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 1. The Spanking Contract 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Another awful day," Kevin Greene said to himself as he entered his car to drive home. 
 
    At just 27 years old, Kevin was the youngest store manager in a chain of general merchandise superstores, and there were many days he himself wondered if he had advanced too far too soon. He had been a business major at the University of Michigan and could easily have started a career in Detroit or Chicago, but he and his then-girlfriend, now-wife Karen, both wanted to live in Michigan's Upper Peninsula where they had grown up. There weren't a lot of white collar jobs available in the U.P., so Kevin took a management trainee position at the store, while Karen was able to find a job as a teacher in the public school system. Kevin rapidly advanced through the store's management ranks as other managers happily accepted transfers to other areas, and when the store's General Manager decided to retire a year earlier, he was offered the job. Other department managers had much more seniority than he did, but none of them were college graduates and Kevin was leapfrogged over the others. Obviously, there was a great deal of resentment underlying his management of the store. 
 
    Among today's stressful activities, he had to fire a high school boy who had been late for work three days in a row. Kevin knew his mother was friendly with the boy's parents, and he knew he'd soon be getting a call from his mother about it. But that was just one of dozens - perhaps hundreds if he really thought about it - of decisions he needed to make every single day. 
 
    He was tired of making decisions. 
 
    Karen understood the stress her husband was under. She wanted to do anything and everything she could to help him relax, and always catered to him as best she could. Dinner was always whatever he wanted, she was always willing to watch whatever TV shows he wanted to watch and on the weekends when he did not have to be at the store, she would do whatever he wanted to do. It was always his decision. 
 
    Last night when she had asked him about tonight's dinner, he had chosen lasagna, and she dutifully had it ready for him. After dinner they moved to the family room and she asked what he'd like tomorrow. 
 
    "I'd like you to decide," he said. 
 
    "Honey, I just want to make you happy," she said. "I know how work is stressing you out and I'll do absolutely anything I can to make things better for you. Please, just tell me what you want. I'm willing to do more to help you." 
 
    "Karen, what will make me happier is for you to do less for me, not more." 
 
    "I'm confused," she said. 
 
    "I'm tired of making decisions," he said. Every day I make hundreds of decisions - who to hire, who to fire, merchandise for the end-aisle display, inventory control, scheduling hours. I'm just decided-out when I get home. I know you mean well, but when I get here you ask me what I want for dinner, what I want to do this weekend, what movie I want to see. What I really want is to come home and take my brain out of gear. You tell me what's for dinner. You tell me what we're doing this weekend. Don't let me vegetate in front of the TV watching shows I really don't care about. Don't ask me to help around the house - make a list and tell me what I must do, and make damn well sure I do it. Please, honey, please take control of the house and you be the boss here." 
 
    "I'm surprised, but if you think that will make you happier, I can do it," she answered. "Yes, I can be the boss. I'll just think of you as one of my third-graders," she said smiling. 
 
    "Good," Kevin replied. "I think I'd really like that. I want you to really take control, really be tough on me. I'd actually like to be a little afraid of you, in a good sort of way. Like your kids in school. Or like a kid with his mother: when he has a problem or something hurts, he goes running to his mother to make things better. But he knows that if he screws up or breaks one of her rules, he's going to end up crying in the corner with a very red butt." 
 
    Karen smiled, almost laughed. "Oh, so you want me to spank you too, eh?" 
 
    His answer shocked her. "Well, no, not really. But I do think if you're really in charge, you should have the right to punish me if I don't do what you tell me to do, or if I break one of the rules you set. I don't particularly want you to spank me, but if you're going to be the boss of the house, that should be an option you should have." 
 
    She wasn't smiling any more. "Let me think all this over," she said. "Let's discuss it again tomorrow." 
 
    The next night they moved into the family room right after dinner (one she had decided on without asking him what he wanted). No TV, they sat on different sofas facing each other. 
 
    "I thought about what you said last night," Karen started. "I'm willing to do it, but I think we need a contract." 
 
    "A contract? Like in that 50 Shades movie?" 
 
    "Not quite that formal, but yes, I want to put everything down in writing so we can stick to an agreement and not ruin our marriage because of misunderstandings. I think we should each spend a couple of days thinking about this and then talk about everything and put it on paper. I also think you should have an 'out'. We should try this for a while, but after a set period of time, you need to be able to end the arrangement, or at least we should have a time when we can re-negotiate the whole thing." 
 
    The next two evenings were spent negotiating the terms of the contract. The couple had fun doing it - they smiled and laughed as they discussed the terms, but there was also real give-and-take. Kevin was surprised (and proud) that his wife was a strong negotiator, and when she gave into one of his demands, she made sure to get a matching concession from him. And it was pleasing to both of them that Kevin was much more relaxed than a typical night after work. 
 
    When discussing the section concerning punishments, Kevin had no objections when spanking was listed as one of the possibilities - of course, he had been the one to suggest it in the first place. He was much more concerned about his Saturday morning golf game (he played almost every week with three buddies he had grown up with). Karen stood firm on that point saying she needed a possible punishment that would be meaningful to him to keep him in line. He reluctantly agreed when she agreed to insert a clause limiting the number of times each month he had to accompany her to dinner at her mother's house. 
 
    He also demanded the contract would forbid disclosure of their arrangement to anyone else. Karen felt that way anyway, but in return for her formal agreement, she held out for his consent to a clause where she could revoke his TV-watching privileges. He was willing to forego primetime TV watching, but wanted weekend sports to be exempted - but she refused to agree to a sports exemption, and she won on that point. 
 
    The discussions about an opt-out period ended up being that the contract would be firm for six months. At that point, either had the right to end the agreement in total or re-negotiate for another six month period. At the end of the second six months, either could end the deal in total - but if neither did, it would become a permanent fixture for the rest of their marriage. 
 
    "Tomorrow's Friday and it's July 1st," she said. "I'll type all this up and let's sign it tomorrow night. That way it will be very easy to remember when the opt-out day is, it will be New Year's Day." 
 
    The next night she had three copies of the contract for them both to sign. One copy was for him, one for her, and the last went into a tin box where they kept valuables such as car titles and passports. She had signed all three copies, and as soon as he signed the last, she put a copy into the tin box, stood up smiling, and pointed to the bedroom. 
 
    "Bedroom," she said to her husband. 
 
    Kevin hadn't thought of all this as particularly erotic, but he reasoned if she did think that way, it sounded good to him. He walked into the room, turned to embrace her as she walked in, but was surprised when she walked right past him and went to her dresser instead. She opened the drawer, and pulled out a large wooden hairbrush he had never seen before. 
 
    "Where did you get that?" he asked. 
 
    "I wanted to get it at your store, but I didn't," she answered. "I would have loved to use your employee discount so I could say I spanked you at 20% off retail prices, but most of your cashiers know me, so I bought it at a different store. Sorry, dear, I'm afraid you're going to get spanked at full retail." 
 
    "But I haven't done anything to be spanked for." 
 
    Karen smiled. She opened her copy of the contract and read: "'Wife shall have the authority to punish husband in any manner she feels appropriate for any poor behavior during the entirety of the marriage.' You signed it, young man," she said, "and the entirety of the marriage takes in a whole lot of things. Would you prefer one good spanking today, or would you like me to remember one bad thing you've done once a day for the next few weeks?" 
 
    His admiration for his wife had grown to new heights - she had him, he thought. "No, let's get it all behind us tonight," he said, unaware of the unintentional joke he had just made. 
 
    "Good boy," she said with a devilish eye. "Be happy - you wanted to be a little scared of me, now you're going to see exactly what you're going to be afraid of." 
 
    She ordered him to remove everything he was wearing and as he undressed he could see she was enjoying the scenario she had created. He wasn't scared of his upcoming spanking but as he undressed his eyes were mostly fixed on the brush that looked to be very unfriendly. He imagined it would sting quite a bit. 
 
    In the past two days, once she realized she was going to be in a position where she would be spanking her husband, Karen had spent a lot of time on the internet, looking at sites featuring women spanking men. She realized most of them were fantasies but found some that seemed credible, and developed her thoughts about how to spank Kevin, so she was ready to do so, and armed with a weapon she felt would deliver a memorable experience. She wasn't at all angry at him, but as long as he had said he wanted to be a little afraid of her, she was determined to make that happen. 
 
    Once he was naked, she told him to get one of their dining room chairs and bring it into the bedroom. The chairs were all wood (thin cushions were tied on to the seats) with a straight back and no arms - perfect spanking chairs! He complied and she had him place it where there was room for him to stretch out fully over her lap. Once he moved into position, she moved her right leg over the back of his legs to lock him in, demanded he move his right arm to the small of his back, then grabbed that arm with her left hand. She knew she now had him in a position he couldn't escape from if he tried. 
 
    Enjoying herself thoroughly, she taunted him while rubbing the back of the brush lightly over his buttocks. Then she turned the brush and lightly ran the bristles against him, which made him shudder. He felt her lift the brush as she said, "Oh, you've been such a bad boy since we've been married. I'm going to make your butt so, so red - and I've got six months to do this every day if you don't do what I say." 
 
    Splat! 
 
    The first spank landed but did not feel too bad at first to the spankee. Then the second, then the third, and then more and more started to land on both cheeks, and the pain started to build. In what seemed like just a few seconds, Kevin was already at a point where he felt he'd had enough. He started to squirm to avoid the upcoming spanks, but he felt her tighten both her legs and her control of his right arm - he knew he was unable to avoid whatever amount of spanks she wanted to deliver and a feeling of helplessness hit him. Yes, he did want her in control, he thought, but this was a lot more painful than he imagined, and he really wanted it to end immediately. 
 
    He started to try to beg her to stop, and was surprised to hear how weak his voice sounded, very much like a little boy. He was out of breath and panting, and just saying tiny statements like "Please, honey" or "No more." He found that even saying "It hurts" was an effort. 
 
    His wife replied with taunts, calling him a bad boy and saying his butt wasn't red enough yet to suit her. Just before she finished she added, "I'm so glad I went to the other store to get this brush. I'll bet you don't have one in your store that gives as good a spanking as this brush." 
 
    "I'm sure we don't," he managed to say. "Please stop." And she stopped. 
 
    The spanking was over, but not the punishment. She ordered him to the corner and warned him that any rubbing would result in more spanks. With his nose buried into the corner, he wasn't sure if she was still in the room or not after a few minutes. He tentatively moved his right hand back towards his right butt cheek and was immediately rewarded with several more quick, hard spanks from the brush. 
 
    "I'm sorry, I couldn't help it," he squeaked out and then placed his hands under the opposite armpits to keep from rubbing again. 
 
    After ten minutes of agony standing in the corner, she said to him, "I'm going to be nice to my little boy. I'm sure it's hard to stand there like that. So you can sit down." She had removed the cushion from the 'spanking chair' and moved it right behind him, gently pushing him down onto it. His naked red butt landed on the cool wooden seat and produced a new wave of pain that seemed to be the worst of the night. 
 
    "A little afraid of me now are you?" Karen asked. 
 
    "Definitely," was the answer. 
 
    After fifteen minutes sitting in the corner, he felt his wife help him rise up from the chair. He turned and saw she was smiling and as naked as he was. She led him to their bed. 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Summers are short in the northern climes of the U.P., and it seemed autumn came almost overnight. But the summer had been good for the couple; the arrangement was working well. Kevin got what he wanted with a wife in control, and Karen was pleased with all the progress he made on outdoor home repairs and working in their yard - not to mention dragging him to some chick flicks that he never would have agreed to before. He also had been ordered to take over some of the household chores that had been exclusively hers before. No punishments were necessary although she had made some references to the golf game a few times when he started to slip back towards some depression about his job. 
 
    All was well as the calendar turned to November and snow started to fall frequently, ending golf for the season. Of course, that was the beginning of the busiest season of the year for retailers, and pressures, and consequently time spent at the store grew exponentially. Kevin was becoming nervous and stressed again, and Karen felt she needed to be tougher on him, not easier, to get him through it. Although the contract had provisions for him spending all necessary time at work, she increased her list of things he needed to accomplish at home, even moving more of her normal tasks to him. He asked her why she was doing that. "Because I can," was the answer. 
 
    He started to fall behind in his responsibilities. With golf no longer a possibility, she threatened to revoke his television privileges. The contract allowed him to work as late as necessary, but required him to call her to let her know. When he forgot to do that one evening (leading to a ruined dinner she had prepared), she told him he could not watch any TV for a week. 
 
    There was a problem. To a graduate of the University of Michigan, nothing is more important than the Michigan/Ohio State football game - and this was the week of the game. Kevin pleaded for an exemption for just those hours. Karen was very tempted to grant it to him, but after thinking about it she felt the integrity of the contract was at stake so she denied his request. 
 
    The game started at 3:30pm and on the day of the game Kevin went to work for a few hours in the morning, then came home to do some of his task list. He seemed less upset about not being able to see the game than she had guessed he would be. At 3pm exactly the phone rang. It was one of the department managers at the store who asked to speak to Kevin, and after he hung up he told her there was a crisis at the store and he needed to go in for a while. 
 
    She was of course suspicious, but simply kissed him as he left. She waited until 4pm, then got into her car and drove to the store, about a 10-minute trip. There was a security code required in order to enter the part of the store where the managers' offices were, but she knew the code from prior visits and was able to walk directly to Kevin's office. She was not the least bit surprised when she opened the door and saw him at his desk watching the football game. 
 
    He, however, was shocked to see her. His face turned red and he stood up. Karen, however, stayed calm and said, "No, sit down and enjoy yourself. Watch the game. Enjoy sitting - because I promise you sitting is going to become a big problem for you for the next few days." Then she immediately turned and left his office. 
 
    Kevin sat down to think, and then he made his next mistake. He knew he was in trouble and his wife had made it abundantly clear what would happen when he got home. He should have stayed at the store longer to let her anger dissipate at least a bit, but instead he decided to follow her home right then. (Michigan was down by 14 points and he could see they were likely to lose.) He arrived home less than five minutes after her and while she had her anger under control, she was still furious at him for what she saw as a lie. 
 
    There was no comparison between the July 1 spanking and this one. For the first she had been playing out a role as a disciplinarian – but for this one she was angrier at him than she ever had been and wanted to make him pay dearly for lying to her. She demanded he remove every stitch of clothing and as he did so she went to get the brush. She came back with it and grabbed one of the chairs from the dining room set, then sat down and glared at him as he finished getting undressed. 
 
    Without being told to, he walked over to her and stretched out over her lap. He put his arm behind his back and felt her grab it as she simultaneously pinned his legs down with her right leg. There was no playful teasing with the brush this time - she immediately delivered a spank that hurt more than he could possibly imagine. In the July spanking she had delivered what she felt to be restrained spanks, not bringing the brush down from as high as she could possibly reach and not moving it as fast as she could – but this time she reached up high above her head and brought the brush down as hard and fast as she possibly could. 
 
    He felt the difference immediately and in a mere instant the brush fell for the second time, the third, and more. As the pain grew, he tried to tell himself he deserved this, but the pain was becoming unbearable and he started to plead for her mercy. There was none to be had. 
 
    She kept the brush moving as hard and as fast as she could, and noted with satisfaction as his butt turned pink, then bright red, then a darker red as bruises started to appear. It was only then that she started to slow down the blows and lower the height of her arm. But by then Kevin had lost control of himself, and was sobbing loudly, blubbering apologies and pleas for her to stop. He was out of breath, sweating profusely, and had residue dripping from his nose. He finally lost all dignity as the sobs turned into uncontrollable crying, as if he was a small boy being spanked by an angry mother. The crying was so loud and so continuous he couldn't even verbalize another anguished plea for her to stop. But finally Karen had felt he had received what he deserved and she did stop. 
 
    Needless to say, this time there was no naked, smiling wife waiting for him when corner time was over. A still-angry wife led him away from the corner, put him to bed, turned out the lights, and slammed the bedroom door behind her as she left. It wasn't even 6pm, but in Michigan in November, it's already dark at that hour and he knew his day was done. 
 
    The rest of the weekend was strained as they tried to resume a normal married life. Although the couple did not normally go to church most weeks, she demanded he accompany her to church this time. "I hope the minister's sermon is on honesty this week," she said to him. "Even if it's not, it will be good for you to listen to him while you're sitting on those hard wood pew benches." 
 
    The Holiday season always goes by in a flash, especially to the manager of a big box retail store and his wife. The end of the year was upon them, and Karen's speculation of the New Year's Day opt-out period grew. She knew he could opt out entirely or demand a re-negotiation of any aspect of the contract. She thought that he would not want to entirely ditch the agreement, but she had no doubt he would want to re-negotiate. After the spanking she had given him a few weeks before, she knew he would want to make sure she would never have the chance to spank him like that again. 
 
    The couple enjoyed a New Year's Eve party with some of their friends. As they awoke the next morning, Karen wondered how the conversation would go. 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Kevin needed to go to the store on New Year's morning to make sure all the systems had correctly shifted to the new year. Karen stayed home to watch the Rose Parade and thought through how to handle what she knew was coming - his demand to drop spankings from the list of possible punishments in their arrangement. 
 
    Although Michigan had lost to Ohio State, they had still been selected for a New Year's bowl game that started in the afternoon, so the re-negotiation took place during lunch. 
 
    Karen started the conversation by saying, "Today is the day we can drop our deal or make some changes in it. I'm OK with it just as it is now, so I'm willing to keep it going with no changes. What about you?" 
 
    "One change," Kevin said. "We need to eliminate spanking from the list of possible punishments." 
 
    "No," Karen said coolly and definitively. 
 
    Perhaps Kevin shouldn't have been surprised, but he was. "No? Just like that? Why not?" 
 
    Karen was calm and had her thoughts collected and arranged. "This agreement is working for both of us. You need to admit that. You're much less stressed out and we're both happier. I need a potential punishment that really matters to you. You can end the contract right now if you want - we agreed to that six months ago. But if we keep the deal going, I want to make sure you know I have that hairbrush in my dresser and I'll use it if you make me." 
 
    "What about golf?" he asked. "That matters to me." 
 
    "We're in Michigan," she replied. "It's January. You're not going to play golf again until April or May anyway. No deal. If we keep this arrangement going, spanking stays a part of it. Period!" 
 
    She looking directly into his eyes, and he blinked, both literally and figuratively. "OK," he said. "No changes. We'll talk about it again in six months." 
 
    She smiled, then leaned forward to kiss him. "Good boy," she said. 
 
    The next six months went exceptionally well for the couple. Karen made all the decisions, and Kevin did what he was told. No punishments of any kind were needed and they were a happy enough couple that they started to have discussions about when to start their family. Work was going well also. As Kevin built his experience as store manager, he had become more confident and decision-making became more natural to him so much of the stress that had dominated him before had dissipated. 
 
    With June being the end of the company's fiscal year, Kevin was invited to attend the annual managers' meeting for the first time. Not all managers were invited, and he rightly saw it as evidence that his bosses were happy with his performance. It would be a week of meetings and parties near company headquarters - and invitees were even told to bring golf clubs if they wanted to play. 
 
    Kevin was of course delighted, and his supportive wife was extremely proud of him. As he prepared to leave on a Sunday morning, she told him that she hoped he'd be able to call every day, but would understand if he couldn't. 
 
    "Just send me a short text once a day if you can't call," she said. "But make sure you call your mother on Wednesday," she added. "It's her birthday, and you know how sensitive she gets about those kinds of things." 
 
    "I will. I love you," he said as he got into his car to head for the airport. 
 
    He called her on Sunday evening once he had checked into the hotel and sounded very happy. She was pleased. On Monday and Tuesday he sent short texts - she was disappointed, but told herself she had said he could do that so she was not angry and hoped he was enjoying himself. On Wednesday morning she sent him a text to say Good Morning and remind him of his mother's birthday. She didn't receive either a text or a call from him that day. She looked at the copy of the schedule he had left and noticed today was the day the managers were going to play golf - she hoped he enjoyed himself, and especially hoped he'd at least call his mother. 
 
    At about 10pm, Kevin's mother called, and she was crying. She asked Karen if she had heard from Kevin that day and was clearly upset that he had not called to wish her a Happy Birthday - it was the first time he had ever forgotten her birthday. Karen had called her early that morning, but as she was a widow and Kevin was her only child, his neglect or forgetfulness hurt her deeply. 
 
    Now Karen had a major decision to make. It was just a few days until July 1, the day that either could end the contract totally or allow it to become their working agreement for the rest of their lives. Of course she felt that he deserved a major punishment for not calling his mother after she had reminded him. She was also a little hurt that he had shown just a minimal effort to call her, but she tried to concentrate on his neglect in calling his mother. 
 
    The safe thing to do would be to revoke golf privileges for a few weeks, but somehow that didn't seem to rise to the magnitude of the offence. If the contract really meant anything, she thought, only a good prolonged spanking really fit the crime - but with decision day so near, spanking him on Friday when he got home would certainly make him end the agreement on July 1. She really did want to keep it going and the timing could not have been worse, but she also felt the integrity of the contract was important and did not want to be intimidated by the calendar. 
 
    What to do? 
 
    He did text her Thursday morning apologizing for not texting the day before. She chose not to reply as she was not yet sure what tone she wanted to take with him. She knew the meeting ended with a dinner that night and he'd be home on Friday afternoon so she thought it best to not respond while she determined her upcoming actions. 
 
    He arrived home Friday afternoon happy and excited to see his wife after almost a week away from her. But instead of a warm greeting he got a very cool reception. "Why didn't you call your mother?" were the first words out of her mouth. 
 
    He was immediately on the defensive. "We were really busy that day," he answered weakly. 
 
    "Two minutes! You couldn't have found two or three minutes to call her? That's ridiculous! Golf was more important to you than your mother." 
 
    He continued to try to talk his way out of trouble. "Kar, you're right, I should have called her. But it probably wasn't that big a deal to her as you're making it out to be." 
 
    "Oh, really... then how come she called me at 10pm, crying her eyes out because you hadn't called? You didn't have to deal with her that night - I did!" 
 
    "I'm sorry... I'll call her right now." 
 
    "No you won't," Karen said. She had made her decision earlier during the day. "You'll call her after your spanking. That way you will sound really sincere." 
 
    "Please, Karen," he pleaded. "OK, I was wrong. But a spanking for that? Today?" 
 
    "Carry that chair into the bedroom, mister, right now," she demanded. "When you get there you get completely undressed as quickly as you can. The longer you take, the longer I spank." 
 
    He sighed and picked up the chair. He couldn't believe this would be the end to what had been a great week for him, but he felt any resistance would simply make Karen more angry and he knew that would not be a good idea. He undressed and saw her get the dreaded hairbrush from her dresser then sit in the spanking chair to wait for him. He went directly to her and moved into position. 
 
    It started immediately - and it hurt. Could this be even worse than the last time? he wondered. Within just ten spanks, he was in distress, already gasping for breath and squirming. He hoped he'd be able to avoid crying this time (that had been the worst aspect of the experience in November) but he already felt tears forming in his eyes and he was feeling helpless, so he doubted he could avoid the embarrassment of crying. 
 
    As she spanked, Karen realized that it was exactly 52 weeks ago that she had spanked him the first time. Tomorrow would be the one year anniversary on the calendar, but it was on the corresponding Friday the deal had started. She had spanked him then at the beginning of the arrangement and now at the end with only one in between... a pretty good record for him, she thought, but it wasn't going to help him right now. She tuned out his pleas for mercy and kept the brush in constant motion until his butt turned into a deep red-purple hue and his crying was loud and constant. 
 
    Finally she stopped, but for Kevin, the worst was yet to come. She stood him up and told him to stand there while she untied the cushion from the chair. Then she guided him down onto the hard wooden seat, and he winced noticeably. He watched her through tear-filled eyes as she brought her phone to him and placed a call. 
 
    "Hi Mom," she said. "Your son wants to talk to you. And if his voice sounds different it's because he just got a good hard spanking for not calling you, and he's still crying." 
 
    She handed him the phone. He knew she had just ignored one of the major points of the contract but was too beaten down both physically and mentally to care. 
 
    He tried to control his voice, but really couldn't and most of his words were weak and mixed with crying. 
 
    "Hi, Mom... yes, she did... no, I deserved it. I'm so sorry I didn't call you... no, I was busy, but not that busy that I couldn't have called. I'm sorry... yes, a couple of other times... yes, it does hurt... I know, she's a great wife, I'm lucky to have her... thanks, Mom, yes, I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone else... can we come see you on Sunday?... OK, I love you too." 
 
    He gave the phone back to his wife and didn't care to dispute the fact their arrangement had called for no one else knowing their private business. Right now, that seemed unimportant. 
 
    To her, though, the embarrassment she had put him through was enough to end the punishment. Her tone changed immediately. She gently helped him up from the chair and they kissed and hugged. 
 
    "You must be hungry," she said. He nodded. "Wash up and put something on, I'll start making dinner." Then with a smile she asked, "What would you like?" 
 
    Saturday, July 1 was going to be a very atypical day for many reasons, starting with no golf game. Kevin had cancelled, as he knew he'd have to spend a full day at the store, catching up on things he had missed during the week away and also preparing for a Department Head meeting on Monday in which he'd have to introduce several new policies and procedures that had been discussed at the managers' meeting. And of course, both he and Karen knew that today was the final opt-out day on their arrangement - if neither cancelled, the contract would control their actions for the rest of their lives. 
 
    From Karen's perspective, the arrangement had been a complete success. She was fully in favor of keeping it in place, but even before yesterday's unpleasantness, she had thought her husband would opt out over the spanking question. She regretted she had seen it necessary to spank him just yesterday, but she felt it was the right thing to do and tried not to second-guess her decision, even though she was sure it would assure him choosing to end the agreement. 
 
    He called her in the afternoon to say he had even more work he needed to do than he thought and wouldn't be home until about 6pm. He suggested dinner out at one of the best restaurants in the area. 
 
    They were seated in a secluded booth and Karen tried to raise the question of the contract at dinner, but Kevin changed the subject, saying they could discuss that later at home. 
 
    Kevin was fully aware that his wife was anxiously waiting for a decision from him, but he was having some fun (and perhaps achieving a little payback for yesterday) by making her wait. He was in no hurry to tell her what he had decided. 
 
    They arrived back home about 9pm and sat in the living room. Karen reminded him they needed to talk about the contract, but Kevin had another idea. Every couple has their own ways of non-verbal communication about sex, and Kevin tilted his head a bit with a little smile and a twinkle in his eye that Karen immediately recognized. She, too, was in the mood, although she did check her watch before returning the smile, and they both stood up, held hands, and headed towards the bedroom. 
 
    Afterwards, as they cuddled underneath the blankets, Karen became even more anxious about the discussion they needed to have. Kevin sensed her impatience and enjoyed it. 
 
    "Honey," she said, "You know we really need to talk about the contract. If you don't cancel the contract by midnight, it automatically becomes the way we'll be for the rest of our lives. Now stop playing around about it - what do you have to say?" 
 
    Kevin rolled over, placing his weight on his right elbow, and looked directly at his wife. 
 
    "I have one thing to say to you," he said with as much of a solemn voice as he could produce. 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    "I love you. Now turn off your damn light, and let's go to sleep." 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 2. Defiance 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Give me the keys, I'm driving." 
 
    That simple phrase from wife Becky caused Walter Hogan's heart to beat faster - she had only said that to him once before, and that had led into a very painful evening. 
 
    About eighteen months before, Walter had been driving when Becky informed him that he was going to be spanked when they got home. Walter got so upset that he almost got into an accident, and Becky ordered him to pull over so she could drive. She knew not to make that mistake again, so when about six months after that they were leaving a party during which Walter had got into a loud argument with another guest, Becky had demanded the keys. Once in the car, Walter was informed that he was to be spanked at home. 
 
    Tonight, as they silently walked to the car, Walter wondered if he had done anything to warrant a spanking. No, he decided, they had just had a very pleasant afternoon with nothing wrong. The couple had spent a few hours with Becky's sister and her family and all had gone well. No arguments, Walter had played nicely with his young niece and nephew, and there had been no unpleasantness at all. Absolutely no reason for her to spank me, he decided. I'm safe. 
 
    They reached the car and each got in. Each attached their seat belts and Becky started the car and backed out of the driveway. As soon as she straightened out and headed forward she announced, "You're going to get a spanking when we get home." 
 
    The couple had been married for about three years. Even before they were married, Becky had seen evidence that Walter had some tendencies to be irresponsible, and they had several discussions about that before the marriage. She first spanked him about three months into the marriage. She had been away on a business trip and he had agreed to pick her up at the airport. Her plane was due at 3pm, and actually landed a few minutes early. Walter had assumed that the plane would likely arrive late, so Becky ended up standing with her luggage for about 45 minutes, and was furious by the time he got to the airport. On the way home, she thought about an appropriate response, and decided a spanking for childish irresponsibility was called for. 
 
    She waited until they got home to inform Walter of his upcoming punishment. At first he rejected the idea, but Becky had a much stronger will than he did and as she continued to insist he deserved to be spanked, he finally agreed. And that set a precedent that continued for the three years of the marriage. Becky did not spank him often - only about ten times in the three years - but he greatly feared getting spanked and Becky felt that his fear of punishment helped to improve his behavior and had a positive impact on their marriage. 
 
    But today, Walter was confused. For all his previous spankings, he knew he had done something wrong. He didn't always agree that what he had done was bad enough that a spanking was called for, but Becky had sternly informed him that she was the one who got to decide when a spanking was necessary, not him. But today had gone so well, and he was sure he hadn't done anything worth a spanking. 
 
    "What did I do?" he asked her as the car accelerated. 
 
    "It's not what you did," she responded. "It's what you didn't do, and what you haven't been doing." 
 
    "I don't understand," he said. 
 
    "Today, we all had a nice meal. Suzie and I got up to clear the table of dishes. Your brother-in-law got up to help. Even the kids tried to help. What did you do? You sat there with no thought whatsoever of helping. And last week, you needed to use my car instead of yours and you gave it back to me with less than an eighth of a tank of gas in it. I almost missed a meeting because I needed to gas up. What would it have taken you to fill the tank? Five minutes? And the week before that Mrs. Simpson next door was having trouble getting her groceries from her car to her house. She's in her seventies. You were standing on the lawn and could have helped her, but you didn't. You're becoming lazy and selfish, and I don't like it. Maybe a good spanking will make my point." 
 
    The trip home took about a half hour, and Walter sat silently thinking this would be an unfair punishment. It was one thing for her to spank him when he did something wrong, he thought. I don't like it, but that's fair. This is different - yes, I could have done those things, but if she had asked me I would have. I'm bigger than she is. When I do something wrong and she wants to spank me, I go along with it. But not this time. 
 
    When they arrived home, Becky told him to go to the bedroom to get ready. 
 
    "No," Walter said. "I won't." 
 
    Becky was astonished - he had never resisted her before. Several thoughts raced through her brain at lightning speed. She felt she was facing a crisis situation, and it was one she could not afford to lose. She did love her husband, but she had come to believe he would never outgrow his occasional irresponsible actions, and because of that she felt that the threat of a spanking was necessary to keep him in line. And the timing of this 'revolt' could not have been worse: she was planning to tell him this evening that they were going to have their first child. 
 
    She knew the marriage could still succeed if spanking was not part of their lives, but there was no doubt in her mind that with her having control over him, their entire family would be better off. So she had to put this defiance down immediately, and in a way that Walter would never think again about refusing to be punished. In a way, she was a bit proud of him that he was making a stand, but she knew she had a stronger will than he did, and the best strategy was to double-down and increase the pressure on him. 
 
    She put her hands on her hips and walked directly in front of him, just a few inches between their faces. "What did I just hear? Are you defying me?" she asked. She did not scream, but her voice was controlled and strong and unnerved him. He backed up a few inches, which Becky saw as a sign that he was already starting to waver. 
 
    At least Walter tried to make his points. "Not this time, Bec," he said, although there was some weakness and trembling in the words. Still he persisted even as his resolve started to soften. "It's not fair. I have to consent for you to spank me. I always consented before, but that was because of the wrong things I did, not for nice things I could have done but didn't do. I don't deserve to be spanked this time, and I won't let you." 
 
    Again Becky stepped forward invading his space. "Now you listen to me, young man," she said. (She always called him 'young man' at spanking sessions, and just hearing the words unnerved him more). "You do not get to decide when you get spanked. I do. I have the authority to spank you at any time for any reason that I think is right. I even have the authority to spank you for no reason if I want to, and I've never done that but I might. And I've never spanked you in front of anybody or told anybody I spank you, but I might." 
 
    "Understand this, young man. You are most definitely getting a spanking tonight and you have just made your situation a whole lot worse. I know it's important to you not to cry during a spanking, and I watch you while I spank and I've always stopped just short of making you cry. I've been nice to you about that, but tonight when you go to your corner, you've going to have tears rolling down your cheeks, a lot of tears." 
 
    That statement hit home with Walter. He had always felt it was important not to cry while he was being spanked - he always felt that if he did cry and let Becky knew how much it hurt, she might be encouraged to spank him more often. He had been proud that he had always managed to escape without tears, but had no idea that his wife had stopped on purpose to allow him to think he had been successful in retaining some self-pride. 
 
    Now his nervousness was visible; Becky knew he was weakening but needed to add more penalties to make any future defiance out of the question. "And what's more, young man, because you tried to defy me tonight, you will get a second spanking sometime in the next two weeks after you have recovered from tonight. You will never, ever, defy me again - is that clear?" 
 
    The revolution had been defeated. He averted his eyes from her, looked sadly down towards the floor, and softly said "Yes." 
 
    "Do you know what a maintenance spanking is?" Becky asked. 
 
    "No," Walter replied weakly. 
 
    "It's a spanking at the same time every week, whether or not you've done anything bad. It reminds you that you are not the person in charge around here, and you do not say 'no' to me ever. Do we need to start maintenance spankings, young man?" 
 
    He was now completely defeated. "No, please Bec, we don't need that. I promise I won't defy you again." 
 
    "Well, we'll see about that," she said. "Now move into the bedroom and get ready." 
 
    This time the answer was completely different. "Yes, Becky," he said in a very soft and nervous voice. 
 
    Once in the bedroom, he knew exactly what he was supposed to do. Becky had a straight-back chair at the table she used to put on her makeup, and Walter moved that chair, the spanking chair, to near the foot of the bed. Next was to get the hairbrush out of her dresser and put it on the chair. After that he had to undress ("every stitch" Becky always demanded) and sit on the bed to wait for her. She did not require him to stand in the corner before his punishment (he knew he would be going there after he was spanked), but sitting on the bed awaiting his punishment was no better than standing in the corner. Becky usually let him wait up to fifteen minutes before she entered, and that was plenty of time to reflect on his 'crime' and worry about his upcoming punishment. 
 
    Walter berated himself for his failed rebellion. What was I thinking? he asked himself. I always back down when she gets angry... how could I think this was going to be any different? Now I'm going to get spanked longer today, then I'll get another spanking in two weeks, and now she's thinking about spanking me every week. Stupid, stupid, stupid! 
 
    Becky did not let him wait long this time, entering just a minute after he had undressed. She was keyed up after his rebellion and wanted to deal with it as quickly as possible. He arose and moved towards the chair and was standing at her right side as soon as she picked up the brush and sat down. 
 
    He sprawled over her lap, reaching out with both hands touching the floor. She lightly rubbed the back of the brush over his butt - it was a pleasant feeling but he knew it would not last long. Then he felt the brush lift off and he clenched his teeth knowing the first spank was imminent. 
 
    The spanks started off lightly with Becky alternating cheeks, but he knew that was just a warm-up and she would soon start to spank harder and faster. Usually, she would scold him about his behavior while spanking, but she did not this time. Walter started to feel the pain building, and his "ooos" and "ouches" became groans as he started to move around on her lap, instinctively trying to avoid the next spank. Becky tightened her grip to cut down on his movements, and as the pain started to build he was panting trying to catch his breath. 
 
    Becky increased the intensity of the spanks and she knew they were starting to hurt. He was beginning to show signs of approaching the crying stage - normally she would slow down here and let him off lightly, but not tonight. Tonight instead of scolding she spoke to him in a soft, consoling voice. 
 
    "It's OK, honey... let it go... I know you want to cry, go ahead, it's OK to cry. Cry, baby, you were a bad boy and bad boys deserve to cry... go ahead, let it go... as soon as you cry it will be over." 
 
    Mentally, Walter was more than ready to cry, but physically he still resisted the embarrassment. Finally, his eyes started to tear up, and he could feel tears starting to drip down to the floor. He did not bawl loudly like a child, but he started to beg her to stop and she could hear in his voice that he was totally and sincerely remorseful for his actions, including his failed attempt at defiance. She stopped the spanks and let him recover his breath while still sprawled over her knees. She continued to speak softly and console him, and after a minute helped him to his feet. 
 
    She had been correct - there were tears on his face as she helped him into the corner, then she left the room to allow him to recover and regain his composure. 
 
    She returned in about fifteen minutes and told him he could leave the corner. He moved to their bed and lay down on his side, which caused some pain. Although he was naked and Becky was dressed, she also lay down on her side of the bed, put her hand on his back and tried to soothe him. He had been punished, the slate was clean, and life could continue in a more normal way. 
 
    "How do you feel?" she asked. 
 
    Walter actually laughed. "You spanked me. It aches. That's how I feel." But his words were not argumentative or angry, rather he spoke in a low-volume conversational manner. 
 
    "You may disagree, but you deserved it," Becky said. 
 
    "No, you were right," he answered. "I was thinking about it while I was in the corner. I guess I have been getting lazy. And last week when I didn't gas up your car it was only because I wanted to get home to see the end of the game. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that. You were justified in what you did tonight." 
 
    "I'm glad you see it that way now." 
 
    "Are you really going to spank me again in two weeks?" 
 
    "Have I ever told you I was going to do something and not follow through?" 
 
    Walter laughed again. "No," he said, "but if you'd like to start not following through, this would be a great time." Becky smiled and kissed him. Walter got serious again. "Are you going to start with those maintenance spankings?" 
 
    She held off answering for a few seconds, letting him worry about the upcoming answer - making him sweat it out was the final part of tonight's punishment. 
 
    "No," she said. "You can be a bad boy sometimes, but we'll deal with that when you are." 
 
    "Thanks, hon," he replied. 
 
    Becky moved closer to him. "Now that all the bad things are taken care of tonight, I have something to tell you. And you're going to like this a lot!" 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 3. Careful What You Wish For 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Be careful what you wish for - you might get it." 
 
    That old truism ran through Gary Patterson's mind as he drove towards the home he had shared with ex-wife Delores for most of the twenty years they had been married. He was nervous, which she had immediately noticed when he had called her to ask if he could come over to see her. 
 
    Their divorce two years before had been cordial, and they did have two daughters, so Gary had been to the house several times since the couple had split up, but this struck Delores as quite unusual. Both girls were away at college at the moment, so she knew his impending visit did not involve the girls. And he had sounded so nervous when he called. 
 
    "Are you OK?" she asked. 
 
    His answer confused her. "Yes... No... Please, I really need to see you." It sounded like he was about to cry. 
 
    "Come over right now," she said. "Drive carefully." 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Patterson's Appliances and Furniture had been a successful family-run business for decades, started more than fifty years before by Gary's grandfather, and later managed by Gary's father. When Gary returned from college with a degree in Business Administration from Penn State as the only son of an only son, there was no doubt that he was destined to carry on the family business. He had been quite successful at doing so, managing to withstand the incursions of the 'big box' stores and actually expanding the operation with two stores in malls as well as the original downtown location. Patterson's also added furniture to the store's original appliances-only positioning. 
 
    Delores McIntyre had joined Patterson's right out of junior college as the secretary to Gary's grandfather, and in the five years she had been with Patterson's, she had become an extremely valuable employee. Without the formal title, she had essentially become the Office Manager, even attaining hiring and firing authority for non-family employees. Gary had worked for the store in various positions when he had been home from school, so he had known Delores for all the time she had worked there, but when the 22-year-old Gary started full time at the store, his father had asked the 25-year-old Delores to teach Gary all that he needed to know. 
 
    Their interactions before had been limited, but as Delores and Gary spent a lot of time together now, a mutual interest started to grow. Gary had always thought of her as attractive, and admired the way she had become so valuable to the store with just a modest education, but as she was three years older he had never considered a social relationship to be possible. 
 
    Previously, Delores had simply thought of him as just a kid, but as she got to know him better, she saw a great deal that she liked. Yes, he did show some signs of immaturity, but she rationalized that to be down to the fact that he was three years younger; still she realized there was much to like in him. She, too, started to wonder if a serious relationship could be possible. She had never imagined herself marrying into the Patterson family, but she did know most of them, and the thought started to grow. She knew Gary needed to take the first step, so she found herself doing more to make herself attractive to him, with the clothes she wore, her perfume, hairdo, and so on. As she worked with him, she tried to physically move her body as close to him as possible without it becoming obvious what she was doing. 
 
    It worked. Gary had become totally enamored with her, and finally got up the courage to ask her out. He was surprised - and delighted - when she accepted. 
 
    News that Gary and Delores were dating spread through the store like wildfire. Within six months, Gary proposed and Delores accepted. Some people - one of them being Gary's mother - saw her as a gold-digger looking for a secure financial future, but others, including Gary's father, thought it would be an excellent match. Gary's parents had always had some concerns about his occasional regressions into immaturity, and his father felt that the more mature Delores would be a good influence for him. 
 
    The couple were married in June, and shortly after they returned from their honeymoon it was time for the company picnic. It turned out to be a memorable day. 
 
    Tradition at the picnic called for members of the Patterson family to do the cooking for the employees. In previous years Delores had been one of the guests, and she felt reluctant to join the other family members behind the barbecue grills. Gary's dad noticed that, and waved to her to come join the rest of the family, and she did. It was a small move, but very symbolic to all - Delores was now officially one of the Patterson family. 
 
    A softball game followed the food. In the second inning, Gary lined a single to the outfield, and tried to stretch it into a double. But the throw was right on target, and he was clearly out at second by at least five feet. 
 
    "Safe," he announced to all and remained standing on the base. The player who had applied the tag was the teenage son of a man who worked on a Patterson's delivery truck - he knew he had tagged Gary out but he was afraid to argue with his father's boss. 
 
    It was an embarrassing moment for everyone. No one wanted to tell the next President of Patterson's that he was out instead of safe. Gary's dad was elsewhere but his mother and Delores were watching the game. 
 
    "Delores, do something," Faye said. "He was out." 
 
    Delores stood up and called out, "Gary, you were out. Get off the base." 
 
    "I was safe," he called back to her. 
 
    "You were out. I'm the umpire and you're out. Get off the base." 
 
    He felt embarrassed being called out - both literally and figuratively - by his wife, but his initial reaction was to minimize his loss of face. He walked off the base back to the bench, saying, "Ump says I'm out, I guess I'm out." 
 
    The small crisis had been resolved, but the precedent set was an important one. Delores was going to be the 'umpire' in their household. 
 
    The next five months went by very quickly, with both partners heavily involved in work. Gary did a number of out-of-town buying trips to meet furniture vendors, and Delores was officially named manager of the downtown store, as the previous manager moved to the larger mall store. 
 
    The marriage was generally going well, although there were a couple of incidents that Delores saw as acts of immaturity - she discussed her thoughts with him and he accepted her comments, saying he would try to do better. 
 
    And then it was time for the annual Christmas party, the biggest event of the year for the Pattersons and their employees. While getting ready for the event, Delores thought of the incident at the picnic, and had some concern about how he might behave at the party. 
 
    "Gary, you need to watch yourself tonight," she said. "You're the host. Don't do anything stupid or there will be serious consequences when we get home." 
 
    "What do you mean by serious consequences?" he asked, a bit nervously. 
 
    "You don't want to know," she replied. "Just watch yourself - and watch your drinking!" 
 
    The first hour of the party went well, with Gary consuming just a single drink and graciously greeting the families of the employees. But then one drink led to a second, and the second quickly led to a third. Delores noticed and pulled him aside and said, "Remember, serious consequences," she whispered. 
 
    "I'm fine," Gary replied, as he pulled away from her to speak to the wife of one of the employees. 
 
    Within another half hour, he had become obviously inebriated, slurring his words and making inappropriate comments to some of the employees' families. He had become obnoxious and was making the guests uncomfortable. 
 
    Gary's mother approached Delores with a worried look. "Delores, Take him home - please." she pleaded. 
 
    "I will," she replied. After a moment she added, "And, Mom, trust me - this will never happen again." 
 
    Delores walked up to Gary, who had started a conversation with a couple of wives who looked uncomfortable and were trying to get away from him. She grabbed his arm and said firmly, "Gary, we're going home." 
 
    "No, we haven't even had the cake yet," he feebly protested. 
 
    "Yes, we are going home," she said with authority as she led him towards the room where the coats had been left. The women who had been stuck in conversation with him looked relieved. 
 
    Gary actually fell asleep in the car on the way home, so when Delores got him there and woke him he was in a complete daze. She pulled him out of the car and into the small house they were renting, roughly guiding him towards the living room. 
 
    "Take off every stitch of clothes and get your face into that corner," she ordered angrily. 
 
    "Why?" he muttered, having no idea what was about to happen. 
 
    "Because I said so!" she replied forcefully. 
 
    He started to get undressed, but in his current state it was difficult, so she did the majority of the work. Finally, he was completely naked, and she aimed him into the corner. 
 
    "What's going on?" he weakly questioned. 
 
    "Just be quiet and keep your face in that corner," she ordered. Still quite drunk, he closed his eyes and rested his forehead in the corner, while she left the room. 
 
    She was still wearing the skirt and heels she had worn to the party, and would have greatly preferred to change into something more casual, but she had some fear that Gary could actually fall while trying to stand in the corner, so she felt she needed to act quickly. She went into their bedroom to get her hairbrush then went to the dinette to turn one of the armless chairs around so she would be able to sit on it. Then still carrying the hairbrush in her left hand, she went back to the living room, firmly grabbed Gary's ear with her right hand, and led him by the ear back to the dinette. Gary did not notice the hairbrush and had no idea what was going on, but he was in no condition to stop whatever she was planning to do. 
 
    As soon as they reached the dining room, she sat down and started to pull him over her lap. He caught his first glimpse of the hairbrush but still could not comprehend what was about to happen. As he descended over her, he reached out with his hands and managed to balance himself with his hands on the floor. 
 
    Delores said nothing and immediately swung her arm well above her head, then brought the brush down in a blur. Gary yelped at the pain from the first spank, but that one was immediately followed by another dozen. He started to writhe around on her lap, trying to avoid the spanks, but she held him down by pressing hard on the small of his back. He swung his legs to the side in an attempt to rise, but that was met by Delores hooking her right leg around his ankles. He was now completely helpless, and totally within the control of a woman who had warned him of serious consequences for the kind of behavior he had chosen to exhibit despite her warnings. 
 
    He was quickly out of breath, panting for air. He couldn't even verbalize apologies that likely would have been ignored anyway, and even in a drunken state, the pain was well beyond anything he could imagine. He managed to gulp out one solitary statement, "Please, Dee," before he burst into heavy tears. 
 
    Delores was surprised that he was actually crying like a child - it had become loud bawling that if anyone else had heard they would have immediately known precisely what was happening. But she was not at all displeased by the crying. She knew she was getting through to him - perhaps even to a better degree than she might have expected - and she wanted to make a very strong impression on him of what happened when he made poor choices. She hadn't thought beforehand if this punishment was meant to be a one-time event or the first of a ritual that would continue throughout their marriage, but his crying made her think that future spankings for future bad behavior might be a very good idea. 
 
    After about a hundred hard spanks, she stopped and let him lie over her knee for a few seconds. Then she guided him upwards while tears were running down his face and he was still crying heavily. He reached back to try to rub the pain out of his battered buttocks, shifting his weight from one leg to the other and back again. It was a classic 'spank dance' being done by a now completely sober bad boy who had just received the spanking of his life. 
 
    "Get to the corner," Delores ordered. "I'll tell you when you can come to bed." The completely defeated boy was at this point afraid to do anything but what he was being told, and he moved to the corner as quickly as his aching body let him. 
 
    The next day at work, Gary spent a lot of time apologizing to people for his behavior on the previous night. Most of the time he tried to casually stand when talking to other people, rather than sit down in their offices and he tried to minimize the time he needed to sit at his own desk. No one noticed except for his wife who had her own office in the building. 
 
    At home, things started to return to normal, but the dynamic between the two was never going to be exactly the same as it had been before. Delores thought it was vital to return to sexual intimacy, and they did so the first night. As the week wore on, the two resumed a typical newlywed relationship and Gary's memory of the spanking he received was more based on how he had reacted rather than the spanking itself. But the couple did not discuss what had happened, nor was there any discussion as to whether Gary could expect similar treatment in the future. 
 
    The future turned out to be about six months later. Gary and Delores had moved into the larger home they expected to raise their family in and at first still had a couple of rooms for which they needed furniture. Gary's father had attended a furniture exposition in North Carolina during the week and had brought Gary's mother with him. Faye had seen a dining room set she had loved, and they had agreed to buy the set for Gary and Delores as a housewarming gift. 
 
    They visited the couple on Sunday afternoon and Faye excitedly showed pictures of the furniture to the couple, announcing happily they were buying the set as a gift. 
 
    Unfortunately, neither Delores nor Gary liked what they saw. Delores tried expressing her thoughts tactfully, about how grateful they were but that they had had another design in mind. Gary however had been in a bad mood (partly because he had played golf that morning, and had played poorly) and he displayed no tact at all, talking about different tastes for different generations and how his parents should have known that since they were retailers in the furniture business. Before long, Gary and his dad were shouting at each other, and Faye, in tears, told her husband to take her home. 
 
    As they left, Gary looked at Delores, standing with her hands on her hips and fury in her eyes. "OK, I'll call them to apologize as soon as they get home," he said. 
 
    "Yes, you will," she answered. "Right after you stop crying. While you're sitting on your bright red rear end." 
 
    "Dee, No," he protested. "You can't spank me every time you're mad at me." 
 
    "I don't spank you every time I'm mad at you. Only when your behavior is ridiculously juvenile - like right now!" 
 
    "I'm sorry, Dee." 
 
    "You're going to be a whole lot sorrier by the time you call your mother. In this house, your corner will be in our bedroom by the closet. I want you completely undressed and standing there when I come in." 
 
    "And if I don't?" he asked nervously. 
 
    She replied calmly but firmly with complete self-assurance that she was totally in control. "Do the words 'twice as bad as your first spanking' mean anything to you?" 
 
    One look at her was all he needed to see to know it was not an idle threat. His stomach started to churn. He now accepted the fact that he was about to get a spanking. It was going to hurt - a lot! He hoped he wouldn't cry this time, but he doubted that he could control that. 
 
    He turned and walked towards the bedroom and the corner by the closet. 
 
    Gary's hope to remain stoic during his punishment faded almost immediately. Different people have different tolerances to pain, and he was one with no ability at all to suffer in silence. Before the brush had descended ten times, he was moaning and pleading for mercy; after another ten spanks he was blubbering, and shortly afterwards he was already crying at full pitch, with tears rolling down his face and mixing with his sweat. 
 
    Delores did not give him double what his first spanking had been, but this one was at least its equal and when finally finished, Gary repeated his spank dance with as much vigor as she had just put into his punishment. After about thirty seconds, she guided him back into the corner. 
 
    "You have thirty minutes to compose yourself," she told him. "Then you're going to wash up, get dressed, and we're going to go to your parents' house so you can apologize in person." 
 
    "No, please, Dee, please just let me call." 
 
    "Or," she answered, "you can come back over here for more spanks. Those are your only choices." 
 
    They went over to Gary's parents where a very contrite son apologized to his mother several times over. 
 
    In the years that followed, spankings for Gary were not very frequent, but when he did get punished, they were all hard, long punishments. Neither of them kept track, but on average he probably got spanked two or three times a year. Once the children were born and old enough to possibly have overheard, spankings were delayed until just the two were in the house - that probably saved Gary's butt a few times as a delay of a couple of days may have given him enough of a reprieve that better behavior mitigated his earlier transgression. 
 
    During those years, Gary struggled with two thoughts. There was never a doubt in his mind that he loved Dee - as much or even more than before they were married. But he finally had to admit to himself that he was actually afraid of his wife. Is it possible to love someone you're afraid of? he constantly asked himself. How can you stay married to someone you're afraid of? 
 
    Second was his self-scorn over his crying. He had finally come to accept the fact that he was married to a woman who was going to punish him for exceptionally poor behavior - he didn't like it, but it was a permanent element of their marriage. But if he was going to cry like a little boy during those punishments, how could she have any respect at all for him? He believed that she loved him, and rationalized that she punished him precisely because she loved him and cared about his behavior - but can you continue to live with a person who has no respect for you? That was a very tough question, and he could not dismiss the internal struggles he had over that. 
 
    Over the years, Gary got spanked for a wide variety of infractions; there was no one trait that got him into trouble predominantly. In each case Delores perceived his misdeed as an act of immaturity or irresponsibility and felt justified in applying a childish punishment for what she saw as a childish act. Gary usually accepted the fact that his action was wrong, but he never accepted that spanking a grown man was justified. Still, as scared as he was of being spanked, he submitted to Delores each time she decided a spanking was appropriate. He realized that he was actually consenting to the punishments he hated, but he never felt that refusing to participate was a viable option. 
 
    Only one other person ever knew Gary was spanked. Over the years, Delores and her mother-in-law had grown close. One day when she and Faye were out shopping, Faye mentioned to her that she and Gary's father had always been concerned about Gary. 
 
    "It seemed that every once in a while he would regress and do some really crazy things," Faye said. "Like that horrible argument about the dining room furniture. But I see that much less frequently now. Did he finally grow up, or do you have some sort of secret?" 
 
    Delores chuckled. "Well, I do have a bit of a secret, but I don't think you really want to know about it." 
 
    Faye smiled. She actually suspected Delores might have been talking about a treat, perhaps sexually, that she may have used to influence Gary's behavior. But she felt close enough to her daughter-in-law to pursue the question. "No, I do want to know. What do you do to keep Gary in line?" 
 
    "Mom," Delores answered slowly, "when Gary misbehaves... I give him a good, hard spanking. And then he's on his best behavior for quite a while." 
 
    Faye started to laugh and couldn't stop for almost fifteen seconds. She finally caught her breath and said, "You know, at first I didn't want Gary to marry you. But I was wrong. You're the best wife he could have possibly found. Thanks for taking care of my son." 
 
    Gary never knew that his mother knew. 
 
    As the couple approached their twentieth anniversary, Gary reflected on his life. Mostly, all was well. He was now President of Patterson's, and business was excellent. The couple's two daughters were doing well - the older had already started college, and the younger would be a freshman the following autumn. And generally - generally - he had a good marriage. 
 
    But there was one major problem he felt he needed to deal with. Delores had been spanking him for twenty years now, and he felt he could no longer allow it to continue. He thought that if they were in the right mood and the perfect setting, he could convince her to put the hairbrush away for good. 
 
    He suggested an extended weekend to coincide with their anniversary, and he reserved a deluxe bungalow at one of the honeymoon-oriented resorts in the Pocono Mountains. The room had all the extra amenities possible, including a 2-person hot tub as part of the bedroom. 
 
    After a sumptuous dinner, the couple retired to the bungalow where champagne on ice was waiting. They disrobed and entered the tub with their drinks. "This is the right time," Gary told himself. 
 
    "Dee, we need to talk about something serious," he said to her. 
 
    "What?" she asked. 
 
    "You know how much I love you, Dee. I love my life with you and the girls. But honey, it's been twenty years now, and I just can not live any longer with the threat of being spanked whenever I screw up. I need you to tell me that no matter what, you will not spank me any more." 
 
    Delores put her glass on the rim of the tub. "I love you too, Gary. But, no, I'm not going to tell you what you want to hear. I know you better than you know yourself. You have tendencies to backslide every once in a while, and you do things that you simply should not do… immature things, irresponsible things, even childish things sometimes. I know you hate getting spanked. It hurts. It's embarrassing. But I have no doubt whatsoever that it does you some good - a lot of good in fact - because it cuts down on the times when you're tempted to backslide." 
 
    Gary started to get nervous. He had convinced himself that his appeal to her would succeed, and he was surprised to hear her answer. "Dee, I just can't wake up every morning and wonder if you're going to spank me today. I love you, but to be honest, I'm actually afraid of you. How can I live with a person I'm afraid of?" 
 
    "You shouldn't be afraid of me. I've never spanked you for no reason. Be afraid of yourself, and what you might do to get yourself in trouble." 
 
    Between the wine he had already consumed and the disappointment, Gary felt close to tears. He was now desperate to change her mind. "I just can't do it anymore, Dee. I just can't live with you any more this way. I need to move out." 
 
    "Gary, I'm truly sorry you feel that way. The truth is you sometimes do stupid, impetuous things, and you need someone to hold you accountable. If I were to stop spanking you, your behavior would get much worse and we'd end up divorced and hating each other. You yourself have told me on several occasions that you had been tempted to do something you shouldn't do, but you knew I'd spank you for it if I found out. At least if we split up this way we won't hate each other. The girls are old enough that they could handle it. Do what you need to do." 
 
    They checked out the next morning and drove home. 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Gary made a right turn onto the block his old home was on, he was now about a quarter-mile from the house. 'Be careful what you wish for, you might get it' ran through his head again. 
 
    When Gary and Delores got home from the Poconos, they started off by explaining to their daughters that they could no longer live together. The girls were upset, but as each had friends with divorced parents, they took the news in their stride. Gary moved into the guest room for a few nights and moved into his own apartment the following weekend. 
 
    The divorce was completely amicable, so much so that one lawyer was able to handle the entire procedure. At first, Gary enjoyed his life as a relatively young and reasonably wealthy man. He posted an online profile about a month after leaving Delores, and had no trouble meeting women. Since most of the women he met were in their forties and coming off their first or second divorce - needing to be reassured that they were still physically attractive to men - he enjoyed a wide variety of women for the first time since he was in college. 
 
    Delores chose not to date, although her daughters urged her to. For the first six months, she held out hope that Gary might come back to her and she frequently wondered if she had handled the spanking question correctly. She honestly believed she was right that Gary needed her discipline, but was it right to make such a strong stand on the question that it cost her an otherwise successful marriage? She was no longer sure. 
 
    Money was not an issue with her, but to help fill her life, she went back into the workforce, getting a job as assistant manager of a dress shop at the mall. It helped, but once the younger daughter left for college and the house was an empty nest, she was lonely. 
 
    Gary pulled into the driveway and walked to the front door. Delores had been standing by the window waiting to see his headlights, she opened the door before he even reached the house. "What's the matter?" she asked as soon as he was inside. 
 
    "I need to talk to you," he said softly, and she led him towards the living room. They sat on separate couches facing each other. 
 
    Gary sighed. "Dee, you were right. My life is a mess. You kept me going in the right direction, and without you there I just screw up one thing after another." 
 
    "I heard you were dating a lot." 
 
    "Big deal. None of them could hold a candle to you." 
 
    "The girls told me your apartment is a pig sty." 
 
    "I had a cleaning lady for a while, but she quit and I never bothered to find another. I pretty much have lost interest in how I live. I've been drinking too much. I stopped going to the gym. I've been driving too fast - a couple of weeks ago I almost got to 90 on the Turnpike - I never would have done that if you had been in the car, you would have killed me. Even at work, we're doing all right, but we're coasting. I've lost the desire to keep making the business as great as it can be. I should be working hard to make our website better, and I'm not. You always pushed me to make the business better. Nobody's pushing me any more. 
 
    "I used to think you spanking me was the worst thing in my life. You know what's worse? Feeling guilty about how you're living is worse. At least when you spanked me, afterwards, my conscience was clear. We started again with a clean slate. But now nothing happens when I screw up, and I lie awake at night thinking about how I've fallen apart." 
 
    "I'm sorry to hear that," Delores said sincerely. 
 
    "And last night I hit the bottom." 
 
    "What happened?" 
 
    "I had a date. We had dinner and a couple of drinks, and she invited me back to her place, so I was following her home. The road was a little icy, and I skidded into a small accident. The police gave me a breathalyzer and I was over the limit. I ended up spending the night in the drunk tank." 
 
    "Gary, that's terrible," Delores said. 
 
    "My lawyer got it down to a Driving Under the Influence instead of a Driving While Intoxicated, but I'll probably lose my license for a month or two." 
 
    "The girls will be home from school soon. They can drive you sometimes. I'll drive you sometimes too. It will be OK." 
 
    "Thanks, but driving is the least of my worries right now." During most of his confession, Gary had avoided making eye contact with Delores. Now he picked his gaze up and looked directly at her. She could see tears in his eyes. 
 
    "Dee, will you take me back?" he asked in a very shaky voice. 
 
    Internally, her heart leapt, but she knew she had to remain calm as she responded. "If I take you back, there will be spankings in your life again," she replied in a firm voice. 
 
    "Tonight?" he asked, more as a plea than a question. 
 
    Now Delores understood what this trip was about. "Right now," she said as she stood up. "Follow me." 
 
    She walked directly up the stairs to the bedroom and Gary followed a few steps behind. He looked first at the bed he used to sleep in and was struck by how different it appeared with no pillow on the side he used to sleep on. 
 
    Delores had a bench in the bedroom that she primarily used when she was applying her makeup, but in the past she had also used it as a seat while she was spanking Gary. As they entered the room she first took her hairbrush out of the dresser drawer and then went directly to the bench. Gary walked over to a few feet away - no words needed to be spoken, she nodded and he started to undress. 
 
    In the past, among the things about spankings that Gary hated was that he was always completely naked while she stayed clothed. Of course, he understood the message it sent, that she was in absolute control and that he was being relegated to a position where he had no control whatsoever. Tonight, however, his thoughts were completely different - in a complete change of his attitude, he wanted to stand naked in front of her as quickly as he could and he disrobed in seconds. 
 
    Once undressed, he looked at her as if he was waiting for an invitation. She nodded again, and he lowered himself to stretch out over her lap. He reached out with his arms to touch the floor and waited for her to lock her right leg around the back of his legs, which she did. 
 
    He knew what the next sensation would be - she would lightly rub the smooth wood side of the brush against his butt-cheeks. He always had assumed she did that as a tease before she started the actual spanking, but that was not the case. Actually Delores did that to give herself a few seconds to gather her thoughts and compose herself before she started spanking her husband. And tonight she needed several extra seconds to process all that had happened in the last few minutes. 
 
    Laying there, Gary did start to think the rubbing was lasting a little longer than he remembered from the past. He knew that as soon as the rubbing stopped, he would be just a second or two away from the first of many, many painful blasts from the brush. He knew within seconds he would be writhing in pain, twisting his body trying to avoid the brush, blubbering apologies, and crying loudly. 
 
    And then he felt the brush lift up. He knew Delores was lifting her arm and was about to bring it down with as much power as she could muster. 
 
    In the last microsecond before he felt the brush, a thought popped into his head for the third time in less than an hour: 
 
    Be careful what you wish for, you might get it. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 4. The Sore Cowboys Fan 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thanksgiving in America is a holiday of many traditions. The big meal on Thursday is turkey, sometimes mammoth birds served at family gatherings of twenty of more people. The next day, referred to as Black Friday, is a huge day for merchants looking to kick off holiday season sales, with many opening their doors very early in the morning to attract crowds with 'door buster'  bargains. And then, of course, there's football - three professional games on Thanksgiving itself, a full weekend of college games, and then many more pro games to finish the weekend on Sunday. 
 
    Each Thanksgiving, the Detroit Lions play the first game and since 1966 the Dallas Cowboys have hosted the second game. The Cowboys are probably America's most polarizing team, with more fans and more haters than any other team. 
 
    At 23, Jordan Simmons was one of the Cowboys' biggest fans, even though he lived more than a thousand miles away in Chicago. He had grown up watching their games on TV with his father, and even though the team hadn't been champions since he had been a toddler, he was a devoted fan who owned all possible Cowboys-logo merchandise and bought the expensive TV package to assure he could watch all their games. 
 
    Jennifer, his wife of just a few months, tolerated his football excesses. The pair had been married in June and this was to be their first Thanksgiving as a married couple - that's always a tough decision for a young couple as to which family to spend the holiday with, but they had decided to fly to Jennifer's family in Milwaukee, partly because she had a tradition of doing Black Friday shopping with her mother and sister. 
 
    The marriage had been going well. The two had some different outlooks on life, but their differences generally complemented each other rather than clashed. Jennifer was the more serious of the two, and was building a career as a successful pharmaceutical rep. Jordan had been an art major at college and was doing well in his position at a graphics design firm. His lighter view of life and responsibility often offset her tendency to take some situations too seriously, but - usually - all was well. 
 
    Jennifer had already established punishment rights over her husband in at least mild ways. On one occasion he had been late picking her up at the airport and she had decided he needed to wash her car by hand as a punishment. Another time he had been texting while driving and for a punishment she made him do her chores as well as his for a week. Jordan didn't like admitting to himself that his wife had given herself the right to punish him, but he did recognize he had been irresponsible in both cases and the remedies she had chosen were fair. It was also in his usual nature to yield to his wife in most matters. 
 
    Thanksgiving itself was to be a huge family gathering at Jennifer's grandparents home, with about 30 people expected. As they dressed to leave, Jordan put on one of his Cowboys jerseys as he expected to watch the game on TV there (despite the game's 3:30pm start coming right about the time the main course was likely to be served). 
 
    "Really, Jordan, are you really planning to wear that to Grandma's?" she asked. 
 
    He sighed, took off the jersey, and instead put on a sweater with a large Cowboys' star logo. Jennifer wasn't pleased, but acquiesced. 
 
    The house was packed with people, many of whom Jordan had not seen since the wedding and some he had never met. There was however a large-screen TV and several of the men were near it watching the end of the Lions' game. The women were preparing the multi-course meal as 3:30 approached, each having brought at least one dish to the feast. About a dozen children were there, some of them Jennifer's youngest cousins, others the children of her sister and older cousins. It was a loud but joyful gathering. 
 
    Kickoff for the game took place just moments before the meal was to be served. Jordan had moved right in front of the set, sitting on the carpet. After just a couple of plays, one of the women called out that Jennifer's grandfather was ready to say Grace, and all of the men - except Jordan - got off their seats to move to the dining room. He sat there, at least until an angry wife moved into the TV room and yanked him off the floor to move to the dining room with the rest of the people. 
 
    As soon as Grandfather had finished, Jordan rushed back to the living room and perched himself on the floor in front of the set again. Some of the other men were becoming amused at his zeal while watching, and some of the women were also noticing how Jennifer's new husband seemed to be very enthusiastic about football. Most of the women and some of the men were eating their meals in the dining room (Jordan had filled a plate and took it with him to the carpet in front of the set), and one of her cousins said she hoped she'd get a chance to meet Jordan later. Just then a very loud "You've GOT to catch that ball!" echoed through the whole house." 
 
    It just got worse after that. The Cowboys were playing one of their worst games of the year and losing badly. Jordan's mood got angrier as the game progressed. Even the other men watching the game were growing tired of seeing Jordan's reactions, and his language slipped to words that prompted some of the parents to tell their kids they could no longer watch the game with the adults. 
 
    After a particularly bad play he reacted so violently that his plate, which had been resting on the carpet, got upset and some of the food and gravy spilled onto the carpet. Several women rushed over with wet towels to try to minimize a stain on the carpet, and Jennifer's face was bright red from both rage and embarrassment. 
 
    Jordan tried to apologize for his behavior on the ride back with Jennifer and her parents but none of the three others in the car would even answer him and the trip was in complete silence. Jordan started to recognize how over-the-top his actions had been and began to understand how his behavior had embarrassed both his wife and his in-laws. 
 
    Once they reached home, Jennifer told him there were going to be serious repercussions for his behavior. But it had been an exhausting day and she needed to get up early to go shopping the next day. "We'll deal with this tomorrow," she told him. "And you're not going to like it," she warned. 
 
    Jordan tossed and turned in bed long after Jennifer had fallen asleep. Now a couple of hours removed from the dinner, he started to appreciate how ridiculous his behavior had been and started to fear he might have harmed their entire relationship. 
 
    Jennifer arose early the next morning to be in line with her mother and sister when the stores opened up for early bargains. Jordan slept late then had breakfast with his father-in-law, but it was a strained conversation that did nothing to relieve his guilt about his actions the day before. He had become very apprehensive about what would happen when his wife returned. 
 
    Jennifer and her mother returned about noon. She appeared to be tired and gave little response to Jordan's attempts to apologize for the day before. After a cup of strong coffee, she took the keys to her mother's car and said to Jordan, "Let's go." She no longer looked the least bit tired, and had taken on an assertive - almost bossy - aura that Jordan had seen before but not often. They drove to a strip mall about ten minutes from her parents' home, and while many of the earlier shoppers may have left, the parking lot was still mostly full. 
 
    "Where are we going?" Jordan asked quietly. 
 
    "You'll see soon enough," was her curt reply. 
 
    They entered a large beauty store, and Jordan looked around warily. There was one older man sitting on a chair near the entrance - obviously he was resting while his wife was doing her shopping. Otherwise, there were women in the store and from what Jordan could see there were quite a lot of them. 
 
    He quietly followed his wife as she walked up to the main counter and in a loud clear voice asked, "Where do you keep your hairbrushes?" 
 
    So far it was an innocuous question, and Jordan did not yet understand the implications. The salesperson pointed Jennifer towards the area and she started walking quickly that way, prompting her husband to follow. "Come on, stay up with me," she said in a tone that left no room for delay. They looked like a strange pair as they walked. Obviously, their ages were indicators that they were a married couple, but their body language and demeanor made it look much more like a mother-son relationship. And an angry mother and worried little boy son (wearing a Cowboys logo hat) at that! 
 
    There was a large display of brushes and a saleswoman was near, along with some customers. 
 
    "Could we get some help with hairbrushes?" Jennifer asked loudly. 
 
    The saleswoman, who had likely been working since the store had opened at 6am, slowly walked over. She gave Jennifer a forced-on smile and said, "You have lovely hair. I have a brush with the perfect bristles for you." 
 
    "No," Jennifer replied loudly, "we're not interested in the bristles. We're interested in the back side of the brush. We need something with a hard wood backside to deal with some problems that have nothing to do with hair." 
 
    "Oh, I understand," the saleswoman said, with a real smile starting to appear on her face. The other customers in the section who had heard Jennifer's comment understood also and quickly spun around to get a glance at her and the person who was likely to be feeling the backside of the brush. 
 
    At the same moment, Jordan caught on to what his wife intended - she was going to use that brush on him! He wanted to immediately object, saying it was ridiculous to think of punishing a 23-year-old man in that manner - but then the saleswoman and the other customers would hear everything. And he realized he had just become very nervous - he feared his voice would crack and the other women would laugh, thinking he really did sound like a little boy. 
 
    Jennifer was determined to embarrass him as much as she felt he had embarrassed her yesterday. She slapped the wood side of the brush against her palm three times than handed it to Jordan. "How do you like it?" she said. "After all, it is for you." 
 
    He took the brush and wouldn't look up as he didn't want to make eye contact with any of the women watching. "I'm sure it's fine," he replied almost in a whisper. 
 
    "Good, it's decided then," Jennifer said, giving the brush back to the saleswoman. "Please write it up." 
 
    With the customers watching (and a couple giggling), the saleswoman led them back to the front of the store. The saleswoman was by now smiling broadly, actually trying to suppress a laugh of her own. 
 
    Jordan handed her his debit card and she said, "This must be your lucky day, sir. The brush usually is $24.95, but because it's Black Friday, you get it for just $19.99." 
 
    Jordan didn't reply, still looking straight down at the counter so he didn't have to see her face. So she decided to get just one more tease in. 
 
    "Would you like to sign up for our loyalty card program today? You'll get an extra 15% off, and that way if your wife ever has to come back for another brush, she'll get a discount." 
 
    "No, thank you," Jordan squeaked out as he turned to leave the store as quickly as possible. The old man was still sitting in his chair at the front of the store. He was smiling also. 
 
    Once in the car, they headed directly back to Jennifer's parents' home. Jordan had a flashback to his childhood. While his parents did not believe in spanking, there had been one occasion when he thought he was going to get one. He had been in a fight at school, and his mother had been called to come and take him home. He had asked her what would happen when they got home, but she would not answer, and he had tears dripping all the way home fearing he would get his first spanking. As it turned out his parents simply grounded him for two weeks and took away his video games for a month, and the next day back at school he got to brag to his friends, "No spanking! No spanking!" as a big victory. 
 
    Today, however, was not going to go that way. Jennifer had made it clear what the new brush was to be used for. He still felt any wife punishing any husband wasn't really appropriate, and certainly not with a spanking, but he didn't want to make the situation any worse by disputing the point with her. He knew his actions the day before were wrong and he understood how badly he had embarrassed her - it seemed to him the embarrassment she had just put him through in the store was probably fair retribution. 
 
    He wasn't worried about the pain of an upcoming spanking - after all, he was a grown man of 23 - but he wondered how and when it would take place. Hopefully, she might be nice enough to wait until tomorrow night when they returned to Chicago. If she spanked him now, her parents would probably be home and know about it - then he got the worrisome thought that maybe Jennifer had disclosed her plans with her mother and sister while shopping earlier in the day. 
 
    He also wondered exactly how she planned to paddle him. He assumed she'd tell him to lie face down on the bed and she'd give him hard strokes with the brush. Yes, he was sure it would hurt, but probably wouldn't be much worse than a trip to the dentist. Or perhaps she'd make him undress and then stand up holding on to a chair or desk while she paddled him. Either way, he'd be sure to keep from making much noise, so if his in-laws did know what was going on, they would realize Jennifer's retribution had little to no effect on him. 
 
    They returned to Jennifer's parents' home and to his unhappiness, his in-laws were home. "Jordan and I need some time alone in my room," she told them, as he wondered if they knew what was about to happen. Once in the room she ordered him to undress completely. 
 
    "Jen, I know you're serious about paddling me, and maybe I do deserve it," he pleaded. "But can't we wait until we get home tomorrow night, please? Your parents are here and they're going to hear what's going on. That's going to be really embarrassing." 
 
    "Maybe as embarrassed as I was yesterday when you were making a fool of yourself," she replied angrily. "You have two choices - you can get undressed here this minute and I'll spank you behind closed doors - or I'll drag you downstairs and you can get spanked with my parents watching. Don't think I won't do that, because I will." 
 
    Totally defeated and out of any possible escape, Jordan lowered his eyes and gave in. "Here," he said, as he started to undress. Once naked he looked to her for instructions. She had moved a chair into the center of the room and was sitting on it lightly slapping her hand with the brush. He had not expected the additional embarrassment of a childish over-the-knee spanking, and was mortified. "Please don't paddle me that way, Jen," he asked hopelessly. "I'm not a little boy." 
 
    "You acted like one so you get a little-boy spanking. A spanking, you don't even deserve to be punished like a grown-up. Bad little boys go over their mommy's lap for a good, hard, long bare-bottom spanking until they learn their lesson.. And that's just what you're going to get - a little-boy spanking." 
 
    He slowly positioned himself over her lap, glancing toward the bedroom room door to make sure it was still shut. He was determined to keep his reactions as quiet as possible, so Jen's parents wouldn't be able to hear him. 
 
    He felt her move her leg over the back of his ankles, locking his lower body into position. And then she started: hard, fast spanks without any warm-up period. The first time the brush landed on any spot was worse than anything he had expected, but as the brush landed on the same spot repeatedly, the pain grew greater than anything he could imagine. He squirmed around, but with his legs locked in there was little he could do to avoid the brush. He made a feeble attempt at trying to get up, but Jennifer easily overcame that and pushed him back down. The spanks kept on coming - it seemed to him harder and faster - and the pain just kept on building. 
 
    Despite his resolve, he could no longer keep quiet - and he no longer cared if his in-laws knew what was going on. He begged for mercy, apologizing for his behavior, promising to never act that way again, promising to be a better husband and do anything at all she wanted. His voice kept getting louder as he tried to verbalize all of that, and he realized the pitch of his voice sounded like he was close to tears. Soon he was crying, and that also became louder and louder - his in-laws couldn't possibly misinterpret the sounds they were hearing from the room. 
 
    It no longer mattered. All that mattered was the pain he was feeling around his backside and the back of his legs. He realized he was getting a little-boy spanking, and his reactions were exactly the same as any little boy. 
 
    With him bawling loudly, Jennifer finally felt her work was done. The spanking had only lasted about four minutes, but the new brush had been up and down dozens of times. She eased Jordan from the chair to the bed and helped him to lie down on his stomach. "You can stay here and relax until 6 o'clock," she said. "My sister is coming for diner then and you will join us." 
 
    Jordan nodded weakly as he continued crying. Jennifer went down to her parents (each of whom had big smiles) and took a nap in her sister's old room until shortly before dinner. 
 
    She went to remind Jordan of dinner about fifteen minutes before six, but he was already getting dressed - although she could see his movements were all difficult because of the pain he was feeling, particularly when he had to sit down to tie his shoes. She helped him downstairs and he saw the dinner table had been set for six people - and one chair had a soft pillow on it. He was horrified - did his sister-in-law and brother-in-law have to know also? 
 
    "Thanks, but I don't need that," he said to Jennifer's mother. 
 
    "Yes, you do, dear," she replied kindly. "These chairs get very, very hard after you've been sitting on them for a while." 
 
    His mother-in-law was right. Once his sister-in-law and brother-in-law arrived, the six of them sat in the living room to chat for a while, and even sitting on the upholstered cushions of the couch was painful. It was apparent that both of them were aware that Jordan had been spanked earlier, and there was no conversation about it, even after they moved into the dining room and he sat on the chair with the pillow. He couldn't help but wonder if his brother-in-law had ever been in the same situation as he was now. 
 
    Though Jennifer didn't seem to be carrying her anger after dinner, neither was she overly warm to Jordan as they went to bed. He was worried - his wife had spanked him in anger and now was showing no real affection. Had his behavior been so outrageous that he had ruined the relationship totally? It had become a real worry to him and he had a tough time falling asleep. 
 
    They returned to Chicago the next day - a heavy travel day with crowded airports and planes - and there was little time for pleasantries even if Jennifer had wished to offer his some reinforcement of her love. It was past eight o'clock when the couple finally got home and had a chance to sit and relax. 
 
    "Jen, I'm incredibly sorry about my behavior Thursday," Jordan started. "But I need to know....do you still love me?" 
 
    "What!" she exclaimed. "Of course I still love you. How could you question that? Yes, you behaved terribly and you paid a price for it, but that doesn't change the way I feel about you. Our marriage changed this weekend. You now know you have a wife that will not put up with childish shenanigans and behavior, and you will be held accountable for your actions. And I have a funny feeling you haven't seen your new hairbrush for the last time. But of course I still love you. There's no question about that." 
 
    "Thanks, hon," he replied. "I was honestly worried. And I've made a decision to show you how much you mean to me. No more football. I could care less about the Cowboys. I'll stop wearing all their things and won't bother to watch their games anymore." 
 
    Jennifer laughed. "That would be a bit of a problem," she said cryptically. She rose and walked to her dresser and took an envelope out. "It's a little early, but Merry Christmas," she said. 
 
    He opened the envelope and a big smile broke out on his face. In the envelope were two plane tickets to Dallas and tickets to the Cowboys' last home game of the season. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 5. Neighbors 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was unusually warm for Washington in early October, with the Sunday afternoon temperature expected to reach almost 90 degrees, a perfect day for 36-year-old Kim Stanton to relax on her apartment balcony and get one last day of tanning in. She donned short shorts and a sleeveless top, spread out on her lounge chair facing the sun, and opened a paperback book she had been reading, ready to enjoy the afternoon. 
 
    About ten minutes later, the door slid open on the adjacent balcony, and 24-year-old Brian Woods came out wearing a bathing suit and flip-flops, carrying his laptop. The two had been neighbors for about six months, and while all previous encounters had been cordial, there was no real relationship between them. Brian had come into Kim's apartment once to help her fix a wi-fi problem, and she had on a few occasions cooked some extra dinner to give to the young bachelor next door - beyond that, it was just a friendly "Hi" when they saw each other in the hallway or on the balconies. 
 
    "Guess we had the same idea today," he said to her over the gap in the railings. 
 
    "Let's enjoy it while we can," she said. "Winter is coming." 
 
    Kim returned to reading while Brian opened his laptop to catch up on some work and do some studying. He was working for the government in the Labor Department, while also taking some courses at Georgetown to secure a Master's degree. Kim was also a government employee, a supervisor in the Department of Education. 
 
    After a while, Kim put down the book and put on her sunglasses. "Nap time," she said to Brian, who smiled and told her to enjoy it - he'd be quiet. She dozed off for a few minutes, but noise from another apartment woke her. Still wearing her sunglasses, she looked across at her neighbor. He had lowered the top of his laptop and, still thinking she was asleep, was staring directly at her, apparently exploring her body with his mind. With her wearing sunglasses, she could see where he was looking, but he could not tell if her eyes were open or closed. 
 
    Giving no evidence that she was awake, she smiled to herself, taking it as a compliment that a young man like him thought she still had a body worth staring at - she had worked very hard to stay trim and in shape, visiting a gym almost every day and doing some running on days that the weather allowed. 
 
    At 36, Kim had reached the point where she was beginning to accept she would be one of those women who was going to go through life having never quite met the right man. She'd had a couple of near-miss romances in her twenties, but each had fallen apart for different reasons; and most of the men she met now were divorced, many with kids to support, and all with long stories about how their divorces were really the ex's fault while they had been the perfect husband. The stories had all sounded the same, and she thought of many of the men as some other woman's reject that she didn't need to waste her time on. While she regretted that it was now becoming unlikely she would ever have her own children, she still felt she had a worthwhile life between her extended family and a job where she believed she was doing important work. 
 
    She closed her eyes again, trying to get back to sleep, but couldn't. After a couple of minutes, she opened her eyes and looked across - he was still looking directly at her. Come on, young man, I'm not that attractive, she thought to herself. She moved slightly on her lounge and saw him quickly look away towards his laptop again, but this time she didn't close her eyes. Sure enough, a minute after she had settled, he again lowered his screen and started to once again examine her body. 
 
    This isn't funny anymore, she told herself. 
 
    She sat up and took off her glasses. "Brian, could you come around into my apartment," she said. "I'd like to talk to you." 
 
    He assumed he had been caught, and his face turned red. "Sure, Kim, I'll be right there," he said as he got up. He put on a short-sleeved shirt and walked the short distance from his door to hers - he hoped it might be something other than her knowing how he had been eyeballing her, but he suspected it was just that. 
 
    She motioned for him to sit on one of the chairs in her living room area, and she sat on a chair opposite him. "I know you thought I was asleep out there, but I wasn't. I saw you continuing to leer at my body, and I want you to know I don't appreciate it - at all," she said curtly. 
 
    His face turned bright red. "I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't mean to." Of course that was a lie - he did mean to, and they both knew it. Realizing how weak that comment had sounded, he felt he needed to say more. 
 
    "It's not what you think," he added. 
 
    "Oh, really - what is it then?" 
 
    He hesitated. "It's kind of embarrassing," he said, hoping she would not press him for more information. 
 
    But she did. "Brian, you violated my body with your eyes. I'm angry about that, and I think I'm entitled to an explanation, even if it is embarrassing to you." 
 
    He broke off eye contact and looked at the floor. "I know you are thinking I was fantasizing having sex with you. I wasn't. Don't get me wrong - you're still a very attractive woman, and I'm sure it would be awesome to have sex with you." (As soon as he said that, he realized how badly he had phrased that and blushed again). "But the truth is - I was fantasizing about getting spanked by you." 
 
    The unexpected confession caught her by surprise, and she sat up straight. "And why is that?" she asked. 
 
    "It's a long story," he said, then fell silent. 
 
    But she quickly responded, "We've got plenty of time." 
 
    He broke off eye contact again and looked at the floor once more. Speaking slowly and softly he told her why. 
 
    "When I was a kid, it was just Mom, me, and my older sister Maggie. She's eight years older than me, and you remind me of her a lot. I know that most kids don't get spanked anymore; but my mom was old-fashioned, and I got in lots of trouble at home and in school. And with some of the neighbors calling Mom about me some times, I got probably enough spankings to make up for all the kids who didn't. 
 
    "Mom was usually at work when I got home from school, and she had given Maggie permission to spank me if she thought I deserved it. Well, there were a lot of times she thought I deserved it, and there were probably some years where I got more spankings from Maggie than from Mom. 
 
    "My friends used to tell me to try not to cry - they said if I didn't cry, Mom and Maggie would think it didn't bother me, and they'd stop spanking me. I told my friends it was easy for them to say that; they didn't get spanked, and if they did they would cry even worse than I did. And I cried - every time. 
 
    "But the funny part was that after they were done spanking me, Mom or Maggie would take me back to my room and lay me down on my bed to let me cry it out. After a few minutes, everything started to feel better. I would stop crying, and by then all the sharp pain in my butt had become less, and instead it was becoming a warm glowing feeling that didn't hurt much, and actually started to feel nice after a while. Then I would twist around in front of my mirror to see how red my behind was, and it never looked as bad as I thought it would. I'd go lay down again, and by then everything seemed much better. I knew that Mom and Maggie loved me and watched over me, and I was feeling safe and protected. 
 
    "When I left my room, Mom or Maggie would hug me and kiss me and tell me how much they loved me, and give me a piece of pie or some ice cream. And I knew the punishment was over, and they would forgive me for whatever I had done; and if any of my friends had been caught for doing the same thing, they'd be stuck in their house for the next week or two, while my punishment was already over. So after a while I started to think I was the lucky one because I did get spanked, and my friends weren't as lucky as I was. 
 
    "Once I turned ten or eleven and Maggie had started to go to college, she wasn't around in the afternoon most days, and my spankings were much less often. I missed them in a way - I still didn't want to get spanked because it hurt, but I did miss the nice feelings after. I actually misbehaved on purpose a couple of times when Maggie was there, hoping she would spank me, and she did once or twice. 
 
    "After Maggie graduated and moved away, Mom only spanked me for the very worst things I did; and when I became sixteen, she told me I had become too old to be spanked and that was the end of it. Now that I'm an adult and out in the world on my own, I sometimes think about how I used to feel so safe and loved after a spanking, and I do miss those feelings." 
 
    "That's a nice story," Kim said. "But what is it about me that made you think about me spanking you?" 
 
    Jeff blushed once again. "It's your legs. You have such beautiful long legs, and with the shorts you're wearing today, I couldn't keep from looking at them. I started to imagine how it would feel to be over your lap with my pants down and you smacking my bare butt with all your might; and it just seemed to be something that would be wonderful, so I just couldn't take my eyes off you while I thought you were sleeping. I'm very sorry for doing that. Would you like me to leave now? I promise I won't bother you anymore." 
 
    "No," she replied. "You don't have to leave. I have one question, though. What did your Mom and sister use to spank you?" 
 
    "I don't understand." 
 
    "Did you get spanked with a hairbrush? A belt? A paddle, what?" 
 
    "No, they just used their hands. It still hurt plenty though." 
 
    Kim sat up straight and looked right at the young man opposite her. For the first time since he had entered the apartment, she smiled. "In my opinion," she said, "you got off WAY too easy then." 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    "I mean when I spanked my younger brothers, I used our mother's hairbrush, and I guarantee you that neither of them would even think about misbehaving on purpose to get an extra spanking from me. And as to crying, my brothers would start bawling loudly as soon as I told them to go get Mom's hairbrush. And I made them stand in the corner before and after their spankings, so they each cried a river's worth of tears before they were sent to bed." 
 
    Brian looked stunned and she continued, "Yes, young man, I happen to be a very experienced spanker - and I'm more than capable to give you exactly what you were thinking about out on the balcony." Her smile broadened while he sat there trying to absorb what he had just heard. 
 
    Getting no response, she rose and walked over to stand right in front of him, getting close enough to impinge on one's normal body space. Brian had to look up at a sharp angle to see her face, and what he saw was an imposing woman towering over him. It made him nervous but also excited at the possibility that his fantasy of her spanking him could actually happen. 
 
    "Well, young man, what is it?" she demanded. "Do you want me to spank you, or not?" 
 
    "I don't know," he said nervously. 
 
    "It's a very simple question, young man," she responded. "Yes or no. I want an answer - right now." 
 
    Thoughts started to rush through his mind one after the other: I wanted this just a few minutes ago, why am I hesitating now? Does she have a hairbrush? How much would that hurt? Would I cry - that was when I was a kid, I'm grown now. How would I feel after, would I be glad I did it or feel stupid? Maybe I'd feel awkward every time I see her in the future. 
 
    But then he looked straight ahead and with her standing right in front and almost upon him, he was within just inches of those short shorts atop her long, gorgeous legs. 
 
    "Yes," he said quietly. 
 
    "Good," she said. "But it's going to be by my rules all the way. Do you agree?" 
 
    "Yes, I guess. Your rules." 
 
    "It starts with for the rest of the night I will be addressed as Aunt Kimberley. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes," he replied. 
 
    She grabbed his arm to get him to stand up, put her arm on his shoulder and twisted him a half turn, then smacked his butt with her hand. With his bathing suit still on it didn't hurt, but it got his attention. 
 
    "Yes, WHAT?" 
 
    "Yes, Aunt Kimberley," he answered. 
 
    "Good, smart boy," she said. She walked him over to a corner near the door. "Stand here with your nose in the corner while I get ready - do not turn around, or you will regret it. I want you to think of five things you have done recently that you deserve a spanking for. The first, of course, will be the fact you just leered at me outside, so you need to tell me four more naughty things you have been up to that you need to punished for." 
 
    He stood there as ordered, trying to recall some things he had been feeling guilty about. He couldn't tell if she was still in the room or not, and after a couple of minutes, he moved his head slightly in an attempt to look over his shoulder. In just a few seconds, he felt her fingers in the waistband of his swim shorts. She pulled them down and gave him a very sharp smack on his butt - he felt that one. 
 
    "I said eyes straight ahead," she said in a dominant voice. 
 
    With his shorts down at his ankles and a bit of a sting in his butt, Brian faced a new problem - an erection. He started to fear what she would think if she saw him this way, and of course, that made the erection even more pronounced. When a few minutes later Aunt Kim asked him if he had his list of five naughty things ready, he asked if he could have another minute or two, but that wasn't because he didn't have an answer, it was an attempt to buy more time for the erection to subside. 
 
    It didn't. 
 
    Two minutes later, he heard, "Now. Over here." 
 
    He turned to see her sitting in a straight-backed chair holding what appeared to be a wooden spatula, about a foot long including the handle with the business end about three inches wide - he couldn't tell the thickness of the wood, but it certainly looked like it could give him a painful spank. She couldn't help but see a very prominent erection, but she had expected it and ignored it. "You're lucky I don't have a hairbrush like my mom's," she said, "but I think you'll find this will do a very nice job also." 
 
    With him standing right next to her, she asked for the list of his recent bad behavior. Beyond staring at her body today, he mentioned betting too much money (he had lost $100 on the Redskins the week before), driving home after drinking on some occasions, and not spending enough time on his grad school course work. The fifth really annoyed Kim. 
 
    "I sometimes take advantage of women. I'm kind of a one-night stand guy, but sometimes I lead a girl into thinking I'd like a long-term relationship, then afterwards I don't bother to call her again." 
 
    "So you have no respect for women, just like you felt you had the right to examine my body this afternoon." 
 
    "I respect my mom and sister," he replied. 
 
    But Kim countered with, "Sure you did, because they spanked you. Well before me and my little paddle get done, you'll have plenty of respect for us. Now get over my lap - right now!" 
 
    She spread her legs a bit so most of the erection wouldn't be directly in contact with her legs, and he lowered himself with both hands and the toes of both feet on the floor. In just moments he felt a sharp crack on his right butt cheek, followed immediately by a similar crack to his left. The spanks came rapidly with a couple of pauses, and the pain started to grow, especially as she started to involve the tops of his legs. He moaned, wiggled, started to sweat heavily, and voiced numerous "oows" and "ouches" but there were no tears. After about two minutes, there was a long pause. 
 
    I guess it's over, he thought. I didn't cry, I guess that figures, I'm grown now. In a strange way that made him feel a bit unsatisfied. 
 
    But then Aunt Kim spoke. "So much for hand spankings. Now I'm going to use my paddle - get ready, young man, you're going for a long, hard, ride." 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The first one landed and he felt a huge difference. Wow, that one really hurt. She resumed her pattern - about twenty hard spanks, a pause of a few seconds, then another hard flurry. Now Brian was really suffering, and his voice rose as he started to plead for an end to his torment. 
 
    "Ouch... please, no more... please, Kim, I mean Aunt Kimberley, please no more... ow, it hurts so much, please, enough... I'm sorry I looked at you... I'm sorry about the girls... I'm sorry for all of it." 
 
    And this time, the tears flowed freely. 
 
    Kim gave him about four minutes of on-and-off flurries of spanks with the spatula, but ended the session once she saw his crying become steady. She allowed him to remain over her lap for a minute then helped him to his feet and led him to her bedroom, helping him to lay down on his stomach. She then left the room, closing the door most of the way. 
 
    Brian regained his composure quickly and started to feel pleased he had gone through with it. As in the past, he thought the spanking helped to allow him to clear his conscience about some of what he had confessed to her. He was ready to leave the bedroom, but he realized all he was wearing was his shirt, and his bathing suit had been left somewhere in the living room. His erection had disappeared quickly once his spanking had started, but now realizing he had to face her naked from the waist down once again, he started to feel it beginning to come back again. 
 
    He sighed, and walked into the living room. He didn't see her but spotted his suit and tried to bend down to pick it up, feeling real pain, especially in the upper part of his legs. Kim had returned to the balcony but saw through the door that he had emerged from the bedroom, and she came back in to help him back into his bathing suit. She then hugged him and gave him a small kiss on his forehead. 
 
    "You were a good boy," she said. "What would you like to do now?" 
 
    "I don't know," he responded. "I would go back to my place, but I don't think I could sit down anywhere." 
 
    "Why don't you stay and watch some football on TV," she suggested. "You can stand behind the couch, and I'll put a pillow on it for when you're ready to sit down. I don't have any pie or ice cream for you, but if you like, I'll make dinner for us and there's a new episode of Game of Thrones on later." 
 
    Brian took the suggestions. He was ready to sit after about fifteen minutes, although he winced noticeably when he did. Kim was not at all a football fan, but she sat with him to watch the game on TV, asking him several questions, which pleased him. Dinner was enjoyable - although he ate it still sitting on the pillow. During some gory scenes of the TV show, their arms touched as she moved close to him. When he left after the show ended, she again hugged him and gave him another short kiss, on his cheek this time. 
 
    Brian took a shower as soon as he got back into his apartment. Standing as the water flowed, he replayed all the events of this unbelievable day. It was good, he concluded. He had been embarrassed and then painfully spanked. But now it all feels good... and I made friends with a really nice woman next door; she made me feel very good after the spanking. But today isn't something we can repeat. I'll never do it again, even though I really like her and the day turned out to be awesome. Not again, that's for sure. 
 
    Two weeks later, Kim took a short break during work to check her phone for any messages. There was one text there: "Aunt Kim, could I come over tonight to tell you about some naughty things I've done lately?" 
 
    ---oOo--- 
 
    Two years later, despite a 12-year difference in their ages, Kim and Brian eventually discovered they loved each other, and they decided to get married almost a year ago. They now live in a two-bedroom apartment in the same complex they lived in before, and they have plans for the second bedroom - a baby is due in about six months. 
 
    Brian proudly refers to Kim as his Mommy-Wife. He has never quite said to anyone that he actually gets spanked by his wife, but he openly admits to all that Kim is unquestionably the partner in command in their marriage, and he frequently uses phrases such as, "My wife is going to kill me" and "I'm going to get it when I get home." 
 
    There are two very different types of spankings. On the last day of each month, he gets a 'confession spanking' where he's required to tell his wife all that he did in the past month that was not what she would have wanted from him. She already knows much of it, but each month there are usually one or two items she didn't know about. Confession spankings are loving, drawn-out affairs. She spanks him with her hairbrush (she bought one after it became evident there would be more spankings in the future, and it does sting worse than the spatula she used the first time), but there is a lot of soothing talk and frequent pauses for soft caresses of Brian's reddening butt. Eventually he starts to cry; and soon after the tears come, she eases up and helps him to their bedroom for his chance to cry it out. Following his boyhood tradition, she makes sure to have ice cream in the house on those nights, and the couple enjoy a snack together when he emerges from the bedroom. On some occasions, confession spanking night has ended with love-making. 
 
    But there are also unscheduled punishment spankings. On those occasions, Brian has to deal with the 'mommy' part of Kim, and she is a strict mommy at that. He can be spanked for any reason she feels sufficient, including slacking off on his responsibilities and any signs of immaturity or disobedience. She is especially vigilant about pushing him to complete work at school on his Master's degree as she urges him to live up to his great potential. 
 
    Although they are not frequent (just one before the wedding and three in the year since), punishment spankings hurt - a lot! There are no soothing words, no soft caresses, and only short pauses as Kim rests her arm. The brush descends fast and furiously, with giving pain to Mommy's naughty boy the only objective. Tears and loud pleas for mercy come very quickly, but she is determined to teach him a real lesson. Afterwards, Brian is not given the privilege of a solitary recovery in the bedroom. He is instead made to stand in the corner with his crimson butt on display. And on those occasions, Kim uses Brian's phone to take a picture of him in the corner. She has told him he is not allowed to delete those pictures, and he is expected to look at those pictures occasionally to remind him of potential consequences for unacceptable behavior. 
 
    Kim has become friendly with her now sister-in-law Maggie. When Maggie first heard her eight-years younger kid brother was going to marry a woman even older than she was, she was upset; but after a couple of long phone conversations with Kim (including an explanation of how the relationship got started), her mind was eased. Kim and Maggie first met in person at the wedding, but they have continued to speak frequently on the phone - many times with Brian's latest spanking a topic of conversation. 
 
    Maggie had never been to Washington, and she and Kim agreed she would spend three days with Kim and Brian. Both women took some time off from work, and Maggie left her kids with her husband for a few days so Kim could show her around Washington and the two could have a couple of girls' nights out." 
 
    Maggie was due to arrive on a Monday, and on the Thursday before, Brian got into trouble. While most of his graduate coursework at Georgetown can be done online, there are a couple of on-campus live lectures each semester. Attendance at those events is not mandatory, but is highly recommended, and Brian's supervisor allows him to take personal time to attend. 
 
    Kim and Brian were having dinner that evening, and she casually asked him how today's lecture had been. 
 
    "I didn't go," he responded. 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    Even though her question was only two syllables, Brian could tell she didn't like what he had just said, and his defenses went up. 
 
    "We were very backed up at work, and I didn't want to fall behind there, so I thought it best to stay at work. I'll get the transcript on my computer." 
 
    The answer did not satisfy his wife. "You could have gone and then gone back to work. I would have understood if you called me and said you needed to work late. You knew it's important to go to the on-campus events, and you were just too irresponsible and lazy to go." 
 
    "Sorry, honey," he replied. "I was going to tell you on confession spanking night." (He really wasn't planning on doing that but thought saying that might defuse the situation right now). His wife's response was bad news for Brian. 
 
    "Cutting a class is not a subject for confession spanking night. It's a subject for a real spanking, and that's what you're going to get as soon as we're done eating." 
 
    While confession spankings fulfill a real need in Brian's life, punishment spankings are events that he fears and tries to avoid. Hearing that one was imminent, but knowing no appeal would change Kim's mind, he sighed and quietly responded, "Yes, dear, whatever you think." 
 
    He didn't eat much for the rest of the meal, just picking at his food. As they both started to clear the dishes, Kim surprised him. 
 
    "I've changed my mind," she said. 
 
    Brian's hopes rose, only to quickly get dashed. 
 
    "I'm going to postpone your spanking. Since Maggie is coming on Monday, I'm going to hold off until she gets here, so she can see how her little brother gets spanked now. Your immediate punishment is that now you have the whole weekend to think about what you'll get on Monday, and you know your sister will see it too." 
 
    She was right on all accounts. Brian knew what was coming and could not get it out of his thoughts many times on Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and especially during the day on Monday. But he also had time to think about what he really had done on Thursday. He finally admitted that Kim was right. He could have - and should have - gone to class. The truth was that he had exaggerated the backup at work. It had been raining heavily that day; and between the traffic and a long walk from the parking lot to the lecture hall, he had simply made a (bad) choice not to go to class. Essentially, he had lied to his wife, and he reluctantly concluded he deserved to be spanked for that as well for cutting the lecture. 
 
    Kim picked up Maggie at the airport, and Brian did not see his sister until he got home after work. Kim had made reservations at a local restaurant, and while the women had an enjoyable dinner, Brian could not forget what was awaiting him when they would go back to the apartment. 
 
    As soon as they got home, Kim said to Maggie, "Normally he only has to stay in the corner after a punishment spanking, but tonight he's going to have to spend some corner time before and after. We can sit and watch him while he thinks about what's coming - I have a nice wine we can drink while he's standing there." 
 
    Brian undressed in the bedroom and came back to the living room to get into the corner. He knew his sister was going to see him naked, which also had been on his mind for the last few days - that didn't please him, but of course she had seen him that way dozens of times when he had been a child. 
 
    After about fifteen minutes, he heard movement behind him and knew Kim was getting ready for his punishment. "Turn around," she ordered. 
 
    He pivoted and saw Maggie, not Kim, sitting in the spanking chair. Maggie was smiling. 
 
    "Over here, kid brother," she said. 
 
    Brian had not anticipated that Maggie would spank him instead of Sue and wasn't sure he liked it, but had no choice. He moved over to his sister and lay down over her lap. 
 
    "Your butt is sure a lot bigger than it was last time I saw it," Maggie said. 
 
    "More area for you to turn red," Kim told her. 
 
    Spanks started but were not too painful; she hadn't been holding the brush when he walked over, so Brian knew it was just a hand spanking. As he had done when Maggie spanked him during his childhood, he tried to stay quiet to prove it wasn't hurting him, and he made virtually no noise while she spanked him - a bad decision on his part! 
 
    "See, hand spankings don't have an impact any more," he heard Kim tell Maggie. "Use the brush." 
 
    A short pause was followed by a much sharper spank that really hurt - he could tell that Maggie had switched to the brush. The spanks rained down, and the pain grew exponentially. He was now moaning loudly, and his shoulders started to heave with tears close. Then it got worse: he heard Maggie say, "I think he's all warmed up for you now. Give it to him good for missing that lecture." 
 
    Maggie stood up, and Kim sat down in the spanking chair. Almost in tears already, Brian could not hold out at all once his mommy-wife took over, and tears and pleas quickly turned into incoherent babbling. But this was a punishment spanking, and Kim was determined to teach him a real lesson, so she made it the longest and most painful punishment she had given him to date. 
 
    Once she finally stopped, she stood him up and led him to the corner. Rubbing was not allowed after a punishment spanking, and Brian had to put up with the worst burning ever on his butt and thighs, knowing that both women were watching his every move. 
 
    Maggie and Kim chatted as Brain's pain started to ease. "I need to take a picture of his butt," Kim said as she opened his phone. After she took the picture, she showed Maggie the library of previous post-spanking photos. "Which one is your favorite?" she asked her. 
 
    The women were clearly teasing him but even though he was still in pain, Brian took the teasing with a good nature. He was happy his wife and sister had become such good friends, and he loved them both. And since he had finally concluded the spanking had been justified, he was not angry. 
 
    "I like number three," Maggie said in a joking manner. "No, I did like number two best, but now I like tonight's red butt the best," Kim said. 
 
    "Which is your favorite, Brian?" Maggie asked. 
 
    "None of them," Brian said into the corner. But he was smiling, even though the women couldn't see it. 
 
    The spanking had ended at 8:45, and exactly at 9:15, Kim walked into the bedroom and emerged with Brian's bathrobe and a pair of slippers. She softly turned him away from the corner, then kissed him and hugged him. Maggie walked over and joined them in a family hug. Tears started to fall from Brian's eyes again, but this time it wasn't from pain; rather, it was from the joy of having two such awesome women in his life, and a baby on the way. He considered himself to be an especially lucky man. 
 
    And then the three of them had pie and ice cream. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Also from LSF Publications... 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Third Date by Shaun Kelly 
 
    When Stan meets an attractive woman on a plane flying to New York, he has no way of knowing she will be his future wife. They chat during the journey, and Stan is delighted when Stacey gives him her phone number. Things progress well, but on their third date, Stacey tells him about her family and their belief that women are superior to men and that the best way to keep a marriage together is for the woman to discipline the man. It appears that wife-led marriages with strict discipline are the norm in this family. Stacey then reminds Stan that he was late... and ends up putting him over her lap for a spanking. It is the first of many, but Stan is happy to accept this new lifestyle because he loves Stacey. However, Stacey's mother is very formidable and takes some getting used to; poor Stan feels her hairbrush on his bare bottom when he falls asleep in church and snores loudly! Still, he becomes happily married, accepting the fact that his dominant wife is very much in charge... and the pair always celebrate the anniversary of their third date. 
 
    How to Spank Your Husband by Shaun Kelly 
 
    I Know You're Wondering: Seated naked on the bed when he should be standing in the corner, Barry reflects on the events which have occurred since the day he met Nancy, an attractive widow. With one failed marriage behind him, he has to resort to being spanked to help motivate him to behave. Painful though Nancy's hairbrush is on his bare backside, it has become an essential part of their marriage. 
 
      
 
    The Garage Sale: Judy goes to a garage sale and finds a ping pong paddle. The old lady selling it explains it was formerly used to spank naughty bottoms. She gives it to Judy, who can see many good reasons to use it on her husband who consistently fails to keep his promises. So Joe ends up having his bare bottom whacked, and he's not the only one - his cousin Jeff gets similar treatment from his wife Rachel and her trusty bath brush. 
 
      
 
    Jet Green, Butt Red: Pete's obscene outbursts (made in front of his impressionable young daughters) at the Jets' string of fourth-quarter interceptions in an important game, lead to him getting his first over-the-knee bare bottom hairbrush spanking from his wife, Vicki. 
 
      
 
    The Old Folks: Charlie has messed up. He knows that he will be spanked by his wife for staying late at golf and making them late for dinner. His main worry is that the neighbours may hear his punishment... as indeed they do, which is highly embarrassing, even after decades of being a disciplined husband. 
 
      
 
    How to Spank Your Husband: Experienced disciplinarian Nancy Morgan hires a hotel conference room, where she gives a lecture on how to conduct a female led relationship. Judging by the applause, there are many other women keen to start calling the shots in their own marriages and spank their husband's bottom. 
 
    Two Couples by Shaun Kelly 
 
    Brian confides in his sister Brenda about how Abby, his wife of two years, spanks him when he does something wrong. Only a few weeks later Brenda watches him being spanked for forgetting to re-set the alarm clock and also for not telling Abby that he had confided in his sister. Seeing the spanking gives Brenda an idea of her own - she decides it is time to try and incorporate the same discipline into her relationship with Gary. His behaviour often embarrasses her and she realises the application of corporal punishment is the only way their relationship can continue, and maybe if things improve they might get married. So Gary is told to undress and stand in the corner, waiting for his spanking. Two years on and Gary resents being spanked by Brenda, now his wife. He feels as though he is the only man in the world subjected to such punishment. But a family trip exposes a secret and it changes the way Gary feels entirely. 
 
    Miss Spankintosh by Shaun Kelly 
 
    Includes the following and 3 other stories: 
 
      
 
    Miss Spankintosh: New teacher Josh is somewhat shocked when he finds fellow teacher Lynn approves of spanking. The two become close but Lynn finds Josh often behaves as badly as her twelfth grade kids. Luckily she knows just how to deal with that sort of behaviour and is more than happy to do so! 
 
      
 
    The Bad Day: The hours seem to drag as Tom anticipates the punishment his wife promised him the previous day. Once Gwen sets the scene, he is even more nervous when his ex-wife appears at the door! Embarrassment and shame and pain dominate but the outcome is a group of much happier people. 
 
    Strict Ladies - Book One by Peter Martin 
 
    The Training Regime: Trainee doctor Jack is struggling with his exams, so goes to stay with Aunt Simone who is a senior doctor. She motivates Jack with two smacks of the ruler for every wrong answer. This is only the beginning, and soon progresses to Jack going bare bottomed over Simone's lap, later helped by Simone's friend Liz and Liz's daughter Nikki, with whom Jack develops a relationship. All this spanking from dominant women - Jack enjoys it rather more than he lets on... 
 
      
 
    Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse. 
 
      
 
    The History Lesson: Becky manages to figure out her husband Mike's computer password, and when she checks his browsing history is amazed to find lots of pictures and videos of women spanking and caning men, then having their way with them. From that moment, their marriage gets so much better... 
 
      
 
    Public Caning: Jerry finds himself up in front of the judge for stealing a car and is sentenced to twenty-four strokes of the cane in front of a crowd of people. The punishment officer does her job well, inflicting maximum pain. 
 
      
 
    A Desire Fulfilled: The only punishment college student Ben has received is a detention, yet his mother who works at the college has caned plenty of his friends. Ben feels left out. He actually wants to experience the cane. His mother obliges... 
 
    Eric Asks for Discipline by Will Grant 
 
    This story represents a rite of passage for Eric as he transitions from an angry and aggressive young man into someone finally content with his lot following his acceptance that discipline is what he needs and desires. Luckily for him, he gets it, initially from his athletics coach, Janice, and later from his girlfriend and fellow athlete, Trish. 
 
      
 
    Janice soon gets Eric in shape with the help of her hard hand and a gym shoe pounding on his bare bottom. The lesson is reinforced when Trish turns up armed with a bathbrush. Eric is turned over her lap for another painful session, yet the spanking helps to motivate him as well as fulfil a long-held secret fantasy. As time goes on, Trish takes over as his disciplinarian, and proves to be very efficient with the paddle. The Olympic-hopeful Eric was previously driven to succeed by his own simmering anger, but is now transformed by regular spankings... many of which lead to sexual satisfaction. Ultimately, a traumatic incident from years ago can finally be laid to rest, but one thing's for sure... Eric's discipline will continue. 
 
    The Disciplined Male - Volume 8 by W. Arthur 
 
    This compilation features the following and 4 other femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women: 
 
      
 
    The Job Interview: When Cam attends an interview for a prestigious job, he is alarmed to find the person who interviews him is none other than Mazy, the sister of his ex-wife. Because of this, Mazy knows Cam is a serial womaniser and not to be trusted around women; she tells him she will hire him on a ninety-day probationary contract if he drops his pants and goes over the desk for a paddling. 
 
      
 
    Kyle's New Reality: When 19-year-old Kyle spends over a thousand dollars on his dad's credit card to watch VR porn, he doesn't bargain on being caught in the act by his new stepmother, the attractive Felicia. She deals with Kyle's infraction with a bath brush, and then makes a surprising suggestion. 
 
      
 
    Lent: Newlyweds Kevin and Margo enjoy an active sex life, but Margo tells her husband that if he doesn't give up swearing for Lent, he will be deprived of sex. He tries to stop, but fails - and takes the consequences in the form of a bare bottom paddling. 
 
    Scott and the Woodshed by W. Arthur 
 
    Scott is no stranger to discipline as his bare bottom has regularly been on the receiving end of his mother's wooden spoon, but after his mother's death, Scott lacks focus and motivation. When an attractive woman (Valerie) walks into the bank where he works and asks for a loan, he tries to help her. He also lets his mind wander as he imagines being over her lap for a hard spanking. Little does he know that he is to form a special relationship with Valerie, a woman in the final stages of training to be a vet. She occupies his mother's former room for several weeks, and Scott loves her dominance and authority. When she mentions the woodshed on her mother's farm, Scott is curious and starts asking questions. He gets so much more than he bargained for, particularly when he visits the farm and finds out exactly what it's like to be taken to the woodshed for a hard strapping on his bare bottom. Disciplining male members of the family is part of the fabric of life here. Like her mother, Valerie has a strong right arm and knows just how to administer a whipping earned for slacking off or bad behaviour. Although Scott often has a sore bottom, he appears to thrive on it, and his relationship with Valerie blossoms... 
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