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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


Also by Flora Banks

Spanking Submission Bundle: 3 BDSM Discipline Erotic Stories￼

[image: Spanking Submission Bundle.jpg]

A three book bundle of BDSM, spanking, domestic discipline, and CMNF stories. Three women eager to obey their dominant Masters.

Contains the previously published stories:

Spanking the Girl Next Door: A Domestic Discipline Story

After Emily's caught hosting a party at the place she's housesitting by the homeowner, Micheal decides on a bare-bottomed spanking and a lesson in domestic discipline.

Spanking the Naughty Secretary: An Office Discipline Story

John trains Christina, his disobedient secretary, right in the office with a bare-bottomed punishment.

Spanked after a Lost Bet: A Submissive Discipline Story

Co-ed Carly receives a bare bottomed spanking and a lesson in submission after she loses a bet to Marcus.

Spanking Submission Bundle: 3 BDSM Discipline Erotic Stories
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