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Spanking His Maid: A Submissive Discipline Story


Chapter One

My employer, one Mr. Harold Jeremy Stanford, wanted to spank me if I misbehaved as his maid.

It was in our contract that if I cleaned for him, became his dutiful, obedient around-the-clock maid, then he could punish me in however manner he saw fit. Most often, the contract stipulated spankings, but there were other punishments he could inflict on me depending on the severity of my misbehavior and the mistake. For example, if I failed to address him as Master when so required, then he could take my orgasms away for the day—if not longer. If I touched myself without his explicit permission in defiance of him, then he could put me over his lap, push up my skirt, pull down my panties, and spank me until my ass was beet red. Until I was good for him. Until he trained me proper.

I had smiled at him softly as I read the contract over on the opposite end of his desk, in the quiet, introspective space that was his office. The paper in front of me really had been quite something. Ever since I started college, I worked as a maid to get by, often cleaning apartment complexes, motels, and the like. Nothing too fancy, or too lucrative. Enough to pay rent and live meagerly below my means, and that was all. The opportunity to clean the massive seaside mansion of millionaire Mr. Stanford was a lot to take in, to say the least of it. Living alone on the property ever since his wife passed away, Mr. Stanford rarely had visitors, nor did he have the time to do household chores while occupied with his businesses and many hobbies. Being his personal maid would be a perfect fit for the both of us.

But he didn't just want a personal maid to simply clean his floors, now did he? No. He had wanted far more than that. He wanted a submissive to dominate. He wanted me.

“Keep reading, Natalie,” he had commanded me, fidgeting slightly in his chair.

I had batted my eyelashes at him, sweetly, innocently. For a man who wanted to so thoroughly dominate me, he was rather nervous. According to him he had interviewed many women for the job over the past several weeks, but none of them caught his attention like I had. I didn't have to guess to figure out why. I was likely the only one not turned off by his proposal to make me his obedient maid. He demanded a lot from this job.

But lucky for him, I had always been eager to please.

I had kept reading silently as golden afternoon sunlight streamed in through the open window blinds. Grabbing a pen from his desk, I underlined one sentence after another for later reference. I made a mental note to contact a lawyer. I wanted this contract to be bulletproof for us both.

I didn't have to worry. On and on, the contract enlightened our working relationship and how he expected me to behave on his property. What my duties were, what areas of the property he expected me to clean, when he required that the cleaning was done, and so on. The contract was extensive as it was detailed. Just above the dotted line, there was our safe word, one that I chose myself, ‘buttercup’, which at any time I could use to end a scene. There were a lot of rules and restrictions written into the contract so as to penalize Mr. Stanford if he didn't respect the safe word. In fact, if he continued a scene at all after I used ‘buttercup’, then not only did I cease to be his maid right then and there, but that I would be paid ten times my base salary on the spot.

Even for a rich recluse like my Master, a handsome sum like that was nothing to scoff at. It was not a rule he would ever break. Our contract together gave him good reason to treat me well, and for me to him.

“May I take this home?” I had asked politely as I stood from my chair and straightened my skirt. I had to admit, I like to leaving him in suspense. For the moment I signed the contract, I would have to submit to him, obediently and without any brattiness, but I hadn’t signed it yet, now had I?

“Yes, of course, Natalie. Please, by all means,” Mr. Stanford had said as I caught him admiring my backside. “I know that it's a lot to think about. This won't be like any of your previous cleaning positions. This will be a sexual relationship just as much as it is a working one. So please, take your time.”

“I will,” I had said, placing the contract into my purse before Mr. Stanford led me to the door. “I want some time to look over the contract, make sure that nothing is amiss. I'll also need to buy the maid outfit you want. Something nice, black and white, and frilly. I may have to get one ordered.”

“I can do that for you, Natalie,” Mr. Stanford said, not willing to burden me any more than necessary. At the doorway, he breathed in the sweet scent of my perfume and nearly toppled over. I had such an effect on him, even though we hardly knew each other. “My wife’s seamstress will be a perfect fit. Text me your sizes later. I'll have her create a range of outfits for you. You'll only have to wear them on the property and nowhere else.”

“Good.” I had smiled at him. Clearly he had put a lot of thought into his fantasy. Every possible detail he had thought of and carefully planned out ahead of time. Except one. Me.

I came home that night and set the contract on my bedsheets as I thought it over. To be honest, the money didn't really matter to me, although it would certainly be a nice bonus. What was on my mind instead was the fact that if I put down my signature on that piece of paper, I would be his submissive, for now and until the end of my employment, whenever that would be.

Mr. Stanford would be able to spank me, punish me, do whatever he wanted to me. He could make me work naked if he so wanted to—the contract stipulated that my manner of dress, and undress, was to be determined entirely by him. Masturbation? He could have me do that too. He could also command me to service his cock, and indeed, a part of the contract said that I was to give him a blowjob at least twice every week. He could use all of my holes and cum in any of them to his desire. As my master, he could do whatever he wanted to.

It would've been absurd of me to sign it. And yet…

I put down my signature on the contract later that night, smiling to myself as I printed out a copy for safekeeping. I'll be good for you, Mr. Stanford, I thought to myself, already a bit excited at all the possibilities on my first day at work. I'll be the best good girl I can be…


Chapter Two

My master spanked me five days later, when I touched myself without permission.

I didn't mean to, but really, I just couldn't help it. I had never had my own orgasm denied before, and after only four days of work, my pussy was dripping, aching for some kind of relief each day I finished my duties and returned home. Although Mr. Stanford couldn't control what I did in the privacy of my own apartment, I did what I was told in accordance with the contract. No touching. No cumming. Not without my master’s permission.

The routine for each day was more or less the same. Bright and early, I would arrive and change clothes into one of the frilly French black and white maid costumes you can see for yourself online. I wasn't allowed to wear underwear underneath. In fact, I could only wear what Mr. Stanford gave to me that day. If he gave me nothing, he said, that he expected me to work naked. My master hadn't taken advantage of that freedom just yet, but I expected him to. Once I was better trained.

Once dressed, I would clean the mansion, tidying up any room that Mr. Stanford deemed worthy of my time. The vast size, coupled with the fact that my master was usually the only one present, made sure that many of the rooms were unexplored. There was a tennis court and swimming pool, a library, office, a personal gym stocked with all the exercise equipment one could ever need, on top of four guest rooms and three master bedrooms. There was a vegetable garden that Mr. Stanford grew and maintained himself. He took great care of the property, even though only he could appreciate it before my arrival. It was pleasant exploring the property the first few days I acted as his maid. Most of the time, I could do whatever I wanted. It was clear that ‘cleaning’ was low priority compared to the other expectations my master had of me as his maid.

After a few hours, my master would call me into his office for a personal inspection. He would have me stand in the middle of the room, still like a statue, as he walked around me, drinking in every part of my body, as if I were a fine piece of art. He would undress me slowly, working down my body until I was bare for him. He would grope my breasts, finger my cunt, breathe down my neck, tease my nipples, if anything just to see if he could get a reaction out of me.

I would moan for him. The first sign that I was beginning to submit. He smiled at that.

While I still stood there in the office dressed in nothing but the waning sunlight from the window blinds, my master retrieved a vibrator hidden in a compartment in his desk. He put it inside me, strapping it around my thigh, then had me dress.

“From now on, I expect you to work with this on,” my master said, a proud, satisfied smile on his face. “You’ll insert at the start of the day when you change clothes. You're not allowed to turn it off or on. Is that understood?”

I blushed slightly. He had a lot more tricks up his sleeve than I expected from him. “Yes, sir,” I nodded. “What do you plan to do with it?”

“This.”

I shivered as I felt the vibrator suddenly switch on and make my knees buckle. Fuck, it was on a high setting. The vibrator buzzed and buzzed, making it all but impossible to stand straight, to the point that I had to hold up my weight by pressing my hand down on my master’s desk.

There was no way he could expect me to do any kind of work wearing this. And yet, he did.

The device switched off a moment later, and I breathed in deeply, beads of sweat already forming at my temples. fifteen seconds. All it took was fifteen seconds to make me melt in front of Mr. Stanford.

“I expect you to work wearing it from now on, Natalie. I will turn it on and adjust the setting periodically throughout the day, tease you, to see what buttons I can press. You're not allowed to take it out. Is that understood?”

I nodded slowly. “Yes, Master. I'll be good for you. I won't take it out, I promise.”

“Good girl.”

It was almost frustrating how those two words could make me feel. With permission to put my clothes back on, I left his office and went back to work, scrubbing the floors dutifully, making sure not to miss a single spot. At first, I expected that I would work peacefully, even with his vibrator inside me. Mr. Stanford usually preferred to keep to himself during the afternoon and evening, setting the time aside to write a novel in the privacy of his office while I worked around the property. He was a man who liked to stay busy, caring little for distractions. Everything, in some way, shape, or form, was curt and planned down to the letter with him. Even our dynamic.

…Until I felt the vibrator buzz again, making me bite my lip as I sat there on my hands and knees scrubbing the floors. Off and on, off and on, off and on, seemingly with no discernible pattern whatsoever, the vibrator teased my pussy. Sometimes it was at a high setting that made it almost impossible for me to work, often for only a few brief moments before turning back off. But at other times the buzzing would stay on at a low setting, often for tens of minutes at a time, as if each time he simply forgot about it as he went back to writing.

He was such a tease.

Even with the vibrator on, I did my best to do what I had to, cleaning and sweeping the floors and picking fruits and vegetables to bring inside from my master’s garden. I knew I wasn't allowed to touch myself, even though that rule became increasingly hard to obey. Before long the only thing I could think about is touching myself. My mind was obsessed with putting my hand down my skirt.

And that was after only a single day. Only a handful of hours.

I returned home and did my best to stay obedient, because I knew my master would be able to tell if I did have an orgasm while I was away. During his inspection of me, he would notice in a heartbeat. There was no hiding without any clothes.

For the next few days, master commanded me to put the vibrator on as I got dressed in my maid’s costume. Then, he would turn on the device more and more throughout the day. I almost started to get frustrated at his teasing. With each inspection, his touch grew more invasive, more handsy, as if to see if he could get me moaning just through light touches alone. Each time, I would be a good girl. Obedient. Doing whatever my master asked of me. Without question.

But by the fifth day I just couldn't take it anymore. I needed to fucking touch myself. I needed to cum. When I thought my master would be busy writing, I snuck into one of the many vacant guest rooms to take care of myself. I threw everything off, my skirt, blouse, stockings, heels, bra, panties—everything. I don't know why, but I simply needed to feel every inch of my body after being denied for so long. I collapsed on the bed and spread my legs wide, throwing one hand over my mouth to stay silent as I played with myself to my heart's content. I couldn't help but let out a moan or two. I was absolutely animalistic.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…” I breathed through my fingers as my thighs shivered and my orgasm hit me like a train. It had to be the best orgasm I ever had. My pussy was pink, puffy, and twitching, insatiable—even after just one orgasm. I knew that I would be punished swiftly, but I didn't care—I would just do my best to hide it during the next inspection. I kept mindlessly rubbing my pussy as I closed my eyes, not even bothering to keep track of the time. By the end I was caked in sweat, so exhausted that all I could do was lay there and pant for air.

Meanwhile, the vibrator turned on and off at the side of the bed, doing nothing but make a low buzzing noise. There were no cameras in my master’s mansion. I knew that for certain because of the contract. He probably thought that it was still inside me, making a mess of my pussy as I tended to my duties.

I giggled impishly, a thief successfully getting away with her prize.

…But not for long.


Chapter Three

My master caught me instantly when I undressed for his inspection. His expression turned cold, and he studied me sharply, his hand rubbing his chin, as I blushed in his presence. “You touched yourself,” Mr. Stanford said sternly as his knowing gaze penetrated me. At this point in my orgasm denial, I should've been begging him for permission to touch myself, but instead I was completely relaxed. Too relaxed. The fact that I was satisfied and no longer pent up was practically drawn on my face. “Admit it to me. Now.”

My blush turned into honest embarrassment. “Master, I—“

“I can see your pussy well enough. You fucking touched yourself without me. Come here. Now.”

I bit my lip. I knew what the contract called for in this moment. And it made me wetter just thinking about it.

“Yes, Master,” I said as Mr. Stanford led me to his favorite chair where I could lie on his lap. Ass up, head down. The position required for a bare bottom punishment. “I want to be a good girl for you, Master. I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to touch myself. But after five days I just had to. Please, Master, I want to be good!”

Master didn't respond as I arched my back and sat still in his lap. I look down to the floor, wondering what he was thinking. Until I realized… that this was his plan, wasn't it? To tease me with a vibrator for so long that I had no choice but to disobey him, so he had the perfect excuse to spank my ass raw.

When we first discussed details over the contract, Mr. Stanford admitted that spanking was one of his favorite kinks. And now, he was going to be able to enjoy himself. I had to give him credit for his patience. Five days, nearly a week of waiting just for this moment.

I turned to my head and watched as he rolled up his sleeves and revealed his strong, veiny forearms. Even at fifty he took great care of himself. A wide, confident grin was on his face. I shivered slightly as he groped my ass cheeks and parted them, gliding his fingertip over my shaven asshole. Up and down, up and down, he ran his finger over my holes, seeing what kind of reaction he could get from me before striking my bare bottom. “Stay still, and don't make a sound,” Master commanded me. “I'll spank you harder if you do. Say ‘Yes, Master.’”

I bit my lip and felt my heart thump against my chest.“Yes, Master,” I said without any hesitation. I wanted it to be good for him. I braced myself, digging my nails into the side of the chair to better support myself.

…SPANK!

I gasped instantly as his hard, calloused palm struck my ass, but before I could even process the waves of pain sent throughout my body, my master hit me again, and again, and again, giving me no time to think as my ass grew red and sore. I had never been spanked like this before. I had never been spanked at all! Tears formed in my eyes as I tried my best to be good for my master, biting down on my knuckle so that I wouldn't moan. Between my inner thighs, my aching pussy twitched from my master’s successive blows. Up until this very moment, I didn't realize the pain could feel so good. Mr. Stanford spank me again, and again—if he was keeping track of the number, he was only doing it inside of his head. The contract I signed did not specify how many spellings I deserved for a punishment; the number was up to my master’s discretion.

“You're not going to touch yourself without your master’s permission,” Mr. Stanford growled in my ear, massaging my ass cheeks for only a few brief moments before spanking me again. “Is that understood, slut?”

I nodded. Not good enough. Gripping my chin and turning my head to the side so that I looked into his eyes, my master spanked me harder, so hard an audible clap shook my eardrums. My ass started stinging from the touch. He smacked me again, a little less aggressively this time, then caressed my ass as the waves of pleasure and pain reverberated through me. I felt my master sneak between my legs to run his fingers over my pussy lips, his fingers returning back to him wet with my arousal.

“Good,” Mr. Stanford set softly as he slowly pulled his hands away. He had me stand in front of him, and then turn so that he could admire my backside in the light. A tall body sized mirror in the room allowed me see it for myself. Sure enough, my ass cheeks were bright red from his spanking, slightly bruised from the successive hits. Slowly, I reached down to feel it myself. I bit my lip from the stinging sensation, but otherwise it felt good. It almost made me want to touch myself more, even though I knew I couldn't. Not without my master’s permission.

I turned to him and lowered my head. “I'm sorry for disobeying you, Master. I want to be a good girl for you. I promise to never do it again.”

“I know you won’t,” Mr. Stanford said, arms crossed, as he leaned back in his chair, a subtle satisfied look across his face. I could tell that an idea had just hit him just then, making his smile grow wider. “You really want to cum again, huh?”

I blushed, feeling like I wasn't quite sure what to do with myself. Standing naked in front of him like this, especially for a conversation, always made me feel even more naked. “Yes, Master,” I admitted. After five days of orgasm denial, one was just not enough. I needed more. “Yes, please. I want to touch myself again. For you.”

“No,” my master said as he unbuckled his belt, a wicked smile glancing back at me as he took his cock out. My eyes went wide. It had to be bigger than my own forearm, thick and veiny and oozing pre-cum at the tip. He stroked it from the base to the head, groaning slightly from the pleasure of that simple touch. I had been so focused on my own pleasure that it didn't even occur to me that my master should be pleasured, too.

I wanted to get on my knees to suck his cock until his balls were dry and all of his cum spilled down the back of my throat, but before I could lower myself, Master grabbed my arm, brought me close so I could sit on his lap. I realized then what he wanted me to do. To ride him, to bounce my already sore ass cheeks in his face.

“You’re not allowed to cum. Not until I do. Not until I give you permission. Is that understood?”

My cheeks blazed red as I turned around and slowly lowered myself onto the head of his cock. “Yes, Master. Your pleasure comes first. I just want to please you. I just want to be a good girl.”

“I know.” He held onto my neck, one hand grabbing my breasts as the other kept my balance. I squirmed and moaned from his touch as his thick cock slid into me. It was so fucking big that I could hardly take it all, but I tried to push each inch into my cunt. Even though my ass still stung, it felt nice to have it pressed up against Master’s stomach. Finally, when I got it all in, Master seemed proud of me as my pussy lips touched the base of his cock. “Good girl,” he whispered, his breath like fire down my bare shoulders, his strong hands refusing to pull away. “Start riding.”

It was difficult at first because of his spanking. But I didn't want to disappoint my master. Slowly, I worked up a steady pace, sliding his thick cock in and out of my wet cunt as Master roamed my body with his hands. There was not a single inch of my naked body he didn't want to explore. He cupped and squeezed my breasts, kissing my neck hungrily as his rough fingers brushed up against my nipples. I wanted to stay silent to be good to my master, just like he had told me, but it was no use. Sweet, passionate moans kept leaving my lips as I rode him faster and faster, sweat dripping down my temples, my heart pounding against my bare chest. He rubbed my ass cheeks again, just because he could. For a small second I wondered if he planned to spank me again, but instead he spanked something else. He slapped my breasts around once, then twice, delighted from how the pain made my moans even louder. My body surrendered itself to him. It didn't matter how he touched me, whether it was for pleasure or for pain, because I was in love with either one.

As I bounced on his cock, my master hit my breasts until they were just as bright red and sore as my ass cheeks. Still, I couldn't help but moan. I wanted to be good for him no matter what. After one final smack, he pulled his hands away, as if deciding against hitting again—only for me to grab his wrists and bring them back to my breasts.

He seemed surprised by that. Hell, I was surprised by myself, too. “I can take it, Master,” I said, feeling his cock twitch inside me as I said the words. “Punish me. Make me a good girl. Do whatever you want with me. I want to be your slutty obedient housemaid, Master. I promise!”

I could feel him about to orgasm inside me as he started to smack me again. He felt even closer with every hit, the more and more my breasts turned red from the palm of his hand. Even though it hurt, I didn't want him to stop. I bit my lip to resist the pain and moaned through my teeth, desperate for more, eager to take it for as long as I could. “Master,” I said softly. I knew I wasn't allowed to make commands, especially to him, but I just couldn't help it. “Cum inside me. Fill your obedient maid up with your cum…”

Master groaned, his cock spasming as hot, ropes of cum shot inside me. I gasped, the warmth blissful and heavenly as Mr. Stanford pulled me close and kissed my neck. My breasts were still so sore, but I let him wrap his arms around me, especially in this embrace. Another rope of cum filled me, then another, spilling down between my thighs. I never wanted this moment to end. I was so submissive to him now, so wonderful obedient in stark contrast to the brat I was before I signed the contract. I really was his now. And I felt wonderful.

“You’ll be expected to clean up this mess after you're done with the rest of your cleaning,” Master told me as I got back on my feet while he buckled his pants. I couldn't help but smiled at him as I reached for a hand towel tucked in my skirt to clean up the cum leaking between my thighs. “But good girl. You take your punishment well. How do you feel?”

“Lovely, although I sting a bit,” I said honestly as I gently placed my hand over my breasts. Red, sore, but not bruised. I did the same with my ass. The pain was worse there, but somehow felt better. It almost made me wish to break one of my master’s rules tomorrow just so he had an excuse to spank me again. Ideas, ideas… Maybe the bratty side of me wasn't gone after all.

“I should get back to dusting the library,” I said. “But thank you, Master. I know I needed to be punished.”

Mr. Stanford smiled. “Good. Get back to work. When you're finished you can clean up in here. After that, I'll see you when you leave for the day.”

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

I reached for my clothes lying on the floor only for him to suddenly grip my wrist. I looked to him blankly. “Master?”

“No clothes,” he said sternly before releasing my hand from his grip. “You can finish the rest of your work without them.”

My cheeks blazed with embarrassment, but I wanted to be good. Dressed in only his cum and the beauty marks he left on my skin from his spankings, I left my frilly black and white maid outfit on the floor, leaving to perform the rest of my duties around the mansion.

For the rest of the day, my body stung ever so lightly from his spankings, a low dull feeling that made me all too eager to touch myself again. I didn't know what it was about my punishment that made me so aroused, but it did.

But I didn't touch myself. I wanted to be good.

And with my next inspection the very next day, I could tell that my master was pleased.

…

For the next several weeks, I worked as Mr. Stanford's personal maid, doing whatever was asked of me on his property as he continued to work on his story. Each day would be slightly different but largely the same as the day before. Cleaning, orgasm denial, sweeping, spankings, dusting, rough fucking. Despite my master’s continued use of the vibrator, I never touch myself without permission again. Instead he would give me permission later, during inspections when he knew I was good and obedient. I would masturbate for him after a long day, doing a striptease out of my maid costume so he could appreciate my body and all the marks he put on it. And he would fuck me again, pumping his cum wherever he desired on my body, just like the contract allowed him to.

After a month of this, the trial period stipulated in our contract was over, and I had the chance to look for another job if I wanted to. Mr. Stanford almost seemed a tad nervous that I would take the chance during his last inspection—he probably doubted he'd get even this far in disciplining me. True, the job was hard. But he had nothing to worry about. On Monday morning, like clockwork, I showed up again and dressed myself in the maid costume like I had so many days before.

“Natalie. What a welcome surprise seeing you again. So, you’re interested in still working for me,” Master said, arms crossed, as he looked me over, a small but happy smile across his face.

“Of course, Master,” I said as I grabbed my cleaning supplies from the closet, flashing him my ass just below my skirt in the process. “I love working for you. Even if you do struggle to keep your hands off me. Is the job a bit unusual? Of course… But having experienced it? I wouldn't take another job in the whole wide world.”

THE END


Spanking the Wife: A Domestic Discipline Story


Part One

My hubby loves it when I flaunt my body in front of other men. Because then he has just the excuse he needs to spank me. Hard.

Each evening I come home after a long day in the office, the scene is the same: tired and sweaty, I close and lock the front door, take off my high heels and leave them on the shoe rack, then peel off my nude colored stockings, undo my ponytail, unbutton my blouse, all while I walk barefoot into the kitchen to to drink water straight out of the tap. Working for a large law firm during the day is nothing if not exhausting, so after the commute across town, all I can think about is getting a moment to finally, just finally, relax.

It's then that I hear the lights flick on in the living room, and find my darling husband waiting in his favorite chair, tapping his foot with his sleeves rolled up, revealing his strong arms. Alexander doesn't like to be kept waiting. Most of all, he doesn't like it when I disobey.

“I told you to stop wearing such slutty clothing.”

My cheeks always blaze with embarrassment when he uses that low, growled tone of his, like he's capable of undressing me with his voice alone. Maybe it is. I know what the rules are in our marriage ever since I became his submissive: showing off my body, wearing revealing clothes, especially in front of men in the office, warrants a spanking. And the outfit I have on right now? The kind of outfits I wear out in public nearly every day? It breaks that rule. Bad.

Hehe, oops.

The pencil skirt I wore today is so short the hem practically hugs my ass cheeks. Oh, my hubby doesn't like that. Now that he can clearly see my outfit as I stand in front of him, half-dressed, he doesn't like that at all. Without words, he pats his thigh, a strict command ordering me to get on his lap, ass up, for my punishment. My spanking.

“I'm sorry, sir~” I say oh so innocently as I step into the living room with him. “I know I'm not supposed to flaunt my body. I know it's against the rules. But isn't it okay just this once? Don't you like what you see, sir?”

I do a little spin for him to highlight the woman he's so passionately loved for the past fifteen years, but my extravagant display is not enough to get out of my punishment. No, no. My hubby is too strict to be swayed that easily. “I'm not going to repeat myself: get over here,” he growls again, motions to get up from his seat to grab me by the arm before I sit in his lap on my own initiative. I straddle him, planting rebellious kisses on his neck and stubble. For a split second, he's almost stunned by how rebellious his wife is today. As if the past few weeks of his training have made no effect at all.

If he wants to punish me, then he's going to have to tame me, first.

It doesn't take long, or that much strength, for him to get me on my stomach. Now lying across his lap with my ass in position, he pulls my pencil skirt above my waist, rips off my panties, and gropes my soft, supple ass cheeks, still bearing the signs of his spanking a little less than a week ago. Ever so slightly tinted purple in blotches from his hands, my ass makes my hubby smile. He’s proud of his handiwork, proud of me. When he and I first agreed on him disciplining me to liven up our sex life, he hadn't put his hands on anyone, least of all me. He was far too gentle of a giant for that. Now? The thought of spanking me again, hard, makes his thick cock throb in his jeans under the weight of my body. He couldn't want anything more.

“Stay still,” he orders me, his low wolfish voice sending an electrifying shiver down my spine. “Don’t disobey. Or I'll just spank you harder.”

“Yes, sir,” I say. I suck on my lower lip between my teeth, readying myself for the first, now inevitable, blow. He takes his time, running his hands over my ass cheeks, spreading them apart and gliding his fingertips over my already wet cunt. He loves this part of our dynamic more than anything else in the world. This moment where he is in complete control, where I'm in complete submission, ready and willing to receive my punishment. To be good. To be his.

The first spank makes me gasp, the clap like a shockwave shaking the living room windows. I grit my teeth, the pain twitching my thighs. He's never hit me that hard before. He's getting more bold. Before I can speak or respond at all, he hits the fleshy part of my ass again, then again, the sound so loud I almost think his plan is to alert the neighbors.

He chuckles, satisfied, as he takes a small break to massage my cheeks. I can't see it from this angle, but I know from the stinging sensation alone that they must be bright red. One time, after a hard spanking, he made me stand and keep my arms at my sides in the corner of the living room as a part of the punishment, for a whole thirty minutes, to reflect my misbehavior. He even took pictures, showing just how bright red my ass was from his beating. Those are his favorite photos of me. And I can see why.

He spanks my ass one more time, then lifts up my chest so we can take my blouse and bra off, leaving me bare. For a moment I wonder what his plan is, but then he has me stand up, turn around, present my backside to him as I hear him undo his belt. “I told you what the rules were,” Sir growls in my ear as his belt buckle drops to the floor. He reaches around my neck and grips my chin, making sure I hear him. “After this, I expect you to listen. I expect you to do what I fucking tell you. You're mine. Not some other guy’s. Nod and tell me you understand.”

I nod with his hand still on my chin. I can’t help but want to kiss and suck on his fingers while they're so close to my lips. I want to worship him, my husband. In this moment I want nothing more than to make him feel like a king.

“Good girl,” he says after I respond to him. God, I love how he says those two words. The love and passion he imbues into his inflection is just wonderful. He smacks my ass again, not as punishment, but simply because he can, before winding a part of his belt around his fist, readying to strike my already sore behind with it. He grins ever so slightly. After the past fifteen years, it's a look I know well like the back of my hand. I can tell he's been looking forward to this. Quite a lot, actually.

I stand there naked and straighten my back like a good girl just before his belt graces my ass cheeks. My husband has told me that if I kept disobeying he would use the belt on me, but only now has he finally decided to do it.

He spanks me. Hard. So hard at that my knees buckle and I stumble a bit before I can straighten my back. The belt hits my bare bottom again, then again, granting me no mercy; my husband wants to make sure this lesson sticks. No more slutty clothes. No more flaunting my body in public. I'm his and nobody else’s. His.

I moan. My pussy just can't take this much punishment. The wetness between my inner thighs sticks them together, and my husband can plainly see just how much I'm enjoying his spanking. After all this, even with how much my ass stings, all I want is for him to touch me. For him to roam my body with his strong hands, taking me, carrying me to the bedroom.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he says as he puts his belt down on his chair, satisfied with my punishment for now. “You really like teasing me, don't you? Wearing these slutty fucking clothes for me. Doing everything you can to get a reaction out of me.”

I giggle, even though I know I need to show my master the upmost respect. “I like being a good girl for you, sir. But I like being your bad girl, too.”

I rub my ass to soothe them, biting my lip as the soreness gets to me. Even after all the spankings he's given me, I'm still not quite used to how it feels when I touch my ass again. It stings pleasantly, heavenly, somehow making me wetter despite the pain. No, because of the pain. The pain makes me feel so good.

“Yeah?” He loves how I challenge him. “I noticed. I should punish you harder for that, but it's clear that's not working, isn't it?”

I let out another laugh as I shake my head innocently back and forth. He should know better than now that I like to get a rise out of him. I like to test him, test our boundaries, just to see what he's capable of. I like it a lot when he's mad. Mad enough to fuck me and take what’s his. “Nope. It's not working at all, sir. Even after the hard spanking just gave me. What are you going to do about it~?”

It's like I want to get spanked again with how bratty I'm being. Hehe. Oops.

A wicked smile appears on my hubby’s face, as if a new thought just occurred to him. An idea, a plan, something marvelous. Considering that we've only been at this dynamic for a few short weeks, there's still so much for him to try. So many possibilities, strategies in which to dominate me for certain—some of them may actually work, even though I'm so difficult to control.

In any case, he wraps his arm around my waist, pulling me close, brushing my naked skin against the warm, soft fabric of his clothes. “I'm not sure yet. I'll have to think about it. For now, I want to bring this to the bedroom. I'm not done with you yet.”

I smile back from his forcefulness. “Yes, sir!”

With that, he lifts me up and carries me to our bed, my ass still stinging from his hand as he lies me across our bedsheets and climbs between my legs. Like an unleashed animal, he fucks me rough and hard, shaking the bed frame from his thrusts as he satisfies his most primal urges in me. All the while, I moan for him, eager to satisfy him, too.

That night, we fall asleep in each other's arms, my hubby gently holding me close as we engage in light, sleepy pillow talk. He asks me, not for the first time tonight, if I'm not in too much discomfort from my punishment. After all, he spanked me hard today, harder than he ever has.

I can't help but laugh at his sweetness. True, it does hurt. Sitting down tomorrow in one of those uncomfortable chairs in the office will certainly be a predicament. But I love it just the same. I love submitting to him. I love seeing his smile on his face when I obey. Most of all, I love how hard I make him, and how wet he makes me. I wouldn't say that spanking has saved our marriage, because we were never truly in danger of anything except a boring, average sex life—but now that it's a part of our relationship… I can't see us without it.

I fall asleep blissfully. The next day, I wake up rejuvenated and refreshed, still curious about what thought my hubby had after he spanked me the day before.

I get my answer soon enough…


Part Two

For many years, my Alexander has hosted a game night on Saturdays with his closest friends, a boys’ night in our garage where play anything from Poker to Dominoes. By now I know his buddies and their wives quite well. In fact, it was from them that we first heard about a domestic discipline lifestyle, although Alexander and I didn't take the concept very seriously at all at first. Just how in the world did spanking of all things makes sense in a marriage, much less ours? It sounded ridiculous.

I smile now just thinking about it.

Most of the time on the day of when my hubby’s friends arrive, he quickly herds them into the garage, so I rarely get a chance to interact with them. Sometimes, I'll bring them snacks if my hubby asks, which they always appreciate, but other than that, Alexander prefers having the night to himself and his boys. I like it that way as well: it's when I do the most reading in bed, when I know Alexander is busy and I have time to myself. Some alone time is crucial in a marriage as long as ours.

But not this weekend. This time Alexander plans to host the night in our house itself, right in the living room, where he expects me to serve his guests for as long as he so desires. None of his friends know that I'm submissive to him now, and they certainly don't know that he spanks me.

My cheeks blaze with temporary embarrassment when my hubby tells me, shortly after we wake up together in bed, that he plans to change both of those facts. Not only will I be dutifully serving him and his friends for the whole night, but on top of that, I won't even be dressed. He’s already picked out a short, thin apron for me to wear that just barely comes up to my chest. An ‘outfit’ that will prominently display my bruised ass cheeks for everyone to see.

“You can’t be serious, sir. I'll be so embarrassed!” I say to him as I put the apron on in the bathroom after we've both brushed our teeth but before getting dressed for the day. Nothing will be left to the imagination if I wear this. But that's my husband's idea, isn't it? The smile on his face proves it. Clearly he's had this idea in his head for some time. After all, since he plans to do this today, that means his friends must already know, or at least expect something different than the usual affair. I can only imagine what my hubby has told them. The thought makes my heart beat faster and faster.

“My friends will love it,” he says as I take the apron off. Thankfully, there's still the rest of the morning and the whole afternoon before I'll have to change into it. “And I'll love it, too. Your body is gorgeous. Once they get a good look at you, they'll struggle keeping their hands off you. I know it.”

I giggle. “Boys will be boys. That's why I'm glad I have you to keep them in line.”

“Trust me. I'll keep them in line,” he says, swooping behind me to grab me by the waist, pulling me close. “And you, too, once you'll be serving all of us.”

“Ooh~”

I like when he whispers in my ear. It's very romantic of him.

“There’s one last thing I want you to wear when my friends are here,” Alexander says as he leaves the bathroom and relieves a small box he seems to have hid underneath the bed frame, a recent purchase considering I just swept the floors. I look at him, eyebrow raised, as he comes down the hallway and hand it to me. “Actually, two things is more like it. In any case, you’re not allowed to take them off.”

My cheeks turn a pink color from those words alone, only for them to grow with intensity when I open the box. My eyes almost can't believe what they see. I know that my hubby has gotten kinkier over the past few weeks… but still! Him? Going to a sex shop, alone? Oh, dear. I've unleashed an animal.

I smile excitedly at him as I take the remote controlled bullet vibrator out of the packaging—as well as a crystal studded butt plug—and set them down on the bathroom counter for future use. Even one of them would be quite a thing to wear in front of all of my hubby's friends, but both? He really does plan to show me off. And to think, he just spanked me the day before for flaunting my body in front of other guys. Hehe.

“Go on. Try them on, too.”

My face is beet red when I carefully lubricate the butt plug and insert it next to Alexander, especially since my ass cheeks still sting from his beating. It's an unusual feeling at first, having something like this inside my ass. Although we've talked about it several times over the years, we've never tried anal. And yet, the sensation feels good, and when I turn around to see the plug in the mirror for myself, the round crystal end sticks out perfectly between my round cheeks. I can only imagine what Alexander's friends’ reactions will be when they first see this sight. It really highlights just how pink his spanking has made my ass.

“The vibrator, too,” hubby commands me. As if I need any reminding.

“Yes, sir,” I say, blowing him a quick kiss. I slide the device into my already wet pussy and bite my lip from the sensation, even though the vibrator isn't even on. I feel stuffed having both inside me. And all I'm doing is standing, not doing anything. How does hubby expect me to wear both of these things while serving all his friends? And because it’s remote controlled by an app on his phone… I'll be very distracted, too. Very, very, very distracted. How will I get any work done?

I guess I'll have to figure it out myself!

“How do you feel?” Alexander asks me, concerned for my well-being as ever. I can tell that he thinks this is a lot to ask of me, of his submissive—and he wouldn't be wrong on that. “You can always say no. Don't forget your safe word.”

I bring him closer and kiss him on the lips and that answers his question better than a verbal response ever could. Still, I offer both. “I know, love. I'm looking forward to it. It'll be a little intense, sure… But fun, too.”

He laughs. “Very fun. Here. Let me actually try the app first so we know it's working…”

I blink as hubby takes out his phone and opens the app. Before I know it, a strong buzzing sensation nearly makes my knees buckle, and I gasp. “Fuck,” I say. “That’s so strong!”

“I’ll make sure to use it at a lower setting. At the beginning.”

I roll my eyes. “Yeah, sure you will, mister.”

He smiles knowingly.

As far as I can tell, for the rest of the day and night, he never used the app on a lower setting than that.

…

The first of Alexander's friends arrived that evening, once most of the prep work was done. Hubby commanded me to greet them at the door—dressed in the apron, the vibrator, the butt plug, and nothing else. It took a surprising amount of courage for me to smile and wave everyone one by one. It was hard at first! I could tell pretty quickly that all of his friends knew that something was up about tonight—but it wasn't until they saw me and my pleasant smile at the door that they knew just exactly what.

Of course, my sir left the vibrator on the entire time.

“Cathy,” one of Alexander's friends, Jacob, said politely at the door as he came inside. He barely knew what to say! I couldn't blame him. “Wonderful to see you again. …And to see so much of you.”

I giggled, turning around as per my sir’s instructions so that Jacob could get a picturesque view of my bare bottom and plug. Alexander commanded me to present my body to everyone, without exception, and although it was a little embarrassing at first, I was excited to do so.

Jacob did a low whistle. “Wow. That's fucking hot.”

“Go on,” I said. “You can touch if you want to.”

He didn't hesitate on the opportunity, fondling my ass for a good few seconds before pulling his hand away. A sneaking suspicion told me that his wife at home would never, not in a million years, dress herself like I was dressed now, especially when opening the front door. I felt a sudden surge of confidence just thinking about it.

I batted my eyelashes at him before he walked inside. The rest of my hubby's friends, Matthew, Derek, Aaron, came by not too long after. Each one I greeted at the door. Hubby didn't make it easy for me though. Not by a long shot. At this point, he started to play around with my hidden vibrator using the app on his phone, changing the settings randomly, chuckling to himself as he watched me try to speak while being pleasured between my legs. He was definitely enjoying himself! Jerk. But at least he was my jerk.

With everyone present in the living room chatting among themselves, I began to serve them, grabbing anything they asked for and bringing it to them: chips, dip, sodas, sparkling waters. I had already set out everything for them before my hubby's friend arrived, so it was pretty obvious they just wanted an excuse to have me walking back and forth to see behind my apron—not that I’m complaining! I did everything they asked of me and more. I let them touch me, fondle me, explore my body however they wanted as my hubby watched on, keeping them on a short leash. The electricity in the room grew and grew. As did the setting on my vibrator.

Before along the vibrator was such a distraction that I could hardly think, much less move with how my thighs were twitching. I knew I wasn't allowed to touch myself. My hands were not even to come close to my pussy—hubby’s orders. But eventually it became almost impossible to resist. Sweat beaded on my temples. Every single thought I had was dirty. I couldn't stop thinking about it, what was happening, what I was doing. I was naked and plugged with a vibrator teasing my pussy all around my husband's closest friends, doing whatever they wanted me to do, being their toy… Fuck, fuck, fuck.

The fact that the vibrator was still on was definitely not helping matters. If he turned up the setting on the app any higher, I was likely to cum just from that alone. It was absolute torture. And all I wanted to do was touch myself. I got so desperate that halfway through the night, I tapped on Alexander’s shoulder to whisper to him, asking if I could touch my pussy while they all watched a sports match on the television.

“No.”

A firm answer. No. No, I wasn't allowed to touch myself. I wasn't allowed to even dream of it. Not unless I wanted to get spanked. Hard.

I opened my mouth to beg to him, but Alexander was quick to respond back. “Don’t you dare fucking touch yourself.”

He turned on the vibrator another setting higher after that. God, I don't know how I didn't melt into a puddle after that. His friends could plainly see just how much of a mess I was. After a while, I was idly rubbing my outer thighs just to have something to do with my hands, daydreaming about my orgasm whenever I had a free second to myself. Oh, my hubby didn't like that. I was supposed to serve these men! Not stand around, desperate to cum.

With everyone gathered on the couch for the television, my sir commanded me to get between to his legs, on my knees.

I blushed immediately. He wasn't seriously going to…

But he was. I watched as he unbuckled his belt and took out his cock, so hard and veiny from watching me all day. I did as I was told, positioning myself in front of his shaft as I stroked his thighs through his pant legs. All around us, his friends kept one eye on me and one eye on the game.

“Take care of me,” my sir ordered me, simply. He reached around my neck and took off my apron, setting it down next to him on the seat. He wanted me bare.

Of course, the vibrator was still going. He really was going to make me satisfy him first before I got any relief whatsoever.

Still, I wanted to be good for him. I took his cock into my hands, stroking it from base to tip as precum oozed and lubricated the head. I licked my lips, reaching down and gliding my tongue to taste it. Between my shaky, twitchy legs, wetness stuck to my inner thighs. The pleasure of him edging me was almost unbearable.

I kept jerking him. Not good enough. Alexander grabbed my ponytail, tugging hard as he brought my face close to his shaft. I swallowed it, bringing his head as close as I could to the back of my throat, gargling. I wanted to do my best to please him. I sucked on his cock, bobbing my head up and down, delighted when I first heard my hubby groan. That only made me wetter. My first orgasm hit me without my hands getting anywhere close to my pussy. My knees buckled, and my heart pounded against my chest. I brought my legs inward, still gargling my husband's cock down my throat as waves of pleasure echoed through me. I could barely sit still, much less focus on his pleasure. In response, he pulled on my ponytail harder, make sure I focused on the task at hand. I obeyed. I kept sucking, tears running down my face and ruining my make up as I felt his cock twitch and pulse from the love my tongue gave it. He was close, too. So, so close.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

Hot, sticky cum spurted down my throat, followed by load after load as I kept my lips close to the base of his cock. Alexander held onto the back of my head, making sure I didn't miss a single drop. I was a good girl and took it off. I swallowed and licked my lips, greedy. After a moment, once his balls were completely empty, I took his cock out and breathe in deep, coughing a bit but otherwise feeling wonderful. I wiped my face off with a part of my apron and looked up Alexander, smiling proudly.

But he didn't look too proud. Oh, no. Not at all. Sure, I serviced him exactly like he told me, but I wasn't entirely obedient, was I? I came without his permission. I couldn't control myself. And it was obvious to us both.

“I told you not to cum.” Another firm statement, a fact.

I blushed as I placed my hands on my knees, determined not to touch myself, eager to show him that I’d been good all this time. “I’m so sorry, sir,” I said. “I didn't mean to. It just felt so good, and the vibrator was turned on so high, and I—“

He lifted up my chin with his hand and beckoned me onto my feet. I did what I was told, standing completely upright and straightening my back for him. Presenting my body to him and all his friends, utterly bare, besides the thin sheen of sweat now covering my skin. Everyone looked on.

“I told you what I was going to do if you disobeyed,” my sir said, a knowing smirk on his face as he stuffed his cock back into his jeans and adjusted himself. Of course he knew. He knew I was going to cum with the vibrator! So unfair.

“Yes, sir,” I said, smiling back softly, impishly. He was really going to spank me in front of all of his friends for being a bad girl, for something I had no control over. So unfair. Just downright cruel. Hehe. “I know what my punishment is. I'll be a good girl for you from now on, I promise.”

“I know you will. Get on my lap. Now.”

The living room was dead silent except for the muffled sounds coming from the TV. One of Alexander's friends was quick to turn it down to a low volume. I got on Alexander's lap, ass up, my stomach across the thigh, my heart racing and my pussy twitching in expectation of what was going to come. I had been spanked by my husband dozens of times by now, but never quite like this. We practically had an audience, and my ass was still sore from his beating the day before.

I bit my lip and shivered slightly from Alexander's touch as he ran his strong hands across the small of my back. He came to my ass cheeks and spread them, keeping my butt plug inside me for now. I could only imagine what it would feel like to be spanked with it in my ass. But I was going to find out, no it wasn't I?

“Everyone watch,” Alexander commanded, using that same powerful, bossy tone with his friends that he did with me. “This is how you train someone to be good.”

Spank!

I gasped, the wind knocked out of me as the clap of my ass cheeks boomed throughout the room. Before I had a chance to think, he smacked me again, then again, harder and harder, all but bruising my already sensitive ass cheeks as I bit down on my knuckle. Holy fuck, he wasn't letting up. Was he trying to impress his friends? After the first few hard spanks, he lessened up the intensity, but kept spanking my ass rhythmically, again and again, giving extra care by focusing on each cheek. I squirmed him in his lap and dug my nails into the side of the couch, my pussy aching from the pleasure and the pain. Wetness trailed down my inner thighs. Soon rather than later, I could feel Alexander slowing down. Like he was afraid to punish me too hard.

“More,” I whispered.

Even though he had already orgasmed, I could feel his cock twitch underneath me from me saying that one word. “More?” he asked.

I looked up to him, teary-eyed but smiling. “I can take it, sir.”

My hubby grinned excitedly at that. “Alright then. Good girl.”

SPANK!

SPANK!

SPANK!

Fuck, the pain felt so fucking good. I never wanted the spanking to end. He didn't let up this time, hitting my ass cheeks with wild abandon as my pussy ached and dripped wetness between my legs. Realizing this, my sir started to rub me with his free hand, teasing my clit with one hand as the other inflicted pain on my cheeks. It was so intense. I couldn't help but moan. Thankfully, my sir never said I couldn't moan once during my training, at least not today, so I moaned for as loud and as long as I wanted to. I wanted to show his friends that he truly owned me. Truly. Owned me.

My second orgasm of the day came fast. My husband's fingers inside me were torturous after several hours of edging. I gasped and slammed my fist on the side of the couch, animalistic, primal.

By the time that my hubby was done spanking me, my ass was bright red and bruised in places, stinging so much that when I stood up finally, I had no plans to sit back down again. Nope. No way. All around me, Alexander's friends whistled and clapped, excited by the show. My cheeks—the other ones, mind you—blazed with embarrassment as I waved at them shyly. The moment was so intense that I almost forgot about them there. Oops.

I turned around and found Alexander handing me back my apron. I happily put it on, now feeling a just little bit exposed with all the pent-up energy released from my body. My knees still feel weak. All I could think about was that a nice, cuddly nap with my husband as a big spoon sounded pretty good right about now. Very, very good. Once he had his fun with his friends, I was gonna make sure to pull him into the bedroom as soon as possible.

But that would be for later.

“Get yourself cleaned up. You've done more than enough today,” my sir said, planting a loving kiss on the cheek before gently smacking my ass. Although, with how much my ass was stinging still, even a gentle tap made me twitch up a bit. I giggled.

“Yes, thank you,” I said, returning the kiss with one of my own. I headed down the hallway and went to the bathroom, washing my face off with warm water. Then, I grabbed a towel and wiped the sweat off of my forearms, my shoulders, the small of my back. Usually, my hubby would be right here with me doing this part for me, especially after a long session, but of course someone needs to play the host. His friends were still here, after all.

Curious, I turned around and admired my sir’s handiwork in the mirror. God, even gently putting my palm on my behind made me wince. It felt so good. I applied to pit more pressure, slowly rubbing my ass cheek from top to bottom as I bit my lip. Fuck, I thought. Why does this feel so… wonderful?

Later that night, once all of Alexander's friends left for the night and we finally were alone again, Alexander took me into the bedroom and cuddled with me, making sure I felt good after a long, long day of obedience. It was definitely a lot for sure, being so submissive, to the point that I still felt a bit weak after. But even then, I wouldn't have changed a thing. I loved submitting to my husband. I loved being naughty and breaking one of his many rules. I loved finding any excuse imaginable to get him to punish me, and especially to get him, quote unquote, angry. But beyond that, most of all, I loved just how much he loved me, and how much he took care of me, no matter what.

“For work tomorrow, I expect you to wear something less revealing,” I heard my hubby mention to me jokingly as we drifted to sleep. “I'll punish you again with another spanking if you don’t.”

I giggled. “Yes, sir,” I said.

Of course, I had no plans whatsoever to obey. Not at all~

THE END


Spanked on a First Date: A Romantic Discipline Story


Part One

My husband spanked me hard the very first night we met. I was stood up by my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend for the final time, thinking to myself that I was done with men for good—until I accidentally locked eyes with him halfway across the restaurant. For a moment, time slowed to a complete stop. It's almost a crime for anyone to be that handsome, I thought as I swirled my straw inside my half-empty glass of water. Even in the dimly lit restaurant, I could take in his features perfectly. A strong, powerful jaw. A clean five o'clock shadow, specked with white. Broad shoulders, no doubt hinting toward a well-maintained body underneath his white shirt. A man.

In other words, nothing like the ‘man’ I had just blocked in my phone contacts and on all my socials.

Aaron and I had been dating for the past few months, but even at the beginning I knew I wouldn't fall in love with him. A part of that was because I innately understood, deep down, that college relationships were never built to last, that they were a transitional thing fit for a transitional part of life. We had fun together, sure, but it was difficult to truly envision us as a couple, not one, at least, where we would set roots down with a house and a family of our own. I wanted something romantic and passionate. Long-lasting. All qualities that were difficult to find among college men, if not men in general.

But there was a deeper problem, too, that made Aaron frustrate and disappoint me, that made the idea of marriage increasingly far-fetched. He was lazy and forgetful, always late to dates and other events, to the point where I would reflexively text him a time thirty minutes after when we were supposed to arrive so that he wouldn't embarrass me. Even then, he’d sometimes still show his face an hour later, and be dismissive to me if I brought the issue of his tardiness up. “What’s the big deal?” he would say. “Get off my case already. It’s just a date.”

Yeah, just a ‘date’. As if I didn't matter to him at all.

That night was no exception. I took a sip of my water, taking out my phone from my purse and checking the time again as if I needed the reminder. 9:46PM. Over two hours late. I didn't know what I wanted by waiting. By then I was used to it. That night I ordered spaghetti all’assassina and already paid the check by the time Aaron texted me that he was with his friends. Deep down, I expected nothing less from him.

I knew that the next time I’d speak to him, he would give excuse after excuse for why he couldn't prioritize me.

I knew that he would just call me emotional if I pressed the issue.

And I knew that he wouldn't say sorry back, not even if I demanded it out of him, not even if I screamed, not even if I stomped out of his apartment and drove home, tears in my eyes. Because as far as he saw it, that was just how women were. Why apologize to something you don’t respect?

So I blocked Aaron and set my phone down and breathed a sigh of relief as I took my fork and pierced the last noodle of charred spaghetti still left on my plate. It was as if a heavy weight was taken off my shoulders. But even still, I felt empty like a deflated balloon. That night, I was optimistic that Aaron would change his tune: I had laid a trail of red flower petals from my apartment’s front door to my bedroom, promising him love. I even put out scented candles, exchanged the lights in the room so that I could dim them with an app on my phone, accentuating the atmosphere. I wasn't ready to sleep alone again. Especially that night.

Until I suddenly caught the attention of that handsome stranger in the restaurant, only a few tables away, who seemed unable to take his eyes from me, just like I couldn't take my eyes from his smile. He had been stood up as well, I would later learn, though under different circumstances: from an unknown on a dating app rather than a lover. I could tell, even from afar, that he was a good deal older than me, late thirties, maybe early forties given the gray in his beard. I wondered as I idly stirred my glass of water if he was married. I would discover later that he was—had been, until just that week. A strong man like him with such calm composure seemed incredibly out of place to me on a dating app. He deserved better.

We both did.

For good reason, I rarely invited the attention of strange men out in public, but this time I gave him an exception, mostly because I needed a distraction to take my mind off of Aaron. I smiled at him, then batted my eyelashes, and that was enough for my future husband to stand from his table and come to me. His sleeves were undone, revealing his veiny, muscled forearms, and I could just faintly see hints of chest hair from the top of his V-neck. His cologne was strong but not overpowering. He had a wonderful smile. I had to admit, he felt intimidating to me, especially given his towering height. Later he would tell me that he thought I was intimidating, which made me laugh. I can only guess why. Maybe it was because I had nothing to lose and no reason to care if he liked me or not. I had just dumped one man. Another was easily disposable in my eyes.

“Let me guess. He’s kept you waiting for far too long.”

To no surprise, he was right on the money. I smiled faintly at him, nodding my head. “You can say that,” I said, absentmindedly twirling a lock of hair around my finger. “My boyfriend, actually. My ex-boyfriend now. He's the kind of guy who does that. Promises the world to me and then forgets a day later.”

“You deserve more than the world.”

In retrospect, this was a cheesy line, but I had to admit that it worked. My smile grew until it was a permanent fixture on my face, and I realized I wanted him to sit down opposite me even though I didn't know his name, didn't know a single thing about him at all, except that he was handsome.

No, I knew two things about him. The other thing I knew was that he was kind. Already, he was very different from Aaron.

“Thank you,” I said softly. I already knew that he didn't have a date with him, but I feigned looking past him anyway, drawing attention to his table. “I'm sorry, I don't mean to burden you. Is your wife in the bathroom, or…?”

The man chuckled, a warm but not condescending laugh. “No, I was stood up, too,” he said. I adored just how gruff his voice was. “Just got a text a moment ago that my date won't be coming.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, and I meant it.

“How about I sit down?” he asked.

I visibly thought on it, keeping him waiting for a spell, but before the man struck a conversation with me I knew I wanted him as a date. “Please,” I said.

We talked for hours after that. The conversation was effortless, unlike with Aaron who rarely said a word at all unless I prompted it from him. I learned that my future husband's name was Jonah, that he worked as a criminal defense lawyer and had a small apartment nearby in the city. He didn't drink or smoke. He had family in the state who he made sure to visit often, even with his demanding work schedule consuming much of his free time. He liked the movies I liked and had unabashed opinions on them identical to my own. And he was handsome—God, was he handsome sitting so close to me that I could stare at him as if he were a fine painting hanging on the wall. It made me wish that I wore something more revealing that night. Something to entice him. My conservative dress offered some cleavage, but Aaron paid so little attention to me that I rarely dressed up for him, even on date nights. I had no plans to impress anyone that night, so I dressed appropriately. But a man like Jonah deserved something more… racy. Something bold.

Something to make sure that he never forgot about me. Not once.

It wasn't until our waiter began to give us a stink eye, five minutes before closing, that we took our leave. It was raining heavily outside, but before I could take out my umbrella Jonah offered me his. It was a perfect excuse to stay close to him, to feel his shoulders brushing up against mine. He was so tall that he could easily look down my dress if he wanted to, but he kept his gaze respectfully above the neckline. Even then, I don't think I would've minded if he risked roaming my entire body with his eyes. I was sick and tired of not being appreciated.

“You know, you never told me your name,” Jonah said as he walked with me to my car, his hot breath so close to me, in stark contrast to the cold, cold rain surrounding us.

I bit my lip and smiled innocently at him. He was right: I hadn’t. I wasn't sure why. I knew that I had a good reason not to trust him yet, just like any other stranger on a first date, but deep down I didn't care about that—the risk was fun, especially on a night like this. Maybe I didn't tell him my name because I wanted to keep him wanting. So that he would have to ask me for it, giving him an excuse to stay with me longer.

Because I did want him to stay longer. Because I didn't want to go back to my apartment, not alone.

“It’s Cassandra,” I surrendered to him. Somehow I felt naked saying my name.

He smiled softly. “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman. It fits you.”

I found myself twirling a lock of my hair incessantly around my finger. It was almost frustrating how effortlessly charming he was. True, I was easy to please in that moment. Anyone would've been better than Aaron. But Jonah… Oh, there was something about him that truly clicked with me. That just felt right.

“Thank you,” I said, as I stroked the palm of his hand. “What else do you want? How about my phone number, too?”

“Not just that,” he said. “I want all of you. If you'll have me.”

My cheeks blazed. My heart thumped and thumped inside my chest. Of course I wanted to have him.

We kissed the instant we got into my car, failing to keep our hands off of each other, failing to be subtle at all. His strong arms wrapped around my back and pulled me close. His tongue was heavenly against mine. He clawed at my dress to get it off me, desperate to experience more of my body, in love with having his hands on my skin. It was almost impossible to focus on the road, even though my apartment was only a fifteen minute drive from the restaurant. Fifteen minutes felt like an eternity in that moment. Wasted time we could've spent with our mouths intertwined.

I rushed to get out of my car and climb the stairwell and put my key in my front door, my whole body vibrating with excitement and anticipation. He wrapped his hands around me again when we closed the door behind us, greedily kissing my lips like he needed air to breathe. He slipped down the straps of my dress and kissed further down, on my bare shoulders, my collarbone, my breasts. I thought his plan was to rip the dress right off of me before he suddenly pulled away, smiling.

“Take your clothes off.”

He wanted me to do it for him, so that he could watch, or, alternatively, simply see just how much control he could exert over me. In any case I did it for him gladly, stepping back so he could see everything, appreciate every curve of my body. Slowly, I slipped my dress off and let it collapse on the carpet floor around my heels. Then I took those off, too.

With that, I stood in front of him wearing only my panties, my hands at my sides, my heart racing. I had taken off his tie back in my car, but otherwise, he was still fully dressed. It was clear he had no plans to take his off. At least, not any time soon.

He appreciated me for a long while, saying nothing, holding his cards close to his chest. No man had ever looked at me this way. Not until him. “Panties, too,” he commanded.

I did what I was told to, slipping them off, dropping them next to my dress. I stayed still. I hadn't shaved, and a part of me was embarrassed that I hadn’t, but there was no way I could've predicted how this night unfolded. For the first time I worried I might actually scare Jonah off. How much I didn’t want to lose this handsome, kind stranger who miraculously turned a horrible, lonely night into the one of the best I ever had—and that was just the dinner.

Instead he smiled and came up to me and lifted up my chin with his thumb, uniting my lips with his in a tender kiss that sent electricity up and down my spine. Through his jeans his cock pressed up against my thigh. His breath rushed down my neck, tickling my shoulders. For a split second I wondered if he was going to lift me up and carry me to bed, even though he couldn't know where my bedroom was. Instead he just held me and made me feel good.

“I want to try something with you,” Jonah said as he stroked my lower lip with his thumb. “I want you to do everything I say. Do you think you can do that?”

I blushed and giggled a bit. He was so commanding. “You’re so bossy. You do realize you’re in my apartment, right?” I noted, smirking.

He laughed. “Good. It means you can kick me out if I cross a line. But I'm not going to do that. Because you're only going to do what you want to do for me. Right?”

I didn't know exactly where he was going with this, but I was curious enough to humor him. Aaron liked to have ‘authority’ and ‘respect’ as a man, but only with Jonah did it feel like something I’d oblige. Power taken is power given, after all, especially respect. And I wanted to give to Jonah.

“Yes,” I said. I breathed in, taking in his scent. “Yes.”

“Good.” He smiled devilishly. “Say you’re a good girl for me. Right now.”

I blinked. “You can't be serious,” I said incredulously.

“I’m waiting.”

It didn't matter what I said after that, he wouldn't budge. He crossed his arms and maintained his smile as I built the courage to say it. It was surprisingly difficult. God, how was it so difficult to say two simple words?

“I… I’m a good girl,” I was able to mutter eventually.

“Good girl,” he said immediately after, taking my hand and kissing my lips soon after.

Fuck.


Part Two

For the next few minutes, Jonah trained me, ordering me to do a simple task and rewarding me afterward with an electrifying kiss and the same phrase, again and again, good girl. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Good girl. I spread my legs for him and placed both of my hands at the top of my head. Good girl. I admitted to him just how wet I was for him—only him. Good girl.

I was practically melting at the end of it. I was so unused to this kind of praise, this attention and care from anyone before. I couldn't take it, even though I loved it so much. A part of me told me that it would get easier. Saying that I was a good girl back to him certainly was getting easier to say each time, not because I was saying it automatically, robotically, but because it felt natural.

“Good,” Jonah said finally, satisfied, a proud look on his face. “Now I want to try something else. Something much different. Let's go to your bedroom. It'll be easier there.”

I blushed. It was so easy to forget both time and space when I was with him. We were still at the front door, at my apartment. How in the world did he get me naked first and get me submit to him in my own apartment?

Biting my lip at the realization, I led him down the hallway and into my bedroom, sheepishly explaining the trail of flower petals along the floor and the unlit candles I had placed on the nightstands. “He really missed out,” Jonah said reassuringly as I flipped on the dim, romantic mood lighting. “Like I said, you deserve better.”

I couldn't help but smile at him. With the bedroom prepared, I came to him and started to help him get out of his clothes before he stopped me, grabbing onto my wrists and placing them at my side. “No,” he said firmly. “My clothes stay on. Not until I say otherwise.”

I looked at him funny. “Okay,” I said, striking an almost bratty attitude with him. Most men would've pounced on a naked woman standing around in front of them by now. “Is this what you wanted to try differently? You wearing clothes? Doesn't seem very exciting, does it?”

“I haven't told you when I wanted to do to you yet,” he said, not letting go of my hands, bringing me closer, holding me against his chest. God, he was so tall. I had to practically crane my neck to look into his eyes. “I praised you, called you a good girl. That's a start. But I want to do so much more than that. I want to discipline you, train you, make you mine.”

“Yeah?” I said defiantly. I wondered what his plan was to be so confident that I could be trained by anyone, even him. He was certainly being presumptuous. Cocky, even. But I had to admit, I found the initiative attractive. “How, exactly, do you plan to do that? By making me say I'm a good girl over and over and over again?”

He laughed softly. “Not exactly. Come on. How about I just show you what I mean?”

He led me to the bed and had me stand in front of him, his hands still on my wrists, as he sat down on the edge of the bed and parted his thighs. He gestured to his lap. He couldn't be serious. But oh, he was.

“This really is one first date…” I murmured to myself as I got on his lap and cuddled up next to him, my back facing his chest, feeling his stiff erection rub up against me as his arms wrapped around my waist. It was a comfortable position to be in, but before I could truly appreciate it, Jonah grabbed onto me, spread me across his lap and propped my ass high up, my stomach resting on his thigh. I had no idea what he was planning to do at all. Wrestle with me, maybe?

Until he spanked me.

It wasn't painful. In fact, it was barely anything more than a love tap, but still my ass jiggled and my mouth hung open from his hand making contact with my rear. No one had ever spanked before. Not once, not from anyone. Suffice it to say, it was a unique experience. “Oh!” I eeped, just before he began to rub my ass cheeks, as if he had hit me harder. “Fuck, Jonah. I wasn't expecting that. Fuck, that was…”

“A test,” Jonah said, chuckling as he ran his fingers over my pussy, teasing my wetness, “to see how you’d react. But I'm not done. We're not done. Do you think you can be a good girl and take more?”

“I—yes,” I said. And then more confidently: “Yes.”

He took it easy on me, gradually spanking my ass faster and harder when he was confident that I could take it. To my surprise, I could take a lot of it. He spanked my ass, again and again, holding me in place on his lap with one hand as the other did the hard work. Before long I was squirming in his arms as a dull, yet somehow pleasant pain reverberated up my thighs. It was getting harder to sit still. But I wanted to be good for him. I wanted to be praised by him, to be cherished by him, no matter what. I knew I could take more, even if my ass was so sore that I could barely sit down the next day. No matter what.

“Harder,” I said after the tenth or maybe fifteenth hit. I could tell that he was about to stop from how he was slowing down, and that frustrated me. Because I didn't want it to end. “Harder, please.”

That made Jonah smile bright as he looked me in the eyes. 
“Know what you’re asking here,” he warned me. “Because I will give you ‘harder’.”

I giggled. I really did like getting myself into trouble, didn't I? “Please,” I begged. “I want to be good.”

His smile grew. “Good girl.”

This time around, he didn't go easy on me. Not at all. I could tell that he was still holding back his strength to some extent. Obviously, considering his size and muscles, a rough spanking was the least he could do. But still, he didn't go easy. My old rickety bed frame creaked as his hand struck my bare bottom, as my ass cheeks bounced from the impact and I shifted around in his lap. My whole body ached with a dull pain as the spanking continued. Harder and harder. Faster and faster. I gasped as Jonah suddenly stopped and took a small break to rub my pussy lips furiously with his fingers before spanking me again. It was like he wanted to torment me. And yet, all the while, he kept praising me, too. With every spank he whispered how good I was being for him, saying that I could take more, that he knew that I could take more and more. His low, gruff voice was like sex to my ears. Each time he used it to call me his good girl, I wanted to melt, was melting, had already melted.

I knew then that I wanted to marry this man.

After what must've been close to two hundred or so spankings—not that I was coherent enough to be capable of tracking it all—Jonah had me stand up and face away from him so he could appreciate his handiwork. My ass cheeks were bright red and splotched with bruises and stung when I placed my fingers on them, but it felt good. Intense, wonderfully intense. It made my pussy ache between my legs, not just because of the pain heightening it, but because I knew I did good. Because I obeyed, and because I would be rewarded for it afterwards.

“Good girl,” Jonah said as he massaged my ass cheeks. He was so good with his hands. Delicate, yet rough all at once. “You were so fucking good. How do you feel?”

“Lovely,” I said, smiling, even though I winced slightly with him touching my exposed behind. “I don't know how to explain it. That just felt… good. I'm almost a little lightheaded from it. But I feel good. It helps that you're here to take care of me, somehow.”

“Yes, it does. Next time, when you're more used to it, I'll spank you even harder.”

I giggled. “Oooh. What am I going to be spanked for, exactly?” I asked him. “Don’t you need an excuse to punish me like that?”

“I'm sure I'll think of a good excuse when necessary,” Jonah said, grinning mischievously. Later I would discover that he could come up with any excuse under the sun to spank me. If I came without his permission? That deserved a spanking. If I touched myself without permission? That was deserving of a spanking, too. If I failed to timely obey any of his commands? Oh, that definitely called for a spanking. I didn't want to be a bad girl, after all.

Later, he would sometimes spank me simply because I had been too good of a girl with him, and I needed a reminder of what a rough punishment was like. Each time felt as electrifying and as good as the first. There were other punishments he had in mind for me, like having up to come up with five compliments for myself on the spot, but spanking was always the one that we—hehe I mean he—looked most forward to.

Later, I would break all the rules and disobey him whenever I wanted to. Later I would tease him just to see what he would do, what he was capable of. It would always be fun to see him so riled up because of me. Later, I would do everything for him, and he would do everything for me.

But that was later. For now, this was an impromptu date that led somewhere unexpected. And I was truly happy with that.

Jonah put me back onto his lap, holding me close, his throbbing cock desperate to rip free from his jeans now. I wanted to take care of it for him. God, I wanted to suck his cock dry. But Jonah had other plans. He lifted me up and threw me onto the bed proper, climbing up on top of me, holding onto my knees as he positioned himself between my thighs. My soft bedsheets felt rough against my sore behind. I watched as Jonah grabbed onto the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his chest, his shoulders, tossing his shirt on the side of the bed, followed by his belt, his jeans, his boxers, letting his gorgeous cock spring free barely a few inches away from my quivering sex.

I watched as he grabbed his pants to pull out a condom. I grabbed onto his wrist. “It’s okay,” I said.

He smiled. “You’re so dirty.”

I bit my lip. Well, with you, it’s hard not to be.

He pushed into me, groaning, roaming all over my body with his hands as his thick cock stretched my cunt. Fuck, it was so fucking big. There was no way I could take all of it. No way, no way in hell. But as I tried to tell Jonah that, he just smiled and reached in so that he could kiss me right on the lips.

“You can take it,” he said, making love to my neck with his delicate, yet hungry kisses. “You can take it. I'll go slow. You can handle it.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck…

I couldn't take it. I couldn't take it. But every inch felt so good—fuck, I had to, I had to, so that I could please him. Further and further, his thick veiny cock pushed into my pussy until eventually all of it was in, my lips touching the base of his cock. I squirmed and panted for breath as I clawed at the bedsheets with my fingernails.

Then he started thrusting. Harder and harder, faster and faster, rocking the bed frame as he pulled me close and propped my legs on his shoulders. He wanted as much of himself inside me as possible. He groaned, fondling my breasts, eager, desperate even, to have me for his own. He fucked me rough and hard and I knew he was going to cum before long.

I wanted him to cum inside me.

I wanted every single drop in me, nothing wasted, not a drop.

I could tell that he was about to pull out of me, but I gripped his hand, holding it, embracing it. “Please,” I said. “Please.”

“Oh, I like it when you beg.”

“I just want this. I want you.”

“I know.”

This time he didn't hold back. He fucked me as hard as he could, taking me for his own as I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck, bringing him close. Soon a heavenly warmth shot into me, hot sticky ropes of cum filling my pussy as Jonah groaned and nearly collapsed on the bed. I inhaled, taking in his scent, then smiled happily as his cock, still erect, rested inside me.

We shared an embrace lazily for a good while after that, on the verge of sleep, engaging in pillow talk. I was so light-hearted, both from his rough fucking and my spanking previously, that I don’t remember much of what was said. But I felt good. Serene.

“You don't have anywhere to be tomorrow morning, do you?” I asked him.

“No,” he said. “Nothing important. Let's just lie like this. Me inside you.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I said.

“Of course. Everything is wonderful with you.”

God, I just couldn't stop smiling when it came to him, couldn't I?

With that, we slowly fell asleep, his cock warm inside me, as we held each other close.

…

When I woke up late the next morning, so close to midday that it was more like the afternoon rather than strictly morning, Jonah was still lying beside me, snoring peacefully in his sleep like a hibernating bear. I was pleasantly surprised to see him beside me, to say the least of it. I had gotten used to my one night stands being just that—waking up alone with my date having snuck out of my apartment earlier in the night. It made me wonder if he was the one. I knew I was getting too hopeful for my own good. But still. I had reasons to be.

I quietly climbed out of bed, put on my panties and threw on a long, oversized t-shirt, and walked into the hallway and started breakfast before Jonah woke up. By the time he did, a plate was waited for him. It was nothing fancy, of course—Aaron usually preferred takeout over my cooking, so I didn't have the ingredients for a proper breakfast, just some fried eggs, toast, and bacon—but I could tell that Jonah genuinely appreciated the gesture when he stepped out groggily from my bedroom.

He smiled at me and pecked my cheek, wrapping his arms around my waist. Then he had the nerve to really call me his good girl again.

I rolled my eyes at him, but deep down, if I am to be truly honest with myself? I was beaming.

We sat down on my couch and cuddled up next to each other as we ate, even though he had work calling for him. Even though his phone was notifying him constantly because of something with his job, he stayed with me, turning his phone off and tossing it away so that it wouldn't distract him any longer.

“If you have to go, don’t let me keep you,” I said to him, and I meant it. “I don't want to get your trouble with your job.”

He just laughed and held me closer. “You won’t. Right now I want to get every possible second I can with you. That's my priority. Nothing else.”

Again, again, and again, I smiled.

…

It's been a short five years since then. Since then, we've moved in together, sharing a cozy downtown apartment that I never could've afforded when I was still dating Aaron. Things worked out. It still surprises me when I realize it, but things really did work out in a way that I never could’ve imagined.

After that fateful night where we somehow landed in each other's orbits after being stood up, we saw each other regularly, Jonah always making time for me whenever I needed him and calling me often during his lunch breaks. Attentive, caring, thoughtful—those were attributes Jonah had that never once disappeared, not even for a moment. Not once did I doubt that would change.

Our sex life was even better. He kept spanking me, of course, kept training me to his satisfaction while giving me a lot of praise before fucking me hard later in the night. Sometimes, I would playfully disobey so that he would spank and fuck me harder. It was difficult to explain why I felt so good even though I kept being punished. Maybe I just liked being taken care of. Maybe I just like how intense it all was, having him be so demanding and yet caring at once. Who knows. I was happy, and I wasn't one to complain beyond that.

I stand now on our balcony overlooking the view of the city, drinking a nice cup of coffee as the morning sun rises through gaps between the skyscrapers. A sudden gust of chilly wind tickles me, makes me pull at my robe and tighten it again around my waist. But my hands are distracted by Jonah’s hands, as he comes up behind me, kisses my cheek, and holds me by the waist. I tense up slightly when he presses his groin against my backside. He spanked me hard last night, harder than he ever has before, when I came without his permission. He had tied me up on the bed and placed a vibrator against my pussy on its highest setting, and then left it there, grinning to himself, praising me for resisting the desire to cum until I just couldn’t take it anymore. Praise or no praise, there was only so much I could take. Hours of edging? That was definitely one of them.

“Still sore?” Jonah asks me as I set my coffee down and fall into his embrace. Considering my ass is still splotched purple and pink from his strong hands when I last checked it fifteen minutes ago in the bathroom mirror, I think the answer is quite obvious.

I smile at him and return his kiss with one of my own on his stubble. “Yes,” I answer, giggling, “but I’m used to it by now. Going to work in a moment?”

“Unfortunately, I am,” Jonah answers. “I’ll be home soon. Like always.”

“I know, love.”

I help him fix his tie, then he goes, kissing me one more time before heading out the door. I sit back down on the balcony and open a book on my lap, gazing one more time at the sunrise before starting reading. This really is the life, I think to myself, smiling, as I think about my journey and how destiny brought me to where I am. It really, truly is.

THE END
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