Jennifer took his arm and led him to the side of the couch. "Bend over," she told him. "Nicki is going to give you twenty-five swats with this. And if I don't think it was hard enough, it won't count."

Nicki was already in shock over all the developments in the last half hour. Everything her mother had done in that time was nothing like the mother who she had known all her life. She reluctantly took the tawse and hit Bret once.

Bret winced as it hit him, but Jennifer was not satisfied. "Not hard enough, Nicki. Start again." Everything seemed surreal to Nicki, as if she was dreaming and would wake up shortly, but she did as her mother told her and swung the tawse faster. Jennifer counted to herself and when the count reached twenty-five she told Nicki to stop.

Bret stood up and pulled his pants up. It was an awkward scene with none of the four people knowing exactly what to do next. Nicki was the first to speak, suggesting that she and Bret go up to their room. That suggestion broke the tension and the two headed upstairs. Once there, she tried to apologize to Bret, saying she had no idea what had gotten into her mother. Bret then apologized to her for his behavior earlier, and they finally went to sleep.

*  *  *

Sunday morning was awkward for everyone after Jennifer and Nicki had spanked Bret the night before. Nick tried to minimize the tension at breakfast by talking about the football game he and Bret would be seeing in a few hours, but Bret found it hard to look at and talk to Jennifer. The plan for the day was that Nick and Bret would go to the game while Jennifer and Nicki had lunch and went shopping together. After the game, the four would meet at a restaurant for dinner.

Nicki couldn't wait for the men to leave so she could speak to Jennifer. As soon as they were out the door, she immediately asked, "Mother, what happened here last night?"

"Your husband deserved a spanking and we spanked him," Jennifer said, trying to hold back a smile.

"You never spanked us when we were kids. Where did that come from?"

Jennifer was enjoying the conversation. "I've started spanking someone else. I found it's very effective."

"Who do you spank?"

With a very big smile she responded: "Your father."

Nicki was stunned and stood silently for a few seconds before she could start to respond. "Why? When did you start?  Mother, I just can't believe what's going on here."

Jennifer refilled her coffee cup and sat down, motioning for Nicki to do the same. "Nicki, your father and I were on the verge of getting divorced. We never told you that, but I think you suspected it. Luckily your dad and I have a mutual friend, a woman who suggested we could turn things around if I took total control of the marriage. So I did. I made new rules your father has to follow. He's not allowed to argue or talk back to me. He automatically gets a spanking if he swears, so what I did to your husband last night I did to your father a few months ago. It's working, honey; it's a different lifestyle but we are both happier and things are good now."

"I still can't believe this, Mom."

"It works for us, Nicki. And it will work for you."

"Bret and I? No, Mom, I don't think I could do that, and I don't think he would ever put up with it again."

"I disagree. First, your husband is immature and unmotivated and just plain lazy. Secondly, he's submissive. He didn't have to agree to be spanked last night, but he did. This woman Dad and I know believes most men really want to be under the control of an assertive woman, and if you became dominant in your marriage, I think you could turn him into the husband you deserve."

"I was surprised he did agree. I thought maybe it was because he was afraid Dad wouldn't take him to the game if he didn't."

"Maybe that too," Jennifer said. "But it's more than that. Nicki, are you totally happy in your marriage?"

"Yes and no. I do love him and he's really great the way he treats me. But he frustrates me all the time. He could do so much more if he would just make a greater effort."

"I thought so. Honey, you have an opportunity to make a positive change in your life. Lay down the law to him. Take control and you will be much happier."

"Where did you get that thing I used on him last night?"

"I know a store where you could get one and some other things. We're going shopping this afternoon anyway; let's stop there too."

Nicki laughed. "Are you really my mother? Are you taking me to a sex shop? You look like my mother but you sure don't act like her."

It was a strange sight, mother and daughter giggling as they entered a sex store together. This time, however, they did not head directly to the section they needed to visit; rather Nicki wanted to explore the entire store, and in a couple of cases she had to explain to her mother what could be done with some of the sex toys. Mother and daughter were having a glorious time, especially Nicki who could not believe all she had learned about her mother and father in the last 24 hours.

Jennifer told Nicki that she would pay for any disciplinary implements that she would want. Nicki selected two paddles (one long and thin, the other short and wide with holes in it), a heavy strap, a tawse and a small, thin junior cane. Although Jennifer had originally decided not to use a cane on Nick, seeing her daughter's choice changed her own mind and she also got a thin whippy cane about 18 inches long.

After leaving the store, Jennifer shared much of what she had learned about disciplining a grown man from Elena, the internet, and her recent experiences spanking Nick.

Even without knowledge of what Nicki had in store for his future, Bret did not have a great Sunday. The Cowboys lost, and sitting on the hard seat in the stadium was a constant reminder of his spanking from his mother-in-law and wife the night before.

Bret and Nicki left to drive back to Austin on Monday morning. Shortly after, Jennifer called Elena.

"Wasn't much of a weekend," Bret said as soon as they pulled out of the driveway.

"I disagree," Nicki said. "I think it was a great weekend. I learned a lot and we're going to have some major changes in our marriage because of what I learned."

"What does that mean?"

"For starters, you absolutely deserved the spanking my mother gave you and I'm glad she involved me too. We both know Uncle Bernie isn't the most pleasant person in the world, but he's been very good to us and even if he wasn't, he is my uncle and you simply cannot say that to him, especially in my mother's house."

"Sorry."

"Not good enough. You're going to call him to apologize when we get home."

"If I have to."

"Yes, you have to. And you better make the apology sound sincere, because right after it, you're going to get another spanking. From me."

"What? No way, babe."

"Yes way. And more in the future when you deserve it. I'm taking over, Bret. I love you and I know you love me, but I've been carrying you ever since sophomore year in college and I'm tired of it. Your behavior is erratic and you're wasting the tons of potential you have inside you. That's going to end today. From today on, I'm your loving wife when you deserve it but your super strict governess when you deserve that. I will punish you any time I feel you deserve it and in any manner I decide, most of which will involve a very painful rear end."

"And if I say 'no'?"

"You will not say 'no.' 'No' is not acceptable. I'm not asking you to accept me as being in charge in our marriage and able to punish you, I'm telling you that is the way it's going to be. Period."

There was silence in the car for the next fifty miles. Nicki started to wonder if Jennifer might have been wrong about Bret's tendencies to submissiveness. As they approached an exit, Bret said they needed to pull off for gas. After filling up, he got back into the car.

"Alright, Nicki, whatever you say. We'll do it your way."

Once home, at 7:30, Nicki handed her phone to Bret, saying "Uncle Bernie." Bret frowned but took the phone and made the call to apologize. It didn't sound particularly sincere to Nicki, but he did say all the right things he needed to say. The call finished, now it was time for his second spanking in three nights.

"Get in the bedroom," she told him. "Undress completely. Everything. I'm sorry we need to do this, but we do, and we will do it a lot if I don't see a better attitude from you."

Nicki had already placed the implements she intended to use in the room when she had unpacked. As she entered the room she went to her dresser and took out the long thin paddle and the cane. Bret gave the implements a long look and wondered if he wanted to renege, but quickly considered the damage a refusal would do to their marriage and decided he would allow Nicki to proceed, no matter what the pain might be.

Jennifer had convinced Nicki that over-the-knee spankings were psychologically the best way to embarrass a grown man and bring down his self-esteem, so she ordered him to stretch out with his feet on the floor and his arms on the bed. She wrapped her right leg around his legs and started to give him hand spanks. After every twenty spanks she stopped for a short break and rubbed his butt softly before resuming. After about three minutes she reached out to pick up the paddle he would feel next.

His rear had already become a light shade of red, and the first spanks from the paddle brought out the first verbal response from him. As the paddle started to rain down with speed and force, the "oohs," "ows," and "ouches" rose in intensity and Bret struggled to stay in place.

"If you try to get up, I will start all over again," Nicki told him. "Do you understand me?"

"Yes," Bret said weakly. "I'm sorry... but it hurts."

"It's going to get worse. Don't fight me and it will be over soon."

"I'll try."

Nicki went back to using the paddle and put some extra force into it. Bret was panting and sweating, and Nicki wondered if he was one the verge of crying. But she continued with paddle spanks until most of his butt was dark red."

She eased Bret off her lap and saw he was having trouble standing. After she steadied him, she told him to bend over the bed putting his weight on his elbows. Showing him the cane, she told him "I'm going to give you ten strokes with this and then it will be over. It's going to hurt a lot. I hope we'll never have to do this again, but that will be totally up to you based on your behavior and attitude."

Bret's body lurched with each stroke and each brought forward a loud verbal outburst as the pain grew. After the last, Nicki helped him up and hugged him as he sobbed with his head on her shoulder.

It was 8:15. Nicki had no way to know that at that very moment 200 miles away her mother was also using a cane on her father.

*  *  *

Jennifer and Nick were having dinner on Monday evening. Her hairbrush was in the middle of the kitchen table.

"Nicki is going to spank Bret tonight. I went with her yesterday and she bought a few paddles and things," she said to him.

"Good. Well deserved. Maybe treating him like a little boy will finally turn him into a man."

"Speaking of spankings, young man..."

Radar up for Nick! Trouble ahead?

"...when was the last time I gave you a refresher course in who is in charge around here?"

"It wasn't that long ago, Jen."

"Now, now, my dear. If you don't remember it, and I don't remember it, it's been much too long."

Although Jennifer's words were threatening, she was actually in a happy and playful mood. "I'll make a deal with you. We'll watch Jeopardy tonight. If I get more right than you do, you get spanked right after the show. If you get more right, no reminder spankings this week."

"Okay, Jen, I'll take that deal."

"Yes, I know you will, because that's what I want to do, and you have no choice about it."

With an imminent spanking facing him, Nick tried his best shouting out answers (actually questions, if you are familiar with the show) as fast as he could. Unfortunately for Nick, too many of them were wrong and the final score was Jennifer, 22; Nick, 15.

"Go to the bedroom and strip," Jennifer told him. "I'll be right there."

Nick was finishing undressing when Jennifer entered the bedroom. She went into her closet and emerged with just the new cane. Nick didn't like the look of the new weapon.

"What's that?" he asked.

Still enjoying herself, Jennifer smiled and said, "It's your new bad boy nightmare. It's part of a mother and daughter set we got yesterday. But first I'm going to warm you up a bit with my hand. Over my lap, naughty boy."

Jennifer started up with medium strength spanks that weren't meant to impart a lot of pain immediately but began to produce coloring on Nick's rear within just two minutes. Having reached the shade of red she was looking for, she stopped and told him to stretch out over the side of the bed.

The time was 8:15; at the same moment a similar scene was taking place in Austin.

"This may hurt quite a bit," she told him. "I'm only going to give you ten strokes, but you need to stay in place. Try to stand up at any point and we'll start all over." She moved to the left of him, swished the cane for a few seconds, then took a few practice swings. Nick closed his eyes, expecting the worse.

"Oowww!" Nick screamed as the cane crossed both cheeks with the first stroke. He immediately forgot what the rules were and jumped up. "Doesn't count, get back down," Jennifer told him.

Despite pain worse than any he had suffered since Jennifer had taken control, Nick managed to stay in place for ten more strokes, ending up with visible stripes all over his sit spot. Jennifer actually felt sorry for him, remembering that Elena had originally suggested that she not get a cane for use on her husband.

She didn't apologize -- that would have weakened the dominant role she had taken in the marriage, but she did tell him to lay down onto his stomach so she could alleviate the pain a bit with some soothing lotion.

"I think this will be for punishment spankings only," she told him. "We've got plenty of other toys for reminder spankings."

Jennifer intended to call Nancy the next morning to fill her in on the recent activity with Bret and Nick, but it was actually Nancy who called first. After hearing Jennifer's news, she had a favor to ask of her protégé.

"Jennifer, I'm wondering if you could do a big favor for me."

"Of course. Anything I could do to help, I'd be happy to."

"I have a customer coming in this afternoon," Miss Elena said. "He's one of the men who wants to be spanked by two women. My friend who usually works with me just told me she's sick and I'm wondering if you might possibly want to help me with him today. He's a very good customer and I would hate to disappoint him. He pays $500 and I'll split the fee with you. Might you be interested?"

It took no time for Jennifer to decide. "Absolutely! I'm on a roll, after two spankings in three nights and this sounds like great fun! What do I need to do?"

"First we need to come up with a name for you... something a little out of the ordinary. Then you dress up in something that looks intimidating like I do. Black and white is good and maybe wear your highest heels."

Jennifer thought for a few seconds. "How about Cassandra? I always liked that name. Does that work?"

The two women worked out the details. The customer was due at three o'clock. Elena would tell him that he was going to get a special spanking today from Miss Cassandra, the hardest spanker in Texas. She would take him upstairs and get him ready, so Jennifer would arrive about 3:15 and join them.

Jennifer was excited about what the afternoon would bring. She looked through her closet for clothes that would appear intimidating, not finding exactly what she wanted. Remembering what Elena had worn when they first met, she went shopping and got a long black skirt and spiked heels. Just before leaving, she put on extra makeup highlighted by a very heavy layer of the brightest red lipstick she could find.

Jennifer arrived right on time and headed upstairs to the room where she first saw Nick standing in the corner. The scene was similar. The customer was standing in the corner wearing just white cotton underpants with his back towards the door.

"There she is," Miss Elena said. "Turn around and say Hello to Miss Cassandra, young man."

The customer started to pivot to his left. "Hello, Miss..." he managed to say before his eyes widened and his mouth dropped open.

"Oh my God!" Jennifer screamed. "Bernie, what are you doing here? Does Barbara know you're here?" Turning to Elena, she said, "That's my brother-in-law."

"N-no," Bernie said weakly in answer to Jennifer's question.

The shock left all three not knowing what to do next. It was Jennifer who took charge.

"You wanted a spanking, Bernie? Well, you came to the right place and Miss Cassandra is the right person."

"Maybe I should just go home," Bernie said softly.

"Oh, we'll go home for sure. You and I will go and have a long talk with Barbara about what her naughty boy husband needs. But first you're going to get the spanking you paid for. And I promise you you're going to get your money's worth." Turning to Elena, she said, "I'll handle this one myself."

Bernie was reluctant to go to his sister-in-law to be spanked and stood in place. Elena moved in and took his arm to lead him to Jennifer, who had moved to the spanking chair. Elena took down Bernie's underwear before placing him over Jennifer's lap. Jennifer immediately secured him into place, grabbing his right hand and putting him into a leg lock.

"Give me one of the paddles, please," Jennifer told Elena.

There was no gentle warm-up for Bernie as Jennifer immediately plastered his rear with fifty spanks in a random place, in irregular time manner. She then asked Elena to pass to her one of the hairbrushes in the room and gave him fifty with that implement. This was a harder spanking than what Bernie had been used to from Elena, and he started begging Jennifer to stop, but after fifty with the brush, she asked Elena to pass a leather strap and used that for another fifty.

Bernie was now a mess, sweating profusely, gasping for air, and almost in tears. But there was a short tawse in the room, and Jennifer had decided to save that for the finale. Elena passed it to her and Jennifer changed her pace, now slowing down and giving him his last fifty spanks as close as she could to a five second interval so that Bernie would also suffer from knowing exactly when the next swipe would reach his battered behind.

Finally she stopped, and Elena stepped in to help Bernie to his feet. It had been a monumental spanking, even by Elena's professional standards. Instead of her usual practice of continuing her dominant role after a spanking, this time she worked to help Bernie get back control of himself. She told him to take as much time as he needed to wind down and recover, and she and Jennifer would wait in the kitchen for him.

Twenty minutes later, Bernie entered the kitchen fully dressed but obviously in pain. He looked towards Elena, trying not to make eye contact with Jennifer.

"I think I'd like to go home now," he said to Elena.

Jennifer took over the conversation. "Yes, let's do that Bernie. I'm going to follow you and we'll sit down with Barbara and have a long conversation about what her big little boy needs. And I'm going to suggest to her that you and she make a joint visit to Miss Elena so Barbara can learn how to handle you in the future."

Elena gave a hug to both of them on the way out, and Jennifer got into her car to follow Bernie. Along the way, she started to visualize a scene that she was sure would take place in the not-too-distant future, where two sisters-in-law put two brothers-in-law over their laps for a memorable double spanking.


2. The First Time

The first time my mother-in-law spanked me I was sixteen years old.

Of course, she wasn't my mother-in-law when I was sixteen. But she was my girlfriend's mother, and as it eventually turned out, there would be more spankings that would follow the first one.

Katie White and I became high school sweethearts when we were in the tenth grade and more than thirty years later, we're still sweethearts. Luckily for me, it was a case of opposites attract. Along with being very attractive, Katie had her act totally together: a cheerleader, a straight-A student, always well dressed, always on time, and a teacher's pet, but not in an obnoxious way.

On the other hand, I was a somewhat typical teenage boy, disorganized, often distracted, often dressed sloppily; what she saw in me at that time, I don't know, but I'm just glad she did.

We both grew up in an upper-middle class suburb of Columbus, Ohio. Katie's dad was an engineer, and my dad owned a successful plumbing supply business which I now run. But there was a big difference in the way we were raised. I didn't know it at first, but Katie's parents were very strict. My parents essentially let me get away with murder.

When I turned sixteen, I got my driver's license and Dad bought me a nice used car. After that I started driving Katie to school every day so she didn't have to use the bus. Most mornings, she was happy and perky in the morning, giving me a peck of a kiss when she got in the car and chatty all the way to school.

One morning she was totally different when she got in the car. There was no good morning kiss, no smile, she was quiet and subdued.

"What's the matter?" I asked.

At first she deferred from answering. After about ten seconds, she responded in a sad, soft voice, "I got spanked last night."

I was so shocked, I almost drove off the road. "What!! Your parents still spank you? You're sixteen years old!"

"Yes, my mother still spanks me. Not often, but last night I mouthed off at her and said some things I shouldn't have said. My parents' rules are as long as you live in the house, you could still get spanked. My brother's 19 and he got it last month when he came home drunk."

Part of the reason I was so surprised is that I had met her parents many times and they seemed like great folks. But as a person who had never been spanked, maybe I was in no position to figure out what kind of parents spank their kids, especially teenagers.

When summer came that year, I suggested we do a day at the Cedar Point amusement park about two hours from us. Katie didn't think her parents would allow her to go that far, but we both spoke to them and managed to convince them; in fact her mother extended Katie's normal 11PM curfew to midnight for the first time. But she warned us that we'd better be home by midnight, putting a lot of emphasis on the word 'better'.

I picked Katie up at 8am and we were at the park around 10:15. We had a great time, two sixteen year-olds, feeling very adult being there ourselves. We agreed we would leave by 9:30 to be sure to meet Katie's curfew. We went on many rides, ate lots of junk food, took pictures and bought a bunch of souvenirs.

At 7:30 we got in line for one of the roller coasters we hadn't been on yet. The line at that point was about an hour, so we were confident we had plenty of time. As we got near the front of the line, the coaster had a mechanical problem. They announced it would take ten or fifteen minutes to fix it so we decided we had enough time to wait and we stayed in line.

As it turned out, it took a half hour to get the coaster running again. By the time we got to the front of the line and rode the coaster, it was after 9 o'clock and we had a long walk to the parking lot ahead of us. Katie was getting nervous and we walked to the car as fast as we could.

What we hadn't counted on was the time it took to get out of the parking lot. There were hundreds of cars ahead of us inching to the exit gates and by the time we got on the highway, it was after ten o'clock. I told Katie not to worry; I would speed up and make up the lost time.

Of course you can guess what happened next. We hadn't even made it ten miles when I saw flashing lights in my rear view mirror and heard the siren. I pulled to the side and the state trooper slowly walked towards us. Katie started to cry.

I opened my window and the trooper looked in. He saw Katie crying and walked to her side-he was afraid that maybe she was in the car against her will or that maybe I might have hurt her. "Why are you crying, Miss?" he asked her.

Katie composed herself and answered him honestly. "We're going to get home after my curfew and I'm going to get a spanking, Officer."

He came over to my side and told me to get out of the car. First he asked if I had been drinking. Of course I hadn't been, I was just sixteen, but he still made me walk a straight line to be sure. Then he took my license and went back to his car to radio in and see if I had a record. After about ten minutes, he came back and wrote a ticket for speeding. He looked in the car and said "I'm sorry you're going to get a spanking, Miss, but in my job there's been a couple of times I've had to call teenagers' parents to tell them their kids were dead because of crashes. Better getting spanked than buried." Then he turned to me. "As to you, I don't know what your parents will do to you, but if you were my kid, I would wear out my belt on your stupid ass."

He let us go then, but he got behind us in the right hand lane and followed us for at least ten miles to make sure I wouldn't go over the speed limit. He only left us when someone sped past us in the left lane. He put on his lights and siren and pulled that car over.

There were no cell phones then and Katie and I discussed if we should get off the highway and find a pay phone to call her parents. But it was late and we didn't know where we would find a phone. Looking for one would make us even later so we kept going. We got to Katie's house a little after one o'clock. Katie gave me a little kiss and said she'd had a great time, but she was crying as she walked towards the front door.

My parents were angry also, but as usual I got off with little punishment. The warehouse for Dad's business had become dirty and disorganized, so my punishment was that I would have to clean it and rearrange everything next weekend. No big deal.

I waited until noon to call Katie. Her father answered the phone and I started by trying to apologize, but he quickly told me to hold on and called Katie.

"Hi. How did it go?" I asked her.

"I got spanked after breakfast. Long and hard. It still hurts and my behind is still red."

"I'm so sorry, Katie. Is there anything I can do?"

"Yes, but you might not want to. My mother wants to spank you too. She says if you don't have the maturity to accept the same punishment I got, she doesn't want me to be going out with you any more."

I'm sure Katie wanted me to tell her that of course I would agree to be spanked to keep on dating her, but I wimped out. Finally I tried to weasel out of the dilemma saying "My parents don't believe in spanking."

"She knows that," Katie said with her disappointment evident. "She says it doesn't matter, that you deserve the same punishment I got and if your parents won't give it to you, she will."

Once again disappointing her, I told her I needed some time to think it over and I would call her back in an hour. I admit I was afraid. I had always considered myself lucky that I had never been spanked, knowing that when we had been younger, almost all of my friends did get it from their parents.

After thinking for a few minutes I realized I had struck gold with Katie and I certainly did not want her to be banned from seeing me. Somehow, though, I thought that if I met with her mom, I would be able to offer sincere apologies and get away without being spanked.

Boy, was I wrong!

I called Katie and told her I would like to come over and talk to her mother. She told me to come over now, and I drove over and walked into the lion's den. As soon as I got there, Mrs. White took me out to the back porch so we could speak alone. I started by trying to apologize, that we really had a plan to get home by midnight, that we were just unlucky between the coaster breaking down, the traffic when we were leaving, and being pulled over by the trooper. But Katie had already told her mom all of that, and Mrs. White wasn't buying any of my story.

"You and Katie think you're adults, but you're not," she said to me. "You both made a childish decision to stay and wait for the ride to be fixed. And maybe you didn't know where phones were once you left, but there are definitely phones at Cedar Point and you should have called if you thought you might be late. That's why Katie got spanked this morning. And then you made everything even worse putting my daughter's life in danger by speeding.

"I wish your parents believed in spanking, because you deserve a worse one than Katie got today. Mr. White and I both like you, Jimmy, but you do show immaturity at times and this time you were completely irresponsible. So if you want to keep dating Katie, you need to agree that I will punish you if I think you deserve it. And that will start right now. It's your choice."

I gulped. I realized I had been delusional thinking I might be able to talk her out of spanking me. My heart was pounding so hard, I thought it would break through my body like in that Alien movie. A spanking and Katie, or no spanking and no Katie.

I didn't want to lose Katie. With my voice breaking, I managed to squeak out, "OK. You can spank me."

Mrs. White stood up and said "Follow me." We went into the house. Katie saw us and understood I had agreed to be spanked, so she gave me a little 'good luck' smile. I followed Mrs. White up the stairs. She is an average size woman, but when you're following her up the stairs three or four steps below her, she looked like a giant who would be able to handle me easily.

She told me to go into Katie's brother's room since he was away for the summer and she said to take off my shoes and pants. She headed to her room to get her hairbrush. Take off my pants? I hadn't even thought about that and I became even more nervous as I started to undress. Well, at least she didn't say to take off my underwear also.

She entered the room carrying the hairbrush, which looked huge to me. She left the door open so Katie and her dad would hear what was going to happen - that doubled my anxiety level. Then she turned around a chair from the desk in the room and told me to come to her.

I walked over to her and stood right in front, wearing just my undershorts, socks, and a tee shirt.

"Since this is the first time you're being spanked, I'm going to tell you what is going to happen," Mrs. White said. "I'm going to take down your undershorts. I'm sure you will be very embarrassed, but spankings need to be on the bare bottom and you don't have anything I haven't seen before. Then you will lay down over my lap. I'm going to warm you up with hand spanks. At first it won't seem too bad but after a minute or two it will get uncomfortable. I will continue spanking you harder and faster and it will start to hurt quite a bit. It will reach a point where you are going to want me to stop. I will not stop. When you really want it to stop and think you can't take any more, that's when a good spanking just begins to sink in. At that point I'm going to start using the hairbrush and you will know immediately that I'm using it. You will holler and scream, and maybe cry. But I will not stop until I feel you have really been punished sufficiently for putting Katie's life and your life in danger. Don't feel bad if you cry, it's going to hurt you more than anything you have ever had in your life and there's no shame in crying.

"Do you understand and do you still want to go ahead?"

I was already so scared I almost started to cry before she even started. But I thought again about Katie. "Go ahead," I managed to squeak out.

As she had said, the first few spanks weren't at all bad and for a moment I fooled myself into thinking maybe it wouldn't be awful. She was alternating smacks on my butt cheeks, maybe one every two seconds, covering the whole area of my backside and upper thighs. But as she continued and landed hits on the same spot, I started to realize this was going to be tough.

Then she started to spank faster, one after the other after the other, and harder. Much harder. I started to groan and holler "ow" and "ouch" on many smacks. I lost track of time and don't know how long it had been or how many spanks I had received, but I know it was too long and too many. I had already reached the point where I didn't think I could take it anymore. But she continued with even harder spanks and I began to beg her to stop.

She did stop. I was in terrific pain but congratulated myself for surviving my first spanking. But there was a big problem: I had forgotten what she told me earlier about a warm-up before the hairbrush comes into play.

"Now, Jimmy, I'm going to start using the hairbrush," she said. "This is going to hurt a lot. Get ready."

"No, Mrs. White, please, no more," I screamed. but the brush was on me before I could even finish. The first spank exploded on my right butt cheek and I hollered at the top of my lungs. I'm sure Katie and her dad downstairs could tell the hairbrush was now in use.

The next few minutes were the worst in my life. Spank after spank after spank on my already hot backside. My screaming turned into crying and then just a continuous wail. I couldn't even beg for mercy any more - anything I would have said wouldn't be intelligible.

Again, I have no idea how long it lasted. Finally, she stopped and kept me over her lap while I cried. After a minute or two, she helped me up and led me to the bed where I laid down on my stomach. "Take as much time as you need, Jimmy," she told me. "When you're ready, get dressed and wash up, then come downstairs."

It was probably about a half hour before I felt I could. Despite what Mrs. White had said about no shame to crying, I started to worry about what Katie may have felt about me crying and screaming like a baby. Would she lose interest in me? Did I go through this for nothing? So as I walked down the stairs (very carefully and slowly given my pain) I worried about seeing both Katie and her mom.

Happily, I was wrong. Katie came to me and gave me a little kiss saying, "I'm so proud of you Jimmy." And Mrs. White was actually nice, telling me the punishment was over and I was free to continue dating Katie. But she also made it clear that as long as I was dating her daughter, she would keep an eye on me and hoped we would never have to repeat what we had to do this afternoon.

It would take quite a while, but eventually, we did.

*  *  *

The first time Sharon White spanked me, I was 16 years old and she was my girlfriend's mother.

The second time she spanked me I was 25 and she was my mother-in-law.

After we graduated from high school, Katie went to Cleveland to get a degree in psychology. I decided to stay local at Ohio State as our family business which I would eventually own was growing and Dad needed my help. I was able to get up to Cleveland about one weekend a month to see Katie and she came home every summer, so our relationship never wavered.

After my freshman year I decided to drop out of State to go full time with Dad. Katie went ballistic when I told her; she said I deserved to have a college degree and our future kids deserved a father who was a college graduate, so we agreed I would stay in school part-time taking two courses each semester and get a degree in about six years.

By the time we were 25, Katie and I were at a sweet spot in our lives. We got married shortly after she graduated with a Masters degree and I was pretty much running the family business with Dad now able to dial back his involvement. Katie was working as a psychologist at a school district near us, while finishing work on her Doctoral dissertation. Our house was about ten minutes from my parents and about 15 from Katie's. We saw a lot of both families and all was well, although I do have to admit that every time I was with Katie's mother, I could never totally forget that she once had me over her lap screaming and crying my head off.

Best of all, Katie was six months' pregnant.

But I was starting to feel stressed that summer. I was working at the store six days a week, going to school, going to Katie's pregnancy classes, and more. I decided continuing college was the least important and I did not register for the upcoming fall semester. I meant to tell Katie, but it slipped my mind.

Katie and I were having dinner one night late in August and she asked me when my fall semester was starting.

"It started already. I dropped out, Katie. I told you that."

I could see immediately this was not going to be good. "No, you did not tell me that. I would absolutely remember that, because if you told me that we would have had a huge argument. Huge!"

"Sorry, honey, I really thought I told you. I don't need a college degree. We have a good business so it doesn't matter."

"Well it matters to me. A lot. And it will matter a lot in the future to your son I'm carrying and our future kids. Why should they want to go to college if their father never finished? Not to mention you made a major decision without even talking to me about it."

I had never seen her as angry as she was. She walked into the bedroom and slammed the door. I told myself she was overreacting because of being pregnant and hoped we could have a less emotional conversation later.

I could hear that she was on the phone with someone in the bedroom. After about five minutes she emerged but was still in a rage. She grabbed her purse and took out her keys. "Get in my car," she commanded.

"Where are we going?"

"Just get in the car. Now."

She was so angry, I felt it best to do what she wanted, so I followed her and got into the car. After just two turns, I knew we were on the route to her parents' house. "Why are we going to your folks?" I asked.

"Because you're going to get a spanking from my mother. I would love to do it myself, but with this big belly I wouldn't be able to give you all that you deserve."

"Katie, turn the car around. I'm sorry I forgot to tell you but I think you're overreacting because you're pregnant."

Well, that was sure the wrong thing to say. Mount Vesuvius erupted in the car!

"Don't you dare play the pregnancy card on me! The problem isn't that I'm pregnant with your son. The problem is that you're feeling sorry for yourself about being busy and you're being lazy, stubborn, and childish. I don't know whether you really forgot to tell me or if you were just hoping I would forget about it, but it doesn't matter. We're supposed to discuss important decisions and you chose to ignore me, knowing how important it is to me that you finish school."

"You're right Katie. I'm sorry. But a spanking? From your mother?"

"Yes, a spanking from my mother. I know my mother intimidates you. You have never forgotten the spanking she gave you when we were 16. I can see how you act differently any time you're in the same room as her. Your body language is defensive. Your voice is softer. You're afraid of my mother. Maybe you thought you kept that hidden, but I know it and she knows it too. So you're going to get a good spanking tonight and let's hope we won't need a repeat trip anytime soon."

Hearing that, my resistance to being spanked evaporated. Damn, she's smart. I guess that's what you get when you marry a psychologist. As the car pulled in to the driveway, I sadly accepted the fact that I was about to get a spanking.

We entered the house and the first thing I saw was one of their dining room chairs in the living room with a hairbrush on it, the same one that had devastated me nine years before. My father-in-law Russ was sitting on a couch giving me what I thought was a sympathetic look. Obviously, he knew what was about to happen.

Sharon came in from the kitchen and the look she gave me frightened me.

"We know why you're here; let's get right to it," she said coldly. She picked up the brush, then sat down, looked right at me and pointed to her lap. I was wearing shorts and stepped out of them once they hit the floor. Sharon reached out and yanked down my underwear.

Reluctantly, I slowly lowered myself over her lap. I closed my eyes.

Remembering back, when Sharon spanked me nine years before, yes, she gave me one barnburner of a walloping, but she was somewhat decent about it. She told me what would happen and started off gently with warm-up hand spanks, building slowly until she started using the brush that was now in her hands.

This was completely different. She started immediately with the brush, landing five quick, hard spanks on the right butt cheek and then five as hard and as fast on the left.

"I can't believe you started a fight with your wife while she's pregnant," Sharon said angrily. "You deserve this and you're going to remember it for a very long time."

I didn't really feel I had started a fight with Katie but I was in no position to dispute the question. Sharon had expanded the area of contact and spanks were raining down all over my butt and the top of my legs. The pain was simply awful and she kept on going, adding more and more spanks on top of places that had already turned deep red.

At least this time I avoided the crying I had done when I got spanked nine years before, but after the first minute or so I was screaming so loudly I wonder if the next-door neighbors might hear. I begged her to stop, making the usual promises of better behavior and the typical regrets of how sorry I was. Of course, whatever I said had no impact on Sharon who was going to spank away until she was totally satisfied.

Finally Katie told her mom I had had enough. I have no idea how long Sharon would have continued if Katie hadn't told her to stop.

I struggled to my feet and did the spank dance, frantically trying to rub some of the pain out, of course to no avail. Katie and Sharon went into the kitchen to talk, and my father-in-law Russ came over to help me get my underwear and shorts back on.

"Sorry, Jim," Russ said. "I know how you feel."

I couldn't sit, so I walked around the living room for about five minutes until Katie came back and said "Let's go home." It was a pleasure to get out of that house.

It was awfully painful as I sat down in Katie's car less than ten minutes after my spanking. I was beaten both physically and mentally, and the apologies I offered to Katie were sincere. She responded sweetly, reminding me her family's policy was that after a punishment the slate is completely wiped clean and all is well again.

I promised her I would re-enroll for school for the next semester, which would be after the baby was born. I did eventually get my degree with my four-year old son and baby daughter at the ceremony.

As we neared our house, something that Russ had said came back to me… that he knew how I felt.

"Does your mother spank your father?" I asked Katie.

"Maybe you would be better off worrying about your own backside instead of my father's," Katie said with a smile. "I wouldn't want to have to send you over to Mom's again anytime soon."

Well, it wasn't soon. But there were many trips to "Mom's" still to come.

*  *  *

Over the next twenty years, combining Katie and me, Sharon spanked us a total of about 25 times. Actually, that breaks out to be me, 24 spankings; Katie, one.

After her mother had given me my first adult spanking, Katie decided it would be a good idea to have the specter of another trip to her mother over my head. I didn't like it at the time, but over the long haul I have come to believe it was probably a pretty good idea, keeping some of my immature tendencies in check. As it turned out, few of the spankings were punishments for questionable behavior; the majority were stress relievers when Katie saw me tense, grumpy, doing things like hollering at the kids for little reason, and so on. Katie has had a very good sense of knowing when my attitude needs adjusting.

Sharon never spanked me quite as badly as that first adult spanking. That time she was livid because I had just had a major argument with Katie who was six months pregnant with Sharon's first grandchild-to-be. Still, all spankings from her are big-time butt burners that are good things to avoid.

At that first adult spanking, Katie's dad Russ had said to me that he knew how I felt. I had asked Katie if her mom spanked her dad but she refused to answer. One time Russ and I were alone on our way to the driving range and I flat out asked him about it.

"Jimmy," he said, "in the years Sharon and I have been married, I probably have been spanked at least fifty times. Do I like it? Hell, no. It hurts me just as much as it hurts you, and I hate hearing her tell me to go get the brush. But the truth is your mother-in-law is a wonderful woman with a heart of gold, who grew up in a family where her mother was in charge and believed it was her duty to keep all members of the family on the straight and narrow. Sharon believes that too. The way I see it, a spanking or two a year is a small price to pay for being married to a good woman."

Now... what about the one adult spanking that Katie got? Here's what happened.

It was shortly after Tommy's first birthday. A high school friend of Katie's was getting married and she was invited to the bachelorette party downtown.

Katie doesn't drink alcohol very often, and when she does it's usually wine. But they were serving mixed drinks at the party and she did have a couple. On the way home, she had an accident when a guy (who turned out to be very drunk) ran a red light and hit Katie's car. She wasn't hurt, but the car was dented badly. The police came and gave both drivers sobriety tests. The limit in Ohio is 0.08. The other driver was way over that but Katie registered 0.09. Legally she was also driving under the influence and by law she had to be arrested.

She called me once they brought her to the station house (in handcuffs with her crying). I immediately took Tommy to my parents' house and went downtown to bail her out, but they told me I couldn't get her out until the next morning and she had to spend the night in jail.

I didn't call Sharon until the next morning, relating that Tommy was with my parents, Katie wasn't hurt, and I was going to the station to bail her out.

"Bring her here," Sharon told me. "She was raised better than that, and it appears she needs a reminder of the consequences of unacceptable behavior."

"You're not going to spank her, are you?"

"I most definitely am. If I can spank you for your behavior, I most certainly can spank my daughter when she deserves it. And if she was driving drunk, she absolutely deserves it."

"Mom, I'm sure she's had a terrible night in jail, and I know she already feels terrible about it. She doesn't need a spanking on top of everything else."

"You just bring her here, young man!"

I wasn't happy at the thought of Katie getting spanked, but in this family, once Sharon has made up her mind, it's useless (and potentially dangerous for your own behind) to argue.

It took until about 10am to get Katie released. When she came out, she looked horrible. She had dressed nicely for the party, but her dress was rumpled and dirty, her hair was a mess, and her makeup had run because of crying. I had never seen her look worse.

She came over to me and fell into my arms, crying heavily. She asked about Tommy first, and I assured her that he was at my parents' house and he was fine. Once in the car, she told me she had not slept at all during the night. She had been put in a large pen with some prostitutes and a couple of other women who had been picked up for various reasons, and she didn't feel safe. She said it was the worst experience of her life and all she wanted to do now was kiss Tommy, take a hot bath, and go to sleep.

I didn't have the heart to tell her there would be another ordeal for her before she could do any of that.

She was half asleep as we drove home. The exit from the highway to her parents' house is two exits past the one for our house and at first she didn't notice we had passed our exit. A minute later she realized where we were and asked "Where are we going?"

"We're going to your parents' house."

Still a bit groggily, she asked "Why would we go there?" I didn't answer and just kept looking at the road ahead. After about ten seconds, Katie realized why. "Oh, my God, no! Is she going to spank me? Please tell me she's not!"

"I'm sorry, honey. I don't want her to, but I couldn't talk her out of it."

Katie broke into tears again and sobbed the remaining few minutes until we got to the house. Sharon hugged her as we walked in, but then backed away and looked at Katie with a very disapproving frown. "You need to be punished, young lady," she said as Katie started to cry again.

Sharon took Katie's arm and led her to the couch. I noticed the dreaded hairbrush was already on the couch. Sharon helped Katie get out of her dress, then brought down her pantyhose and panties, before tugging Katie over her lap.

She started spanking Katie with her hand and Katie's crying escalated immediately. I felt horrible seeing her in such pain and misery. Sharon was landing a spank every two seconds or so, and Katie's beautiful butt went to pink and then red very quickly. After about two minutes, Sharon stopped and reached for the hairbrush. That was too much for me to tolerate.

"No," I yelled at Sharon. "No brush. She's had enough. You can spank me if you want, but I'm not going to let you use the brush on her." I walked over and helped Katie off of Sharon's lap and hugged her as she cried her heart out.

Sharon accepted my judgment. We both helped Katie get dressed and before we left, Katie walked over to her mother and the two of them hugged and kissed. All was forgiven on both sides.

I took Katie home, helped her into her hot bath, and picked up Tommy. Katie slept for ten hours after her bath.

Katie was facing losing her driver's license for three months and wanted to go to court to plead guilty but appeal for a waiver of the suspension. She and I worked together on what she would say to the judge. First, the police report said the accident was not her fault. Second, at .09, she was just .01 over the limit, perhaps within the margin of error for the device the policeman used. And lastly, as a school psychologist, she was responsible for helping students in three different buildings, necessitating her driving between schools each day.

The court was crowded when we got there, about a hundred people. Luckily, we were fifth on the docket and didn't have to wait too long. Katie had dressed professionally in contrast to most of the people there, hoping to bolster her appeal. The judge seemed to be tough, rushing through the first four cases with fines and suspensions, then called the case of Dr. Katherine Collins.

Katie pleaded guilty and asked to make a statement. The judge seemed bored but told her to go ahead and she went through the points that we had rehearsed at home. But then she had more to say that I did not know she was planning. She spoke slowly, taking pauses for dramatic effect which I will try to recreate with dots between the words.

"Your honor," she said, "in closing... I hope the court will take into consideration... that when a 27-year old woman... gets a bare bottom... SPANKING from her mother... she has already been made aware of the dangers of drinking and driving."

The courtroom exploded with laughter, none more than the judge. After about ten seconds, he stopped laughing, banged his gavel, and said "Case dismissed."


3. Son and Father

The Son

When my father got married for the second time, I was the only one at the wedding who wasn't happy - and I was the Best Man.

My real mother had been killed in an accident when I was eight, and I was fourteen when I met Carole for the first time. My dad had started to date her, and they were beginning to get serious, so it was time for me to meet her. I didn't like her from the start, and although she tried to be nice to me for a while, when Dad told me they were going to get married, I knew she and I weren't going to get along well. I understand Dad needs a woman in his life, but I wished it wasn't her.

Dad had some surgery done last year, and Carole was his nurse for a few days in the hospital. They hit it off and started dating. Carole's a couple of years older than Dad; she was a widow who had two sons. One is away in the Army and the other got married and moved to California, so I didn't meet either of them until the wedding. Dad made me Best Man, but I couldn't go to the bachelor party because I was too young. I had to stay at Carole's house instead. Bummer!

I had it pretty good living with Dad. He always felt bad that I didn't have a mom, so he usually gave me whatever I wanted, and I could mostly do whatever I wanted to. I got in trouble a few times in school, and the police grabbed me once when one of my buddies got ahold of some weed, but Dad usually didn't get too upset if I got into trouble.

Dad and I were living in an apartment and Carole had a house, so we moved in there, and that separated me from some of my friends. Another reason to hate her. I wasn't happy. I was determined to spend as little time as possible with her, and to do what I wanted to do whether she liked it or not.

I stayed with a friend for a few days while Dad and Carole went on a short honeymoon. They came home on a Friday night and picked me up. Dad went into his office on Saturday to check up on what he had missed, and that left Carole and me alone for the first time with her officially my stepmother.

She woke me up earlier than I wanted and made breakfast for me, trying to act happy and cheerful, but as soon as I finished eating, she said "Davy, we need to have a discussion." I figured she was going to lay down some rules and restrictions, and I was in no mood to hear it, but we moved into the living room to talk.

Carole sat on a couch, and I sat on a chair opposite her. I was ready for a fight.

"Davy," she started, "your father and I have spent a great deal of time discussing what my relationship should be with you."

I started to tell her there wasn't going to be a relationship, but she cut me off.

"Let me finish, please, Davy, then you can talk. Frankly, your father is unhappy about your behavior lately and so am I. In just the short time I have known you, I have seen you disrespect your father several times. I have heard profanity that I will not put up with; I've seen inappropriate behavior in restaurants and other places; and many other things. Not to mention your grades at school are barely passing. I'm your stepmother now, and I will not tolerate that kind of behavior or lack of effort in school."

I started to respond but she held up her hand and said, "Stop. Let me finish.

"Davy, your father feels he has been too lenient with you and has let you get away with too much. He wants me to become the primary parent in regards to your discipline and punishment. We are going to make many changes in your life, and you're not going to like most of them. Your dad has given me full power to punish you in any manner I feel is appropriate any time I feel you deserve to be punished. And as far as that goes, I have to tell you that having raised two sons before you, I'm warning you that I completely believe that spankings for teenage boys are an excellent punishment, and you will be spanked whenever I feel you deserve it. You don't have to love me, Davy. You don't even have to like me. But you do have to obey and respect me or you will be a very sorry young man. Also, I do not feel you should call me by my first name anymore. You may call me 'Mom' or 'Stepmom'. Now you may speak."

I had plenty to say, starting with, "Carole, you're out of your fucking mind. I don't even think of you as my stepmother. To me, you're just some person who sleeps with my dad, and I have to live in the same damned house with. I will not listen to you, and I will do whatever I want. So just leave me alone, and you can take your spankings and shove them you-know-where. You must be really good in bed, because my dad certainly didn't marry you for your personality."

Carole stood up, walked over to my chair, and slapped my face hard. I wasn't expecting that, and it stunned me. I didn't know how to react and just sat there. Carole then grabbed my shirt and pulled me up. She got behind me and quickly pushed me into a corner. Before I could react, she reached around me and unbuckled my belt. With her still behind me and keeping me pushed into the corner, she got my pants unbuckled and pushed them down to my knees.

"I'm sorry it came to this today, Davy," she said. "I had no intentions of spanking you today, but you brought this on yourself." She took a firm grasp of my arm and led me to the couch. I tried to pull away, but with the pants bunched up, she had all the leverage. She was a lot stronger than I had expected, maybe from having to deal with patients at the hospital.

It probably didn't even take a full minute from the time she slapped me to having me over her lap. Then I felt her tugging down my underwear, and I reached back to stop her, but she grabbed my hand and pinned it to my back. She got the shorts down and started slapping my butt as hard as she could. I couldn't believe she had handled me so easily, but I guess she had done this many times before with her two sons.

It didn't take long for the slaps to start hurting. I was moving around trying to avoid them, but she just kept on hitting all over my backside and even at the top of my legs. At first I was determined not to beg her to stop, but that didn't last long. I'm sure she wanted me to start crying, but at least I avoided that.

She stopped spanking. I stood up rubbing my butt and she got behind me with her hand on my neck and shuffled me to the bathroom. "Now we will deal with your dirty mouth," she said. With my pants and now shorts tangled, I couldn't resist her. She bent me over the sink and gave me several more sharp spanks, then got some soap out, wet it and stuck it in my mouth. She moved it around, then took it out and made it soft and wet in the sink, then stuck it back in my mouth. I almost gagged. Between the taste and the smell my eyes started to water. I wasn't exactly crying, but it was close.

She moved me into a tight corner in the bathroom. "Wait right there," she said. "Keep that soap in your mouth or you will really regret it." I was so beaten down by now, I wouldn't think of disobeying her at that moment.

I heard her moving around the house but decided I had better just stay looking into the corner. The pain in my butt had started to subside, but the soap tasted awful and my eyes were tearing badly.

I was probably there about five minutes before she came back into the bathroom. She took the soap out of my mouth and told me to rinse. I rinsed twice, but then she grabbed my arm and led me away from the bathroom even though the taste of the soap was still awful.

When we got to the living room, there was a straight-back chair in the middle of it, and there was a hairbrush on the chair. She pulled me over to the chair and sat down with me standing in front of her. "When you met my sons at the wedding, did either of them tell you about Mr. Hairbrush?"

"No," I responded nervously.

"That's surprising," she said. "I know neither of them will ever forget Mr. Hairbrush, and neither will you."

She pulled me over her lap with my pants and shorts still down. With my butt still aching from the hand spanking, the first strike from the brush on my right cheek shocked me by how much it hurt. About two seconds later, I felt the same on the left cheek. And then she continued, applying a hard spank on alternating cheeks in a steady rhythm. Every spank seemed to hurt more than the one before, and knowing exactly where and when the next spank was coming added to the misery. I finally started to cry, softly at first, but then rising to a steady wail. I also began begging her to stop, although my words were slurred.

And then once she knew how much I was hurting, she changed the speed and location of the spanks, and I could no longer know where or when the next one was coming. I was now crying hysterically and begging for her to stop.

As best I could, I blubbered everything I could think of to try to get her to stop. "Please stop... please no more... I'm sorry... I'll be good... I'll respect you... I promise... no more, please."

"Who am I, Davy?" she asked, slowing down and lightening up the spanks.

I wasn't sure how to respond.

"Let's try that again, Davy," she said as she gave me another hard spank. "Who am I?"

This time I understood. "You're my stepmother," I said as best I could while still crying heavily.

"Call me 'Mommy,'" she said. "Ask Mommy to please stop spanking you."

Nothing could have been more demeaning than calling this woman 'Mommy' but I just could not take any more of Mr. Hairbrush.

"Please stop, Mommy," I whimpered.

And she did.

She let me stay over her lap for a minute or two, but then helped me up and led me into a corner. "You stay there and think about your behavior and think about if you want to meet Mr. Hairbrush again soon," she told me. I was still crying badly but calmed down after a few minutes even though the pain was still terrible.

After a while she led me out of the corner and brought me back to the couch. She tugged me over her lap again, and I started to cry again because I thought she was going to spank me some more. This time, however, she rubbed some cream onto my butt. I was still in pain, but I did feel a little better.

"Does that help a little?" she asked in a soft voice.

"Yes."

"Say 'Thank you, Mommy'."

Still over her knee in the spanking position, I didn't hesitate. "Thank you, Mommy."

That first spanking was about six months ago. It's been a roller coaster with her since then. I do call her Mom now. It felt wrong for the first few weeks, but I got used to it. Like it or not, she is definitely my stepmother and she's not going away.

There have been some good things with her, I have to admit that. She'll often ask me what I would like for dinner and make it for me. She knows a lot and helps me with my schoolwork - my grades are getting better, and she tries to reward me in some way if I do well on a test. I just turned 16, and she and Dad bought me a new iPhone 12 for my birthday. I know she would have to agree to do that. And now that I'm 16, I got my Learner's Permit, and Mom has taken me out for some afternoon driving lessons. She said she has already taught two boys how to drive, and it's fun doing it again. She even had me drive into an ice cream stand the first time, and it was nice being together there. If it wasn't for Mr. Hairbrush, I could almost think about saying I might like her a little.

But she is still very, very strict - I've learned that the hard way. Since that first spanking, I have been grounded three or four times, mouth soaped twice for bad language (no spanking those times - it wasn't the F-word). I have also met Mr. Hairbrush seven more times since the first one. None have been quite as bad as the first one, but they are all horrible. I really try to avoid doing things that will get me spanked, but I've slipped and done things like talking back to her, missing curfews, not cleaning my room, and I got it all those times. It's embarrassing to admit, but now when she tells me I'm going to get it, I start to cry even before she gets my pants down. At least most of the spankings were in the first couple of months - I've mostly stayed out of trouble recently.

But yesterday was terrible. I got in trouble at school. A few of us were making fun of a kid a grade below us and he started to cry. A teacher saw it and brought us into the principal's office. They said we were "bullying" the kid. I really don't feel it was that bad, but they called our parents to tell them about it.

I doubt if any of the other guys got spanked when they got home, but I knew I'd be seeing Mr. Hairbrush. When I got home, it wasn't just Mom there. Her sister (I guess she's my step-aunt) Joan was there. Aunt Joan is a little older than Carole, and I think she taught Mom how to be nasty. I like her even less than I liked Mom when I first met her.

I walked in and Mom said in a very cold voice, "Do you have anything to tell me?"

I tried to tell her we were just harmlessly teasing that kid, and the teacher and principal over-reacted, but there was no chance I could change her mind.

"Bullying is bullying and it's not acceptable, young man. Do you know what the punishment for bullying is?"

"I think so," I said sadly.

"Not quite. Of course you're going to go upstairs right now and bring down Mr. Hairbrush, but you're getting a double-header today. You'll get a second spanking at bedtime tonight. Hopefully that boy you picked on will see you try to sit down in school tomorrow."

I walked towards the stairs and passed Aunt Joan to get there. She had a smile on her face.

Dad had watched Mom spank me a couple of times, but having Aunt Joan as an audience was humiliating, especially as she appeared to be happily awaiting my punishment. I was already sniveling as I handed the brush to Mom, and maybe because another woman was there, I realized I had an erection, which appeared obvious as soon as Mom pulled my shorts down. I heard Aunt Joan snicker when she saw it.

Over I went and Aunt Joan moved over to get a good view of my face. Sometimes Mom had given me a warmup with her hand before starting with the brush, but this time she went straight to Mr. Hairbrush and it hurt as much as ever. I started hollering and crying quickly, and every time I looked up I could see through my tears Aunt Joan smiling and enjoying herself.

Mom moved me right into the corner as soon as she felt I had enough. "That's all?" Aunt Joan asked.

"He's getting another after supper," Mom said. I stood in the corner for about a half hour and thankfully Aunt Joan left, sarcastically calling out, "Bye, Davy, have a nice day."

After the corner, Mom sent me up to my room until supper. Dad came home and Mom filled him in. As soon as the dishes were put away, I was sent to my room to change into pajamas and get ready for bed. My door was open and I could hear Dad talking to Mom, suggesting maybe I had had enough for one day, and she might skip the second spanking.

Mom wasn't buying it. She sounded angry as she said to him that he had put her in charge of my discipline, and she was tired of hearing him questioning her decisions about my punishments. Dad stayed downstairs while Mom came into my room for the second spanking, ending a perfectly horrible day.

The Father

When I first proposed to Carole she turned me down. I tried to find out why and she was reluctant to talk. "Is it Davy?" I asked her.

She admitted it was. "I do believe you and I would be very good together," she told me. "But I can't picture living together with Davy. I know it's been tough for you being a single dad, but you've been way too easy on him, and he's out of control. He's surly, disrespectful, and lazy, and I don't want to put up with all that every day. I'm sorry but I can't marry you right now."

I agreed with her that Davy was heading the wrong way, and I was worried about his future. I knew she had raised two boys who had both turned out well. "What if you were in charge of his discipline?" I asked.

At first she said no to that, saying "I don't want to be the wicked stepmother." I knew from earlier discussions that she had been strict with her own sons, but when she told me about spankings and a brush called Mr. Hairbrush, I got a fuller picture of the kind of mother she had been and the kind of stepmother she would be.

I told her how much I needed her and how much Davy needed her. I promised she would be in sole control of Davy with free reign over everything, including making whatever rules she felt necessary and absolute total discretion over whatever punishments she felt was right. I told her I would have her back and give her total support.

Carole has done a great job turning Davy around, more than I could have hoped for. But I still feel awful every time she spanks him. I can't deny that it has been effective, but seeing him cry like that and knowing that he is in horrible pain makes me sick to the stomach. I've tried to suggest to Carole a couple of times that maybe punishments like groundings or extra chores might work well, but she seems to resent my suggestions.

Carole has early shifts at the hospital this week, so Davy and I were alone for breakfast yesterday morning. I knew he had been spanked twice the day before, but I didn't know that her sister had been present at the first one and had made fun of him while he was being spanked. Joan is a dour, unpleasant woman, and I was annoyed that Carole spanked Davy in front of her.

"Dad, please, can you maybe talk to her and get her to ease up on the spankings?" Davy asked me. "Maybe I deserved the first one, but the bedtime spanking was just awful."

I told him I would try.

Davy's bedtime is now 9 o'clock on school nights. He hates that; when we lived alone I had let him stay up as long as he wanted to. Shortly after he went to bed I raised the spanking question with Carole, with emphasis on my unhappiness about Joan being a witness.

It was a bad idea. She immediately got angrier than I had ever seen her.

"Did you or did you not beg me to take control of your son?"

"Yes," I answered softly.

"And did you give me complete decision-making power over his punishments?"

"Yes."

"Is it working? Is he better behaved? Are his grades getting better?"

"Yes, Carole, I can't dispute any of that."

"And most importantly, didn't you promise complete support for whatever I decided?"

"Yes, I did."

"And now you're reneging on the promise you made to me to support my decisions. I let Joan stay there because embarrassment should be a large part of a punishment spanking. But you're criticizing that decision also."

"I'm sorry, Carole. It's just that I feel so badly when I see him crying in pain. I can only imagine what he's going through."

And then something totally unexpected happened.

"Well, you're about to find out what he's been going through. Breaking your promise to support me is as bad to me as anything your son has done, and maybe a meeting with Mr. Hairbrush will get your head back on straight."

She stood up and pulled me off the couch. As she led me up the stairs my head was swimming. I'm an adult, I thought; this is ridiculous. But I also thought about what would happen if I refused. I do love her, and I know Davy needs her discipline, spankings or not. Agreeing to be spanked seemed minor compared to what could happen if I refused. So I followed her up the stairs knowing I was going to get the first spanking of my life.

It hit me that Davy's room was right next to our bedroom. I didn't know if he was already asleep and became concerned that he might hear what was about to happen. But I had little time to worry about that - Carole told me to get completely undressed, and as I did she walked over to her dresser and pulled out Mr. Hairbrush.

She placed herself on the edge of the bed and crooked her finger to call me to her. She spread her legs and got me face down onto the bed over her left leg, then moved her right leg over my legs, so my feet were on the floor but my upper body was on the bed. It was a different arrangement from the way she spanked Davy fully over her lap. In a fleeting moment, I wondered if this was the way she had spanked her sons when they were fully grown, or maybe even if she had spanked her first husband.

Those thoughts went away fast as I felt Mr. Hairbrush for the first time with a sharp spank on the right butt cheek. I think it took a part of a second to actually feel the pain and as soon as I did, he landed again on my left cheek. And then he roamed all over my backside and even the top of my thighs, which was especially painful. I wanted so much to stay silent as I didn't want to wake Davy if he was still sleeping, but as the spanks rained down, silence was no longer an option. "Owws" and "ouches" flew out of my mouth as the pain accumulated, and after I have no idea how long, I resorted to apologizing over and over again, trying to get Carole to stop.

She finally did stop. She said that since Davy stands in the corner after his spankings, I should too, and she guided me into a corner telling me to think about how much I had disappointed her by questioning her decisions after I had promised not to do that.

I don't know how long exactly I was in the corner, and I was mostly thinking about if Davy had heard my spanking and how I would handle that if he did. Carole had stayed in the room taking in the view of a very red backside.

"I'm going to spank Davy tomorrow for putting you up to ask me to stop spanking him," she announced.

Still facing into the corner, I said, "No. Please don't do that."

Carole walked over to the corner, gave me a very hard slap on my butt and turned me around, her face just inches from mine.

"That was a test and you just failed it. I have no intention of spanking him tomorrow. But you just got spanked for questioning my decisions, and when I told you I was going to spank him, you immediately reacted by telling me not to. Apparently, you didn't learn anything from your spanking. So now we'll try it again with Mr. Hairbrush on steroids!"

And she did. I didn't think she could spank faster and harder than she had done the first time, but she did. A second spanking so close to the first brought me almost to tears, and I made a lot of noise as I suffered. After she finally stopped I just laid down on the bed and it took almost an hour before I felt able to get up. I apologized to Carole, put on just a pair of boxers and tried to get to sleep, again worrying if Davy had heard.

Carole had another early shift this morning and was gone when my alarm went off. I showered, then heard Davy moving around in the kitchen and feared facing him.

I went downstairs. He was sitting at the table and looked up at me. I knew he knew from his facial expression. My face must have been strange also. We stared at each other for a couple of seconds - and then we actually started to laugh!

"Sorry I got you in trouble last night, Dad," he said.

"It's all right," I said. "I guess we both have to recognize we're living with a tiger in this house and we both have to watch our asses. But I do love her."

"I'm not there yet," Davy replied. "Maybe someday."

The Son

On the first morning I was left alone with my new stepmother, it took her less than an hour to change me from a confident (some would say cocky) normal teenager to an intimidated little boy who was from then on going to spend every day thinking very carefully about his behavior.

In an effort to improve my behavior, my father had given my stepmother Carole complete permission to punish me in any way she wanted, and after I had told her she was 'fucking crazy' and that the only reason Dad would have married her was that she had to be good in bed, she was more than ready to exercise her authority. In that hour I will never forget, she slapped my face, pushed me into a corner where she got my pants down, put me over her knee for a hard hand spanking that almost had me in tears, soaped my mouth and made me stand in a corner in the bathroom, spanked me again long and hard with what she calls Mr. Hairbrush, and put an almost 16-year-old who was crying his eyes out into another corner for a half hour to think about what his new life was going to be like.

Finally she led me out of the corner to the couch and put me over her lap. I started crying again because I thought she was going to spank me some more, but she gently spread some cream on my backside to soothe it a little, then made me say, "Thank you, Mommy."

"Davy, your punishment is over," she said. "The slate is clean, and we start all over. Why don't you go to your room and rest for a while, then when you're ready we'll talk about how things will be from now on."

I took off my pants and shorts to let some cool air on my butt and napped for a while. I was in no hurry to ever see Carole (she told me I needed to call her Mom from now on) again, but I had to. When I went downstairs, she made lunch for me, and we started the discussion she had wanted to have in the morning before I had mouthed off to her.

My real mother had been killed in an accident several years ago, and Dad had mostly let me do whatever I wanted with a very occasional grounding (which he usually cut short) the only punishment I ever had. It's true I had gotten into trouble a few times, and my grades sucked, so he was pleased he had met a woman like Carole, who had already raised two sons and had spanked them into their late teens.

I knew I wasn't going to like what 'Mom' was going to tell me, but it was even worse than I feared. She assigned me several chores, some daily and others weekly. I had to clean my room every day, something I had never done before. I had to show her my homework every night, and she was going to email my teachers asking them to send her any negative reports on me. She mentioned a bunch of things I could be spanked for including disobedience, disrespect, bad attitude, missing a curfew time, talking back, and whatever else she decided was worth a spanking. She said she hoped she would never have to spank me again, but added that knowing teenage boys, the chances of that coming true were not very good. I was pretty sure she was right about that.

Maybe the worst part was her saying that I need to get more sleep to do better in school, so bedtime was going to be 9 o'clock on nights before school - when it was just Dad and me, I could always stay up as late as I wanted and watching some late basketball and football games with Dad had always been a lot of fun.

The rest of that weekend was uncomfortable for me, both physically and mentally. Not knowing that I would be spanked on my first day with Carole, Dad, who had gone to his office for the day, had made plans for dinner for the three of us, and, yes, it hurt sitting while we ate. And while we don't go to church every week, Mom wanted the three of us to go for our first Sunday as a family. Wooden pews, of course.

The next days were difficult for everyone. We all knew that sooner or later, I was going to get spanked for something. I was doing my best to avoid it, trying to do what Mom wanted and not do what I had been warned about. She was alternating between hovering over me to make sure I knew she was watching me closely and trying to be nice by complimenting me for everything I did that she approved of.

It finally happened about two weeks later. It was a Sunday night, and I had school the next day. The seventh game of the NBA Finals started at 9PM, and of course I wanted to watch it, but Mom was holding firm on my 9 o'clock bedtime. Dad tried to be a mediator, suggesting that maybe I could at least watch the first half, but Mom rejected that and appeared to be angry at him for not fully backing her up (a trait that would eventually make him a member of the I Got Spanked by Mr. Hairbrush club). "What's more important?" she asked. "He gets to watch LeBron James or he gets into a decent college and makes something of himself?" Dad stopped arguing.

I have always had a temper that sometimes got me in trouble, and it did again. When Mom refused to at least let me watch at least part of the game, I lost my cool and called her a bitch. I immediately knew I had gone over the line, and Mom ordered me to go upstairs and get ready for bed. "But you don't have to put your pajama bottoms on," she added.

She kept me waiting for about fifteen minutes with me sitting there with just a pajama top on. She came in carrying the brush. "You remember Mr. Hairbrush, don't you?" she asked. I had hoped she might have cooled off a bit while I had been waiting, but she appeared to be as angry as she had been when I first said it.

She sat on the chair from my desk and motioned me over to her. I spread over her lap and had a great view of the carpet, but I also saw that Mr. Hairbrush was on the floor in front of me.

The first few hand spanks were mild and slow, but she raised the speed and intensity quickly. After a minute, I was squirming and groaning; a minute later the pain was growing, and I was verbalizing "ooows" and "ouches" from many hard spanks. But I couldn't take my eyes off Mr. Hairbrush, knowing he was still to come.

On my first spanking she had stopped when I called her "Mommy." I tried it to no avail. "Mommy, please stop," I called out.

"That's not going to work this time," she said. "You haven't even felt Mr. Hairbrush yet, so reach down and hand him to me."

I had started to cry by this point, and with tears filling my eyes, I reached down with my left hand to get the brush, then passed it to her over my shoulder. I was already in a lot of pain, and the real spanking was just now going to start.

It was awful. She hitched me back up into a secure position and spanked me hard and fast, all over my butt and on the back of my thighs, halfway down to the back of my knees. All this over a basketball game, I thought to myself as I felt my legs and rear end on fire and cried and hollered and screamed.

Finally it ended. I stayed over her lap for a minute or two, then she helped me off and eased me onto the bed as I continued to cry. She left the room and came back quickly with the soothing cream, but after the spanking I had just received, it didn't do a lot of good. She bent down and gave me a little kiss, saying "I hope you learned a lesson tonight, Davy. I expect you to be respectful to me, your dad, and all adults. Try and get some sleep, and we'll be back to normal tomorrow."

The problem with tomorrow was that I had gym class.

Mom believes that embarrassment is a big part of spanking as a punishment. Dad once told me that an old baseball player once said baseball was 90% physical and 50% mental. I feel the same about spankings - they're 90% how much it hurts, and 50% embarrassment.

As soon as I tried to change into my gym shorts, one of the guys saw the back of my legs and loudly called out "Did you get spanked?" A crowd gathered around me, and my face was as red as my butt had been the night before.

Sometimes truth works best. "I called my stepmother a bitch and she beat the Hell out of me," I told the onlookers. Several laughed, but most of them seemed sympathetic, and even though it was mortifying, it could have been worse.

After gym class, I was walking to my next class with a guy named Jerry. "If it makes you feel any better, I still get spanked too," he told me. "I felt I might be the only 16-year-old who still gets it, and I'm sorry for you, but it is kind of nice to know there's at least one other."

Jerry is now my best friend.

As embarrassing as that spanking was - first going over my stepmother's lap with only a pajama top on and then having other guys see me in the locker room - my next spanking was even more embarrassing.

Mom is a nurse, and when she has an early shift at the hospital she likes to make dinner for Dad and me. She serves it at 6:30, and she wants me home by 6pm to wash up and help set the table. Since I had to move to a new school, at first it was tough making new friends, but some guys in the neighborhood play basketball after school, and I have joined in.

Mom has warned me that missing a curfew could be a spankable offense. One time I came in about five minutes late and was warned that when she says 6pm, she does not mean 6:05. I have started setting the alarm on my phone to remind me when I need to head home, but I forgot one day. I ran home as fast as I could and walked in at 6:12.

"Three minutes more and you would have got a spanking," she said. "Instead you're grounded for the rest of the week."

I had already learned about Mom's groundings. The TV in my room and my video game gets unplugged until Sunday night. My phone is confiscated except for taking it to school, and I can only use my laptop for school work.

At dinner on Friday, Mom told me that she had a lot of shopping to do on Saturday, and I was going to go with her. Dad was going to play golf, so there was no alternative with him.

"Do I have to?" I asked.

"You're being punished, remember? You haven't earned my trust yet, so yes, you're coming, and you better behave yourself."

We did food shopping on Saturday morning. It wasn't terrible, and she did buy most of what I saw and asked her to get (but not my favorite sugary cereals that she has deleted from my diet). The problem was in the afternoon. Dad has a big event coming up in his company with wives included - it will be the first time he gets to introduce Mom to people he works with. She wants to make a good impression, so she dragged me to the mall to get a new dress, shoes, and maybe some jewelry.

When we got to the mall I asked her if I could wander around by myself, but apparently Dad had told her that I had been caught shoplifting a couple of years ago. So I had to follow her into all the stores. She went to three different stores to find the right dress. We spent almost an hour in the shoe store alone. All I could do was sit there; I didn't even have my phone to help pass the time. I was growing tired and cranky, and Mom saw it and warned me about my attitude, reminding me I was here because I was being punished in the first place.

I hoped we were done after she got the shoes, but she checked out a couple of jewelry stores for earrings. "Please, Mom, can't we go home?" I pleaded.

"No, we cannot, and you better stop complaining or you will be in a lot of trouble. As a matter of fact, we need to go to a department store next."

I groaned, and she looked at me with an ice-cold stare.

We went into Macy's, and she led me to the section where they sell bras and panties and other things. I felt completely uncomfortable there, and there wasn't even a place for me to sit. I was holding on to a rack and accidentally knocked over some of the panties on it. A saleswoman rushed over to pick them up, and Mom's glare told me I was in a lot of trouble.

"You have just earned one more stop for us to make," she said. I didn't like the sound of that.

She paid for what she bought and asked the salesperson where the ladies' room was. I was carrying the bags for everything she had bought in my right hand, and she grabbed my left wrist and towed me in that direction. She opened the door to the ladies' room and loudly announced, "Excuse me, ladies, I'm bringing in a young man who needs an immediate attitude adjustment." There were two women there I could see - they were probably expecting to see a 6-year-old, instead a red-faced almost 16-year-old was tugged in.

Mom opened a cubicle and pulled me in. She sat down on the toilet lid and started pulling down my pants. "Please not here, Mom, please not here," I begged.

"Yes, here. Your attitude has been unacceptable, and you're going to be punished at the scene of the crime." She opened her handbag and pulled out a hairbrush. It wasn't Mr. Hairbrush - it was a smaller plastic hairbrush, but once she started spanking it hurt enough to get me crying and begging quickly. I tried to keep the noise down so that the women outside the cubicle couldn't hear, but as the pain built I was crying hard and loud. Finally she stopped, stood me up, and brought my pants back up. There was no recovery time - she opened the door immediately and led me out. This time there were six women in the room who obviously had been listening to my punishment. A couple of them were smiling, probably admiring Mom for spanking me. Even if they hadn't heard me, I was still crying, my face was red, and probably every person who saw me on the way back to the car could easily guess that I had just been spanked.

It hurt and I cried, but it wasn't quite as bad as a spanking from Mr. Hairbrush. Still if I had my choice, I'd rather be spanked at home by Mr. Hairbrush than be spanked by the other brush with other people knowing that I was being spanked.

"Like I said, spankings are 90% how much it hurts and 50% embarrassment."

The Father

Carole and I are coming up on our first anniversary. It's been a wild and amazing year.

Carole was my nurse when I was in the hospital for some surgery two years ago. She's a widow who raised two sons now in their early twenties, and she was a very strict mom, having continued spanking them as long as they lived in her house. I'm a widower who lost my wife in an accident several years ago.

When I first proposed, she turned me down saying she did love me but couldn't live in the same house as my then 15-year-old son. After his mom was killed, I became very lenient with Davy, and he was heading in the wrong direction. He had become disobedient and disrespectful, and had been in trouble several times, both in and out of school.

I asked Carole to help me save Davy, saying she would be the primary parent for his discipline, and I would give her my complete support in whatever decisions she made, including absolute authority to punish him in any manner she felt right. Unfortunately, I wavered in my support for her several times which actually got her to spank me one night after I criticized her for spanking Davy twice in one day.

But the transformation I have seen in my son in this year has been amazing. Her methods have worked, and he has turned the corner after a dozen or so spankings. He's doing much better in school, and his attitude and behavior overall is so much better than a year ago, I couldn't be more pleased.

It does still bother me that much of this change is based on his fear of getting the next spanking, but it's a case of the end (no pun intended) justifies the means. I'm proud of him now. Just two weeks ago, now that he's 16, he asked Carole if he could get a part-time job, and within two days he was working in a supermarket. She gave him permission but warned him any dip in his school grades would result in being made to quit.

We live in North Carolina, and Davy and I are huge fans of the Carolina Panthers. The team wasn't supposed to be good this year, but they pulled off a few upsets, and as they reached the end of the season, a win in their final game would put them into the playoffs. The game was supposed to be an afternoon game but because of the playoff implications, the game was flexed into a night game.

That's a problem.

Right from the very beginning, Carole had imposed a 9pm bedtime for Davy on nights before school, based on her belief boys need plenty of sleep to do well in school. Of all the new rules Davy had to deal with, this one bothered him the most. When it was only he and I living together, he had no set bedtime, and we had watched many night games together, especially football and basketball. A dispute with Carole overstaying up to watch a basketball game resulted in him getting a spanking from her several months ago.

We asked Carole for a discussion on the matter, and she was at least willing to talk about it. After I explained the significance of the game, she asked Davy if it would at least be over by 10. He answered honestly, "No, it's more like 11 to 11:30."

"I'm sorry, Davy," she said. "I know it means a lot to you, but that's just simply too late. You've made so much progress in school this year, and I know it's just one night now, but I'm going to have to say No. If they do get into the playoffs and this happens again, we can talk about it then."

"OK," Davy said sadly. "Thanks for listening." That kind of grown-up reaction to such a big disappointment was very different for Davy, and I was very proud of him.

Carole had a late shift at the hospital the night of the game, so Davy and I were alone that afternoon and evening. We went out to dinner together at a sports-themed restaurant, and the excitement of people there was evident - almost everyone there was wearing something colored Panther Blue. Panther Blue is a unique shade of light blue with just a tiny tinge of black mixed in and is the team's primary color for uniforms. When we got home, Davy changed into his pajamas before the game started. He had found pajama bottoms on the internet in Panther Blue with Panther logos on them. His top was a replica of Christian McCaffrey's Panther jersey, and he also was wearing a Panther blue baseball cap with a logo on it.

The Panthers got an early field goal and jumped off to a 3-0 lead, but as 9 o'clock approached the Saints were moving with the ball. There was a commercial break just before 9, and Davy got up and sadly said, "Goodnight, Dad," heading for the stairs.

My heart was breaking for my son. I told him to stop. "Your stepmom won't be home until after midnight. Obviously, we're never going to tell her about this, but stay up and let's watch the whole game."

"Are you sure, Dad?"

"Yes... I think... yes, stay up," I said.

It was the biggest smile I had seen on his face in a long time.

It was Panthers 17, Saints 10 when Halftime came just before 10 o'clock. Just after 10, the doorbell rang. We certainly weren't expecting anyone at that hour, but Davy went to the door to see who was there.

It was our next-door neighbor April Cassidy.

"Hi, Davy," she said. "I'm sorry to disturb you so late, but I knew you guys would be up watching the game. Could I borrow an iPhone charger? We can't find ours, and both Ed's phone and mine are running low. We think the baby may have got ahold of it, and we can't find where she may have left it."

I got up and gave her one of our chargers. "Thanks so much," she said. "And by the way Davy, I think your outfit is tremendous. Go Panthers!"

It was a great game, and the Panthers won 31-27.

After her late shift, Carole had Monday off, and as she usually does on days off, she prepared a nice dinner for us. Halfway through the meal, she spoke matter-of-factly saying "Oh, by the way, April returned the iPhone charger she borrowed."

I think Davy sensed the danger before I did, and I simply replied, "Good."

"She also said she loved the outfit Davy was wearing... when she was here at 10 o'clock!"

Busted!

"Let's have a family discussion about that after we're done eating."

Neither Davy nor I were able to eat much or talk much after that. After we took care of the dishes, we all headed to the living room.

As we entered the room, she said "Don't sit down, Davy, please go upstairs and bring down Mr. Hairbrush." Davy sighed but did as he was told.

"Please don't spank him for this," I said. "It's not his fault. I gave him permission to stay up."

"Did I say I was going to spank him? I'm not. He did what any 16-year-old would do under the circumstances. Mr. Hairbrush is for the person who is responsible for breaking our family rules. That would be you. So stand up, get your pants down, and expect to be standing in the corner with a bright red ass in a few minutes."

Carole had spanked me once before a few months ago. The morning after that spanking (which Davy had heard) I said to him that we apparently were living in a house with a tiger. I made sure he knew, however, that I did still love her. His response at that time was "I'm not there yet. Maybe someday."

There was nothing I could say that would talk Carole out of spanking me... in fact, it was probably justified, and I was glad it was going to be me and not Davy. I moved over to the couch she was sitting on, lowered my pants, then my shorts, and was beginning to lay over her lap when Davy emerged from upstairs with Mr. Hairbrush.

Davy had gone upstairs assuming the brush was going to be used on him. He was a cauldron of emotions as he entered our bedroom to take Mr. Hairbrush off Carole's vanity table. Of course he was upset that he was going to be spanked, but it was more than the pain factor. Today had been maybe the best single day he had had since we moved into Carole's house, and he had to shift to a different school. He had made a few friends, but he hadn't penetrated the crowd of the most socially popular boys and girls. But Davy was knowledgeable about football, and with all the animated discussions going on about the game, he had made many relevant points that some of the other kids didn't know, and he felt he made real inroads with the crowd he aspired to be accepted into. He had been happy as he headed home, and to end such a good day over Carole's lap crying like a baby seemed to be a shame.

But there was another thing. He had let Carole down. It wasn't that she had become any less strict with him - in fact he had been spanked just two weeks before. But he felt his relationship with his stepmother had been improving, and they had been spending some quality time together. The result was his obedience to her rules and demands had changed from fear of punishment to a wish to avoid conflict in the family and make Carole and me happy. He had been impressed that she had at least been willing to discuss bedtime for the game, and even though he didn't get the answer he wanted, he did understand that her denial was based on an honest belief that the early bedtime was best for him. She had trusted him to accept that decision, and (even though I had given him permission) he had broken that trust.

He was confused as he entered the living room and saw me with my pants down moving into the classic spanking position over Carole's lap. "What's going on?" he asked as he gave her Mr. Hairbrush.

"The person responsible for breaking our family rules last night is about to be punished. That's not you. Sit down in the chair and watch your father get what he deserves."

Davy stood there for a few seconds, then asked, "Would it be OK if I went to my room instead? I really don't want to watch."

"No, Davy, I would like you to stay. You know I believe embarrassment is a big part of a proper punishment, and I'm sure it will be very embarrassing for your father to have you watching."

Davy sat down, and Carole started immediately. There was no slow warm-up, instead she was laying on the heavy artillery from the first spank to the last. She spread spanks all over my backside from the very top of my buttocks to the back of my thighs almost fully down to my knees. She shifted me closer to her so she could reach over to get to the right side of my upper legs, then moved me around so she would have a better access to the left side of my butt and upper legs.

I managed to get a look at Davy at one point. I couldn't tell what he was thinking from his expression. I'm sure he had mixed emotions - on the one hand, he had to be happy it wasn't him getting it this time, but I know he probably felt badly that a decision I made to make him happy resulted in this.

I lost count somewhere around fifty spanks, and Carole kept going. I knew I wasn't going to cry and hoped not to beg her to stop, but I couldn't keep quiet as I started to groan and emit the usual "owwws," "ouches," and "oooos". She was right - it was horribly embarrassing being spanked in front of my son.

Carole did not say anything while she spanked well past the first fifty hits. Then she raised the intensity even more and spoke out. "And by the way, mister, don't think you're the only person in this house that loves Davy. I've grown to love him this year, but I love him enough to discipline him so that he learns the right things to do, and he'll grow up to be a successful adult and a good husband and father. You on the other hand just pander to him and play Mr. Nice Guy to make him happy." With that she gave me ten especially hard spanks, then stood me up immediately and led me into the corner.

As I passed Davy on the way to the corner, I saw that he had started to cry. I didn't know why. Carole pushed me into the corner, then turned and asked, "Why are you crying Davy?"

I turned slightly and peeked over my shoulder. Carole walked over to Davy. He was crying harder. He stood up, walked close to Carole, and awkwardly tried to hug her (for the first time ever). Carole immediately took him in her arms and held the boy closely. "What's the matter, Davy?"

He was in full cry mode, and it was difficult for him to speak, but he finally managed to squeak out five words: "I love you too, Mommy."

"Someday" was today.

*  *  *

Postscript: I'm sure many readers are wondering if April's appearance at 10 o'clock was happenstance, or if it was part of a plot Carole had devised to find out if Davy had stayed up past his bedtime. Unfortunately... even the author doesn't know.
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How to Spank Your Husband by Shaun Kelly

Includes the following and 2 other stories:

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

Jet Green, Butt Red: Pete's obscene outbursts (made in front of his impressionable young daughters) at the Jets' string of fourth-quarter interceptions in an important game, lead to him getting his first over-the-knee bare bottom hairbrush spanking from his wife, Vicki.

How to Spank Your Husband: Experienced disciplinarian Nancy Morgan hires a hotel conference room, where she gives a lecture on how to conduct a female led relationship. Judging by the applause, there are many other women keen to start calling the shots in their own marriages and spank their husband's bottom.

The Spanking Contract by Shaun Kelly

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

The Spanking Contract: Kevin is stressed out by all the decision making he has to do at work, and asks his wife Karen to be in charge at home. He even says he wants to be a little afraid of her, and suggests that she might spank him. She agrees but insists that they work out a contract which outlines all the rules. With the ink barely dry on the contract, Karen immediately brings him to the bedroom for his first spanking. Things are going great with Karen in charge at home, but then Kevin slips up by not calling his mother for her birthday, even after Karen reminded him. He gets a good hard spanking for that, and Karen is afraid that with their pre-agreed opt-out date around the corner, Kevin will want to end the arrangement.

Miss Spankintosh by Shaun Kelly

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Miss Spankintosh: New teacher Josh is somewhat shocked when he finds fellow teacher Lynn approves of spanking. The two become close but Lynn finds Josh often behaves as badly as her twelfth grade kids. Luckily she knows just how to deal with that sort of behaviour and is more than happy to do so!

The Bad Day: The hours seem to drag as Tom anticipates the punishment his wife promised him the previous day. Once Gwen sets the scene, he is even more nervous when his ex-wife appears at the door! Embarrassment and shame and pain dominate but the outcome is a group of much happier people.

The Third Date by Shaun Kelly

When Stan meets an attractive woman on a plane flying to New York, he has no way of knowing she will be his future wife. They chat during the journey, and Stan is delighted when Stacey gives him her phone number. Things progress well, but on their third date, Stacey tells him about her family and their belief that women are superior to men and that the best way to keep a marriage together is for the woman to discipline the man. It appears that wife-led marriages with strict discipline are the norm in this family. Stacey then reminds Stan that he was late... and ends up putting him over her lap for a spanking. It is the first of many, but Stan is happy to accept this new lifestyle because he loves Stacey. However, Stacey's mother is very formidable and takes some getting used to; poor Stan feels her hairbrush on his bare bottom when he falls asleep in church and snores loudly! Still, he becomes happily married, accepting the fact that his dominant wife is very much in charge... and the pair always celebrate the anniversary of their third date.

Marital Spanking Therapy by Ken Burke

Pete is married to Penny but likes to indulge himself by spending a lot of time with his mates, drinking, playing cards, and eyeing up women. When Penny demands a divorce, Pete decides to make an effort to keep her, and goes along with her request to see a marriage therapist. Miss Davis knows exactly how to motivate Pete to change his behaviour - by spanking him. She instructs Penny how to use a hairbrush on Pete's bottom, and Penny soon finds herself in the role of disciplinarian. Pete is horribly embarrassed, particularly when Penny's sisters and mother get to witness his spankings. It seems corporal punishment is here to stay, and Pete faces up to the fact he is now a disciplined husband.

The Punished Husband by Ken Burke

Brenda is thinking of getting married and seeks her mum's advice, given that her parents have enjoyed a long and happy marriage. Gradually, Brenda learns that her parents' marriage is so successful because Mum spanks her husband, though it has remained a big secret so far. Brenda decides to introduce her boyfriend Ken to real disciplinary spankings thinking it will be a good way to cure him of his emotional immaturity and disobedience. A disciplinary regime is established with Brenda proving to be a capable spanker. Ken gets very embarrassed when his future mother-in-law spanks him, and other people are listening or observing his spanking and other punishments. Though he often has a very sore bottom, he wouldn't change a thing!

Women in Charge by W. Arthur

Set in the near future, a new order has emerged in North America which has toppled centuries of male dominance. In this regime, men have diminished rights and privileges and are subjected to rigorous corporal punishment. Women hold all the power, controlling government, public services and law enforcement, and they mete out discipline with hand, hairbrush, paddle and wooden spoon. Kyle is at first bewildered by the changed world and slowly adjusts to the dominance of this female utopia. He is 'motivated' into obedience by appropriate disciplinary measures. However, the harsh reality is tempered by the fact that Kyle has to serve five mistresses. Is this not the ultimate male fantasy? Kyle proves he is more than up to the demands placed upon him...

Punished Husbands - Book Ones to Three by W. Arthur

Includes the following and a great many more:

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

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

Coping with Early Retirement: Mike isn't sure what he's going to do when he retires, but his second wife has her own ideas and plans to do what Mike's first wife did - spank him! She proves more than capable with the paddle, and it's exactly what Mike needs.

Female Led Relationships - Volume One by W. Arthur

Featuring in excess of 100,000 words this box set contains three novels that feature female led relationships: Scott and the Woodshed; Jeremy and the Whipping Post; and Training Jonas Weatherly.

Strict Ladies Anthology by Peter Martin

Includes the following and a great many more:

Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse.

Mrs Howard: 18-year-old Johnny makes sure he studies at home on cleaning day, which is the day Mrs Howard comes in to do the housework. She also offers disciplinary services, and her hairbrush and slipper are put to very good use.

Josie and Her Daughter in Charge: Ron marries Josie, an assertive older woman who is very much in control, a woman who spanks Ron's bare bottom when his behaviour merits it. Ron's stepdaughter has similar traits to her mum, and she also disciplines Ron.

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...
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