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One

 


Sylvie busied herself making sure the
house was in order. Her son and his girlfriend were coming to visit
and she wanted everything to be just perfect. It was so wonderful
that Kevin had managed to finally find the perfect woman for him.
Lydia was beautiful and almost as tall as Kevin. The two made a
very striking couple and she knew they were in love. She just hoped
that they wouldn’t wait too long before they married and started
their family.

After all, Lydia was already thirty or
thirty-one, and Kevin was about to enter the second half of his
thirties. While people were waiting until they were in their
forties to have children these days, Sylvie didn’t think it was a
great idea. For goodness sakes, who wanted to be chasing a toddler
around when they were in their early forties? Young children were
exhausting when you had them in your twenties or thirties. She
couldn’t imagine waiting till her early forties. But she supposed
times changed. Women had to go get their degrees and get their
careers on solid footing before they bothered to take the time to
give their husbands children. She knew she was kind of
old-fashioned in that respect.

She glanced at the clock
and saw it was after ten-thirty. Time to get Bill out of bed.
Sometimes she wished she could stop loving his sorry worthless
butt. But falling in love again after losing Kevin’s father had
taken her by surprise and he was so very different from her first
husband. Everything with him looked so bright and young. A
ridiculous way for a woman in her mid-fifties to feel, but Bill
made her feel at least two, perhaps even three decades younger than
she was. And truth be told, he wasn’t completely worthless. After
all, he did make a living. Bill was a pharmaceutical rep and earned
a very respectable income. It was too bad he liked to gamble so
much that he sometimes didn’t have enough money to pay his share of
their household expenses.

The best part of his job was he had
enough seniority that they were able to take frequent three or four
day weekends for mini vacations.

Bill loved to travel and
to her surprise, Sylvie found she enjoyed it more than she
expected. Donald, her first husband, had been somewhat of a
stick-in-the-mud. He preferred to stay at home and watch television
or work on his boring stamp collection. She did have to give him
credit for taking Kevin camping, coaching his little league team,
and things like that. But real vacations weren’t for Donald and
somehow she had convinced herself she was fine with it.

That was then. Once Bill had begun
taking her on his company’s conferences and showing her how much
fun there was to be had in these trips, she always looked forward
to the next one.

Sylvie dried her hands on the dish
towel and walked into the bedroom to wake up Bill.

“Bill, it’s time to get
out of bed. The kids will be here in less than an hour. Come on
now, get yourself together and get in the shower.”

Bill groaned and buried his head
deeper into the pillow.

Sylvie walked to the foot of the bed
and tapped his feet lightly with her hand.

“If you hadn’t been out
till all hours of the night, you wouldn’t have such a hard time
getting up right now. Come on, get moving. Get up now.”

It was one of the most frustrating
things about Bill. Every Friday night he went and played poker with
his little group of buddies and didn’t get home until two or three
in the morning. Then he joined her in bed and would wake her up for
a little hanky-panky. The trouble was, the hanky-panky often led
nowhere because he usually drank plenty of beer while playing
cards. While he may not be what you could call outright drunk when
he got home, he was definitely feeling good. Sometimes his body
refused to cooperate and he was unable to follow through with the
lovin’ he was looking for.

That’s exactly what happened the night
before. She was sound asleep when he got in bed and snuggled up
next to her, running his hands up her legs and under her short
nightgown. He skimmed his hand over her belly and up to the soft
mounds of her breasts. He took one breast in his hand and squeezed
gently while kissing the back of her neck.

It certainly was a
pleasant way to wake up and she wasn’t one to say no to a little
love. His cock had made a halfhearted attempt at getting a hard-on,
but just as she was getting to the point where she wanted him
between her legs, his half-hard dick gave up and slipped back into
its flaccid state, leaving her high and dry. Well, she supposed it
would be more accurate to say she was left high and wet. Whatever,
he fell asleep before he ever even made it all the way between her
legs and his head had landed on her shoulder as he fell
asleep.

With a sigh of frustration, she pushed
him off of her and rolled over on her side only to find that she
couldn’t fall back asleep. After lying there for a half hour she
found herself even more wide-awake and decided to get up. It was
nearly four o’clock and she certainly had things to do to get ready
for Kevin and Lydia.

She shook off the memory of the
previous night and looked down at her groaning husband. Smacking
the back of his calf, she said sharply, “Now, Bill. Get up
now.”

She hated the sound of her voice when
it got so shrill. She never wanted to be a nagging wife, but what
was she supposed to do to get this guy out of bed?

Bill moved and mumbled something that
sounded like, “Yeah, yeah. I’ll get up.”

Sighing, she went out of the bedroom
and into the kitchen to start taking the outdoor kitchenware to the
patio for lunch. She shook out the tablecloth and set the table
before putting a small vase of her garden flowers in the center.
Satisfied with how everything looked, she went back in to check on
Bill.

She wanted to pull her hair out when
she walked into the bedroom and saw him still wrapped in blankets
and snoring softly. She marched up to the bed and smacked the lump
that she knew was his rear end. She smacked it hard and then
smacked it again.

“I swear, Bill, I’m going
to get your belt and give you a spanking if you don’t get your butt
out of that bed now.”

Bill sat up quickly, his eyes blinking
away the sleep and he stared at her for a few seconds before
saying, “What? Did you say you’re going to give me a spanking?
What’s the matter with you, Sylvie? I got in late last
night.”

“I know you got in late
last night,” she replied. “But you knew last week that Kevin and
Lydia were coming today. I asked you yesterday to not stay out too
late so that you could get up and be ready in time when they got
here. I don’t think I ask too much of you, Bill. It would be nice
if I could count on you to be awake and dressed when family is
coming for a visit.” She turned around and stormed out of the
bedroom.

 


Bill shook his head as he got out of
bed wondering what the hell had gotten into his sweet beautiful
wife. In the little more than two years that they’d been married,
she’d always been sweet. Full of energy like a little whirlwind,
but sweet. Lately though it seemed like she was trying to take over
his life, telling him what to do, where to go, and how to do
anything that popped into her head. And why? He worked full-time,
he brought home a nice paycheck. Between his contribution to the
household expenses and the trust her dead husband had left her, she
wasn’t hurting for anything.

Okay, to be honest, he
didn’t always contribute to expenses. He knew she didn’t like that
he gambled a little too much, but it was rare that he went
overboard with the gambling. Yeah, maybe he did have to borrow five
thousand dollars from her that one time. And there had been that
thing last year when he’d bet on the horse race and it didn’t work
out. He’d ended up owing one of his buddies ten grand over that and
then he had to ask Sylvie for a loan so he didn’t leave his friend
on the hook for the money he borrowed to make the bad bet. He had a
little pang of guilt as he remembered he’d never repaid the
loan.

But hey, just because he
occasionally ran a little short wasn’t a reason for her to get all
bent out of shape. They were married and were supposed to look out
for each other and help each other out.

He looked at his face in the mirror
while brushing his teeth and saw a man somewhere between
middle-aged and...and what? Somewhere between middle-aged and
elderly? No, no way. No way was he going towards that elderly word.
Hell, elderly was a word to be applied to his parents. They were in
their eighties. He wasn’t even sixty yet. Admittedly, it wouldn’t
be too much longer, but for right now he was still in his
fifties.

Last night was a late night. He came
home much later than he knew he should have. It wasn’t like he
planned to stay out as late as he did, but he was making money. The
poker game was going his way and at one point he had doubled his
money and was already making plans on buying something nice for
Sylvie when everything started going wrong and he lost not only
what he had won but everything he started with as well.

Sylvie was right, he
really needed to stop gambling. Or at least cut way back. Nah, he
didn’t need to stop. All he needed to do was give himself a limit
and quit when he reached that. Or if he was winning, he needed to
make up his mind to quit once he’d doubled his money.

Even though he always told himself he
could control it, once he won one hand he had to keep going to see
if his lucky streak would hold out. When was he going to learn that
winning one hand didn’t make a streak? He shook his head at himself
in the mirror, rinsed off the excess shaving cream, and stepped
into the shower. Fifteen minutes later he was dressed and in the
kitchen asking Sylvie if there was anything she needed help with,
all thoughts of curbing his gambling shoved to the back of his
mind.

 


Damn, he’s a good-looking
man. Sylvie thought he was better looking
than Donald had been. Then she had a little pang of guilt about
thinking such a thought. She had loved Kevin’s daddy and knew he
had loved her in return, but he just wasn’t as exciting as Bill
was. Donald had been more of a quiet type, needing everything to be
planned and carried out to the smallest detail. It had made for a
stable life, but not a very exciting one.

Her Bill was a fun loving guy, doing
things on the spur of the moment. Fun weekends when he’d say,
“Let’s hop over to Vegas for the weekend and take in a show, have a
little fun.”

It hadn’t taken long to learn going to
Vegas for a weekend did mean having fun, but she usually ended up
alone in the hotel room after they’d been to the show and had
dinner while Bill went back down to the casino to play poker,
blackjack, craps, or the roulette wheel.

For now she pushed those
thoughts out of her head and went to give him a kiss on his
clean-shaven jaw. She loved the way he smelled, a little spicy like
the Old Spice her father used to wear. Bill’s cologne wasn’t Old
Spice, but it was similar and it always made her feel like she was
home. Like she was where she belonged. It was just different enough
from her father’s that when he kissed her and she inhaled the aroma
of his cologne, it put thoughts in her head that had nothing to do
with her father.

“About time you got up and
got yourself together,” she said in a teasing voice to make up for
the shrill, nagging voice she had used earlier.

He took her by the shoulders and held
her away from him so he could look her in the eye and asked, “What
the hell was that wisecrack in the bedroom about you getting my
belt and spanking me?”

Sylvie blushed to the roots of her
hair and said, “I just didn’t know what else to say to get you out
of bed. The kids are gonna be here in a few minutes and I was
worried you wouldn’t be ready in time.”

She gave him a peck on his
cheek and said, “You can help me by moving the chairs on the patio
to the table. They’re on the side of the house where I put them
when I needed to hose down the patio yesterday.”

“I can do that,” he said.
The look in his eye told her he knew she had changed subjects to
avoid talking anymore about her spanking him with his own
belt.

He left to get the chairs around the
table and she went to peek in the oven on her breakfast casserole
that she knew was a favorite of Kevin’s. The doorbell rang just as
she closed the oven door again. Her hand smoothed down her apron
and she glanced in the hallway mirror on her way to the front door
to check if she still looked all right and then opened the
door.

“Hey, Ma,” Kevin said as he
leaned down to give her a kiss. “How’re you doing?”

“Just fine, son. You’re
right on time and it is so good to see you. Come on in.” She opened
the door wider so both Kevin and Lydia could come in. After closing
the door again she turned to Lydia and said, “Give me a hug, young
lady. It is so good to see you again.”

“Thanks for having us
over, Sylvie. It’s a beautiful drive down here from Denver.” Lydia
responded.

“Kevin, why don’t you go
outside and help Bill get chairs from around the side of the house
and put them around the patio table? It’s such a lovely day out I
thought we would eat out there.”

“Sure thing, Mom.” Kevin
glanced at Lydia and said and asked, “You’ll be all
right?”

Without giving Lydia a chance to
answer his question, Sylvie said, “Of course she’s going to be all
right, what do you think? I’m going to bite her head off or
something?”

Kevin didn’t even bother to answer
that, he just went outside to help his step-father with the
chairs.

Sylvie turned to Lydia and
said, “You look just marvelous, Lydia. You’re practically glowing!
It must be because you and Kevin are so in love.”

Lydia just smiled and agreed that it
was all about being in love.

“So what can I do to help
you?”

“Absolutely nothing.
You’re our guest, and guests don’t work. Why don’t you just sit
down at the table and keep me company?”

“I’m not going to sit here
and watch you work when I’m perfectly capable of doing something. I
can help you carry out the food. Just tell me what you want me take
out there.

“Oh, all right. There’s a
pitcher of orange juice in the fridge and another one of lemonade.
Why don’t you take those out to the patio?”

Lydia did and by the time
she got back to the kitchen everything else was ready to go out and
together the two women managed it all in one trip. Sylvie was
relieved when Bill saw them through the patio door with their arms
full and jumped up to get the sliding door and help
them.

They all sat down and once everyone
had food on their plates, Sylvie couldn’t wait any longer. She
turned to Kevin, “While I’m happy to have you visiting, I’m curious
why you wanted to come today when you were here a few weeks ago. Is
everything all right?”

Bill gave her a look and shook his
head saying, “They just drove down from Denver, Sylvie. Let them
rest a bit before you start the inquisition.”

“It’s not an inquisition,
for Pete’s sake. I usually don’t get to see Kevin but every couple
of months so it’s unusual that he would be asking to come and see
me just a few weeks after he’d already been here. It makes a mother
wonder why.”

She looked at her son and said, “Go
ahead and finish eating before you tell me why you’re
here.”

Kevin finished swallowing his mouthful
of food and said, “It’s okay mom. It’s nothing to worry about. We
just have some news that we wanted to share with you.”

Sylvie put her fork down, grinned from
ear to ear, and said, “You’re getting married, aren’t
you?”

Kevin shook his head and smiled. “We
already did. We went to Vegas last week, tied the knot, and had our
honeymoon. We got back last night. I didn’t want to tell you over
the phone.”

Sylvie couldn’t believe it. Her son
had denied her the pleasure of being at his wedding.

“But I wanted to see my
son get married.” Sylvie’s voice was plaintive and sad.

“I know, Ma,” Kevin
replied. “But it came up kind of sudden and we just decided we
didn’t want a long drawn out engagement and so we went ahead and
did it.”

Sylvie still didn’t
understand and she said, “It’s not just me, you know. You have a
lot of friends and family that would’ve enjoyed coming to your
wedding.”

She turned to look at Lydia and said,
“Surely your family would’ve enjoyed seeing you get married. It’s
something every mother looks forward to for her
daughter.”

Sylvie saw Lydia blush and she looked
questioningly at Kevin who nodded his head, shrugged, and said, “We
decided we were going to tell her everything. Go ahead and tell
her.”

“Tell me what?” Sylvie
asked and then suddenly understood. She clapped her hands to her
cheeks and exclaimed, “Oh my gosh, you’re pregnant!”

Kevin just grinned and Lydia nodded
her head, confirming that Sylvie was correct.

“I’m going to be a
grandma?”

“Yes, Sylvie, you’re going
to be a grandma.” Lydia said.

It all made sense to Sylvie now. The
rush to get married rather than spend months planning a wedding
while Lydia’s belly became nice and round. She leaned forward and
rested her hand on Lydia’s arm and asked, “Can I touch your tummy?
I want to feel my grandbaby.”

“Of course you can,” Lydia
replied at the same time that Kevin said, “There’s nothing to feel
yet, Ma. I think at this point the baby’s not even the size of a
little green pea.”

Sylvie’s hand was already gently
touching Lydia’s very flat tummy and she said, “I know that, but
it’s just the idea that right there where my hand is touching, just
a little further inside, my grandbaby is growing.”

“Well, I see it was a
waste for me to worry about your reaction,” Kevin said. “I was a
little concerned that you’d be upset that we got in the family way
before we got married.”

“Don’t be silly, how can
we be upset? You two were practically living together already when
I first met Lydia. I’ve been around long enough to know what the
score is and I certainly wasn’t expecting that you two were living
a platonic existence when you spend most of your time
together.”

She turned to Lydia and said, “I know
you have a mother, but I hope I can be included in all your
planning for the baby.”

“Of course, Sylvie. We’ll
keep you informed of all the doctor visits and how the baby is
growing. We’ll send you pictures of our ultrasounds and keep you up
to date on everything that’s going on.”

Sylvie stood up, saying, “Let me give
my new daughter-in-law a hug.”

 





Chapter Two




After a pleasant visit dominated
mostly by Lydia and Sylvie talking and making plans for the baby,
Sylvie found herself at home alone. After the newlyweds left, Bill
went to a friend’s house down the block to help with some project
the friend was working on. Sylvie was on the Internet looking up
all things related to babies from toys and clothes to furniture and
other baby things. She kept herself busy for hours.

When she couldn’t take
staring at the computer monitor any longer, she sat in her chair in
the living room and thought about how it was going to be living two
hours away from where her only grandbaby lived. She leaned back and
wondered what it might be like living someplace other than the old
house Kevin’s father had bought her more than thirty years
earlier.

A good friend had wondered how Sylvie
could bring her new husband to live with her in the same house that
she lived in with her first husband. But it hadn’t bothered her at
all. She replaced all the furniture with new items she and Bill
picked out together. Everything except the dining room furniture
had been replaced. She painted the walls, put new tile and carpet
down, and then it didn’t seem like Donald’s house anymore. He was
gone and Bill was here.

She was glad that she
hadn’t sold the house and bought another one with Bill. Following
the trust Donald had put in place, nobody other than a blood
relative could ever own the house or receive any proceeds from the
estate he had left her. Not that the estate was huge. She had
enough to live on and the house was paid for, but she was by no
means rolling in money. She still needed to stick to a budget if
she wanted there to be money left for her son and
grandchildren.

The house and money in the trust would
always be hers and then it would be Kevin’s once she was no longer
around. It would never belong to Bill and he didn’t seem to mind
that. It could never belong to Lydia either. After Kevin, whatever
was left in the trust would go to his children.

Now she wondered if she could sell
this house and use the proceeds to purchase something closer to
where Kevin and Lydia lived. Closer to her grandbaby. She’d have to
speak to the lawyer because with Bill’s gambling proclivities, she
wanted to make sure that anything that was hers now would remain
hers even if she sold it and bought something else with the funds
from that sale. She thought that’s how it worked, but she’d have to
check with the lawyer.

She’d have to talk to Bill too. She
wasn’t worried about that, Bill was an easy-going guy and didn’t
dwell much on what belonged to whom. Talking to him about it was
the right thing to do.

 


Bill walked in the front door and
found Sylvie deep in thought in the living room. She didn’t even
look up as he entered the room.

“Dreaming about your
future grandbaby?”

She looked over at him and said, “I
guess you could say that. I was just kind of thinking it’s too bad
the baby is going to be two hours away. That’s a four hour round
trip to go visiting.”

“Yeah, I guess it is.” It
didn’t seem like a big deal to Bill. He made that drive often as a
lot of his business took him to Denver.

“You know, I’m thinking it
might be nice to live a little closer to Kevin and
Lydia.”

“You mean move?” Bill was
surprised. He’d always thought Sylvie would never consider selling
this house.

“Yeah, why couldn’t we
move to Denver? Or one of Denver’s suburbs?”

“No reason if that’s what
you really want to do.”

The more he thought about
the idea, the more he liked it. He had to make the drive to Denver
at least once a week, sometimes twice. Occasionally he spent the
night there. His income would probably increase if he spent more
time in Denver. Living in Farmington had its
limitations.

The only thing he didn’t know was how
they were going to pull it all off financially. He made decent
money, but he’d never been much of a saver. He was more of a ‘live
for the moment’ kind of guy and didn’t have much savings. Which
meant it’d be up to Sylvie to handle it all through the trust her
first husband had set up.

Sometimes it irked him that he was
locked out of everything having to do with that damn trust. For the
most part, he didn’t care. He knew it was better for Sylvie this
way. If left to him, he would have gambled away the entire trust in
the few years they’d been married. But still, sometimes he felt as
though he had very little to say about big decisions that were
entirely funded by Sylvie’s trust. It left him feeling like what
was his was theirs, but what was hers was only hers.

He got that it had to be that way and
if he was honest with himself, he knew his way of living wasn’t
going to get them anywhere. So he just had to suck it up, accept
things were the way they were, and hope he’d be okay with Sylvie’s
decisions. He didn’t have any business trying to suggest anything,
but at the same time, he felt they were married and they should
make decisions together.

At least if she was serious about this
moving thing, it would be to his benefit as well.

“If you’re serious, it’s
not a bad idea. It’d be good for my business too. How would we go
about it?”

“You’re agreeable?” Sylvie
asked. “You’re really okay with moving to Denver?”

“Sure, why wouldn’t I be?
I’m up there all the time anyway.”

They talked some more and Bill told
her he understood that anything new they bought would probably end
up part of the trust, especially if all the money for the new place
came from the trust.

“You’re right, but if you
wanted to pay for a percentage, then surely that much of it would
go to you if something were to happen to me.”

“Honey, we both know I
gamble away almost most of my money. I have to admit, I know I
don’t always pay my share of the expenses. There’s no way I could
come up with enough of a percentage to make a difference. Of
course, you never know when I’ll hit it big in a game.”

She gave him a look that
told him she didn’t believe that would ever happen. He shrugged and
said, “I’ll leave it to you, hon. You talk to the lawyers and maybe
on the weekend we can drive up there and see where we want to
live.”

“That’d be great,” she
jumped up and sat in his lap to give him a hug and kiss.

He wrapped his arms around her trim
little body and deepened the kiss. His dick immediately began to
get hard and press against her hip. For a guy that would be hitting
his sixtieth birthday in less than a year, he was pleased with how
his body responded to his wife’s advances.

He knew she was feeling his hard-on
when she squirmed in his lap to rub up against him. They were a
perfect fit in spite of the difference in their height. Sylvie was
a little slip of a thing compared to Bill’s six foot frame, yet he
always thought their bodies fit together just right.

He kissed her neck and asked, “Wanna
go to the bedroom?”

“If you want,” she
answered. “But I’m okay right here.”

“You keep rubbing your ass
against my dick like that, I won’t be okay for long.”

Lifting her in his arms, he stood up
and strode to the bedroom where he plopped her on the bed. He
unbuttoned his shirt while she watched and he felt his cock grow
more when she flicked her tongue out to lick her lips.

“Get undressed,” he told
her.

Smiling, she unzipped her slacks and
pushed them down, taking her panties with them. She quickly pulled
her top off, then removed her bra before reclining back on the bed
to wait for him.

“In a hurry, are you?” he
asked as he stepped out of his trousers.

Sylvie shook her head, “Only to get
you in the bed with me. Once you’re here, we can take all
night.”

He chuckled and crawled on the bed,
covering her body until he could reach her nipples with his mouth.
Taking one gently between his teeth, he nipped at it as he lowered
his hips to nestle his manhood between her legs.

Bill love the way she opened her legs
wider, welcoming him into her. She put her hands on his head and
pulled him up to kiss his mouth.

“Fuck me, Bill. Fuck me
now.”

Unable to resist a plea like that, he
rammed his cock deep into her already wet pussy. Her legs wrapped
around him and she pulled him in closer as she lifted her hips to
meet his every stroke.

It wasn’t long before he couldn’t
control himself any longer. As soon as Sylvie started coming and
her sweet pussy began convulsing around his cock, he let himself
go. To him, there was nothing better than shooting his load at the
same time his wife’s pussy started contracting around his shaft. It
heightened the feeling and took things to another level.

Sometime later, he woke up chilled
from the air conditioning and realized they had both fallen asleep
on top of the bed covers, still curled around one another. He
gently extracted himself from her limbs and reached down to the
foot of the bed where there was another soft blanket. He draped it
over them, and burrowed down next to Sylvie’s warm body.

 


When Sylvie woke, she was a little
disoriented. Had they really ended up in bed shortly after dinner
to make love and then fallen asleep for the rest of the night? It
appeared so. She was on top of the coverlet with the extra blanket
covering her. They hadn’t even bothered to get under the
covers.

She grinned to herself as she
remembered how she’d wriggled on Bill’s lap to get him all hot and
bothered. It had worked. He’d scooped her up and taken her into the
bedroom. Rolling on her back she reached out only to find the other
half of the bed empty. Bill was already up.

The sound of the shower
told her where he was and while she considered joining him, the
water shut off right then and she was too late. Oh well, maybe next
time.

She swung her legs over the edge of
the bed and went to get her robe from the closet. She’d go to the
kitchen and whip up some cheesy eggs and hash browns for breakfast.
It was Monday and she knew Bill had to go to work. He’d appreciate
a good breakfast to get his day started.

Having worked thirty years as a nurse,
she’d retired shortly before she’d met Bill and now planned to
spend the day searching on the computer for where she might want to
move to in the Denver area. It would be a fun day next Sunday when
they drove up to Denver to start the search for their new
home.

 





Chapter Three




Sylvia was just sliding a casserole
into the oven when the doorbell rang. She quickly shut the oven
door and took off the oven mitts. It rang again and she hurried
over to answer it, wondering who it could be. She wasn’t expecting
anyone. Taking a look through the peep hole she saw a man in a suit
standing there. His arm reached out to ring the bell again but then
pulled back and banged on her security door instead. She suddenly
got a feeling in the pit of her stomach that maybe she shouldn't
open the door to this man. Instead, she called out.

“Who is it?”

“I'm looking for Bill.”
The man's voice was demanding and urgent.

No, she wasn't going to open the door
to him.

“Bill isn’t home right
now, you'll have to come back another time.”

“I need to see him today,
I can’t come back another time. Why don't you let me in and I'll
wait for him?”

There was something about
his tone she didn't like. There was no way she was going to let him
into her house when she was there alone.

“I'm sorry, I don't know
you. You'll have to come back another time or call Bill on his cell
phone.”

“Lady, I'm not leaving
until I see Bill. Are you his wife?”

Should she tell him she
was his wife? No, she didn't think she
should.

“That's none of your
business, sir. I want you to leave now. Please go away from my
front door.”

“I can’t do that, Ma’am. I
need to see Bill today.”

“Well, you're going to
have to sit in your car. I'm not letting you into my house when I
don't know who you are.”

“All right, look, it's
very important that I talk to Bill and I want to make sure I don't
miss him. I'm a friend of his. My name's Patrick.”

His voice had changed and he sounded
friendly and charming now. Sylvie relaxed a little bit thinking
maybe he had just driven a long way to see Bill and was
disappointed that he wasn't home. Still, she knew she shouldn't
open her door to a stranger. Then again, there was a metal screen
security door and she knew it was locked. It had double locks and
she remembered locking them when she came home from her walk. She
supposed it would be all right if she just opened the front door as
long as the security door remained locked. She unlocked the
deadbolt, flipped the little button lock on the door knob and
opened the door.

“I'm really sorry,
Patrick. But I can't let you in the house. Although you say you're
a friend of Bill’s, I don't know you and he would be very upset
with me if I let somebody in the house that I didn't know. I would
appreciate it if you would wait in your car. He'll be home in less
than thirty minutes.”

“Look, I didn’t want to
say anything, but Bill owes me money and I'm here to
collect.”

Sylvie hoped he couldn't
see her expression clearly through the security door. Her heart had
just fallen into her stomach when he told her Bill owed him money.
Bill promised he wouldn’t borrow to gamble anymore. He would be
sure to only gamble with the cash he had in his pockets. He said he
wouldn't borrow any money or get into any gambling debt
again. Maybe this man was lying, trying to
get her to open up her door and let him in.

“I'm afraid that's between
you Bill. I have nothing to do with that. I'm going to close my
door now and ask you again to please wait in your car or you can
feel free to have a seat on the porch bench while you
wait.”

She closed the front door, making sure
to flip the deadbolt and the button lock before he could protest
again. Leaning her back against the door, she wondered how much
money Bill owed him.

Unlocking the door again,
she opened it and asked through the security door, “How much does
Bill owe you?”

Patrick moved back into
view from the other side of the door where he had gone to sit and
she could see his eyes running down her length as if he were
thinking about what to tell her. “Like you said, little lady, it's
between me and Bill. I don't know that I should tell you how much
Bill owes me.”

Sylvie was getting mad
now. But she supposed this man didn't know that if Bill actually
did owe him money and he hoped for it to be repaid, it was going to
come through her good graces. She loved Bill, he was sweet and kind
and good to her. But his gambling problem made him a bit of a
scalawag. She had bailed him out of gambling debts before and every
time she hoped it would be the last time. She straightened her
spine and looked Patrick in the eye as well as she could through
the dense metal screening of the door and said, “I suggest you tell
me exactly how much he owes you. If you have any hope of getting
paid, that is.”

She watched through the door as
Patrick pursed his lips while thinking about what to tell her. Was
he wondering if he could inflate the amount Bill owed? She would
have no way of knowing. Bill would be home soon and she decided she
should wait for him.

“Never mind,” she told
Patrick. “Just have a seat on the bench and Bill will be here
shortly.”

She closed the door, made sure it was
locked, and went to sit in the living room to wait for
Bill.

 


Oh, the irony of the position she was
in! From being a spanked wife in her first marriage to now be
contemplating the possibilities of taking her husband in hand. She
laughed to herself at the very idea. But what choice did she have?
After bailing Bill out from more than a few of his financial
disasters, what else could she do? Other than divorce him—and she
just wasn’t ready for that. She loved the big galoot.

Thinking back to her relationship with
Donald, she remembered Donald had never spanked for fun. She
probably was never spanked more than half a dozen times a year.
Spankings were given only when she broke a rule. If she was
disrespectful or if she argued with him in front of Kevin about a
decision he made, he would send her to their bedroom in a
heartbeat. There’d been plenty of times when she argued about
something their son wanted to do and Donald didn’t feel it was a
good idea. He would put his foot down and that was the end of it as
far as he was concerned.

But if she thought what
Kevin wanted to do was something he should be allowed to do, she
couldn’t help but argue his side and try to get Donald to change
his mind. Donald never minded if she gave her reasons for trying to
persuade him to lean one way or the other, but only while he was
still in the decision-making process. Once he had made up his mind,
he expected her to accept it and abide by his decision. She often
had a problem with that and if she continued arguing with him,
especially in Kevin’s presence, he would tell her to go to the
bedroom and think about things and he would join her shortly. That
was her cue to go stand in the corner. Her corner. At least Donald
called it ‘her’ corner. She called it his corner because it was
where he wanted her to stand, not where she wanted to stand. The
protocol after being sent to their bedroom was for her to get
undressed and stand naked with her nose touching the wall and her
bottom stuck out on display.

It had been the most humiliating part
of being disciplined. When Donald entered the room, he would sit on
the bed and ask her to tell him why she was getting a spanking.
Then he’d tell her to come to him, pat his lap, and say, “Over you
go.”

His spankings were usually hard and
always longer than she liked, but she supposed that any amount of
time would be longer than she liked. Throughout the spanking, he’d
lecture her on whatever her crime had been—being disrespectful or
breaking one of his safety rules. When she thought she couldn’t
take another minute of his hand coming down on her sore butt, he’d
finally stop. She never knew how he knew when she’d reached her
limit, but it seemed he always did.

Then it was back in the corner to
stand on display again, this time with her bottom a bright cherry
red. Now that she thought about it, it was this corner time that
was the most humiliating. He’d always stay seated on the bed and
she assumed he was staring at her red rear end. If she fidgeted,
he’d warn her to stay still or find herself back over his
knee.

What would Bill do or say if she told
him to get in the corner? He’d probably laugh at her and tell her
not to be silly. Could she actually spank her husband? Would he
allow it? Would he submit? How should she tell him she thought it
might help his gambling problem?

 


Bill saw the strange car parked in
front of the house and wondered if Sylvie had a visitor. He pulled
into the driveway and walked to the front steps. That’s when he saw
Patrick.

“What the hell are you
doing here at my house?” he demanded.

“I’m here to collect my
money, Bill. You’re past due and your debt is growing
substantially. I want my money.”

“I told you I’d get it to
you. You’ve no business coming to my house.”

“I have reason to be here
as long as you remain late in the debt you owe me. You should thank
me for not telling your wife how much you owe.”

“You spoke to my wife?”
Bill’s voice had become hard and he took a step towards
Patrick.

“Settle down, man. I told
her nothing other than you owe me some money. She asked how much
you owe but I told her it was between you and me.”

Bill swore under his breath and then
said, “I’ll have it for you next Friday. Meet me at Charlie’s bar
at eight and you’ll get paid. Now get out of here and don’t come to
my house again.”

“You know I can’t do that,
Bill. By Friday your ten grand loan will have grown to over twenty
grand. It’s already up to fifteen. Pay up, Bill, and then I won’t
have to bother your pretty little wife again.”

Bill thought he heard a subtle threat
in Patrick’s voice and was about to grab him and throw him off the
porch when the door opened and Sylvie stepped out.

“I thought I heard voices
out here,” she said cheerfully. She went to give Bill a kiss on his
cheek before saying, “Patrick stopped by and wanted to wait for
you. I’m sorry I didn’t invite him into the house, but I’ve never
heard you speak of him so I wasn’t sure who he was.”

Bill put his arm around her shoulders
and said, “Don’t worry about it, darling. He’s more of a business
associate than a friend. Isn’t that right, Patrick?”

“Well, he seems very nice,
but he said you owe him some money. How much do you owe him? I’ll
write him a check right now so he can be on his way. He’s been
waiting for you to come home for a while.”

“Go back in the house,
Sylvie. I’ll take care of this.”

It looked like she was about to do
what he asked, but then she shook her head and said, “No, I want to
know how much you owe him and I want to pay him and then he can
leave.”

“Sylvie, I said I’d take
care of it.”

She stomped her foot, “I’m staying
here until I know what you owe him. This is another one of your
gambling debts, isn’t it? After you promised me you wouldn’t get in
over your head again.”

“Sylvie, please. Do as I
say and go inside.”

“No, I won’t.” She turned
to Patrick and asked, “What does Bill owe you? I’ll give you a
check right now as long as you promise me you’ll never make a loan
to him again. Not for gambling or anything else.”

“He owes me fifteen
thousand dollars, and I’ll make that promise if you pay me cash
now.”

“Fifteen? You thief,” Bill
exclaimed. “I owe you ten grand, not fifteen!”

He heard Sylvie’s gasp at the amount
even as he protested the amount. A pang of guilt went through him
and he promised himself he’d do better in the future. He’d do it
for Sylvie if not himself.

“It was ten grand if you
paid by last weekend. You didn’t, so it’s fifteen now. You know how
this works, Bill.”

“Why, why…you’re a loan
shark!” Sylvie accused.

“I’m a businessman. Your
husband knew what he was getting into.”

Bill tried to get Sylvie to go inside
once more. “Honey, please let me handle this. You go on in the
house now.”

She turned to him and for the first
time he realized that his sweet little wife had taken a stand and
she wasn’t going to back down and do his bidding.

“I will not go in the
house. I will pay this…this loan shark his money and then he can
leave. All I need to know is if it’s ten thousand or fifteen
thousand.” Her head turned to look at first Patrick and then
Bill.”

“Fifteen,” Patrick
replied.

“Ten!” Bill said at the
same time.

“It was ten, but he didn’t
pay at the agreed upon time. Interest charges brings it up to
fifteen now.”

“You charge that much
interest? Isn’t that illegal?”

Patrick chuckled and said, “There are
no government regulations for my business.”

“Because it’s illegal,
right?”

“We had a gentleman’s
agreement, ma’am. All I want is my money.”

“I’ll pay you twelve
thousand, five hundred and we’ll call it even.”

With a disgusted sigh, Patrick agreed.
“In cash.”

“That’s ridiculous,”
Sylvie said. “Who keeps that kind of cash in their home? I’ll write
you a check and that’s that. Take it or leave it.”

With another sigh, he said, “I’ll take
it just to be done with you folks. Bill, don’t come around asking
for my services again after this.”

“No problem, I
won’t.”

Sylvie went in the house and came back
out in less than five minutes with the check. She held it in one
hand and in the other hand she had another piece of paper and a
pen. She handed him the paper and pen, “Sign this and I’ll give you
the check. Then you can leave.”

“What is this?”

“A receipt saying my
husband’s debt is paid in full.”

“I don’t give
receipts.”

“In this case you do. If
you want this check.”

Patrick gave Bill a snarling look, but
scrawled his signature on the hand-written receipt, took the check
from Sylvie’s hand, and left without saying another
word.

 


Bill stood on the porch and watched as
Sylvie turned and went back into the house. She didn’t say
anything, just went in and left him standing there. He knew she was
pissed and he felt bad about it. He’d given his word to curtail his
gambling and not only had he broken his promise, but once again
she’d bailed him out of a bad debt.

He was pissed that Patrick had come to
his home and bothered his wife. While he was angry about that, he
realized that the man was running a business and had to do what he
could to collect on debts owed him. Even though it was a largely
illegal operation, Patrick had loaned Bill the money with the
expectation of being paid with interest.

It got down to the fact that if he
hadn’t gone back on his word to Sylvie, he wouldn’t have needed to
borrow the money from Patrick and Sylvie wouldn’t have been
bothered with this at all. It was time to man-up and face the
music.

When he got to the kitchen, the
casserole Sylvie made was resting on top of the stove and she was
washing little marble-sized tomatoes to put in their salad. He
approached her from behind and put his arms around her
waist.

“I’m sorry about that,
babe. I didn’t expect Patrick to come here. I don’t even know how
he found out where I live.”

“So the only thing you’re
sorry about in this whole mess is that Patrick knows where you live
and came here? Came here to collect money that you legitimately
owed him? Even if his business isn’t legal, he loaned you that
money in good faith and expected to be paid back. Aren’t you sorry
about that?”

By the way her voice was becoming more
shrill and strident, Bill knew she was struggling not to cry and it
made him feel even worse.

“I’m sorry about the whole
thing, honey. I’m sorry I broke my promise to you. Not only did I
break the promise, but I borrowed money from a juice dealer which I
knew would cost even more to repay.”

Still holding back her tears, Sylvie
sniffled and asked, “What’s a juice dealer? A loan
shark?”

“Yeah. They’re also known
as shylocks.”

She pushed him away and stepped
back.

“I’m not ready to forgive
you, Bill. I can’t keep doing this. Do you have any idea how much
money you owe my family trust? That’s all money I hoped to leave to
my son and his children. I’m not bailing you out again.”

Guilt washed over him again and he
reached out for her, but she turned back to making the
salad.

“Look, I know I fucked up.
I know I owe you a lot of money. It’s just that it always seems
like such a sure thing when I make a bet.”

She turned back to face him and lashed
out, “But it never is, is it? It’s always a loss. A loss the family
trust of my dead husband has to cover. Poor Donald would be so
upset if he knew how I was spending the money he worked so hard to
save so his family would be provided for.”

Sylvie burst out crying and Bill felt
smaller than he’d ever felt before. He did this to her. She was the
best thing that had ever happened to him and he was ruining
everything. He wouldn’t blame her if she walked out on
him.

“Honey, come on, please
don’t cry. I’m so sorry I did this. I promise it’ll never happen
again.”

This time she let him gather her in
his arms, but she said, “You’ve made that same promise before. I
don’t believe it anymore.”

“This time I mean it.
Really. I do mean it. Tell me how I can make it up to you. I’ll do
anything you want.”




Chapter Four




What she really wanted to do was make
him bend over the table and spank his butt until it was bright red.
She raised her head and looked up at him.

“Really? You’d do
anything?”

“You name it, babe, and
I’ll do it.”

Okay, she thought to herself, let’s
see if he really means it.

“Drop your pants and bend
over the kitchen table. I’m going to spank you.”

“What?” he chuckled first
and then laughed out loud. “You want to spank me?”

“Yes, I do. You said you’d
do anything to make it up to me. I want you to bend over the table,
butt naked, and I’m going spank you.”

“Aw, come on, honey. Just
because that’s how Donald handled things doesn’t mean that’s what
we have to do.”

“This has nothing to do
with Donald and how he handled things.”

“When you told me how he
used to spank you, I said I’d never raise a hand to you. I’m
surprised at you, Sylvie.”

“You just don’t understand
how it was. It wasn’t what you think or you wouldn’t have used that
‘raise a hand to you’ phrase. He didn’t beat me. He just had rules
and if I broke them, I was punished. You made a promise not to get
in over your head with gambling and you broke that promise so you
should be punished and I think a spanking would be the perfect
answer.”

She waited while he thought all that
over and was pretty sure he wasn’t going to agree to it. He
probably thought taking her dinner or buying her a bunch of flowers
should be enough to appease her.

 


Bill looked at his wife’s determined
face and thought what a silly idea this was. Then again, how hard
could her little hand strike him? How much could it really hurt?
Other than being a little humiliated with his naked ass exposed
over the table, how bad could it be? If it made Sylvie happy and
alleviated this guilt he seemed unable to shake, why not? Let
Sylvie have her wish.

“All right, I’ll agree to
it if that’s what you really want.”

“Thank you. It is exactly
what I want.”

“So how do we do
this?”

“You lower your pants and
boxers, then bend over the end of the table. While you do that,
I’ll just run to the bedroom and be right back.”

She took off half running to the
bedroom and he began unbuckling his belt. Once he pulled it from
the loops and draped it across the back of a chair, he unzipped his
trousers and lowered them with his boxers, letting them fall around
his ankles. Feeling a little foolish, and a bit like a little boy
about to get his comeuppance for swiping some cookies from the
neighbor’s window sill, he bent over the end of the table and
waited for Sylvie to come back.

He heard her hurried footsteps and
thought they sound eager. Could she really be eager to wallop his
ass? The thought almost made him laugh.

Then she was there, lifting the tail
of his shirt higher on his back. To his surprise she began
lecturing him while gently rubbing his butt.

“You made a promise, Bill.
And you broke it. You gambled a lot of money. Even borrowed from a
loan shark so you could make a bigger bet. You lost all that money
and didn’t pay him back on time which meant you ended up owing him
even more. That wasn’t right, Bill. You know it wasn’t
right.”

Her voice trembled a little and he
hoped she wasn’t going to cry. She’d just managed to make him feel
like shit the way she spelled out what he’d done. He supposed he
should apologize again.

“Like I said, honey, I’m
sorry. I’m truly sorry and me bent over the table like this ought
to tell you how sorry I am.”

She sniffled slightly and said, “It
does, but I’m going to punish you. I’m going to spank you and then
all will be forgiven. If you do it again, I’ll spank you again. But
I’m telling you now, if you do this kind of thing again, I won’t
bail you out of your trouble.”

“All right, let’s get this
over with.” He was tired of having his ass exposed and wanted to
get this ridiculous thing done.

Sylvie brought her hand down sharply
and he was surprised at the sting. He hoped his little flinch
wasn’t too obvious. From her slight gasp, he figured the sting had
also been felt by her hand.

Another slap, then another. Two more
and he thought they were getting lighter. She confirmed it when she
said, “I think this is hurting me more than you.”

Thinking to make her believe it hurt
him as well, he said, “I doubt that. Besides you spanking my bare
ass, I have the embarrassment of being in this
position.”

“True,” she agreed. “But I
don’t think is going to be very effective if I can barely stand the
way it hurts my hand. Let’s try this.”

There was a small pause and he felt
her reach her arm out for something. The next thing he felt was a
burning fire spreading over what felt like a five inch area of his
ass. What the hell was she hitting him with? He raised his head to
get up, but she apparently had anticipated that move, and shoved
his head back down.

“We’re not done
yet.”

She proceeded to lay down four or five
more burning strikes over various areas of his ass. Then she
started talking again just as he was about to get up and put an end
to this nonsense.

“Tell me why you’re being
punished.”

Whack! He’d figured out she was using
her hairbrush and it came down again with another burning
strike.

“Aw, jeez, Sylvie. We both
know why. You’ve got it in your head that this is the best way to
teach me a lesson or some such shit.”

“Some such shit!” The
hairbrush came down in two more sharp blows. “I’ll give you some
such shit! You’re going to stop gambling or you better get used to
more spankings.”

“Enough! Let me
up!”

“No! You agreed to this.
You said you’d do anything I want and we’re not done.”

Bill struggled to stay in the
ludicrous position. He didn’t want Sylvie thinking he was already
going back on his word again, but this spanking nonsense wasn’t his
thing. He grunted as another smart slap landed on his ass. Shit,
this crap was starting to hurt!

Thank goodness her arm seemed to give
out and after a few more smacks, she finally threw the hairbrush on
one of the chairs and crossed her arms over her chest.

“I’m done. You can pull up
your trousers. But I want to make sure you know why we had to do
this and I want your assurance that you’ll get help with your
gambling problem.”

He stood and yanked up his pants.
While threading his belt through the loops, he took a few deep
breaths before answering her. The last thing he needed to do now
was piss her off with a smart ass remark.

“I get it, babe. I let you
down and this is what you felt was needed to set me straight. I’ve
already told you how sorry I am and now even my ass is
sorry.”

Sylvie gave a short laugh at his
attempt at humor, but he could tell she still wasn’t satisfied with
his response. He put his arms around her and held her.

“I do understand. And I
promise my gambling won’t be a problem for you again.”

He felt her sink into him as if she
was relieved by what he’d just said.

“Then you’ll get some help
with the gambling?” she asked.

Bill pulled back and looked down at
her. “What kind of help are you talking about? I’ll just stop any
gambling other than what the boys and I do on our weekend poker
games.”

Her face fell with disappointment and
he felt like shit again.

“Bill, I think you need
help. Real professional help. I think you should go to a Gambler’s
Anonymous meeting.”

He thought she was overreacting, but
he didn’t want to fight with her or upset her again.

“Look, I’ll tell you what.
I’ll limit my gambling to poker nights and promise not to blow more
than a couple of hundred dollars on a game. First time I mess up—if
I mess up—I promise we’ll talk about me going to a
meeting.”

Sylvie pursed her lips and said, “All
right. But I expect you to pay back what I paid Patrick today and
the next time you mess up, I’m not bailing you out and you’ll be
getting another spanking. With a belt.”

“I don’t think we need to
go the spanking route again, Sylvie. Once was enough.”

“I hope so, but that’s up
to you. I’m just telling you, if you get in gambling trouble again,
there will be another spanking.”

 


Sylvie took some satisfaction from
seeing the slight wince on Bill’s face when he sat down on his
thoroughly spanked butt. She couldn’t say she enjoyed spanking him,
but she did feel he deserved it and she felt the punishment was
more meaningful coming from her. Besides, who else was there to
administer the spanking?

Later, she wondered about aftercare.
When Donald had disciplined her, he had always held her on his lap
and comforted her with soothing words and mild lecturing on why the
rules were in place and how she wouldn’t find herself in trouble if
she simply followed those rules.

The thought of Bill
sitting on her lap was amusing. He was much taller than she was and
he was a big guy. Not only would he look ridiculous, but he would
crush her smaller frame.

So how should she give him aftercare?
They had talked and he held her in his arms as he apologized, but
did that count? She supposed it could. With Donald, the aftercare
meant more to her than the spanking had. It told her he wasn’t
angry with her and showed his love. Donald was of the mind that
making love after punishment was a reward and nullified the
discipline so they never had sex after a punishment. Spankings
weren’t given for fun either, though she knew some people did it
just for sex play.

Now that she’d been on both the
receiving and the delivering side of a punishment, she disagreed
that lovemaking afterwards would be a reward. She hadn’t gotten all
hot and bothered while using the hairbrush on Bill, but she had
felt something as she watched Bill’s butt turn redder and redder.
And she felt if they had gone to the bedroom, perhaps if she had
initiated sex, Bill would feel she loved him in spite of the
gambling, in spite of having to bail him out of his trouble with
Patrick, and that she wasn’t angry with him.

This was all so new to her. Never
would she have thought that she’d be giving her husband a spanking
after having been a spanked wife for over twenty-five years. It
made her wonder if there were a lot women who spanked their
husbands. Not that it mattered at this point. Bill said once was
enough and he didn’t want to repeat the experience.

She knew this kind of relationship was
supposed to be consensual, but she didn’t think this fell into the
traditional definition of Domestic Discipline. There’d never been
true consent with Donald. He’d put a few rules in place at the
beginning of their marriage and warned her there’d be a punishment
if she broke any of the rules.

The memory of her first spanking was
still vivid in her mind. She’d gotten a speeding ticket and never
even thought to mention it to Donald. When he sat down at the end
of the week to pay bills, she added the ticket to his pile of
bills.

“What’s this?”

“Oh, I was barely going
over the speed limit and this policeman got a burr in his pants and
gave me a ticket.”

Donald had looked at the ticket, then
looked back up at Sylvie, and said, “Fifteen miles over the limit
is not exactly what I would call barely over the limit. Don’t we
have a speeding rule in place? And why didn’t you tell me when you
got this? It’s nearly a week old.”

She shrugged and replied, “I guess I
forgot about the rule, I didn’t think I was really speeding. It’s
really no big deal, I’ll pay for it from my paycheck.”

She’d never forget the big sigh Donald
had released before he started talking about how income and
expenses were not hers or his, they were theirs. Rules were
important and not to be made light of.

“Do you remember when we
put the rules in place and I told you what would happen if you
broke the rules?”

“Of course I remember. You
said I’d be punished. Shall I go without dessert this evening?”
She’d been joking when she asked.

“No, you can have your
dessert. But you’ll also have a spanking.”

“What? You never told me
you’d spank me!”

“I thought you understood
that’s what punishment meant.”

He got up, took her hand, and led her
to the bedroom. Sitting on the bed, he pulled her over his lap and
began spanking her through her slacks. He lectured on the dangers
of speeding and how he hoped she wouldn’t have to be punished again
for the same offense.

She’d been in sort of a daze and never
protested as his hand came down over and over on her derriere. It
didn’t really hurt—probably due to still having her pants on—and
she mostly felt like a little girl who had displeased her
daddy.

When he was finished, he pulled her
into his lap and explained a few things to her. In the future she
would be expected to stand in the corner and think about what she
had done prior to being punished. Oh, and by the way, her clothes
would be removed first. When he felt she’d had sufficient time to
consider her misdeeds, she would get in position over his knee and
be spanked enough to fit the crime. The more serious the rule she
broke, the more serious her punishment would be.

Being young and inexperienced, Sylvie
went along with it. She didn’t protest, though she always tried to
talk her way out of a spanking. Donald had never really asked for
consent, he assumed she’d agree and she didn’t refuse.

Smiling to herself, she
thought it certainly had the desired effect. She rarely broke rules
and therefore wasn’t spanked often.

With a little luck, the spanking Bill
experienced today would have a similar effect and she wouldn’t have
to repeat it. Then she wondered if it would be easier on her if she
used a belt next time.

Oh, what am I thinking?
There shouldn’t have to be a next time.




Chapter Five




The following few months
were a whirlwind of activity. Sylvie and Bill spent three weekends
looking at houses in the suburbs of Denver before finding one they
both liked. They went with a single story, three bedroom home with
a three car garage. Bill had plans to make the third car portion of
the garage into a poker room so he could take a turn hosting the
weekly games he enjoyed with his friends.

At the same time, they put Sylvie’s
house on the market and it went under contract quickly. There was
so much to do with packing and everything else involved with
selling one home while buying another one that Bill had no problem
keeping his promise about not letting the gambling get out of
control.

They had come to the agreement that if
Bill allowed the new house to be completely in the trust, Sylvie
would forgive his debt. Bill was relieved not to have to pay back
the money, and Sylvie was glad the house would end up in the trust
where it would eventually do good for Kevin and his
family.

Bill had been tempted a few times to
bet more than he should. Not so much at the poker games. Most of
the guys in that group had to stick to a budget so it was easy for
Bill to follow suit. But he missed betting on sports or the horse
races. There was always the potential for a big windfall on those
bets. He was sure he would have succumbed by now if it wasn’t for
the hectic pace the buying and selling of the homes
caused.

Sure that Sylvie would have a fit if
he went beyond his weekly budget, he was glad he was too busy to go
to the races or even to sit at a sports bar where he’d be sure to
give in and make a sizable bet.

Thankfully, there’d been no more talk
of spankings. He shook his head in amazement every time he thought
of how she’d threatened to use a belt on his ass next time. The
hairbrush had been bad enough. That stung like a motherfucker,
especially once she started making repeat smacks to areas that had
already had a taste of the damn hairbrush. He had to give himself
credit for taking it like a man.

Sometimes he wondered if
letting his wife spank him made him less of a man, but he dismissed
the thought, telling himself he was more of a man if what he did
made his wife happy. And Sylvie was happy.

Their new house was less than a half
hour away from Kevin’s place and Sylvie would be able to go see her
grandchild whenever she wanted. Bill only hoped she wouldn’t make a
nuisance of herself with Kevin’s new wife, Lydia.

He was looking forward to
this evening. It was the first poker game in several weeks. His
weekly budget was two hundred dollars, but since he hadn’t played
poker for four weeks, he now had eight hundred bucks burning a hole
in his pocket. He wouldn’t spend it all on the poker game. The
stakes weren’t that high on those games since most of the men had
limited funds.

But he and his buddy, Joe,
were planning on going to their favorite sports bar later and he
just might put some money on a game. Sylvie wouldn’t like it, but
did she have to know? It wasn’t like he’d be going over the budget
they’d agreed on. Well, okay, he shouldn’t think of it like that.
He’d agreed to the budget and he had to admit it was nice having a
little stack of money in a savings account Sylvie insisted he open
for the money he was no longer using to gamble.

It was also nice to be able to pay his
share of expenses without asking his wife to wait a week or more
until his next paycheck. He was thinking of setting up a little
area where he could tinker with some woodworking tools and do a
little with the hobby he enjoyed but had let go in recent years.
The money was there if he wanted to do that and it felt good not to
have to go to Sylvie for a handout.

He and Joe were on their way to the
sports bar after the poker game was over and Bill had increased his
money by a hundred dollars and was thinking he could easily risk
seven or eight hundred dollars of the nine he now had. Yet, even
while he considered it, he had a little pang of guilt.

There was no reason to feel any guilt,
he told himself. After all, he was using money that had been
budgeted for his gambling. He wasn’t doing anything wrong or
anything that Sylvie could disapprove of. It was money set aside
specifically for gambling. So why was he feeling guilty?

Unable to figure it out, he shoved the
question and the guilty feeling to the back of his mind when Joe
asked him a question.

“You haven’t been around
much for the past several weeks. Married life keeping you tied to
home?”

Joe was a die-hard bachelor and rarely
dated a woman more than three or four times before moving on. He
liked to tease his married friends of how their ball and chain kept
them from enjoying the finer things in life.

“Sylvie doesn’t try to
keep a tight rein on me. But with selling the house and plans to
move to Denver, my weekends have been pretty busy.”

Joe gave a low chuckle and said,
“You’ve only been married a few years. Just wait, and you’ll see
I’m right. Marriage is for suckers.”

Bill made a rude noise and said, “How
can you say that? You’ve never even been married.”

“I’ve seen it with all my
friends. Take my word, Bill, the day will come when you wish you’d
stayed single.”

Bill had known Joe for nearly ten
years and wasn’t surprised by his statement. Joe liked the ladies
and didn’t want to settle down with just one woman. He was a player
and would probably remain that way.

“Well, I’m happy with
Sylvie and don’t see that changing. She may not like the gambling I
do but as long as I stick to the budget we agreed on, she’s okay
with it.”

“See,
that’s what I’m talking about, man. Before you hooked up with her,
you could do what you wanted to. Now you have to have a
‘budget’ or she’ll get bent out of shape.”

Bill was becoming uncomfortable with
the conversation and he certainly wasn’t going to tell his friend
that he’d allowed Sylvie to spank him. That would really get Joe
going.

“Look, before the budget,
I was letting things get out of hand. You know, betting way more
than I should and getting to the point where I wasn’t pulling my
share as far as paying expenses. This is working, so it’s a good
thing.”

“Whatever you gotta tell
yourself to keep believing that everything is A-Okay,
man.”

Bill didn’t bother to reply. Joe was
never going to change his thinking and they were nearing the sports
bar now.

They stepped inside the crowded space
and made their way to the bar. At the top of the walls around the
entire space were large monitors displaying the game everyone was
most interested in. No matter where anyone was sitting, all they
had to do was glance up and they could see the game. The tables
were full, but Bill and Joe found two empty stools at one end of
the long bar.

They sat down and ordered their beers.
Joe downed his in just a few gulps and called for two
more.

“Hold off on mine,” Bill
said. “I’ve still got quite a bit left of this first
one.”

“Well, drink up, buddy.
I’m gonna go see the bookie. The game hasn’t started so he should
be still taking bets.”

Bill continued to drink his beer
slowly and when Joe returned, Bill went to make his bet. As he
walked into the back room, he saw it was Patrick who was collecting
the money.

Patrick saw Bill at about the same
time and said, “No, you can walk right out of here. I’m not making
any bets with you.”

“If that’s the way you
want it, fine. But I’ve got cash.”

“How much
cash?”

“Enough. Do you want my
business or shall I go elsewhere?”

Patrick waved him over and after Bill
took a seat, he laid out his money and told Patrick how he wanted
to bet and watched as Patrick wrote everything down in his record
book. Aside from that evening’s game, Bill also placed a bet of a
few hundred dollars on the upcoming horse race that would be run
later in the week. By the time he was finished, not only had he
spent his entire saved gambling budget, but also an additional five
hundred dollars. The total amount of his bets was just over fifteen
hundred dollars which was just a little bit short of double what he
should have bet had he stuck to the budget.

What the hell,
he thought to himself. I’ll win a decent amount
and Sylvie will never know. He felt a slight pang of guilt over
blowing the gambling budget on the first chance he got, but he
stuffed the guilty feeling deep down and went back out to the bar
to enjoy the game. If he lost, he would just withdraw money from
his new saving’s account.

At just past three in the morning he
gave the Uber driver a tip and quietly let himself into the house.
He carefully climbed into bed after undressing and stayed on his
side of the bed so as not to wake Sylvie. She’d ask what time it
was, and then would probably say he’d stayed out too late and ask
how much he’d bet. No, she wouldn’t ask how much he’d bet, she’d
ask how much he’d lost.

That was something he definitely
didn’t want to talk about. Both teams he’d bet on had lost, leaving
him pretty much broke unless he won in the horse race in a few
days.

He felt Sylvie stir and hoped she
wasn’t awake. Slowing his breathing, hoping to make her think he’d
fallen asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow, he tried to
relax. Sleep didn’t come easy. The guilt he’d tried to shove aside
was creeping into his thoughts and he felt like a dead-beat loser
who was unable to control his gambling impulses.

 


Sylvie knew what time it was. She’d
been awake when the Uber car stopped in front of the house and had
heard the muted voice of her husband saying goodbye to the driver.
She’d listened as Bill tried to be quiet as he entered the house,
locked up, and came into the bedroom. Lying on her back in the dark
room, she’d been able to make out Bill as he undressed.

Disappointment weighed heavily in her
belly as she tried to decide whether she should say something or
let him believe she was still sound asleep. Even though he’d
brushed his teeth before coming to bed, she could smell the
underlying odor of the beer he’d been drinking.

Since he’d taken an Uber car home,
he’d had too much to drink to make driving safe. But he wasn’t
drunk or he wouldn’t have been able to be so quiet as he got into
bed. That led her to believe he didn’t want to face any questions
about how the night went. Which made her pretty damn sure he’d not
only lost money, but lost more than he was supposed to be
betting.

Let sleeping dogs
lie, she told herself. It was clear Bill
didn’t want to wake her and if she let him know she was no longer
asleep, they’d end up talking and probably arguing. Instead, she
rolled to her side and draped her arm across his body, snuggling
close to his back. Tomorrow would be soon enough to find out what
he’d done.

She tried to fall back asleep, but it
didn’t happen. Maybe she dozed for a few minutes here or there over
the next few hours, but at five-thirty she swung her legs over the
edge of the bed and headed for the shower, making no effort to be
quiet for her sleeping husband.

When she came out of the shower, Bill
was snoring and she figured he wouldn’t be up for several more
hours. Making herself a cup of coffee, she went out on the patio to
drink it. The mornings were getting cooler, fall would soon be
here. She would have to start working on planning her garden at the
new house.

How much had Bill bet last night? How
much had he lost? She knew he’d lost. Whenever he won, he became
amorous once he got back home and in bed. He’d been too quiet last
night and it could only mean he was avoiding talking about it.
She’d let him sleep for now, but once he was awake, they were going
to talk.

 


He found Sylvie in the back yard,
pulling weeds and the half dead leftover stuff from her summer
garden. Bill wasn’t into gardening and didn’t know what she was
growing. Sometimes it was pretty flowers, other times it was
vegetables like tomatoes, zucchini, and who knows what else. He
helped her turn the soil and do anything that required more than
two hands or some muscle, but that was the extent of his gardening
involvement.

“Hey, babe, you need any
help out here?”

“No, thank
you.”

Her voice was curt and even a little
cold. She knew. He didn’t know how, but she knew he’d messed up.
Maybe not exactly how he’d messed up, but she knew.

“I’m gonna make breakfast,
you hungry?” he asked.

“No, thanks.”

“You’re saying no to my
omelets, potatoes, and bacon?”

He thought he saw the stiffness in her
back relax just a bit. But she didn’t answer and he tried
again.

“You sure you’re not just
a little bit hungry? It be a shame for me not to make enough if you
might change your mind.”

“Oh, all right. I guess
I’m hungry too since I haven’t eaten anything.”

“Good, why don’t you
finish up whatever you’re doing to the garden and then come on in?
It’ll be ready in a half hour or so.”

He turned and went back to the house
thinking he’d at least cracked the veneer of her attitude. Yeah,
he’d do whatever he needed to make things okay with Sylvie again.
Even if it did involve her using the hairbrush for something other
than brushing her hair. Damn, if love didn’t complicate
life.

 


They sat and ate Bill’s famous
breakfast. It was the only thing he knew how to cook and during his
years as a bachelor he had refined his favorite meal of the day.
All his friends considered it an honor if they were invited to
partake in one of his breakfasts. Sylvie enjoyed them at least a
couple of times a week and loved them.

She wasn’t going to let her anger with
Bill ruin her meal and she ate while barely acknowledging Bill’s
attempts to make conversation. Finally she put down her fork, moved
her plate to the side and folded her hands on the place-mat in
front of her.

“Tell me what you did last
night.”

“Nothing to bring on your
attitude, honey. I won some at the poker game and then lost some
betting on the games. I put some money on the horse race for this
coming Saturday and it’s sure to be a winner.”

“Did you stay in your
budget?”

Bill hesitated for a couple of seconds
before saying, “Maybe I went overboard a little bit. I might have
lost track of what I had left after I won at the poker
game.”

Sylvie knew he didn’t
think he was lying. He was probably just making it sound like it
wasn’t a big deal so she wouldn’t get pissed off. To his way of
thinking, if the horse race panned out the way he hoped and
expected, then his winnings would more than make up for the
losses.

But that wasn’t what they’d agreed on.
He had promised to stick to the budget. The budget they had both
felt was reasonable. Personally, she felt it was more than
reasonable. She just didn’t feel she should expect Bill to change
things he’d been doing for years—things he enjoyed.

At the same time, Sylvie didn’t
believe Bill should rely on the trust fund her first husband had
worked so hard for. She believed he should pay his own way. Not
just contribute to their household expenses when it was convenient
for him. He shouldn’t feel that everything would be taken care of
by the trust if he overindulged in his gambling.

It was another reason she
wanted to make this move. They were currently living in the house
she’d shared with another man. Maybe Bill didn’t feel it was really
his home and that was part of why it didn’t bother him much when he
overspent on gambling. He didn’t have to pay any expenses because
they weren’t significantly different than when Sylvie had lived
there alone.

Bill bought her small gifts—flowers
and jewelry—and he always paid when they went out for dinner.
Still, sometimes she felt like he was mooching off the trust when
he didn’t contribute to any of their regular living expenses. Even
though she’d have those same costs without Bill, it just seemed to
her that he should pay his fair share. But some of this was her
fault and it was time to fix it.

“Honey, I want a few
things to change. Remember when we first got married and you moved
in here? You offered to pay half of all our living expenses and I
brushed all that aside because I figured I’d have those bills
whether you were here or not.”

Bill pressed his lips together and
nodded before saying, “I should have insisted more. I know two
people can’t live as cheaply as one.”

“That’s true. All the
monthly bills went up. Electricity, water, cable, and food. I’m
sorry, but I’m starting to resent that you rely on the trust that
Donald worked so hard for to make sure I would be all right if
something happened to him.”

“If that’s all that’s
bothering you, I’ll be happy to pay those bills. Will that make you
feel better?”

She gave an almost sad
smile and said, “It’s sweet of you to offer, but more than anything
I want this gambling of yours to get under control. Yes, I want you
to contribute regularly to the bills, but I want you to stop
throwing your money away on poker, sports betting, and horse races.
I want us to start thinking about a retirement fund.”

“I have a retirement fund
at work, honey. It’s been growing and I don’t think we’ll need more
than that.”

“Bill, I want a promise
from you that you will stick to the budget we made for your
gambling and if you go over it, I expect you to tell me and take
your punishment.”

Bill’s eyes widened and he stuttered,
“My…my punishment? What the hell are you talking about?”

“Whenever you go over
budget on gambling I’m going to punish you. I’m going to spank you
with my hairbrush. I already told you that would
happen.”

“Aw, Sylvie, come on.
Can’t you get off that spanking shit?”

“No, I can’t. You know
about my life with Donald. He would spank me when I disrespected
him or went against his rules. He would have given me a hell of a
hard spanking if I’d done what you did.”

“Yeah, and I still think
that was a form of abuse.” Bill had been shocked when Sylvie told
him the details of her being disciplined.

She shook her head in
denial, “No, there was no abuse. But he was the head of the
household and expected me to abide by his rules. They were quite
reasonable and were centered mostly on respect and
safety.”

“Sounds like bullshit to
me,” Bill said. “A bunch of rules that were punishable with a
spanking sounds like a great excuse to abuse you.”

“Now, stop that, Bill. I’m
telling you, there was no abuse. The spanking helped. I didn’t
enjoy it, but I had several bad habits when we first married.
Having rules—and consequences when I broke the rules—helped me
break those habits. I want to tell you about it, how it
worked.”

“Okay, I’ll listen. But
honey, please don’t tell me you plan to be the head of this
household. Let’s remember that I’m the man here.”

 


They spoke for hours. Sylvie explained
the dynamics of domestic discipline and the advantages of rules,
accountability, and consequences. She told him how every
relationship is unique and each couple has to figure out what will
work best for them.

Bill went to the fancy coffee machine
Sylvie had bought and made two cups of coffee. Bringing them back
to the table, he asked, “Was your punishment always a
spanking?”

“No, but that was the one
that seemed to be most effective. Sometimes I had to stand in the
corner and think about what I’d done and then tell him why it was
wrong, why the rule was in place, and promise not to do it again.
Other times I’d have to write lines.”

“Write lines? What’s
that?”

She gave a short laugh and explained,
“I had a habit of letting my mouth run loose before thinking. I’d
tell him he was stupid or an idiot. That was disrespectful and I’d
end up writing five hundred lines of ‘I will not call my husband
stupid.’ Once I called him a stupid idiot, combining the two
insults into one big one. I ended up having to write two thousand
lines of ‘My husband is not stupid, nor is he an idiot, and I will
not call him a stupid idiot.’ That took up two lines to write so I
ended up filling up four thousand lines.”

Bill shook his head and said, “I can
tell you this much, Sylvie, I won’t be standing in any corners or
writing lines.”

“So it sounds like you’re
willing to submit to a spanking.”

“That’s not what I
said.”

“No, but you did submit to
a spanking after Patrick came looking for his money and you didn’t
include it just now when you said what you won’t be
doing.”

She had him there and they both knew
it.

“I’ve had enough talking
about this subject. It’s late afternoon on a beautiful Saturday.
What do you say we go for a drive and then find someplace new to
have dinner?”

“Sounds like fun,” Sylvie
replied. “So then you’ll take your spanking when we get
home?”

“Knock off the spanking
crap. You don’t even know if I won at the horse race yet, so there
may not be a spanking.”

“That’s not how it works.
You blew through your budget so punishment is in order whether you
win or lose.”

“No way,” he argued. “If I
win, then there’s no spanking. If I lose, then we’ll
talk.”

“Bill, I’m serious about
this.” Sylvie’s voice was firm. “Winning at the horses doesn’t
erase the fact that you bet more than you were supposed to. You
made that bet even before you knew if you’d won the bet from the
basketball game. You’ve got a spanking coming, and you know
it.”

He stood up, stuck his hand in his
pocket and pulled out his keys. “I gotta go think about this
crap.”

“Bill,” she called out to
his back. “Please don’t walk away. We need to work this
out.”

“I’m not walking away,” he
said as he paused by the front door. “I just have to sort this out
in my head.”




Chapter Six




Bill drove aimlessly
around, thinking about what Sylvie’s life must have been like in
her first marriage. What did she call it? Domestic discipline?
Domestic bullshit was more like it to his way of thinking. Children
need discipline, adults needed nothing more than
self-control.

She swore it wasn’t abuse. She said it
helped her grow up, helped her break some of her bad habits. It
still sounded like bullshit to him.

He remembered the day he’d bent over
the table and let her wallop his ass with her hairbrush. He could
laugh about it now, but it hadn’t felt very funny at the time it
was happening. It had seemed like the thing to do—let her spank his
ass to get the mad out of her system. And it worked. She’d stopped
haranguing him about the gambling. He’d taken a break from the
gambling.

Well, that was only because they were
so busy getting ready to sell her house, buy another one, pack up
and get ready to move. Still, they’d talked it out, agreed on a
gambling budget, and supposedly went happily on with
life.

He was the one that blew it. Damn it,
why couldn’t he just stay within the budget? Why couldn’t he be
more responsible? Was it true that he’d shirked his financial
obligations since marrying Sylvie and her somewhat cushy situation
with the way her first husband had set her up?

Aw, shit. It was true. The best thing
that had come along in his nearly sixty years of living, and he was
fucking it all up.

She was right, he deserved to get an
ass pounding. But what did that make him? A pussy-whipped man? A
man who let his wife call the shots? What kind of man allowed his
wife to spank him? As old as he was, he knew there were more kinds
of relationships than most people could imagine. There were men who
were submissive, and men who were so-called Alpha males.

He considered himself to be neither.
He was a middle of the road kind of guy. Yeah, he’d stand up and
protect someone from harm or take control of a situation if he
needed to. But he didn’t have a driving need to be in charge—to be
in control.

Nor was he someone who let anyone tell
him what to do. That’s what made pharmaceutical sales so great for
him. He’d never last at a job where he had a boss standing over his
shoulder all day. Being in the field was perfect for him. All he
had to do was make the sales, and for him, that was a
cinch.

He did like his home life
with Sylvie to be happy and peaceful. He was willing to make some
compromises to keep his wife happy. That’s what made a marriage
work, right?

An easy going kind of guy, that’s what
he was. Yep, and it was time he went home, faced the music, and
took his lumps. Like a real man.

 


Sylvie was disappointed in how Bill
had just upped and gone for a drive. Maybe she wasn’t handling this
thing in the right way. It couldn’t have been easy for Bill to
allow her to spank him. She remembered how humiliating it could
feel to be over Donald’s lap or bent over the edge of the bed with
her naked backside presented for punishment.

No, she couldn’t blame Bill for the
way he felt. Still, it would have been nice if they could talk
about it, work out a solution they could both live with. She didn’t
really want to spank Bill, but she didn’t know what other options
were left.

Bill had pretty much refused to even
consider going to Gambler’s Anonymous meetings and getting help
from them. He said they could ‘talk about it’ if it happened
again.

“I don’t need their help.
It’s not an addiction, just something I enjoy and do for fun. So
what if I go overboard a little bit now and then. Is it any worse
than when you go shopping and spend more than you planned
to?”

It was hard to argue when he put it in
those terms. Bill had his poker nights, liked to bet on some sport
games and occasionally the horses. He sometimes spent more than he
should, but he wasn’t what she’d call obsessive about
gambling.

Was she making excuses for him now?
Talking herself into believing his gambling wasn’t as bad as she’d
been making it out to be? No, she wouldn’t do that.

It wasn’t the same as when she
overspent on a shopping spree. When Bill went overboard on
gambling, it sometimes was in the thousands of dollars. There was a
big difference in that and a few hundred dollars she might spend
shopping.

She heard his key in the door and
scrambled up to greet him.

“Bill, I’m so glad you’re
home! I was afraid you might not come back tonight.”

“Of course I’d come back,
you’re my wife. I’m sorry I took off like that when I promised you
a drive and dinner.”

“That’s okay, I know what
we’ve been talking about is a lot to take in.”

“Yeah, it is,” Bill looked
down at the floor and continued, “I’ve done a lot of thinking and I
have to admit you’re right. I tried to twist it around and make you
believe if I win on the horse race, then I haven’t broken my
promise. But that’s not right. You might as well go ahead and get
that damn hairbrush of yours.”

Sylvie stepped back in surprise and
looked up into his eyes, “You mean that?”

“Yeah, but if you fool
around too long, I just might change my mind.”

She turned and ran to the bedroom
where her hairbrush was on the dresser.

 


Bill paced around the living room
while he waited. The way she took off to find the brush made him
think she was a little too eager to give him his punishment. Where
was she going to do this spanking? Would he have to bend over the
table again? That was damn uncomfortable. Then again, what could be
comfortable about your getting your ass tanned with a
hairbrush?

He heard her clear her throat when she
came back in the room. She walked to the big picture window and
drew the drapes. Did that mean she was planning to spank him here
in the living room? She couldn’t possibly think that she could put
him over her knee, could she?

Sylvie made her intention known when
she patted the back of the sofa and said, “I want you to drop your
trousers and bend over the back of the couch.”

He looked at her, but didn’t say
anything. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and started to
pull one leg out of the pants, when she stopped him.

“Just drop them to your
ankles and leave them there.”

“Why? I’d rather be shed
of them.”

“Because I said so. Please
do as I say.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” He almost
gave her a brief salute, but decided that wouldn’t be right. He’d
come to her willing to take what he had coming and it wouldn’t be
right to mock her.

She must have caught the beginning of
the gesture just before he’d changed his mind.

“I’d watch your attitude
if I were you. I can add a few more strokes with this brush if I
have to.”

He didn’t reply, just
shuffled the few feet to the sofa and bent over the back of it. She
was right, it was more comfortable than the hard edge of the table
digging into his abdomen. He put his hands on the seat cushion and
waited for the first strike.

Instead of beginning the spanking, she
rubbed her hand over his ass and asked, “What made you decide to
submit to a spanking?”

“I already told you,
because I came to the conclusion you were right. I did break my
promise to stay within the budget so if this is what the
consequences are, then I guess I’ll deal with it.”

She continued to stroke his behind and
asked, “Did you ever even feel a little twinge of knowing you
weren’t doing the right thing when you blew through the
money?”

Jeez, he didn’t like this questioning
crap. It made him feel guilty as all hell.

“Yeah, I guess so. But I
convinced myself if I won, it’d be okay. You know, no harm, no
foul.”

“And do you see now that
there was harm in breaking your promise?”

Man, she could sure lay it on thick.
Was she purposely trying to make him feel worse? He was taking the
licking, so why the hell couldn’t she just get on with
it?

The brush came down on his ass in a
sharp slap, startling him. “Hey!”

“I expect an answer to my
question, Bill.”

“Yeah, yeah. Okay, I see
there was harm. Can we just get on with this?”

Without warning she began smacking his
ass. Up and down, left to right and back left again. From top to
bottom on his left cheek and bottom to top on his right
cheek.

Bill grit his teeth to keep from
grunting. Or worse, from crying out. Hell, she must have been
practicing her swing with that damn thing since the last time she’d
used it on him. She was whaling into his ass like there was no
tomorrow.

When the next few strikes landed at
the top of his thighs, just where his ass met his legs, he couldn’t
help but shout out.

“Hey! Enough already. Keep
it on the ass, not the thighs.”

“That’s your sit spot. I
want you to feel this spanking for a day or two whenever you sit
down. It’ll be more effective that way.”

She landed three or four on that
tender area and then went back to peppering his bottom some
more.

Oh man, she was in her groove, he
thought to himself. If she hadn’t told him about being a spanked
wife, he would believe she’d been the one doing any spanking that
went on in her marriage to Donald.

As he tried to not make any more
noises of protest or pain, he realized his cock had grown hard and
was pressing against the curve of the sofa back. What the fuck was
that about? Was he enjoying this to some degree even as painful as
it was?

No way, that shit was for kinky folks.
He didn’t go in for any kinky shit. He liked nice straight sex. It
was okay to mix it up with Sylvie climbing on top for a little
variety. Taking her from behind—doggie style—while she was on her
hands and knees was always fun. But kinky stuff? Nah, that just
wasn’t for him.

This reaction had to be some physical
thing he couldn’t control. He could only hope Sylvie wouldn’t see
it when he straightened up once she was done with this
ass-pounding.

With one final stinging smack, she was
done. She put the brush down on the cushion next to his left hand
and gently rubbed his butt.

“I think that’s enough for
this time. Your tush is bright red. How do you feel?”

“Um, like you just spanked
the crap out of me. How the hell do you think I feel?” Was she
going to start in on the guilt lecture crap again?

“I was hoping for maybe a
little remorse. Maybe a little acknowledgment that you did
something you shouldn’t have.”

“Come on, Sylvie…of course
I feel remorse. I’m the one that came to you and said you were
right and you might as well get the hairbrush.”

She came around to the front of the
sofa and sat down. She put her arm around his neck and gently
kissed his temple. “I love you, Bill. Thank you for owning up to
what you did and for trusting me enough to submit to this
punishment.”

That submit word didn’t really sit well
with him. He didn’t like it. He was a man, not some pansy
who submitted to
his wife. Yet, wasn’t that exactly what he’d just done?

And what would Sylvie say if she saw
what was now his raging hard-on? The only thing he wanted to do
right now was fuck his wife. But how exactly would he accomplish
that when he was bent over the back of the sofa and she was sitting
there planting little kisses all over his face?

His feet might as well be shackled
with his pants and boxers in a bunch at his ankles. At best, he
could maybe awkwardly shuffle around the couch and join her on the
sofa. There had to be a better way.

He managed to use the toe of one shoe
to pull off the other shoe at the heel and then repeated the motion
so he was at least free of the shoes. Now he could work his feet
out from the puddle of his clothes. At last he was rid of
everything keeping him from getting into a position where he could
get to Sylvie.

Rather than pull away from her and go
around the sofa, he climbed over the back and landed half in her
lap. She giggled at him and kissed him some more.

Thankful that Sylvie preferred skirts
to slacks, he worked his hand under the hem of her skirt and over
the soft skin of her thighs until he reached her cotton panties. He
loved her sensible cotton panties. No sexy thongs for Sylvie; she
said the last thing she needed from her undies was a
wedgie.

He felt dampness. More
than dampness. Her panties were actually wet. Did she get aroused
from spanking him? n

“You’re wet,” he told
her.

She slapped his hand slightly and
giggled, “I am not! You’re just a dirty old man trying to get into
my drawers.”

He grabbed her hand and put it on his
stiff cock.

“I’m hard and you’re wet.
I’d say the conditions are perfect for me to get into your
drawers.”

He hiked up her skirt and tugged the
damp panties down so he could reach her pussy.

“Yes,” he said as he
touched the dampness of her trimmed curls. “I’d say taking your
hairbrush to my ass turned you on.”

He kissed her and slipped two fingers
inside her slick channel.

“It did not,” she
protested. “You turned me on.”

“Did you like watching my
ass turn more and more red with every blow of the brush?” He was
nibbling on her nipple now.

“Of course not! It was a
punishment, not meant to get us excited.”

“Well, it sure as hell
gave me a hard-on and I’m going to fuck your wet pussy.”

He had maneuvered himself between her
legs and now thrust his cock into her and reveled in how she
instantly wrapped her legs around him and pulled him into her even
deeper.

“Oh, god! Yes, please…fuck
me.”

He pounded into her,
pulling out almost completely before ramming into her again. She
met his every thrust with her hips. Her fingernails dug into the
back of his shoulders and when he felt her pussy contract around
his cock, he let go and they came together.

 


When Sylvie woke up she was no longer
on the sofa with Bill. They were in their bedroom. She didn’t
remember waking and walking to bed. Bill must have carried her. He
was gently snoring beside her, one hand on her breast.

Turning to look at the clock on her
night stand, she saw it was nearly eleven. Her tummy rumbled and
she remembered they hadn’t even had dinner yet. Bill was supposed
to take her out but it was too late to go out now.

Apparently on the same wave length,
Bill gave her breast a gentle squeeze and said, “I’m hungry. Wanna
go out?”

“No, it’s too late. How
’bout I make some grilled cheese sandwiches and open a can of
tomato soup?”

“Sounds good to me, but I
promised to take you out for dinner.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t
spank you for breaking that promise,” she joked.

“Very funny,” he leaned
over and gave her a quick kiss before getting up and pulling on his
pajama bottoms.

As they sat at the kitchen table
eating, Bill said, “You know, being punished may not be so bad if
we have great sex like that afterwards. Did you and Donald have hot
sex after he spanked you?”

She shook her head, “I’m not going to
talk to you about sex with Donald. But I will say he was of the
belief that sex after punishment was a reward and nullified the
discipline aspect. He thought sex afterwards might be an incentive
to misbehave just to get the sex.”

“So that’s a big no then.
Did you agree with him?”

She really didn’t want to talk about
her life with Donald. Their marriage had worked better than most of
her friends’ marriages and she’d never been unhappy with Donald. “I
didn’t agree or disagree. It never happened so I didn’t know how
good it could be afterwards. He wasn’t big on aftercare, on
soothing me after the punishment. He’d hold me on his lap and talk
to me. As long as I understood why it happened and that he deemed
it necessary and useful, that was the end of it.”

“Well, then I’d say you
both missed out on a lot of great sex.”

Sylvie sighed and said, “I don’t want
to talk about my life with Donald. I was happy with him but now I
love you and want to be happy with you. How things were with Donald
has no bearing on us and how we make ourselves happy.”

“Okay, honey,” Bill patted
her hand. “I didn’t mean to upset you. I was just curious if sex
was always that good afterwards and thought you’d have the
answer.”




Chapter Seven




The next few weeks were busy with
packing, taking things to the new house, overseeing the painters
and other workmen who were making their new house a home. Bill
didn’t have time for gambling. In fact, he missed a couple of his
weekly poker games and didn’t even think about the horse races. As
it turned out, he’d lost with his last bet. Sylvie didn’t ask about
it, and he didn’t mention it to her, thinking she’d only feel
vindicated in the spanking she’d given him.

She was taking care of most of the
things going on with the new house with Bill chipping in when he
could. They talked about what they wanted to do with the house to
really make it theirs, but for the most part Bill let Sylvie take
care of things. As long as he had a room he could use for an
office, he wasn’t too worried about what the rest of the house
looked like. Sylvie had great taste if their current home was
anything to go by and that was good enough for him.

It wasn’t easy packing things up.
There were many of Donald’s things in boxes that were stored in the
garage and in the closet of the guest bedroom. She’d have to call
her son and get him to come over and see if he wanted anything of
what was left from his dad.

No, we already did that
when Donald died. What’s left is what Kevin didn’t want and I was
too sentimental to toss out.

She told herself to pull out those
boxes and just take them to the thrift store. Surely someone could
make good use of Donald’s old clothes. There was nothing of real
value in the boxes.

Struggling to get the fourth, and
final box down from the shelf, she was startled when Bill came up
behind her and said, “Let me get that down for you.”

Sylvie got all flustered having Bill
interrupt her in the middle of moving Donald’s things and replied,
“That’s okay, I can do it.”

No sooner were the words out of her
mouth than the box tumbled off the shelf, a corner of it hitting
Bill’s cheek and then the box bounced off her shoulder and fell to
the floor with a thud.

“Damn it, Sylvie! Why do
you think you have to do everything by yourself?” Bill rubbed his
aching cheek.

“I’m sorry, honey,” Sylvie
apologized. “Did it hurt you?”

“Yeah, it hurt. But it
doesn’t look like it drew blood. What’s in those boxes that you
couldn’t wait till I got home to help you?”

“They’re the last of
Donald’s things. Nothing important, just stuff Kevin didn’t want
and I couldn’t bring myself to get rid of so I just stuffed them in
the closet. There’s a few more in the garage.”

Sylvie saw the uncertainty in his eyes
as to how he should respond about Donald’s things. She didn’t think
he’d even known that she still had anything of Donald’s.

“I sort of forgot about
them. After Kevin and I sorted through everything, I didn’t want to
deal with anything else and just boxed it all up and forgot about
it. I’m going to take them to the thrift store. No sense in taking
them with us to the new house.”

Bill nodded his head as though he
understood, then he asked, “Do you want to go through them one more
time to see if there’s anything you want to keep?”

“No, Kevin and I did that
after we buried Donald. I should have gotten them out of here a
long time ago.” She leaned over to kiss his sore cheek and said,
“Thanks, though. It means a lot that you’re not upset that I still
have stuff of his.”

Wrapping his arm around her shoulder
and pulling her close, he kissed her temple. “You spent a lot of
years with Donald, there’s nothing for me to get upset
about.”

“Good, then I will take
you up on your offer to help and ask you to put the boxes in my
car. I’ll drop them off on my way to the new house tomorrow. I have
four or five boxes of kitchenware to take up there.”

Bending down to pick up a box, Bill
asked, “Why don’t you just wait until the house is ready and let
the movers take everything up there in one trip?”

“The workers are done with
the kitchen and I’ve packed up everything we don’t use very often
so I thought I’d go up there and start setting up the kitchen. This
way, everything won’t be in boxes forever.”

He shook his head in that way men have
to show they’ll never understand women. “I guess that makes sense.
But I don’t want you up there all alone and climbing on the step
ladder. You could fall.”

Did she detect a certain firmness in
his voice? It was almost just like the warnings Donald used to give
her to remind her to be safe. Inwardly laughing at her notion that
Bill might be getting stern with her, she said, “Don’t worry, I’m
only putting stuff in the cabinets.”

“Just stay off that step
ladder.”

There it was again.
That…that tone…the tone that told her he was serious. Bill didn’t
do that. Where was it coming from? She must be imagining it. Yes,
it was all that talk about Donald and his things that were making
her mind play tricks on her. She’d almost answered with a ‘yes,
sir’ before she caught herself.

Sylvie busied herself with pulling out
clothes from the closet while Bill took the boxes to the car. She
stored her off-season clothes in the guest room closet and those
could be packed up and taken to the new house as well.

As she looked around the
room, she thought she could take small furniture items like table
lamps, end tables, and a few other things. She could box up
knick-knacks and get them out of the way. Of course, not too much
would fit in her small SUV, but she could make another trip in a
few days. At this rate, when the final moving day came, all they’d
have to worry about would be the larger furniture and the stuff she
was keeping for their everyday use.

 


Standing in the family room of their
new house, Sylvie eyed the vast expanse of cabinets in the adjacent
kitchen. So many cabinets. She doubted she could fill them all.
There were at least half again as many as were in the old house.
The upper cabinets were the extra tall variety. The type you
wouldn’t be able to reach without a step ladder.

Maybe a taller person could get by
with just a step stool, but at five feet, five inches she’d need
the ladder. The only things she could put up there would be seldom
used items. Maybe the roasting pan that she used only for
Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner.

She had her mother’s nice hand painted
china dessert set that she dared not use for fear of breaking one
of the fragile coffee cups. They could go up high, but she should
look into changing the doors to glass ones so the pretty dishes
could at least be on display.

This wasn’t a brand new house, so she
wanted to wash the shelves of the cabinets and then put down the
fresh shelf paper she’d bought at the Kitchen Store. Good thing
she’d thought of bringing along a bucket and some cleaning
supplies.

Washing the shelves in the lower
cabinets first, she gradually worked her way around the kitchen
before starting on the upper shelves. The first two shelves she had
no problem reaching. The third shelf she could reach, but not quite
all the way to the back of them. The top shelf was out of reach
without the step ladder.

Going to the garage to get the ladder
she’d brought along on one of her previous trips, she remembered
Bill’s warning to stay safe and not use the ladder when she was
alone. Dismissing the thought—after all, she wasn’t some feeble old
woman just yet—she set the ladder up, put clean soapy water in the
bucket and went to work on those higher shelves.

It was hard work reaching
up and stretching to reach into the far corners of the shelves and
halfway through the upper cabinets, she was too sore and tired to
continue. She needed a break but only had another hour or so before
it would be time to start heading back home. Going down the three
steps of the ladder, she grabbed a cold bottle of water from the
fridge and boosted herself up on the kitchen counter top to sit and
drink.

Ten minutes. That’s all she needed and
then she’d finish the damn cabinets and go home. When she came back
in a few days she’d empty the boxes and start putting things
away.

Forty-five minutes later she locked
the front door and wearily got into her car to make the two hour
drive home. Before leaving the Denver area, she stopped at a
Chinese restaurant and picked up dinner. She’d have to reheat the
food at home but there was no way she felt like cooking
tonight.

 


Bill got home just after
five and wasn’t overly disappointed Sylvie wasn’t home yet. While
it meant there was no dinner waiting for him, it did give him the
excuse to leave her a note saying he was going out with the guys
for a few hours and wouldn’t be home until later.

Since he and Sylvie had been so busy
with the move to the new house, he found himself again in the same
position as last time he went out with the guys. He had over a
thousand dollars in his gambling fund and he planned to use every
bit of it in hopes that he’d win some big money.

What he didn’t plan on doing was going
over his designated budget and ending up with Sylvie and her
hairbrush giving his ass another stinging spanking. The plan was to
bet on a few sports games and then put the rest of his money on the
horse race coming later in the week. That’s all he was going to do.
Nothing more.

But after he won a few thousand
dollars on the game and had more than a few beers, he somehow
failed to add up the numbers correctly and bet twice as much as he
should have on the horses. Of course, he didn’t realize this right
away.

The game ended at ten, and when he
went to see Patrick to place his bet on the horse race, he thought
he had fifteen hundred dollars to work with. Even though he was
short on the cash, which in his slightly inebriated state didn’t
send off any warning bells, he assured Patrick he was good for the
money, and Patrick had a moment of weakness—after vowing never to
give Bill credit again to avoid having to deal with Sylvie—and
ended up fronting the remaining five hundred dollars.

Bill half stumbled into the house at
about eleven and Sylvie looked up from reading her latest romance
novel.

“Hi, honey. I didn’t hear
your car drive up.”

“Yeah, I had a few beers
and took an Uber home. I’ll need you to give me a ride to pick up
my car in the morning.”

“No problem, I want to run
up to the new place and finish organizing the kitchen.”

They went to the bedroom to turn in
for the night and Sylvie asked, “How did the betting go
tonight?”

“Fantastic. I made more
than I thought I would and bet pretty big on the horses. All within
budget, I might add.” He kissed her and they tumbled into
bed.

Sylvie knew not to expect too much on
nights when he had a little too much to drink and sure enough, Bill
pulled her close and acted like he was ready to make love, but he
ended up falling asleep with his head on her shoulder, snoring
softly. Sylvie sighed and settled in close to him.

In the morning they left early and
Bill gave Sylvie a quick peck on the cheek when she dropped him off
at his car parked near the bar.

“Drive safely,” he advised
her as he got out, “See you tonight.”

He watched as she drove off, waving in
his direction, then got in his car and headed to his first sales
appointment for the day.

As he drove, he thought about the
previous night and his good fortune in having a good win. Betting
on the horses was his favorite, but he rarely had enough money to
do it in what he thought was the right way.

He’d bet on two games last night and
doubled his money. That was unusual, but it did happen
occasionally. He remembered how he searched his pockets for the
balance of the bet he was making with Patrick on the horse race for
later in the week. Something tickling the back of his mind made him
question how he didn’t have enough to cover his bet.

He bet five hundred on the
games and doubled his money. That left him with two grand. As usual
when he won, he treated his friends to a round of drinks. Then
there was the check for a couple of hundred dollars for food that
he somehow wound up paying. Math was never part of his strong skill
set, but he felt he shouldn’t have been short for this bet on the
horses.

Could he have dropped some money on
the floor? Missed his pocket and it ended up at his feet? He didn’t
have that much to drink. He went over it again in his
head.

Five hundred on the games. Doubled his
money.

He slapped his palm to his forehead
when he finally realized where his mistake was. He hadn’t won on
both games. Only one of the games had doubled his bet. The other
one he’d lost most of the bet. So after paying for drinks and food,
he didn’t have nearly what he thought he had. It was not the
fantastic night he’d made it out to be when Sylvie asked him how
the evening had gone.

Shit. If Sylvie found out
he was looking at another round with the damn hairbrush. Not
something he wanted. His dick suddenly went from soft to not so
soft. What the fuck was that about?

Did his dick now associate thoughts of
being spanked with a hot time spent between Sylvie’s thighs? Maybe.
The sex afterwards was pretty damn good. Yeah, if he could have a
repeat of that last roll in the bed after getting his ass
blistered—well, fuck yeah—he’d let Sylvie go at it with two
hairbrushes if that’s what she wanted.

Better start thinking
about something else, he told himself as
he neared his first appointment for the day with his cock tenting
the front of his pants.

“Down, boy,” he muttered to the hard
shaft trying to get out of his trousers. “We’ll let you out
tonight.”

 


Sylvie pulled up to the new house and
saw that the painters were already there. They could let themselves
in using the combination lockbox that hung from the front doorknob.
She objected to it at first because she didn’t like the idea of
virtual strangers going in and out of her home when she wasn’t
there. But Bill had talked her into it by pointing out that with
the key in the lockbox readily accessible to the workmen, they
didn’t have to worry about being there all the time.

“Hi, guys,” she called out
as she entered the house. The sounds of their voices told her they
were in the kitchen area.

Disappointed that they were working in
the kitchen when she wanted to get her cabinets organized, she
asked, “Will you be working in here most of the day?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Randy, the
crew leader, answered. “We plan to be done with the kitchen
today.”

Just her luck, she thought. Well, she
didn’t bring anything else to unpack but she did have some yard
tools in the garage and she supposed she could work on the back
yard for a little while. Maybe figure out where she wanted to plant
her garden.

She put her lunch in the fridge, got
her tools from the garage, and went outside. The yard was
landscaped for the most part, but hadn’t been recently cared for.
Weeds had grown to knee high length and most of the plants looked
very thirsty. Sylvie was sure they’d lose more than a few of them
before they actually completed their move.

Thinking it might be nice to be able
to open the side gate to the yard, Sylvie started pulling weeds
there. She worked her way slowly along the side of the house with
her hand trowel, making sure she dug up the roots of the weeds so
they wouldn’t be able to grow back. There were stepping stones
leading from the gate to the back patio area and it was more work
than she’d anticipated getting everything out.

By the time she got to the patio, she
was a sweaty, exhausted mess and wanted nothing more than to take a
shower. That would have to wait. She wasn’t comfortable taking a
shower in the house with workmen there.

She went to the master
bathroom and washed her face and hands, got her sandwich and a
bottle of water out of the fridge, and went to sit on the lone
white plastic yard chair that was on the patio. Too tired to even
think about doing anymore yard work, she decided to drive down to
the big box store and get a patio table and chairs.

The workmen would help her unload it
from her car and carry it out to the patio. She’d assemble it next
time she came up here and then she wouldn’t have to bend over to
get her bottle of water off the patio floor while trying to balance
her lunch on her lap.

Driving home later, she thought about
dinner. Since she’d be home earlier than Bill she’d have enough
time to throw a casserole together. Then she began wondering about
Bill’s winnings from the previous night. He’d said his betting had
been fantastic and he’d stayed within his budget. That was good,
maybe the spankings were having a real impact on his gambling and
causing him to think more carefully about how much he
bet.

That thought caused her to revisit the
lovemaking that occurred after his last spanking. She thought it
might be the best sex she’d ever had. It had been surprising to her
when Bill had become so amorous. Even more surprising was the fact
that her lady parts had become so wet. She was so ready for Bill
that it had to have started while she was spanking him with the
hairbrush.

Why hadn’t she noticed it
while it was happening? She answered her own question by figuring
out that sex and spankings had been two unrelated events with
Donald. He didn’t want her misbehaving just so she could have
super-hot sex after her punishment. With Donald it had never even
entered her mind that great sex could be the aftermath of a
spanking. No, he had conditioned her to believe spankings were for
punishment and sex was for pleasure. The two could not work in
harmony.

Chucking to herself, she thought how
wrong Donald had been. So very wrong. The two worked together very
nicely. Very hotly.

Was it possible that she could spank
Bill just for fun? Just to get him all hard, all hot and bothered,
all ready to jump her bones?

Oh, my goodness, she thought to
herself. Who would have thought she’d have such ideas at her age?
Donald would have been so disapproving.

Now why did she care what Donald would
have approved or disapproved of? He was gone, and she and Bill were
here.

They were here and had discovered the
joys of how great sex could be after a little spanking. All she
needed to do now was find a way to get Bill to go for a little fun
spanking. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to convince him. He had
certainly enjoyed their post-discipline lovemaking.

An idea began to form in her mind.
Yes, all she needed to do was stop at that specialty store that
wasn’t too far away from home. Not sure she’d get the nerve up to
enter such a business, she talked herself into it the rest of the
way there.

Upon entering the store she was
greeted by a nice looking young man who said, “Hi, I’m Paul. Is
there something I can help you find?”

Not sure she wanted to tell him what
she was looking for, the best reply she could come up with was,
“Um, I think I just want to look around a little. I’ll let you know
if I need any help.”

“Okay, let me just give
you a quick rundown on our store layout. Over here on the right we
have our lubes, lotions, and toy cleaner. As you head to the back
of the store, you’ll find all our electronic toys. Some are battery
operated, some need to be plugged in. You’ll also find non-electric
toys back there. As you come back up front on the other side of the
store, you’ll find more BDSM related items. You know, whips,
paddles, cuffs, and so on. Keep moving up front and you’ll run
right into our clothing department.”

Not sure what her response should be
and still trying to process the toy cleaner he mentioned, Sylvie
nodded and muttered a thank you as she slowly moved down the wall
where the lubes and lotions were. She had to at least look at the
toys and things.

Toys. The only sex toys she knew of
were dildos and vibrators. Well, obviously she’d heard of the other
items that Paul said were BDSM related, but she really wanted to
see exactly what was in the toy department. They could keep their
BDSM stuff, she wasn’t interested in that kind of sex. Though she
did wonder what it would be like to be tied to the bed while Bill
had his way with her. Maybe Bill would like to be tied up while she
had her way with him. Hmm, something else to think
about.

She’d never realized how many types of
vibrators there were. They ranged in size from so huge she’d be
scared to try it, to so small she couldn’t imagine it could do
anything at all. There was an entire display case devoted to butt
plugs and they came in various sizes as well. Some were so big
Sylvie thought for sure they’d be extremely painful to insert. And
what were they supposed to do for you? What did you do once the
thing was inside of you? She felt a tingle between her legs and her
butt clenched tightly at the thought of something going in
there.

Slowly walking on, she saw rings that
were used to aid in keeping a man’s penis hard. Bill didn’t have a
problem with that so she didn’t spend much time looking at
them.

Next came a variety of harnesses that
could hold a dildo. Even as she began to wonder why someone would
need or want such a device she figured it out and shook her head at
the limited knowledge she had of such things. Her life had been so
straight and narrow she’d never thought of things like this. Maybe
Bill would be interested in coming here with her. Her face heated
when she tried to picture herself asking him to come with her to
this store. She’d never be able to ask him such a thing.

On the other side of the store now,
she moved fairly quickly through the BDSM area, but did catch a
glimpse of a display with several different paddles, whips, and
even coils of rope. Could a paddle be more effective than her
hairbrush? Again, something else to think about.

At last she was in the
clothing department and almost immediately found what she was
looking for. She took her time picking out the items she wanted and
looking at other things she hadn’t thought of, but found
interesting. Finding the right size wasn’t a problem. She’d always
been slender and had never worn anything other than a small size.
Everything here was sized small, medium, large, or extra-large. She
was grateful she wouldn’t have to try anything on since she wasn’t
sure she could trust such a business to not have cameras in the
dressing rooms.

At the check-out counter, Paul asked
if she’d found everything she wanted.

“Yes, I think
so.”

“We have a sale on our
flavored lubes this week. Did you want to try one or two of
them?”

She thought about it for a minute and
hoped Paul didn’t think she was mentally running through her
collection of lubes. Other than a tube of KY jelly there was no
lube in the house. But she could see what fun it might be and
decided she’d try some.

“That’s a good idea,” she
told Paul. “Maybe I’ll try some strawberry.”

“Good choice, hang on a
minute and I’ll go get it for you. What about cleaner for your
toys? Do you have enough of that?”

“Yes, thank you. We have
plenty of it,” she lied. Was it really a lie? They had no toys so
they had no cleaner. No cleaner for no toys was plenty, wasn’t
it?

Paul returned with the strawberry
flavored lube and rang up all her purchases. She was a little
surprised to find everything came to nearly two hundred dollars,
but she handed over her credit card, then took her packages and
left after thanking Paul for all his help.

Finally at home, she pulled into the
garage and took all her new items to the bedroom. First, she had to
throw together something for dinner. Once that was in the oven, she
soaked in the tub for a half hour trying to think how she would get
her plan into action.

With no more time to waste, she rinsed
off with the shower and washed her hair. Then she opened all the
clothing and spread it out on the bed.

No, that wouldn’t do. Bill would see
it before she was ready. She stuffed it all in one of her drawers
and put on some casual slacks and a top. They would eat first, then
while Bill sat down on the sofa to watch the television, she’d
excuse herself and go to the bedroom.




Chapter Eight




It had been a long day
talking to clients, but Bill had made several good sales and was
now looking for a good meal at home with his wife and a restful
evening.

Along with one of his favorite
casseroles—Sylvie was queen of casseroles—she had made a salad and
some dinner rolls. Dessert was her favorite pistachio gelato which
he didn’t care for overly much, but ate it anyway.

Now they sat on the sofa
and he half listened to her tell him about the new house and what
the workers had accomplished. She talked about the condition of the
yard and how she was probably going to have hire a landscaper to do
some of the heavier work.

He hated gardening and
anything else that fell under the categories of yard work or
landscaping. Hiring someone was the perfect solution as far as he
was concerned, because he sure wasn’t going to do it. Once the yard
was in shape, Sylvie would enjoy maintaining it and other than
lifting some heavy bags of mulch or whatever else she needed, he’d
be safe from dealing with the yard.

Watching a rerun of some detective
show, he barely noticed when Sylvie got up and left the room. Just
as the credits were rolling at the end of the show, she called
out.

“Bill? Would you please
come in here?”

Thinking her voice sounded a little
firm, kind of like it got when she started lecturing him on the
evils of gambling when she was tanning his ass with that damn
hairbrush of hers, he sighed and wondered what the problem
was.

“Sure hon, just let me
check the door and turn off the lights.”

When he finished with making sure
things were all locked up, he went to the bedroom and stopped short
while still in the doorway.

His eyes widened as he took in the
sight of his wife in one of the sexiest get-ups he’d ever seen. Her
legs were covered in fishnet stockings and she wore high heels. A
short black dress that looked like leather but was probably vinyl
hugged her body tightly. The low cut top looked like it had a
built-in bra and her ample breasts were pushed up high and ready to
fall out.

Her hair was brushed out and the waves
just skimmed her shoulders. She was wearing more eye makeup than
usual and damn if she wasn’t the hottest little number he’d seen in
a long time.

There she stood, with her feet spread
apart. Holding her hairbrush in one hand, she slapped it gently
into the palm of the other hand while he stood there, mouth agape,
staring at her.

“You’ve been a naughty
boy, haven’t you, Billy?”

Bill felt his dick begin
to stiffen at her sultry voice and started to answer her except it
seemed he didn’t know what to say and doubted his voice would work.
Swallowing hard, he let his eyes roam over the length of her again
and nodded.

“Yes, I thought so. Tell
me what happens to naughty boys.”

His breathing was coming a little
easier now. He’d gotten over the initial shock and he was pretty
sure his dick was about as hard as it could get. His straight
little wife was playing a sex game with him. He had no idea what
had brought it on and he didn’t really care right now.

He was ready to play.

“I’m going to guess since
you’re holding that hairbrush in your hand that naughty boys get
punished.”

“You are correct. Now, I
want you to get undressed and bend over the bed. I want that ass in
position for a good spanking.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered
while tugging his shirt off. Next came his undershirt. Then he toed
off his shoes while unbuckling his belt. Letting his pants fall to
the floor, he stepped away from them and took off his
boxers.

Turning to the bed, he saw the pillows
were stacked at the foot of it and assumed they were there for him
to bend over on.

Sylvie patted the top pillow and said,
“Right here, young man. Bend over the pillows and make sure that
butt is sticking out.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He got into position, his feet
slightly apart, and waited for the first strike of the
hairbrush.

But Sylvie was dragging this out a bit
more.

“Now tell me, have you
been just a little naughty or have you been a very naughty
boy?”

He could hear the slap of the brush on
her palm as she walked back and forth behind him. His dick was so
hard and throbbing he was afraid he might shoot his load before she
finished with the spanking and he could get her out of that outfit
so he could fuck her.

“Honey, I’ve been as bad
as you want me to be. You can spank me as hard as you think I
deserve, but I gotta tell you, right now I want you so bad, that I
don’t know how long I can hold off.”

Whack! He felt the first hot strike of
the hairbrush.

“Oh, you better hold off
until I’m finished with your punishment. And there’ll be no
hanky-panky unless you can convince me you’ve learned your lesson.
Is that clear?”

She landed another blow to his ass,
followed quickly by a few more. He was pretty sure she was trying
hard to not giggle.

“Yes, ma’am. I
understand.” He managed to muffle his chuckle. Whatever had gotten
into his little wife, this was fun. The spanking hurt, especially
as she was really letting him have it. But he knew he’d be rewarded
in just a little while.

Sylvie continued to slap the brush on
his ass while telling him this is what naughty boys can expect if
they don’t behave. He answered with a ‘yes, ma’am’ each
time.

Finally, with his ass stinging like it
was on fire, she tossed the hairbrush aside and said, “Damn it,
Bill, I’m horny as hell.”

He got up, tossed her on the bed and
together they quickly divested her of the few items of clothing.
Bending over her, he kissed her breasts and sucked on each nipple.
He worked his way down her belly, kissing and licking as he went
lower and lower.

When he reached her core, he pushed
her legs further apart and looked at her glistening pussy lips. His
tongue lapped at the moisture there and he groaned.

“You smell so damn good
and you taste sweet. Just like strawberries.”

She giggled a little but he continued
licking and tasting her sweet slit. She was ready for him. So wet
and she bucked her hips, telling him she wanted him inside
her.

He slipped a finger deep into her and
then added a second finger. Finger fucking her, he slid in and out,
bringing her juices to her hot little nub and massaging it until
she moaned and begged him to stop teasing her.

“Oh god, if you don’t fuck
me right now, you naughty boy, I’m going to grab my hairbrush and
beat your ass like you won’t believe.”

With that threat, he loomed over her
and drove his straining cock into her all the way to the hilt. She
wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck.
Pulling him to her, she whispered in his ear.

“Fuck me, naughty boy.
Fuck me good.”

“Oh, I’ll fuck you, baby.
You’re gonna come and your pussy will milk the cum right out of
this naughty cock.”

He pounded into her a few more times
and she screamed out, “Now! I’m coming now!”

Bill let himself go when he felt her
first contractions and damn if she didn’t squeeze and milk every
drop from his cock.

 


Sylvie’s hand rested on Bill’s chest
while she caught her breath. She felt his heart racing from their
lovemaking. Hers was racing as well. She couldn’t remember ever
having such incredibly hot sex.

Bill interrupted her thoughts by
asking, “Where’d you get that sexy little outfit? And what gave you
the idea?”

She shrugged and said, “I was just
thinking how horny we both were last time I spanked you and
wondered if we could do just some fun spanking that would lead to a
little hanky-panky.”

“Okay, but what about the
outfit?”

Sylvie giggled and hid her blush in
his shoulder, “I just wanted to make sure you knew I was playing,
not serious. So I went to that sex shop near the
freeway.”

They were quiet for a while and then
she asked, “So…well, did you like it?”

His deep voice chuckled before he
answered, “Couldn’t you tell?”

“I think you did. Like it,
I mean.”

“Let me show you again how
much I liked it.”

His hand slipped between her thighs
and she parted them for him. She felt his fingers probing between
her pussy lips and then two fingers slipped inside her. Bill knew
exactly where to find and how to stroke her g-spot.

She gasped and bucked her hips
involuntarily.

“I’m going to come if you
keep that up.”

“I know, that’s the idea.”
His fingers flicked the sensitive spot again and she
moaned.

His mouth covered a breast and he
nibbled on her nipple, giving it a little scrape with his teeth and
making her shiver with the pain/pleasure sensations.

He moved over to give the other breast
the same treatment and she put her hands on the back of his head to
hold him so he wouldn’t stop. He kissed the space between her
breasts and licked down her sternum.

She squirmed beneath him and didn’t
think she could wait any longer for him to take her.

“Please, I can’t take any
more.”

“Shhh…we’re going slow and
easy this time. Just breathe and let me love you.”

Sylvie moaned in disappointment but
breathed in deeply to slow her heart rate and calm her excited body
down. His fingers were moving inside her in that way he knew how to
do to bring her to the brink. The thought went through her mind
that he was slowly torturing her. How had this happened?

She had been in charge when he first
came into the bedroom. She had played what she called the ‘naughty
boy’ game and had felt in control of the situation the entire time.
Even the hot and wild sex they’d just head, she’d felt as though
she had orchestrated it. But now, now she was no longer in
control.

Bill was driving her
insane with his slow ministrations. Planting a kiss here, a flick
of his tongue there, a stroke of his fingers there. She wanted to relax and just
enjoy what he was doing to her, but at the same time she wanted him
to fuck her hard and fast.

Forcing herself to let him
have his way, her body went limp and she reached her hand out to
find his cock. It was a little surprising to her to find it as hard
as it was. Usually a second round took Bill much longer to get this
hard. For a minute she had thought he was taking it deliberately
slow to give his cock the time it needed to recover from the last
time. But he was ready. And so was she.

“Please, put it in me,”
she begged. “I want it now, please Bill, don’t make me
wait.”

“Not yet, just slow down
and enjoy it.”

“Oh god…, I’d enjoy it
more…if you’d just…fuck me,” she gasped. She didn’t think she could
wait any more. “I’m going to come.”

“No, don’t come. Not yet.”
His fingers stroked her g-spot while his thumb drew circles around
her clit.

She was not going to be able to keep
from coming. His mouth was on her belly now, kissing, licking, and
nipping. Every little touch sent an electric shock straight to her
pussy. When his lips took the place of his thumb on her clit and he
gently pulled it into his mouth, that was it. There was nothing she
could do to keep from coming. Her fists grabbed his hair, but he
pulled away and even while she was in the throes of orgasmic
contractions, Bill quickly repositioned himself and drove himself
hard into her throbbing center.

Sylvie screamed out as she lost all
control. Her hips gyrated and bucked against Bill’s pelvis as wave
after wave of delicious sensations poured through her body. She
didn’t know if this was the longest, most intense orgasm she’d ever
had or if she was having multiple orgasms. It didn’t matter. She
didn’t care.

When she felt Bill’s body stiffen, she
knew he was coming and she wrapped her legs around his waist and
held him to her as tightly as she could. Bill rolled them to their
sides and she tried to slow her rapid breathing.

“Wow.”

She giggled at how out of breath he
sounded.

“Yeah, wow. Whatever
happened to slow and easy?”

“Not sure,” he kissed the
back of her neck. “I think slow and easy sort of evolved into hard
and fast.”

“Mmm…yeah, but it was
good.”

They were both asleep before Bill
could agree.




Chapter Nine




“Honey, I’m leaving,”
Sylvie called out from the kitchen. “Suzanne’s already on her way
and I don’t want to keep her waiting. Breakfast is in the
microwave, just nuke it for 30 seconds or so. Love you!”

“Okay,” he hollered back
from the bedroom. “I’ll be outta here right after I eat. Love you
too!”

Sylvie left to meet Suzanne at her
decorating shop. They were going to go furniture shopping and
Suzanne was going to help her pick out window coverings for the new
house

As she slid into her car, the slight
soreness between her legs reminded her of the previous night and
the outstanding sex they’d had. She was quite pleased with herself
and her idea of having a little spanking game. They would have to
do that more often. Maybe she should get other little outfits that
Bill would find sexy. She’d do a search on-line and see what she
could find.

Walking into Suzanne’s shop, she had
the familiar feeling of being happy for her best friend and all
she’d done with her fledging business after her jerk of a husband
had walked out on her. Thank goodness her children were grown and
she didn’t have to try to earn a living while taking care of her
kids. Still, it had been a tough road for Suzanne.

But now she’d was one of the most
sought after designers in the area. Charging reasonable prices that
almost anyone could afford, she had made a name for herself. It
wasn’t that she was inexpensive, it was simply that she knew how to
bargain hunt.

Sylvie spotted Suzanne’s auburn hair
at the back of the shop and headed that way. Her friend was on the
phone, finalizing details of one of her projects. She waited
patiently until Suzanne hung up and then said, “Hi, looks like
you’re busy. Would you rather reschedule?”

A bright smile flashed at Sylvie and
Suzanne said, “Hell, no. You and I are going to have some fun
today. Come over here and let me show you what I found
yesterday.”

They walked to a corner
and Sylvie saw a deep upholstered chaise. At least she thought it
was a chaise. It was as wide as a love seat with room for two
people, but it was curved in a permanent lounging position,
elevating your legs with your back leaning comfortably against the
soft cushions. It was a silver gray color, just neutral enough to
go with practically any decor.

Sylvie loved it, but it was a little
on the large side and she wasn’t sure where it would fit in the new
house. It was perfect for cuddling with Bill while watching
television. Maybe it could go on one side of the room so it
wouldn’t take up all the space.

As she walked around it, sat on it,
put her feet up, she had a thought that made her giggle.

“What’s so funny?” Suzanne
asked.

“Oh nothing, I just had a
little image pop into my head.”

“Well, you have to tell me
about it. Your cheeks are pinking up, so it must be about sex.
Thinking how you and Bill might use the curves of the furniture for
a little spicy sex?”

“Something along those
lines,” Sylvie said. She wasn’t about to tell her friend how she
pictured Bill lying over the hump that was designed for your knees
to go over. Instead of his knees resting at the rise of that hump,
it would be his hips. His lower legs would lean against the back of
the chaise, and his head would be tilting down where normally his
feet would be.

With his ass up in the air, supported
by the curve of the furniture, she would have a great target for
her hairbrush. He could also bend over the back of the chaise for a
well-earned spanking. Yes, this piece definitely has some
possibilities that went beyond your usual uses for upholstered
furniture.

Sylvie put those thoughts out of her
mind as Suzanne was going on about plantation shutters and how
great they’d look in the master bedroom. They talked about other
window treatments, went shopping, and had a great morning. It was
past noon and they decided to have lunch together.

They were seated in a booth with a big
window that had a not so nice view of the parking lot. After the
server took their order for drinks, Suzanne said, “My treat, I can
make it a business lunch and deduct it.”

“You don’t have to do
that, Suze. I can pay my own way.”

“I know, but this way I
can ask all sorts of personal questions about how things are going
with you and Bill.”

Sylvie smiled and said, “You’d do that
anyway.”

“True. So tell me, how are
things with you and Bill? Is he still gambling all his money
away?”

“I believe I have that
somewhat under control. I got really angry with him a few months
ago and put him on a gambling budget.”

“And is he sticking to
this budget?”

“More or less,” Sylvie
replied. There was no way she was going to tell Suzanne that she
spanked her husband. They were best friends, but Sylvie preferred
keeping that part of her life private. Even thought they’d been
friends for a long time, Suzanne didn’t even know that Donald had
spanked Sylvie. She’d never told anyone about that. Only Bill
knew.

“How did you ever get him
to agree to that?”

“I simply told him I felt
he wasn’t pulling his weight with expenses and it made me feel like
I was being taken advantage of. Donald may have left me in fairly
good financial shape, but I’m by no means what you could call
wealthy. I still have to be careful and stick to a budget. I want
that trust to last after I die so Kevin and my grandchildren can
benefit from it.”

Their food came and while they ate,
Suzanne pressed for more details.

“And just like that, he
went for it?”

“Well, it was a little
more complicated than that. We went through a couple of…um…I guess
you could say discussions. But I’ve made it clear he has to pull
his weight with our living expenses and either quit gambling or get
on a budget he’ll stick with.”

“I’m glad you stood your
ground on that. I never wanted to say anything because I know you
love him and I also knew you’d handle it, but it was beginning to
look like Bill wasn’t much more than a wastrel who was just
mooching off you.”

Sylvie found she didn’t care for
someone else saying derogatory things about Bill. Yeah, she knew
all about his faults and she had occasionally complained about them
to her friend and her son. But she wanted support from them. She
did not want to listen to them say unkind things about her
husband.

“He’s not a wastrel,
Suzanne. He just likes to gamble.”

“Sylvie, you need to take
off the blinders. He has a gambling problem and needs to get help
for it.”

Sylvie was beginning to
feel angry with her best friend. Why did people have to be so
judgmental? Sylvie found herself wanting to tell Suzanne to mind her own business. But she didn't have
very many friends anymore. Ever since Donald died, most of her
friends had fallen by the wayside. She understood, they were
married and they were friends she and Donald had together. After
Donald died, she was no longer included in their events. She was
the odd one out and it was awkward.

Since Suzanne was divorced, there were
no awkward moments between them. But now that Sylvie had remarried,
maybe things were starting to be awkward. It hadn't been so far,
but ever since she had first told Suzanne about how much Bill
gambled, it seemed her friend was always looking to find things
wrong with Bill.

Was this part of how life worked for
people her age? You had your group of friends while you were
married and it just worked out that they were either all married as
well or at least partnered up as couples and so they fit into the
group. When she stopped to think about it, she realized it was
true. When a couple got divorced, all of a sudden you didn't see
them anymore. They obviously couldn't come to group parties
anymore, so they were left out. The men might get together and so
would the women, but it would always be when it was not a couples
event.

After Donald died, they were no more
invitations to Labor Day barbecues or Fourth of July celebrations.
She did get invited for girls night out or a day of shopping
occasionally. But it wasn't the same. No one knew what to say to
her anymore and they felt sorry for her. Little by little, she had
drifted away from the old group of friends she and Donald had
known.

But with Suzanne, it had been
different. They'd been friends for many years and when Suzanne got
divorced and opened her new business, she didn't have time for very
much social activities. Still, Sylvie and Suzanne kept in touch,
would meet for lunch now and then, or go to a movie on nights when
Bill was out with his friends.

Could Suzanne be jealous of Sylvie's
new husband? She supposed it was possible, Suzanne didn't even
date. She always said she was too busy with her company and didn't
have time or the desire to end up with another jerk like her
ex.

Sylvie didn't want to lose her last
close friend, and it was time for this lunch to end before she said
something she would regret.

“I better get going, it’s
getting late and I’m not even going to make it up to the new house
now.”

“Don’t be mad,” Suzanne
sounded like she regretted what she had said. “I want you to be
happy and if things aren’t going to work out with you and Bill,
it’s better to find out now rather than ten years down the
road.”

Sylvie waved to the waitress to bring
the check, took a sip of her water, and dabbed at her mouth with
her napkin. She took her time, hoping she could form the right
words to say that wouldn’t cause her to lose her friend. The
waitress came and Sylvie handed over her credit card. Once she was
gone, Sylvie looked at Suzanne.

“My marriage is not in any
danger of not working out. We are very happy together. Bill does
not have a gambling problem. He likes to gamble, he sometimes
gambles too much, but we’re working it out and I would appreciate
it if you would refrain from referring to him as a wastrel or a
mooch or any of the other terms you’ve used to describe him in the
past.”

“I apologize,” Suzanne
said. “Again, I just want what’s best for you. You can’t be mad at
me for caring about my friend.”

The waitress brought the bill holder
and Sylvie took her credit card, added the tip and signed the
receipt. After putting her credit card away in her wallet, she put
the wallet in her purse and said, “I think I’m more upset about
what you think of Bill than anything else. I’m going home now. Give
me a call when everything we ordered comes in.”

She gave Suzanne a quick hug in an
attempt to soften the unpleasant way their day was ending and
left.

 


Bill walked through the front door and
gave his usual shout, “Hey, Sylvie, I’m home.”

He could tell she was in
the kitchen by the noise of dishes, pots and pans, silverware
clinking together. She didn’t give her usual cheerful ‘Hi, Honey’
so he headed that way.

Something wasn’t right.
Her face was tight, her lips were pressed together, and while she
wasn’t actually throwing things around, he could tell she wanted to
throw something. She got a mixing bowl out of a lower cabinet and
put it on the counter with enough force to make it wobble on its
bottom rim. Something was definitely up. She was in a snit and he
couldn’t help but wonder if he was the reason for it.

He hadn’t been gambling all week or
come home later than usual. He knew she hadn’t been upset with him
that morning so either she found out something in his past—though
he couldn’t think what it might be—or he’d screwed up somewhere
else along the line.

“Hey, what’s the matter?
What’s got you all upset?”

Her lips tightened together even more
before she finally answered with, “Nothing.”

“Don’t tell me nothing.
You look just like you do when you’re upset with me and want to
give my ass a hairbrush treatment. I just can’t figure out what I
did to earn it.”

Bill saw a corner of her mouth quirk
upwards at his attempt to lighten her mood. He wrapped his arms
around her and held her head to his chest. He kissed the top of her
head, inhaling the lemony scent of one of the many potions that
were in their bathroom and on her dresser.

“Come on, tell me what’s
wrong.”

“I saw Suzanne today and
we went to lunch. She made me so mad!”

He could tell he was going to have to
practically drag the story out of her.

“How come? Something she
did or said?”

“Something she
said.”

He waited, but Sylvie didn’t say
anything else.

“Okay, so did you have a
disagreement over some decorating stuff with the new
house?”

“No, no. It had nothing to
do with that.”

“Sylvie, just tell me what
she said. You’ll feel better if you talk about it.”

“I know, but I don’t want
you to get upset too.”

“Why would I be upset?” He
couldn’t imagine what Suzanne might say that he wouldn’t like. He
barely knew the woman. They’d met a few times but never for any
longer than the time it took to say hi, how are you, nice to see
you again.

Sylvie hesitated, but finally began
talking, “I might have mentioned something to her that your
gambling bothered me a little and then today she suggested you were
taking advantage of me and using me so you could gamble even more.
I’m sorry, Bill. I should have kept our personal problems
private.”

He wished she had. He didn’t
appreciate Sylvie telling her friend he gambled too much. Then
again, women seemed to talk about their private lives more than men
did, so maybe it wasn’t that unusual. Still, he didn’t like
it.

“I can’t say I disagree
with that. Tell me, what was your response after she said I was a
worthless, good-for-nothing?”

Sylvie gave a short laugh and said,
“She didn’t exactly say that. I told her we were happy, that our
marriage wasn’t in danger of failing, to not refer to you as a
mooch or wastrel. Then I told her to call me when the stuff we
ordered for the house came in and I left.”

“Wastrel? She called me a
wastrel?”

Sylvie nodded, “I think I may have
lost one of the few friends I have left. But if I did, then good
riddance to her. I don’t need friends that aren’t supportive. She
just made me so mad, I want to hit something.”

He didn’t like to see his wife so
worked up. He’d seen her angry before, but not with this amount of
agitation. What he did like, was how Sylvia had defended him to her
friend. That made him feel good.

“So when you say you want
to hit something, what exactly did you have in mind?”

“Don’t worry, I’m not
going to slug you.”

A thought popped into his head as he
rubbed her back trying to soothe her. The idea surprised him and he
wasn’t sure that he should even joke about it to her, but if it
helped calm her down then he’d be willing to try it.

“You know, a lot of times
when people feel like you do and they act on it, they do end up
feeling better.”

“You want me to slug
you?”

“No, not slug me,” he
chuckled briefly at the absurdity of what he was about to suggest.
“But if you think it would help, you could get your hair brush and
pound away on my ass until you’re rid of all that frustration you
have bottled up.”

Sylvie pulled her head back and looked
up at him, “You want me to spank you with my hairbrush? I’m upset
with Susanna, not you.”

He lifted one shoulder in
a half shrug, “I don’t know if I’d use the word want, but if you think that would be
a good outlet to vent your anger, I’d be willing.”

She seemed to be mulling it over for a
time, looking up at him a few times as if to try and judge if he
was serious.

“I really do want to hit
something. I want to break something. I’m just so angry that she
said those things about you. But I don’t feel right taking it out
on your behind.”

“I can’t say I’m looking
forward to it, but if it makes it so you can let go of the anger,
let’s do it.”

She gave a short nod, pushed herself
away from him, and in her stern voice said, “Go to the bedroom,
take off your clothes and lie down on the bed.”

He took a deep breath hoping he knew
what he was doing and said, “Yes, Ma’am.”

 


Oh God,
what was she doing? Was she really going to go in
that bedroom and take her anger out on her husband’s butt? She knew
that wasn’t how the spanking thing was supposed to go. Donald never
spanked in anger. He would let her know she had a punishment coming
and if he needed to cool down, she might have to wait as long as a
few days for her spanking. She always hated the waiting but at the
same time she appreciated that he made sure he was calm enough to
spank her without the possibility of his anger taking
over.

Bill knew she was angry and he wanted
her to take her anger out on his backside. He thought it would help
and damn if she didn’t agree with him. Was it perverse for her to
be looking forward to giving him a hot, flaming red
butt?

It appeared as though there was no
time like the present to find out.

She walked into the bedroom and noted
how Bill had obeyed her command. He was lying there completely
naked with his arms folded under his head. He was close to the edge
of the bed which would keep her from having to stretch out to the
middle of the bed to reach him. She touched his lower back briefly
and then without any warning, she started smacking his ass. She was
almost tentative in her swats. It seemed odd to be spanking him for
no real reason. This wasn’t even one of their fun
sessions.

“Is that the best you can
do? You hit harder than that when you spanking me for blowing the
gambling budget. Come on, put some oomph into it. Pretend I’m
Suzanne and you’re punishing her for the things she said. That’s
what got you upset in the first place.”

Sylvie began to hit harder, at first
just a little harder and then more. She pictured Suzanne and her
hand brought down the hairbrush harder still.

“How dare you talk about
my husband as if he was a worthless no account? Telling me he’s
taking advantage of me, how could you?”

She ranted on as if she were speaking
directly to Suzanne. Every now and then she heard a grunt coming
from Bill. Sometimes he sucked in a big breath, but she paid no
attention to that. Those signs of distress meant she was doing her
job and getting her point across to Suzanne.

Harder and harder she brought the
hairbrush down on Bill’s ass while continuing to rant her
displeasure with Suzanne. She brought the brush down even harder
when suddenly she lost her grip and it went sailing through the
air, bounced off the wall—leaving a small dent in the drywall—and
then it fell to the floor. Her mouth opened in a big O and then she
collapsed on the bed in a fit of hysterical laughing.

 


Bill rolled over and put
his arms around her. He started laughing too. It was pretty funny,
the two of them having a spanking good time like this just to let
Sylvie get out the anger she was feeling towards
Suzanne.

“Feel better,
hon?”

“Oh, Bill…I do. I really
do. It was a great idea,” she leaned over to kiss him. “Thank you,
I hope I wasn’t too hard on your buns.”

“My buns were toasted once
you got into it. If Suzanna only knew we did this.”

They both started laughing
again.

He kissed her and she responded
ardently. Her hand slipped between them and wrapped around his hard
on.

“I'm naked and you’re
not,” he said as he reached for the buttons on her
blouse.

“That's easily fixed.” She
unzipped her pants and wiggled out of them while he was busy
getting her blouse off.

Not wanting to take the time to fumble
with the back clasp of her bra, he pushed it up over her breasts.
He wanted her rosy nipples in his mouth. He latched onto her right
breast and brought his hand up to roll the nipple of her left
breast between his thumb and forefinger. Her back arched and he
suckled harder and gave her left breast a harder pinch.

When she moaned and pressed her hips
up, his dick got even harder. He needed to be inside her now.
Moving his hand from her breast to between her legs, his finger
slid along her slit, opening the folds of her pussy. She was so
wet, so ready for him. Her legs opened wider and he moved to settle
his hips between her legs.

“Please, please. Fuck me,
make me come.” she begged.

That was all he needed. He plunged
into her and she wrapped her legs around him locking her ankles
together. He pulled almost completely out and she moaned as though
disappointed. When he rammed back deep into her, she sighed in
relief, causing him to smile to himself. He loved how responsive
she was.

In and out. In and out.

“Faster. Please, harder,
faster,” she gasped out her request.

He obeyed, thinking
a man's got to satisfy his woman.
Knowing he wasn't going to last much longer but
wanting her to come with him, he whispered, “Now, baby. I'm gonna
come now.”

He immediately clamped his mouth on
her nipple and sucked hard. She let out a high-pitched keening and
her legs tightened around him, pulling him in deeper, and he felt
her pussy convulsing around his cock just as he spurted into
her.

Many minutes later Sylvie
leapt out of bed and exclaimed, “I forgot all about dinner! It's in
the oven and probably way over cooked.”

Bill chuckled and said,
“Just don't blame me, I wouldn't want you to get your hair brush
again. My ass is still throbbing.”

He felt her cool hand rubbing his
still warm behind.

“Well, it is kind of your
fault. This whole thing was your idea. But I'll let you slide this
time," she gave his butt a sharp smack with the palm of her hand.
"Your poor tush is pretty red.”

“Ouch! Don't you have
dinner to go see to instead of making my already sore ass worse?
What are we having anyway?”

“I made the corn and rice
casserole that you like. But if I don’t get it out of the oven,
you're going to have some crispy rice.”

“The one with the ground
beef? Bacon on top? That's my favorite of all your casseroles. And
I like it even better when the edges are a little
overdone.”

He watched her slip a robe
on and run out to the kitchen. Sylvie wasn't a great cook but she
was the queen of casseroles and crock pot meals. He didn't mind,
whatever she made was a far cry from the way he was eating before
he'd married her. He knew what she liked best about her casserole
and crock pot dinners was that once they were made she didn’t have
to cook again for the next three days. Depending on the meal, she'd
either have a side salad, dinner rolls, soup, or some other
vegetable to go with it. He often thought it was probably a good
thing that she didn't really like to cook since she wasn't all that
good at it. Who knew what sort of concoctions she would come up
with if she really enjoyed cooking.

He rolled out of bed and padded over
to the shower. He could still feel some of the sting in his rear
and turned around to take a look in the mirror.

Holy crap, she must have
struck me with all her might. His ass
looked fire engine red and had a couple of spots that seem to be
turning purple. Suzanne must've really pissed her off. He didn't
think Sylvie had ever whacked him so hard. Usually the red marks
from her hair brush didn't last much more than an hour or so. He
had a feeling these would be around for a day or two at
least.




Chapter Ten




A few days later Sylvie
washed the breakfast dishes after Bill left for work and then
loaded up her car with almost all of her kitchen wares. The only
things that weren't packed were a couple of plates, coffee cups, a
minimal amount of silverware, one pot and one frying
pan.

Moving day was a week from Saturday
and she intended to have most of the stuff in boxes already
unpacked and put away. Most of their clothes were already at the
house. She hoped mostly furniture would be all that was left on
moving day.

This coming Sunday, she’d get Bill to
drive up with her and they would bring more boxes and a few other
small items that would fit in her vehicle. They’d go over to Kevin
and Lydia’s house for dinner before coming home. It would be a full
day.

Today would be a full day too. All the
shelf paper was installed and she planned to put everything away in
the cupboards. Her kitchen would be ready to go right from the
start. Even though she didn’t cook much, she spent most of her time
in the kitchen when she was home.

She pulled up into the
driveway at the house, opened the garage, and backed into it for
easier unloading of her boxes. After lugging in the last box she
walked through the house looking at the fresh paint. The entire
house had been painted a warm neutral taupe color with white
ceilings and trim. She could smell the new paint and opened the
windows in each room to air it out.

It was going to be wonderful living
here, she was sure Bill would be happier here than in the old
house. He never said anything but sometimes she thought he felt
like he was living in another man's house.

This house would be theirs, only
theirs. She’d already replaced most of the furniture she’d shared
with Donald and was buying a few new things for this
house.

As she slowly walked
through the rooms on her way back to the kitchen, she pictured how
each room would look once she was finished with window treatments
and decorating. Bill would turn the den into an office which would
also be sort of a man cave. He’d have his desk and computer for any
work he might need to get done, but there’d be a small sofa or
maybe a big easy chair and a good sized television for when he
wanted to watch games or just have a little time to
himself.

The second bedroom was
going to be the guest room, but she would take a small corner of it
for her desk and she would use it to pay bills and do the things
she did on her laptop. She didn’t need more than that. And the
smallest bedroom would be where the baby slept when she was
babysitting.

Back to the kitchen and time to get
started on the cabinets. Opening the first box, she slipped out her
ancient china that once was her mother’s. She only used it for
special occasions and in her old house she kept it in her china
hutch of her dining room set where it wouldn’t get mistaken for
something it was okay to use. Here in the new house, they had an
open floor plan where the kitchen looked out over a large family
room. With the huge island that would double as a table, she
wouldn’t have the dining room set any longer. The china would have
to go into the cabinets below the island. One day she hoped she’d
have a granddaughter to leave it to, but for now she carefully put
it away and made a mental note to install child proof gadgets on
those cabinet doors for the times she’d be babysitting Kevin and
Lydia’s new baby.

She worked for several hours emptying
her boxes, putting things in what she thought would be the best and
most convenient cupboards. Her large collection of coffee mugs went
above the space reserved for the coffee maker. The silverware went
into the drawer just below that. Plates and other everyday dishes
went into the cupboard on the other side of stove.

Larger pots went in the
pantry on the lower shelves. Her favorite crock pot—she had
three—would stay on the counter. She used it at least once a week
so there was no point in putting it anywhere else.

Finally she was down to things she
rarely used, but didn’t want to give up. These included things from
her days when she thought she’d be a good cook. A meat grinder with
attachments for nuts and coffee beans. She used it about once a
year when she got a taste for ham salad and needed to grind the
ham. There was a contraption that formed little German spaetzle
which she hadn’t used in years, but maybe one day she’d try and
make them again. They were good with the few Hungarian dishes she
knew how to make like Chicken Paprikas or Hungarian Goulash.
Unfortunately her spaetzle always came out on the mushy or gummy
side so she usually just cooked egg noodles when she made those
dishes. There were other gadgets she didn’t use often—okay,
never—and all these would go up on those top shelves that she
couldn’t reach.

She got her large stepladder from the
garage. It was perfect for her, with large steps that she could
stand on without fear of losing her balance. It had a small
fold-out shelf that she could put things on so she wouldn’t have to
go up and down the ladder more than necessary. It was larger than
your average little stepladder that had only two steps. She felt
safe using it and never worried about falling. So despite Bill’s
warning a few weeks ago not to use a ladder when she was alone, she
had no reservations about setting it up and getting to work putting
her things up on the high shelves.

Sylvie laid out the items on the
counter top, putting what would fit on the fold-out shelf of the
ladder. Then she climbed up to the third wide step, put up the
things from the shelf, stepped down to the next lower step to reach
more things on the counter top. She repeated this more than a few
times until she needed to move the stepladder over.

This process was completed several
times until all her gadgets, including canning jars she never used,
were put away. She stood on the third step and looked down at the
counter and then behind her to make sure she hadn’t forgotten
anything on the top of the island before stepping down.

She had become so
accustomed to stepping down just one step to reach the counter top
for the next item that she miscalculated and thought she was on the
floor when in fact she was on the first step. She turned to walk
away and stepped out onto air, falling and whacking her head hard
on the edge of the island counter top. Sylvie went down with a
squeaky yelp before blacking out from the blow to her
head.

 


Why the hell doesn’t she
answer her phone? Bill paced the kitchen
of the old house and couldn’t help noticing that it almost had an
empty echo to it. Which was ridiculous. Other than the dishes and
other kitchen crap, it was not empty. The kitchen dinette set was
still there in the little breakfast nook. He was sure he was
imagining the empty feeling. But why
wasn’t Sylvie answering her phone?

He looked at the clock on the stove
and saw it was after six o’clock. She should have been home an hour
ago. Of course she could have been caught up in traffic, but why
didn’t she answer the fucking phone?

Bill picked up the house land line and
hit the speed dial button that had Suzanne’s name on it. When she
answered he asked if she’d seen Sylvie today.

“No, sorry. To tell the
truth, I think Sylvie is a little bit peeved with me. Maybe she’s
at the new house.”

“She did go there,” he
told Suzanne, choosing to ignore her comment about Sylvie being
upset with her. “But she’s not answering her cell and I’m getting
worried. I guess I’ll wait a little longer and then head up that
way. Maybe she’s got car trouble.”

He hung up and thought
even if she does have car problems, why the hell can’t she answer
the phone? It was pushing six thirty now. He dialed her number
again and when there was no answer he called Kevin.

After five rings, a message came on
saying, “Hi, sorry I missed your call. Please leave your name and
number and I’ll call you back as soon as I can.”

Shit! There’d be no help
from Kevin.

Six forty-five. Bill couldn’t take
waiting around any longer, he had to do something. Grabbing his
keys, he got in his car and headed for the highway. Traffic wasn’t
bad now, rush hour had all but ended. As he drove, he kept an eye
on the other side of the road, hoping to see Sylvie’s car coming
home.

He dialed her again. No
answer.

 


Sylvie opened her eyes and moaned. Her
head hurt. Her whole body hurt and she realized she was on the cold
travertine floor. Her throbbing ankle drew her attention and she
started to sit up.

Stupid idiot! You stepped
out from the ladder too soon and fell. She
lay down on the floor again.

Had she hurt herself badly?

Her cell phone rang and she had to
think for a minute to remember where it was. Oh yeah, she’d left it
on the counter top out of the way and where it wouldn’t fall. On
the other side of the kitchen.

She slowly and carefully sat up again,
managing to slump against the cabinets next to the stepladder. Her
head throbbed, but not as badly as her ankle. She wondered how long
she’d been blacked out but she couldn’t see the microwave or stove
clock. It couldn’t have been too long, it wasn’t dark outside
yet.

Bill was going to wonder where she
was. It was probably him that called.

The cell phone started
ringing again. She tried to push and slide her way over to that end
of the kitchen but it wasn’t easy with one foot throbbing like
crazy. Hopefully, she didn’t break anything. After every push, she
had to stop and wait for the intense throbbing to subside in both
her head and her ankle.

So far she had avoided
looking at her ankle, afraid her foot might be twisted in some
unnatural position. But now she looked and saw that it appeared to
be in the proper position, but it was more than twice the size it
should be. Great! Just great! Not what she
needed a week before moving into her new house.

She slid over a few more
feet and then leaned against the stove and closed her eyes for a
few minutes of rest. When she opened them again, it was almost dark
out and her phone was ringing again. Like all the other times, it
went to voice mail. She must have fallen asleep when she closed her
eyes for a few minutes. She knew Bill would be worried.

Sliding over two more of
the large travertine tiles, she figured she must have covered more
than three feet. Didn’t the real estate agent tell them the floor
was twenty inch tiles? And what was the big deal about the nine
feet of island? What was supposed to be a big plus when they were
looking at this house, had turned into a big ordeal to get to the
other end of it.

She was within about four
feet of where her phone was. The next problem would be getting up
with her stupid ankle. At least her head seemed to have stop
pounding. Using her hands and ‘walking’ on her butt, she slowly
worked her way over to just below her again ringing
phone.

Trying to grab the damn thing without
standing up, she reached her arm up over the counter and began
feeling around for it.

There! She touched it. Barely. All she
had to do was scoot it just a little closer to the edge so she
could grab it. Stretching her fingers as far as she possibly could,
she felt the phone and gently tried to get her fingers on top of it
so she could drag it closer.

Slowly…slowly…careful now. Her fingers
slipped off the edge of the phone and ended up pushing it further
away.

No way would she be able to reach it
now without getting up. And how the hell would she manage
that?

Turning to try and get on her knees
didn’t work. It would bend her foot to rest on the floor and the
slightest pressure caused more pain than she could bear. Back on
her butt with her legs extended in front of her, she tried to bend
her uninjured leg so she could leverage herself up, but she didn’t
have the strength in her arms and the counter was too
high.

Next she tried sitting on her hip with
her legs to one side. Reaching up, she got her hands on the counter
top, bent her knee to tuck her good foot under her hip, and used
her leg to push herself up while her hands pushed down on the
counter for added leverage.

I’m up!

Exhausted, but she was up. Keeping her
weight off the hurt ankle, she grabbed her phone and saw the string
of missed calls—all from Bill. With her upper body draped over the
counter, she pushed the number two down to speed dial
him.

“Sylvie?”

She could hear the worry and concern
in his voice, “Hi, honey. Um…I think I need a little
help.”

“Are you all right? Where
are you?”

“At the new house. I…I
sort of fell.”

“Jesus, Sylvie. I’m almost
there, just wait for me.”

How could he be almost
here? The new house was almost two hours away from their old
house.

She missed what he’d asked, “Um,
sorry, honey. What did you say?”

“Are you hurt? Should I
call an ambulance?”

“I’m fine, Bill. Just
twisted my ankle a little bit. But why are you almost
here?”

“When you weren’t home and
didn’t answer your phone for such a long time, I got worried and
decided to come see if you were okay.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet of
you, honey. I’m really tired.”

“I just turned onto our
street. I’ll be there in less than a minute.”

Her phone went dead and
she put her head on the counter to wait. Her last thought before
passing out again was her knight in
shining armor was coming to rescue her.

 


Bill parked his car in the driveway
next to Sylvie’s. He had to rummage in the center console for the
key to this house. Better put the damn thing on my key-chain since
we’re moving next week, he told himself. Then he hurried to the
front door and was glad to find it wasn’t locked, though the
thought of anyone being able to walk in didn’t sit well with him,
but he’d discuss it with Sylvie later. Right now, he had find out
if she was okay.

“Sylvie?” he called out. There
was no response and he headed to the kitchen knowing her plan was
to put things away in there.

"Sylvie!" He said her name again when
he found her, her upper body sprawled on top of the kitchen island.
He rushed over to her and was relieved when he saw her closed
eyelids flutter open.

"Oh, Bill, I'm so glad you're here. I
fell and hurt my ankle."

Bill took in all the empty boxes
strewn about the floor and then eyed the stepladder. “You fell off
the stepladder?” he asked.

“Well, not really. I was
already off the ladder when I fell. I kind of fell off the
air.”

“What? How do you fall off
air?”

She sighed and said, “I thought I was
on the first step, so I turned to step on the floor only to find I
was on the second step so I actually stepped into the
air.”

Bill had a sudden itchy feeling in his
palm, and for the first time in his marriage—no, for the first time
in his entire life—he wanted to put a woman over his knee and spank
her.

“Didn’t I ask you not to
use the ladder when you’re here alone?”

She looked up at him with her eyes
wide and slightly confused. “Um…yeah, but it’s my safety
stepladder. Look at the nice wide steps it has.”

He thought if it wasn’t
for her swollen ankle and the pain she was in from her fall, he
would have cheerfully given her a good spanking. The thought came
so naturally, it surprised him.

“We’ll talk about this
later. Let’s get you to the emergency room.”

He moved to help her to the car, but
she shook her head and said, “No, I don’t need to go to the
emergency room. Nothing is broken.”

“You don’t know that for
sure. We’re going to the emergency room.”

"Bill, please. Just help me to my car
and let's go home. If it isn’t any better by tomorrow, I promise I
will go to the emergency room."

He'd never realized before how much
she tried to manipulate things to get her own way. He felt that
itch in the palm of his hand again but knew he couldn’t spank her.
Certainly not now with her injured foot. She was going to have to
understand that he was getting the final word here.

“This isn’t up for
discussion, Sylvie. We’re going to the hospital right now and
that’s that.”

“But I can drive! It’s my
left foot that’s hurt and I don’t use the left one for driving. So
there’s no need to go to the ER.”

She wasn’t going to stop
until she got her way, Bill thought to
himself. He didn’t see where he had any choice. She wasn’t going to
like it, but he had to do what was best for her.

Bending down, he put his shoulder to
her mid-section and hoisted her up on his shoulder.

“We’re going now. We’re
going in my car. You are not driving. We’ll come back for your car
in a day or two.”

Sylvie gasped and uttered a few sounds
that weren’t really words. He figured she was having trouble coming
up with a response. Then he felt her small fists pounding on his
back.

“Put me down this
instant!”

He ignored her and kept walking. Out
the front door and to his car where he fumbled to get the passenger
side unlocked. Then he carefully lowered her into the seat, buckled
her in and put his finger on her still ranting mouth.

“I suggest you be quiet
and let me take care of you. I never thought I’d say this to any
woman, but you have caused my palm to start itching. Now I’m going
to go lock up the house and then we’re going to the emergency room.
Do you understand?”

She crossed her arms over her chest
and glared at him, but didn’t respond.

“I asked if you
understand. I want an answer and I want it now.”

She continued glaring at him and
finally said, “I don’t know what makes you think you’re in charge,
mister. You seem to be forgetting that I’m the one that owns a
hairbrush.”

“And you seem to be
forgetting that your hair brush is to address gambling issues.
What’s going on here has nothing to do with gambling or your hair
brush. Now you sit there and wait like a good girl until I lock up.
If you even try to get out of that car you are going to find
yourself bent over the hood getting a spanking for all the
neighbors to see.”

He could tell she had a hot comeback
ready for him, but he didn’t give her the chance. Checking to make
sure her hands were safely inside, he closed the door and went back
into the house.




Chapter Eleven




When did he get so bossy?
And where did that commanding voice come from?

Did he really mean his
threat about spanking her? No, of course not. Bill would never
spank her.

The mere thought of
feeling his hand smacking her bottom made her clench those cheeks
together. Her panties felt damp and she could swear there was a
little tingle in her private parts.

He wouldn’t, would he?

No, Bill was not a spanker. He
wouldn’t.

Yet she couldn’t deny--in spite of her
aching ankle--the thought of Bill spanking her bottom aroused her.
It had to be his voice, that tone he used. He never spoke like that
to her. He’d always been so easy going, never making a big deal out
of anything. Bill always agreed with her. Even when he didn’t
agree, he always backed down and let her have her way.

Well, he certainly hadn’t backed down
today. She wondered if she should try one more time to get out of
going to the emergency room. Really, what was the big deal? Her
ankle didn’t hurt enough to be broken. She was sure it was nothing
more than a sprain. Maybe she could give it one more
try.

She giggled at the thought of Bill
lifting her out of the car, bending her over the hood, and
delivering a sound spanking on her bottom.

Hmm...would he pull her pants down and
spank her on the bare?

She giggled even more at that
ridiculous thought. There was no way he was going to spank her at
all, much less bent over the car in the driveway of their new house
with her bottom exposed.

She glanced up to see him coming and
couldn’t help thinking what a handsome guy he was. He walked with
long, confident strides to the driver side and got in.

“You could have mentioned
that you had every damn window wide open. If I hadn’t gone through
the house to check, who knows what might’ve happened. We could’ve
had a break-in, or if it rained there would’ve been a big mess to
clean up.”

She looked at him with a
raised eyebrow wondering if it was her imagination that his voice
still sounded so commanding. Her bottom tingled again at the
thought of him spanking her and she was surprised to feel more
dampness between her legs. She’d keep that little detail to
herself.

“The way you carried me
out of the house didn’t exactly give me much of a chance to tell
you anything.”

He put the car in reverse and backed
out of the driveway without responding. If she was going to give it
one more try, she had a do it now.

“Bill, please reconsider.
I think you’re overreacting. I appreciate the concern, but I’m sure
I’m fine and don’t need the emergency room.”

He braked and pulled the car over to
the curb, and put the transmission into Park. “You’re lucky we’re
not in the driveway anymore or I would be following through with
bending you over the hood and spanking you. Not another word about
the emergency room. We are going and that’s that.”

He put the car in Drive and pulled
away from the curb.

“One more thing,” he said
with a glance in her direction. “You are getting a spanking
tonight.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“You’ll find out tonight,
won’t you?”

“But, but my ankle. You
can’t spank me if my ankle is broken.”

He chuckled and said, “Ah, so now you
admit that there is a possibility that your ankle may be broken.
Interesting that a few minutes ago you were sure you’re fine, but
with the threat of a spanking tonight, all of a sudden your ankle
could be broken.”

Damn it! She should’ve
thought it through more before she said anything.

“I don’t think it’s
broken. But even if it isn’t, it is injured and you really can’t
spank me when I have an injury.”

“Your ankle is far enough
away from what I’ll be targeting, it’ll be safe.”

 


At the emergency room, Bill made sure
to stick with her through the entire process of being examined,
x-rayed, and listening to the diagnosis and recommended treatment.
He wasn't going to give her any chance of not taking her injury
seriously.

The doctor came in and put her x-ray
on a lighted box mounted on the wall. He pointed to the injured
area and said, “There doesn’t appear to be a break, but it is badly
sprained. We’ll wrap it and I suggest you stay off it for a few
days. Ice it to keep the swelling down and I’d like to take another
look at it in a few weeks.”

“See,” she said to Bill,
“I told you it wasn’t broken. We didn’t need to come here at
all.”

Before Bill could answer, the doctor
said, “Yes, you did need to come here. Your ankle needs to be
wrapped and if you hadn’t come you might have made your injury
worse by walking on it more than you should. I’ll give you a
prescription for some pain pills. Try to take them at night only so
you can sleep. During the day, stick to ibuprofen.”

Two hours later, they were finally at
home. Sylvie had fallen asleep in the car and Bill woke her and
helped her to the bedroom and helped her change into her
nightgown.

“Hungry?”

She shook her head and said, “No, not
really. I’m tired.”

“You need to eat a little
something. How about I heat up a can of soup for you or some of the
casserole that’s leftover? Then you can rest.”

“But I’m not
hungry.”

Bill could tell she was protesting for
no reason. She didn’t like not being able to do for herself and was
pouting.

“Well, you’re going to
eat. It doesn’t have to be a lot, but you’re eating something and
that’s that.”

Sighing, she agreed to eat something
and with his help, hobbled to the kitchen.

He pulled out a chair for her to sit
down, then asked, “Soup or casserole?”

“I don’t care, whatever is
easier for you. There’ll be less to clean up with the casserole
since you can just nuke it in a bowl.”

“Okay, casserole it
is.”

He got down the two remaining bowls in
the cabinet, spooned a good amount into each bowl but added a
little extra to his own bowl. As soon as he opened the microwave,
Sylvie started giving him more instructions.

“You can only heat one
bowl at a time, and you have to cover them so they don’t splatter
the inside of the microwave.”

“I know how to microwave,”
he answered. “I’ll cover them, but I don’t see why I can’t heat
them together if they both fit.”

Sighing again, she said, “Then you’ll
have to keep stirring them so they’ll heat evenly.”

A little fed up with her attitude,
Bill asked, “What’s with the sighing, Sylvie? I’m trying to take
care of you here, you could lose the attitude.”

She sighed again, a little louder and
longer this time before saying, “Sorry, I’m just thinking about how
much I have to do at the new house and wondering how I’m going to
get it done with my stupid ankle messed up.”

Yeah, he knew she’d worry about that.
Sylvie liked to be in control of most things and now that she was
sidelined, she’d probably feel like she was going nuts when she
wanted to get the new house all ready.

“It doesn’t have to all
happen immediately. We’ll still move on time, it’ll just take a
little longer to get the place the way you want it. Everything is
done except for the window blinds and stuff, isn’t it?”

“Yes, but I don’t want to
live with a bunch of boxes sitting around waiting to be unpacked. I
wanted the house to look nice right from the start.”

He opened the microwave, stirred the
food, covered it, and started the cooking cycle again. He thought
he had an idea she might like.

“Why don’t we check with a
cleaning service or search on-line for someone who can help with
unpacking? You can relax and tell them where to put what without
putting extra strain on your ankle.”

She seemed to be considering it and he
went back to the microwave to check if the food was hot enough.
While not piping hot, it was good enough to eat. He damn near
dropped the first bowl when he tried to pick it up with his bare
hands and scorched his fingertips.

Sylvie made a tsking sound and said,
“Use a potholder, dummy.”

He turned towards her, “Did you just
call me a dummy?”

 


There was that stern tone
again, she thought to herself.
Okay, maybe I shouldn’t have called him a
dummy.

“I was just kidding,” she
said, trying to make light of it. “I thought everyone knows not to
grab a hot dish from the microwave.”

As soon as she said that last bit, she
knew she shouldn’t have.

“You mean everyone except
a dummy, right?”

Uh..oh. He was angry. The threat of a
spanking—which she didn’t think he’d actually follow through
with—was still hanging over her. Now, she’d pissed him off by
calling him a dummy.

“Bill, come on. You know I
was kidding. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.” She tried to
stand up so she could hug him, but her ankle wouldn’t hold her and
she grabbed for the table top.

“Sit down,” he said in a
commanding voice.

She sat, not sure how to
deal with this new side of her husband. She’d always been able to
get him to let her have her way in almost anything. They rarely
argued or fought over anything. It was almost like he’d become
someone else since she’d injured her foot.

Bill brought the bowls of heated
casserole to the table and said, “Eat.”

She couldn’t help the giggle that
escaped. He was looking so stern and his voice was hard when he
spoke.

“Do you mind telling me
what’s so funny?” His hand went to the side of his bowl searching
for a fork at the same time she answered.

“You ordered me to eat but
didn’t give me any silverware.”

He’d already gotten up and
retrieved the two forks that were left in the silverware drawer.
Handing her one, he went to the fridge and took out a bottle of
wine. Filling two glasses, he placed one next to each
bowl.

“It’s nice to know I’m a
source of amusement for you. I guess dummies can be pretty
funny.”

“Oh, stop it,” she said.
“I said I’m sorry. I’m just out of sorts with my ankle sore and so
much to do. You know I don’t think you’re a dummy.”

He sat and ate his supper without
responding, leaving her unsure of how to bring him back around to
his normal good-natured self. She nibbled at her food, but she’d
had been telling the truth when she said she wasn’t hungry. She
supposed she should be since she hadn’t eaten since breakfast, but
all she really wanted to do was go to bed.

Several minutes passed with neither
one of them speaking. Sylvie finally stopped pushing her food
around and said, “I’m going to bed.”

“But you haven’t finished
eating.”

“I told you I wasn’t
hungry. I’ve eaten as much as I can.”

He stared at her for a moment and she
could tell he was debating on whether or not he should let her just
go to bed.

Finally, he said, “I’ll help you get
to the bedroom.”

Once there, she hopped into the
bathroom on her own power while he turned down the bed. She managed
to brush her teeth and then hopped over to get into bed. It was
still fairly early, so she doubted he would get in bed with
her.

But would he follow through on his
threat to spank her?

He leaned over and kissed her forehead
saying, “I’m going to be up for a while yet. Is there anything else
you need?”

She shook her head tiredly and
burrowed head deeper into the pillow, relieved that he apparently
was going to forget about the spanking.

“Okay,” he said, “just
give a holler if you need me.”

He left, leaving the bedroom door open
so he could hear if she did call out to him.

She fell asleep, smug in the knowledge
that she’d been right. Bill wouldn’t spank her, it was just a
threat he’d made since she caused him to worry.




Chapter Twelve




Bill mandated that there would be no
more going to the new house for Sylvie until moving day. Her ankle
was sore and swollen, and with no furniture in the new house, there
was no place for her to sit down and rest.

“You can spend the week
packing up the remainder of the house,” he told her the next
day.

She tried to change his mind, but he
wouldn’t budge and in the end she resigned herself to having to
spend a few weeks unpacking and putting things in order later
rather than sooner as she’d originally planned. He wouldn’t even
take her to pick up her car. Instead, he arranged for Keven and
Lydia to bring the car down.

For his part, he skipped his poker
night with his pals and watched the sports games on television at
home. He helped Sylvie with packing in the evenings and for the
first few days brought home take-out for dinner so she wouldn’t
have to worry about cooking.

By mid-week it was obvious to him she
was going stir crazy and he took her out for dinner just to get her
out of the house for a bit. No sooner did they get settled in their
booth and she started in on him.

“I’m feeling much better.
I want to go to the new house tomorrow. I can take a few boxes up
with me and start unpacking things.”

He was looking at his menu and didn’t
even bother to look up at her, “No.”

“Bill, be reasonable. I’m
not going to do anything that could hurt me. I’m going nuts being
locked up all day every day.”

Sighing, he put down his menu and
said, “No. There’s no point in you taking anything up there. You
can’t carry it into the house with your crutches. I want you to
stay home. We’ll be moving in just a few days. In the meantime, if
you’re up to it and just have to get out of the house, you could go
shopping or whatever around here. But I don’t want you driving all
the way up there alone.”

Her lips tightened and he was
surprised when she didn’t try to talk him into changing his mind.
Sylvie liked to get her own way. He usually didn’t mind. When he
and Sylvie were first married, Joe had given him some
advice.

“Pick your battles,” Joe
had said. “You’ve been a bachelor for a long time. Just remember,
an unhappy wife makes for an unhappy home.”

Bill had laughed it off and made some
smart remark about Joe sounding like Dr. Phil with his ‘if Mama
ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy’ advise.

For the most part Bill followed that
advice because he liked to see Sylvie happy. She didn’t ask for
much and as long as he didn’t go out with the boys more than a
couple of times a week, she didn’t nag or complain.

When their relationship had taken a
turn a few months ago due to his gambling, he’d been reluctant
about accepting her discipline. But once they made the discovery
about how great sex could be after a spanking, he thought it was
almost worth it to blow his gambling budget. But now Sylvie was
getting a little too comfortable in what was beginning to look like
her position of power.

She expected to get her way. She
expected him to cave on everything and he was thinking it wouldn’t
be long before she didn’t even bother talking things over with him.
It was time for him to put his foot down. Just because he agreed to
her spanking him on the gambling issue didn’t mean she was the boss
or in charge of everything.

Marriage was a partnership and it
looked like he was going to have to remind her of that. Bill
suspected she’d never thought he’d spank her when she’d hurt her
ankle. And she was right. Certainly he’d never spank her right
after she’d injured herself.

However, the old saying ‘what’s good
for the goose, is good for the gander’ held a lot of truth and
Sylvie just might find out the hard way if she continued thinking
she could do whatever she wanted.

He had to chuckle when she gave it one
more try while they ate dessert.

“How about I go up without
taking any boxes? I’ll just unpack what’s already up
there.”

“No, Sylvie. I don’t want
you to drive that far alone until your ankle is better. You still
have plenty to do finishing the packing.”

“You know,” she said in a
surly tone, “I’m sorry I asked. I never asked before about when I
went up to the new house. I only told you so you’d know where I was
if I was late. Sort of a courtesy.”

“And I appreciate that.
But while your ankle is still mending, I want you to avoid that
long trip alone.”

She didn’t push it, but he could tell
she wanted to.

He called for the check, and they made
their way back home.

Sylvie continued her surly attitude
giving him short replies whenever he spoke to her. At home, she got
ready for bed and then sat in her recliner to read for a little
while.

Thinking it might be best to just let
her stew, Bill sat down and turned on the television. The rest of
the evening passed without any further conversation and when he got
up to go to bed, he wasn’t surprised to find Sylvie already tucked
in and asleep.

 


On Friday morning Bill
left for work early. It was the perfect opportunity for her to go
the new house and get some unpacking done. Bill would never know.
She could drive up there, unpack a few boxes and get back a few
hours before he returned home. Her ankle had healed enough by now
that she could manage pretty well with just one crutch and she was
sure she could take one of the small boxes with her.

She quickly dressed after washing
their few breakfast dishes and picked up a small box that didn’t
weigh very much. Yes, she could handle this easily.

Sylvie put her purse strap over her
shoulder, picked up the small box in her left hand, grabbed one
crutch with her right hand and went to put the items in the car.
Then she came back to the house, turned off the lights, locked the
door, and she was on her way.

Everything worked out just fine. At
the new house, she managed to unpack four boxes and was quite
pleased with her day’s work. Sitting down on the bottom ledge of
the fireplace, she ate the sandwich she’d made for lunch and
thought about leaving for home. Tomorrow was moving day and she had
a few more items to pack. If she left now, she’d have enough time
to make a casserole for dinner which would be more evidence that
she’d been home all day.

She ignored the little niggling
thought in the back of her mind telling her she was all wrong about
deceiving Bill.

She ignored the reminder that just
because Bill hadn’t followed through on his threat, didn’t mean he
wouldn’t in the future.

She even ignored the little thought
that had she done this sneaky thing with Donald, her bottom would
have paid a painful price.

There was no need to pay
attention to these little thoughts in her head because Bill wasn’t
ever going to know that she’d come up to the new house
today.

Satisfied that her plan had worked out
so well, she locked up the new house and headed for the
highway.

Less than halfway home,
her car suddenly became hard to steer and she heard the
kerchunk sound of a flat
tire.

Shit! I’ll be lucky to get
home before Bill now.

She put her emergency blinkers on and
carefully made her way to the right side of the road and pulled
over. Getting out she saw her left rear tire was completely
flat.

I’ll never hear the end of
this from Bill.

Digging her cell phone out of her
purse, she called her roadside service provider and asked them if
they could please put a rush on getting someone out to her. The
dispatcher told her it would be at least an hour, maybe
more.

She debated calling Bill, but decided
just on the off chance that she did make it home before him, the
smart thing would be to not call him.

It was almost exactly an hour later
when roadside service pulled up behind her. The young man was
friendly and appeared to work quickly and efficiently, but by the
time he finished changing her tire and she was on the road again,
nearly another hour had passed.

Now she’d be lucky if she got home
before Bill did and she had nothing made for dinner. Maybe she
could make some quick stir fry. She had half a big bag of stir fry
veggies in the freezer and some frozen chicken strips. With a
little luck, she could get dinner made and Bill would be none the
wiser.

If he made it home before she did,
she’d have to tell him the truth and hope he didn’t get too angry
with her. She didn’t want to lie to him. Not telling him what she’d
been doing today was one thing, but actually lying was another. Her
fingers were crossed as she turned down their street and she
breathed a sigh of relief when she saw their empty
driveway.

She made it into the house and had
just pulled out the stir fry and chicken when she heard the front
door open and close. He was home.

Taking a deep breath, she released it
slowly while trying to tamp down the guilty feeling that was making
her stomach churn.

“Hi, Honey!” she called
out from the kitchen.

“You’re home,” Bill said.
“I was here about fifteen minutes ago and realized we were out of
beer so I went to get some. Were you out shopping?”

Busted!

“Uh, no. Not exactly. I
went out to do a few errands and got a flat tire. I had to wait an
hour for roadside service.”

“Why didn’t you call
me?”

“Oh, I didn’t want to
bother you at work.” Trying to get off the subject of where she’d
gone, she went on to say, “I’ll have to get the flat fixed so I’ll
leave early in the morning before the movers come. They’re due at
ten.”

“I’ll take care of it for
you, hon. So where were you when you got the flat?”

Damn! I’m going to have to
tell him.

“On the highway. I
was...um...on my way home.” Her back was to him as she stirred the
chicken strips and prepared to toss the veggies in the only frying
pan that wasn’t packed away.

He put his hand on her shoulder and
made her turn to look at him.

“Sylvie, exactly where
were you coming home from?”

Shit! He knows. He knows
and he’s testing me to see if I’ll tell the truth. Shit!

“Don’t be mad, Bill. I
went to the new house and unpacked a few boxes. I was only there
for a few hours and then came home.”

He was quiet for several
seconds.

“After I specifically
asked you…no, I told you not to go up there alone. And you went
anyway.”

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m
just excited about the house and want to work on getting it ready
for us.” She touched his sleeve and tried to move closer, but he
wouldn’t allow it.

“It’s becoming clear that
what I say doesn’t mean anything around here.”

“That’s not true…,” she
didn’t get to finish what she wanted to say.

Bill had turned and walked back out
the front door.

The sound of his car starting and
backing out the driveway made her heart fall down to her stomach.
Bill had walked out on her again. He must be very upset with
her.

She turned the stove off, covered the
pan of half cooked stir fry, and sat down on one of the kitchen
chairs.

Oh, why was I so stupid to
go up there after he told me not too? Now he’s angry, and he’ll
probably never trust me again.

Disappointed in herself, she left the
food on the stove, and hobbled to the living room to wait for
him.




 


 


 Chapter Thirteen

 


Bill unlocked the door trying to be as
quiet as possible. He’d had a few too many drinks and had to get an
Uber ride home. He felt bad that he’d walked out on Sylvie, but
she’d made him so mad he didn’t know what else to do.

It was after midnight and
now he’d have to get up early, take Sylvie’s car in to get the tire
fixed, then get an Uber to pick up his car so he could come home
and drive her to the tire store. And the movers would be here at
ten.

He slipped off his shoes and tiptoed
towards the bedroom. He stopped when he saw Sylvie slumped on the
sofa, sleeping soundly.

Damn! She’d waited up for him. Now he
felt even worse. He gave her shoulder a nudge.

“Sylvie…hey, honey. Come
on, let’s go to bed.”

She stirred, but didn’t wake
up.

He nudged her again, and this time she
sat up, rubbing her eyes.

“You’re home,” she mumbled
sleepily.

“Yeah, and it’s time you
were in bed. Come on, I’ll help you to the bedroom.”

Bill put his arm around her waist to
steady her which also steadied him and they managed to
stumble/hobble to bed where they promptly fell asleep without any
further discussion of their argument.

He woke up at six and Sylvie was no
longer in the bed. The shower was running so he knew she was in
there. He thought he’d stay in bed until he heard her turn the
water off and then he’d shoo her out of there so he could get
going.

Instead, he fell asleep
again and when he awoke it was to the smell of coffee and bacon
frying.

Shit! Why didn’t she wake
me up? She must still be pissed, though she has no business being
upset. She’s the one that went up to the new house after I
specifically told her not to.

He took a fast shower, dressed, and
went to the kitchen.

“Good morning, honey,”
Sylvie’s voice was cheerful as though there’d been no disagreement
the day before. “I used up the rest of the eggs and bacon for
breakfast, so I hope you’re hungry.”

She put a cup of coffee on the table
as he sat down.

“I don’t really have time
to eat. I have to take your tire to get it repaired and then get my
car. The movers are due here in less than two hours.”

“Why isn’t your car
here?”

“I didn’t want to drive
home last night so I took an Uber.”

“So you drank too much?”
She put a plate of bacon and eggs in front of him.

Bill knew what she was doing. Turning
his going out into something more than it was to deflect his
attention away from her trip to the new house. He picked up his
fork and took a bite of the eggs.

“I did not drink too much.
I had three beers and since I hadn’t eaten, I thought it’d be wiser
not to drive.”

“Well, you could have
eaten if you hadn’t walked out. I had to throw away the stir fry
this morning.”

He sighed, and pushed his plate away.
Standing up, he said, “I’m not getting into this right now. I have
to get back here before the movers come. But we are going to have a
serious talk later.”

 


She couldn’t believe he’d walked out
again. Without saying bye or giving her the usual kiss. She
understood he had a lot to do this morning and part of that was her
fault. There wouldn’t be a tire to fix if she’d done as he asked
and not gone up to the new house. Still, he was the one that walked
out last night, drank on an empty stomach, and then couldn’t drive
his car home.

Scrapping the leftover food into the
trash can, she began cleaning up the kitchen. She dried the dishes
by hand and packed them into a box she’d set aside for the final
kitchen items. While she worked, she thought about what was
happening between them.

In the little more than
two years they’d been married, this was the worst disagreement
they’d had. She didn’t want to call it a fight. They never argued.
Well, maybe not never. But when they did, it was over minor things that didn’t
really upset their relationship.

The more she thought about
it, the more it became clear to her that perhaps the reason for
that was Bill’s willingness to go along with whatever she wanted.
There hadn’t been any major things that came up in their marriage
so it was probably easy for Bill to just give in and let her have
her way. Things hadn’t been quite the same between them since she
hurt her ankle. Which had happened because she used the ladder when
Bill asked her not to when she was alone. Going up to the house
against his wishes only made things worse. That had been stupid on
her part. Not only stupid, but inconsiderate of his
feelings.

Moving to the new house was the
biggest change in their life so far, and Bill had gone along with
it just so she could be closer to her son and her soon to be born
grandbaby. Even though it had been an easy decision for him since
he had many clients in Denver, he was moving nearly two hours away
from his group of buddies. The guys he got together with for
sports, poker night, and other guy things wouldn’t be nearby any
longer. This move was going to affect his life a lot more than
hers.

A little guilty pang made
her breakfast feel not sour in her stomach. Donald would have given
her one hell of a spanking if she’d sneaked behind his back and did
something he’d asked her not to. He probably would have used his
belt—something that happened just a few times and only for the
worst of her transgressions. Whether he used his hand or his belt,
it would have been a spanking that made it uncomfortable for her to
sit for several days, reminding her that actions had
consequences.

The best thing about being spanked, if
there could be a best thing, was that once it was over, the guilt
was gone. Donald never brought up her misdeeds again. He punished
her, forgave her, and she had a clean start.

All this thinking about Donald and
what he would have done, gave her an idea. She needed to think
about it. The doorbell rang and Sylvie glanced at the microwave to
see what time it was. Ten o’clock. It must be the movers. There was
no more time to think, her day just got very busy.

She saw Bill driving up in his car
when she opened the door and was relieved he was back in time to
handle the movers so she could get the sheets off the bed and
finalize her last minute packing. While she worked at these menial
chores, she tried to work out her idea.

 


At last everything was loaded and
Sylvie drove Bill to where he’d left his car and then they were on
the way to their new home. Things had still been a little chilly
between them on the short drive to Bill’s car, but as long as they
kept the subject to the move they were at least talking.

Sylvie drove slightly above the speed
limit so she could get to the house before the movers and unlock
the door. She beat them there by about fifteen minutes, and opened
the front door and the garage door to give them options on which
one to use for the different pieces of furniture.

The afternoon went by quickly with
Sylvie telling the movers where to place the furniture. All the
boxes were labeled with the room they belonged in so she didn’t
have to oversee the placement of them. Bill spent his time hooking
up the television and the computers.

When they brought in the bed, they
were nice enough to move it twice after Sylvie changed her mind on
where she wanted it in the bedroom. Her idea to make things right
with Bill ended up coming to a complete plan while the bedroom
furniture was being shifted around. She felt she needed to tip the
workmen extra for all the changes she put them through.

Finally it was all done and the movers
were gone. She was exhausted and the last thing she wanted to do
was think about making dinner.

“How ‘bout we order a
pizza?” she asked as they collapsed on the sofa in their new living
room.

Bill turned on the television to some
sports game and said, “Sure, that’ll be fine. Where will we get it
from?”

“I don’t know. I’ll check
on Yelp and see what’s nearby.”

While they waited for the pizza
delivery, she went into the bedroom and put clean sheets on the bed
and put the beginning of her idea into motion. She wasn’t sure Bill
would pick up on it, but once the next part was in place, she
thought he probably would catch on. After that, it was all up to
him.

She heard the doorbell ring while she
was still in the bedroom and then Bill called out.

“Pizza’s here. Better come
get some before I eat it all.”

She pulled two beers from
the fridge, sat next to Bill on the sofa, and reached for what was
allegedly some of the finest pizza in the Denver area. Leaning
back, she balanced her loaded paper plate on her lap. In the past
couple of years she’d learned that if she didn’t grab the three
slices she wanted up front, Bill would eat the whole damn
thing.

The rest of the evening was fairly
companionable while they ate and watched the game. Every now and
then she caught Bill looking at her and it made her wonder what he
was thinking about.

When Bill yelled a big, ‘Yeah, baby!’
she was pretty sure he’d won some money on a bet.

“Did you win a few bucks?”
she asked.

“I sure did. Probably
around a grand or so. We’ll go out and celebrate tomorrow
night.”

He was in a good mood now, but still
looked at her as though he was thinking about something. She put
their used paper plates into the pizza box, picked up the empty
beer cans, and took everything into the kitchen.

Taking a deep breath, she knew it was
late enough to put the next part of her plan into
action.

“It’s getting late, I’m
gonna head to bed,” she announced as she passed through the living
room.

He gave her a look, nodded, and said
he’d be there in just a few minutes.




Chapter
Fourteen




When Bill walked into the
bedroom he had his own plan in his head but was surprised at what
he found. There was a leather belt folded in half laying on the
bed. His wife was standing in the only corner devoid of furniture
or boxes, naked and with her arms folded behind her
back.

“What the hell are you
doing, Sylvie?”

He heard her take a deep breath before
answering, “Letting you know that I was in the wrong and am ready
to accept my punishment.”

Dumbfounded that what she was doing
coincided so closely to his own plan, he sat down on the end of the
bed.

“Come here,
baby.”

She turned and walked towards him,
head bowed, cheeks slightly flushed. He thought she looked shy, a
little embarrassed, and a lot unsure of what was
happening.

He moved his legs apart, put his hands
on her hips and pulled her between his knees. His hands moved up to
her waist and then skimmed back down to her thighs.

“Look at me,
Sylvie.”

She lifted her eyes and her cheeks
flushed a deeper pink.

“I’m so sorry, honey,” she
said. “I wouldn’t have hurt myself if I’d listened to you and not
used the ladder. And it was wrong for me to sneak to the house
after you asked me not to.”

He nodded in agreement, “Wanna know
something funny?”

“Something funny? Um…yeah,
I guess so.”

“I’ve been thinking all
day about how worried I was when you weren’t home that day you hurt
your ankle. And when I decided to drive up there and see if you
were okay, I was afraid we’d pass each other on the highway and my
drive would be a waste of time. But when I got there and saw that
you were hurt, I got angry. And I started thinking how you would
have taken your hairbrush to my ass if I’d gone against our
agreement about my gambling budget.”

He paused just long enough for Sylvie
to ask, “What’s funny about that?”

Bill chuckled and said, “Here’s what’s
funny…I came to the decision that what’s good for the goose is good
for the gander and I came in here tonight with the intention of
spanking you for putting yourself in danger. Not just on the
ladder, but driving up there again—after I asked you not to—with
your ankle still on the mend. So the funny part is that you and I
were thinking the same thing.”

She gave a short laugh, “So I didn’t
have to put out the belt and do my little stint in the corner. You
were going to take me to task on your own.”

“Yep. I’ve had enough of
letting you rule the roost. We’re going to talk things through from
now on and you’re not always going to get your way. Your number one
rule—and for now the only rule—is that you stay safe and not do
anything to put yourself in danger. Do you understand?”

He saw several emotions ranging from
indignation to resignation cross her features. He knew she’d have
questions, but for now he needed to show her he meant business. He
tapped his thigh with his hand.

“Over you go.”

When she hesitated, he stated very
firmly, “Now.”

As she moved to obey, he guided her
over his lap and began to gently rub her bottom.

“You didn’t answer me. Do
you understand?” His hand came down and gave her a sharp
swat.

“Ow!” she reached her hand
behind but he grabbed it and held it out of harm’s way.

Another smack landed on her butt and
he asked again, “Sylvie, do you understand?”

“Ow! Yes, yes…um…I
understand.”

He felt her squirming on his lap and
his dick twitched as he became aroused.

Continuing to spank her bottom, he
moved around making sure to give equal attention to right cheek,
left cheek, center, and the top of her thighs. While spanking he
talked about how things were going to be from now on.

“There’ll be no more of
you just doing whatever you please. I want to know what your plans
are when you’re going out and when I can expect you
home.”

“Wait a minute!” Sylvie
cried out. “Are you expecting me to ask permission every time I go
someplace?”

A hard smack hit her tender sit spot
and she cried out again, “Ow!”

“No, you don’t need to ask
permission. Just keep me informed, let me know if you’re gonna be
late. Common courtesy items seeing as how we’re
married.”

He stopped spanking and
started rubbing. Her ass was quite pink and he liked how warm it
felt to his palm. His dick was getting more and more excited as he
cupped one cheek and savored the heat on his hand. He was surprised
how much his palm stung from delivering the spanking. It made sense
when he thought about it. His hand was getting the same whack
Sylvie’s ass was getting. It was why Sylvie used a hairbrush when
she spanked him.

He glanced at the folded belt that was
just a foot or so away from him. Could he use that? It sure as hell
would spare his palm from any further stinging, but could he whip
his wife with it?

Obviously she was ready for it, she
was the one who put it on the bed. She must feel she deserved the
harsher punishment of a belt rather than just his hand. But what if
he really hurt her? What if he left marks on her? Bruised
her?

All those thoughts going through his
mind, he was almost startled when Sylvie asked, “Are you done? Is
the spanking over?”

He picked up the belt and let it rest
on her backside. As soon as he did, he felt her tense
up.

“I’m going to guess you
put this belt on the bed for a reason. Do you really want me to use
this?”

She squirmed around and he couldn’t
help but wish she’d stop doing that. His cock wasn’t just twitching
anymore. It was in full blown hard-on mode and wanted to get out of
his pants and into Sylvie’s hot pussy.

“Answer me, Sylvie. Should
I use the belt?”

He heard her take a deep
breath before she said, “I just feel so damn guilty! I mean, I
didn’t step off the ladder wrong on purpose. It was just an
accident. And it certainly isn’t my fault there was a damn nail in
the road that gave me a flat. But it’s my fault that both those
things happened because I did something you asked me not
to.”

He waited for her to say something
more since she hadn’t really said yes to the belt. When she
remained quiet, he said, “So I’ll take that to mean you think you
deserve the belt. Right?”

She sighed heavily, making him feel
like admitting that she deserved the belt was more than she wanted
to do. She finally answered, “I think I’ll be rid of the guilt and
then we can start fresh.”

He was still hesitant and wanted to be
sure she understood what she might be getting into.

“I’ve never used a belt
for anything more than holding up my pants. I get that it’s
punishment and is supposed to hurt, but I don’t want to really hurt
you.”

She wrapped her free hand around his
leg in an awkward hug and said, “You won’t. Just do it. I trust
you, sir.”

Sir?

She called him Sir?

Hmm…he kind of liked that.
And he liked that she said she trusted him.

The first few strikes were tentative
and he paused after each one to watch the red strip bloom into a
welt. He held back, afraid to use too much force. It didn’t take
too many times before he felt he had the rhythm down and he whipped
her several more times.

She gasped several times and gave an
occasional yelp when the belt hit her sit spot. Was it too much?
Should he stop? He better ask. But he thought he should keep it
stern for maximum effect.

“Is that enough for you,
young lady?”

Sylvie took a few deep breaths and
answered, “That’s…up to you. It’s enough when you say it’s enough,
sir.”

He put the belt down and rubbed her
ass again. It wasn’t just warm anymore, it was hot. Oh, it was hot
and felt so good. His fingers slid down between her legs and he
liked how she opened them to give him easier access to her
pussy.

Her very wet pussy. So being spanked
turned her on as much as when she used her hairbrush on him. He
pulled her up, turning her so she was sitting on his lap. Her face
was slightly damp. Had she been crying? Oh god, he must have really
hurt her!

He kissed her wet cheeks and asked,
“Was it too much? Did I hurt you?”

She shook her head and smiled before
saying, “No, it was just right. It was what I needed.”

“Then why are you
crying?”

“I don’t know,” she
shrugged her shoulders. “I think because I’m happy to be free of
the guilt. I think I’ve been feeling a little guilty for a long
time over the way I’ve not really taken into consideration your
feelings about so many things. You were right, you do let me have
my way. Even when you shouldn’t.”

“Well, that’s going to
stop. But right now I want to tell you something that you probably
already know, but I think we should do something about
it.”

Her head cocked to one side, she
asked, “What?”

“Did you know that your
pussy is dripping wet and my cock feels like it’s as hard as a
steel pipe?”

“Yes,” she gave him an
impish shy smile. “I do know that. And I know what we should do
about it.”

“Do you, now? Why don’t
you tell me?”

She whispered in his ear, “You should
get undressed and then put that steel pipe inside my wet
pussy.”

He turned his head to kiss
her, his tongue pushing its way into her mouth as he deepened the
kiss. His fingers slid along her wet slit and he plunged two of
them deep inside her. She moaned into his mouth and he continued to
finger her while circling his thumb over her clit.

Another deep moan from her and she
broke their kiss.

“Please, I’m gonna
come.”

“I know. Come for me,
Sylvie. Then I’ll fuck you and make you come again.”

She exploded as soon as he said ‘I’ll
fuck you.’

Bill waited until her spasm subsided
and then gently moved her so he could get undressed. It didn’t take
him but a minute and she was licking her lips as he pushed her legs
wide apart and drove his hard cock into her. Her legs wrapped
around his waist and her hands clasped his ass, pulling him in
closer and deeper.

She met every thrust of his all the
while muttering, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”

“I’m fucking you, baby.
You’re gonna come all over this hard cock.”

He drove into her hard, harder than he
ever had. He felt he couldn’t get enough of her, he wanted more and
more. He wanted to be deeper inside her and he pulled her legs away
from their hold around his back and placed them over his shoulders,
raising her hips higher, letting him drive in deeper.

She was keening now, and
her head was rolling from side to side. He was about to come and
knew he couldn’t hold off much longer. He wanted to feel her come.
He wanted her pussy to contract around his cock and milk all the
juice from him. Thrusting harder and faster, he bent down and took
a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while pinching the other one
between his fingers.

With a scream, she flung
her arms around him and together they exploded. Spasm after spasm
rolled through him and he could feel her coming. She was holding on
tightly, as if she were afraid she’d fall if she let go.

Slowly they slipped apart and lay
there panting, each trying to catch their breath. Sylvie’s head was
on his shoulder and she played with the light hairs on his
chest.

“Whew!” Sylvie said when
she could speak again.

“Yeah, I know.”

It was several minutes later before
they spoke again.

“I think we’re gonna make
spanking a regular thing,” Bill said as he planted a kiss on her
forehead.

“Hmm…it’s not a bad idea.
For more than one reason,” she giggled.

He chuckled in agreement. “It does
have some nice end results.”

She sat up, “Seriously though, how are
we going to work this out? I always thought there could be only one
spanker and one spankee in a relationship.”

“I think we just proved
that idea to be wrong. Today I was the spanker and you were the
spankee. It’ll reverse next time I blow it on my
gambling.”

“But the idea is to stop
the undesirable behavior, so there shouldn’t be a next
time.”

“Honey, it’s a deterrent,
but you have to know that I’ll blow it again. There’ll be a bet I
just can’t pass up and when that happens I’ll come home and let you
lay into my ass with that damn hair brush of yours.”

“I guess you’re right.
Unless you quit gambling all together.”

“That’s not going to
happen, babe. And I’ll venture to guess that you’ll do something
that’s not exactly safe or something I’ve asked you not to and then
I’ll be the one laying into your ass. With my hand and possibly the
belt again.”

He rubbed her bottom, but it barely
felt warm now.

“How is this feeling? You
okay?”

“I’m fine,” she blushed
and hid her face in his chest. “I’ll probably feel it for a day or
two when I sit, but it’ll be good reminder.”

He sat up and rolled her on her
belly.

“Let me see if I left any
marks or bruises.”

Running his hand over the
entire area, he could feel the slight welts left by the
belt.

“Does it hurt?” he
asked.

She looked over her shoulder and said,
“No, and if there are any marks or bruises I don’t
mind.”

Bill tugged the sheet and blanket out
from under her, climbed in beside her, and pulled her close so she
was once again resting her head on his shoulder.

“Let’s get some sleep.
Tomorrow will be busy with unpacking.”

Sylvie turned her head up to kiss him
goodnight and then snuggled in feeling she was where she belonged,
feeling loved.

Bill kissed the top of her head and
muttered, “I kind of like it when you call me ‘sir.’

She smiled into his shoulder, placed a
little kiss there, and said, “Do you? Funny, I kind of like it when
you call me ‘ma’am’ when I’m blistering your backside with the
hairbrush.”

“Haha,” he gave her hip a
light smack and said, “Go to sleep. I love you.”

She smacked him back, “I love you
too.”
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