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    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. 
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 1. The Day I Met Stacey 
 
      
 
      
 
    The conventional wisdom is that the third date is often the one when a woman will have sex with you for the first time. With that prominently on my mind, I was nervous as I got out of the cab in the rain. The doorman to her building held an umbrella for me then called her for authorization to let me in. He smiled as he let me in, saying, "Have a nice evening." 
 
    I certainly hoped so! 
 
    I met Stacey Davis on a plane flying back to New York from San Francisco. I'm Stan, 26, an auditor for one of the largest accounting firms in New York, doing OK, making a decent buck, and hopeful of becoming a junior partner in the next year or so. I had attended an accounting conference that had ended on Friday and took an extra day for sightseeing. The firm allows us to travel first class, and I was in an aisle seat in the front cabin. 
 
    Shortly after I sat down, an exceptionally good-looking woman came to my row and smiled, gesturing she had the window seat next to me. I moved my legs to the side to give her room, and she slid past me, her body just inches from my face. I got a whiff of her perfume as she passed and thought to myself that she was the type of woman I could never get to first base with. 
 
    To be honest, I'm just not the type of guy that women flock to. I'm only about 5'7", I'm a little chubby, and I have to admit I get intimidated by assertive women, especially if they are tall and attractive. I'm not a virgin at least, but I'm way behind par for my age. At 26, I've only had sex with five different women, and three of them were only one time. None of them were particularly attractive, and two of the one-timers probably had too much to drink that night. 
 
    A ladies man, I'm not. 
 
    If I were the type of man I wished I was, I would have started a conversation with her immediately, but I didn't. I read for a while and shortly after takeoff I put down my tablet and drifted off to sleep. 
 
    When I awoke, I looked at my watch and saw I had slept for about two hours. I glanced over to the right and saw my seatmate - she was awake and smiled at me. She took out her earphones and said in a friendly voice, "You snore. I'll bet your wife gets angry at you." 
 
    I lifted my hand and smiled. "No ring," I said. "No wife, I'm still looking." 
 
    "I'm Stacey," she said. "Are you the type of guy who likes a quiet seatmate or would you prefer to chat a little? We still have about three hours to go." 
 
    I wish all questions were as easy to answer as that one was. To my great amazement, we chatted for all of the three hours. I learned she had grown up in Connecticut and now lived on the Upper East Side of Manhattan (I was on the West Side). She was 27, worked as a copywriter at one of the large Madison Avenue advertising agencies. She had been in San Francisco for the wedding of her old roommate from Cal-Berkeley. She turned out to be a big sports fan. We differed on baseball - she's Yankees, I'm Mets - but we agreed on the Giants and Knicks. We talked about shows and concerts we had seen. Frankly, it was the easiest conversation I had ever had with any woman, let alone a looker like this. 
 
    It seemed like only a few minutes before the pilot announced final approach to the airport. "It's going to get hectic when we land," Stacey said. "Would you like my phone number?" 
 
    Are you kidding me? I'd kill for a chance to see you again. "Yes, sure," I said a bit nervously. 
 
    "Give me your phone," she said with a big smile. "I'll enter it. All you men are so irresponsible; if I write it down, you'll surely lose it. At least this way you're going to have to delete me if you don't want to call me." 
 
    The chances of that were less than zero! 
 
    I offered to split a cab ride back to Manhattan, but she had already made arrangements for a car service to pick her up. As she left to get to her ride, she said sweetly, "Bye, Stanny. Don't forget to call me." And she kissed me lightly on the cheek. 
 
    I'm sure you can guess what I did when I got home that night! 
 
    I called her on Monday evening and suggested a dinner date for Saturday. When I went to pick her up, I was impressed by the fact she was in a building with a doorman, and that while most singles in New York struggle to pay for just a studio apartment, she actually had a one-bedroom with a kitchen area and a living room. They must pay copywriters pretty well, I thought. 
 
    I took her to a nice restaurant near her apartment - it was a little more expensive than I was comfortable with, but I felt she was probably used to better things. As we headed back, I told her I had looked at the schedule and the Yankees would be home next Saturday night. She seemed to like that idea, and I got some good seats at StubHub. She kissed me at the end of both dates, and the second time she darted her tongue to me for a second - but no invitation to go back into the apartment. 
 
    She called me the night after our second date. "You've spent a lot of money on me so far," she said. "How about next Saturday you come here? I'm a pretty good cook, and I'll make you something nice." We discussed the menu, and I became very optimistic about my chances for a big score with her since she had invited me to her apartment where we would be together for at least a few hours. 
 
    It's always tough to get a cab in New York when it's raining, and I arrived about fifteen minutes late. I was surprised at how she was dressed. I would have thought for a stay-at-home date she would have dressed very casually, but she was wearing heels and a short skirt that accentuated her legs. I felt a stirring in my pants. 
 
    She was a bit angry about me being late and told me to hurry right to the table as our food was ready. But once we started eating, everything seemed to fall into place and again we were able to chat easily. I very much enjoyed talking to her, and she seemed to enjoy my company. We each had wine with our dinners, and after we finished eating, she suggested we move over to the couch. My hopes soared, and so did something else as I felt an erection starting to grow - I hoped she didn't notice. 
 
    We sat on the couch, and her smile disappeared. "Stan, there's something I need to tell you about me and my family." 
 
    When someone says, "There's something I need to tell you," you're not going to like it. It wasn't looking good, but I responded, "Sure, please do. It's early, and we have plenty of time." 
 
    "Believe it or not, this goes back four generations," she said. "My great-grandmother, her name was Martha, she was a very different kind of woman, especially for her times. She had five kids, three girls and two boys. Like a lot of other women back then, she was a strict disciplinarian; she had a razor strap and used it frequently on the kids, always when the other kids could watch their brother or sister getting it. But what was different was that she also used the strap on my great-grandfather, and when that happened the kids got to see their dad's butt turning flame red and him begging for mercy. 
 
    "My grandmother told me all about her. Martha believed that men were completely irresponsible, with only one thing on their mind. She felt the desire for sex gave men terrible judgment, and for a home to be run in a way that was healthy for the children, the wife had to take complete control and put her husband on the same level as the children in the family. She taught Grandma and her sisters they needed to be exactly the same way when they got married. 
 
    "Grandma and her two sisters all took Martha's advice. They kept on dating different men but wouldn't marry until they found a man who would agree to live in a wife-led marriage. And they all were happy in their marriages, both the women and the men. I was about eight or nine when my grandfather died, but I remember him a little, and he was always smiling and laughing when I saw him. Of course I didn't know then that Grandma punished him whenever she felt it was called for, but she told my sister and me all about it when we got older. One of her sisters got Martha's razor strap, but Grandma had bought a big wooden hairbrush and apparently used it on Grandpa many times. Her kids, my mom, my aunt, and my uncle, got their share of the brush when they were growing up too." 
 
    She glanced at me, assessing my reaction. I was totally absorbed by her tale, and nodded for her to continue. 
 
    "And then the same thing happened with the next generation. Mom told me she had dated dozens of men - she would tell them that she believed in a wife-led marriage with strict discipline, and they would all run like hell. But then she met Daddy, and he understood that the idea makes sense - a marriage with a clear and undisputed leader, so there's never any bickering or fighting. She makes the rules, he follows them. She makes the decisions, he accepts them. Daddy embraced his role as secondary in the marriage. It also freed him up in a way to concentrate on his work. Sure, he doesn't like it when he's screwed up and she decides to spank him with us kids watching - but on other days, he has told us many times he's a very happy man. 
 
    "Same with my uncle. I've seen Aunt Josie spank him a couple of times, but every time you talk to him, he's upbeat and seems very happy. And here's the amazing thing - we've never had a divorce in the family. Think of that; half the marriages in the country end in divorce, but in our family where the women are totally in charge, we've never had a divorce. That says a lot to me. We think our men are just smart enough to recognize a life style that works, and once they get used to it, all is well. 
 
    "My sister took quite a while to find the right man, but Jeff has adapted very well. I needed to spank him once last year when Jessica was pregnant and felt she couldn't do it that time. Jeff's a lawyer, and I told him I was the judge. He thought it was funny, but once the brush started to land, he stopped laughing. 
 
    "Even my brother accepted that the lifestyle makes sense. He went the other way with dates, kept on looking for a woman who would agree to take control of him. His wife Suzi is the cutest little thing - barely five feet tall, but he says she swings a mean paddle. I wasn't there, but Mom told me she actually gave Suzi lessons in how to spank Barry." 
 
    She stopped and looked directly at me. "So that's my family history, Stan," she said. "I've told it to many men. Some get angry, some laugh, but most are polite and just get up and leave. You are free to leave any time you want," she said softly. 
 
    I thought all that I had heard was wacky, but I just couldn't bear the thought of walking out on the beautiful woman whom I had been getting along with so well. 
 
    "Could I stay for a while?" I asked. 
 
    She smiled. "Of course you can," she said. 
 
    We talked some more about the 'system' her family had. Then she zeroed in on me. 
 
    "It's just this simple. Men are so interested in getting their dipstick wet, they lose their common sense. I know what you really want to do in this apartment tonight. I've seen the bulge in the front of your pants. I'll bet you twenty dollars you have a condom in your wallet, right?" 
 
    I felt my face turn red. I looked away from her and said, "No bet." 
 
    "Well, you're not going to get to use it - at least not tonight," she responded. "But that's OK. It just shows you're a normal man who thinks with his penis first and his brain later. That's precisely why you men need a woman in charge of you to keep you in line." 
 
    "I guess... maybe," I said weakly. 
 
    "You'll still free to leave, Stanny," she said. 
 
    But I couldn't. I just sat there looking at her, probably with a confused look on my face. "I'd like to s-stay," I stammered. 
 
    "That's good, I'm pleased," she said. Then she got serious. "But, Stanley, there's something we need to deal with, and I'm afraid it's not going to be very pleasant." 
 
    "What's that?" I asked. 
 
    "Remember when we were talking on the plane, and I mentioned one of my pet peeves was people being late for appointments? Stanley, can you explain why you were fifteen minutes late tonight and almost ruined our dinner?" 
 
    I was already on the defensive. "It was raining, and I couldn't get a cab." 
 
    "No Stanley, that's an excuse, not an explanation. You knew it was raining. Everyone in New York knows it's hard to get a cab in the rain. Can you explain why you didn't leave extra early to compensate for that?" 
 
    I had an inkling what this might lead to, and I was sure I wasn't going to have an explanation she would accept. "No, sorry Stacey, I guess I don't have a good explanation." 
 
    She looked at me with piercing eyes. She was going to watch my body language carefully in the next few seconds. "Well, Stanley, I think we need to deal with that. If you wish to continue seeing me, I think you need to learn a lesson about how important being on time is to me." 
 
    Oh my God. She wants to spank me right now! 
 
    I sat there for a few seconds while she kept her eyes directly on me. The logical thing was to run away as all those other guys had done. But this was the most beautiful, polished, poised woman I had ever dated. She had said no sex tonight but seemed to leave the possibility open for the future - but then, wasn't I doing exactly what she said men always do - thinking with their penis first? 
 
    About five seconds passed, and she never moved those piercing eyes away from me. I felt myself sweating. "OK, Stacey," I squeaked out. "I do want to continue seeing you. Do whatever you think is best." 
 
    She smiled. "That's a good brave boy, Stanny. I'm pleased. Stand up and take off all your clothes. Everything." She moved towards her bedroom and said, "I'll be back in a couple of minutes to deal with you." 
 
    I'm still not sure why I agreed to this, but as I was undressing, it all became clear to me: this wasn't just a date, it was an audition. She wanted to know if I was the kind of man who would accept living in a wife-led marriage, and if I hadn't been late she probably would have had a different reason to spank me. In a crazy kind of way, I took it as a compliment that she liked me enough to want to find out. I wasn't at all comfortable about getting undressed, but somehow what was going to happen excited me and my erection came back. I heard a muffled voice behind the door to her bedroom, and I could tell she was on the phone with someone. 
 
    I thought she might also change into something more casual, but she emerged still in heels and the short skirt; and now as I was unclothed, she seemed taller and more intimidating. I cupped my hands in front of my genitals, but she ordered me to move them, saying embarrassment is an important part of punishment. 
 
    She was carrying a mean-looking paddle, and I couldn't help looking at it. "This was a Christmas gift from my mother last year. She had one made for my sister, one for my sister-in-law, and one for me." She spun it around to show me it had been personalized with 'Stacey' in large script print. 
 
    "They've both used theirs, but you're the first for this paddle." 
 
    I tried to make a small joke, saying, "I'm honored." 
 
    "You won't be so flippant in a minute," she responded. She sat down on the couch and motioned for me to walk to her and get over her lap. 
 
    Stacey started immediately with slow spanks, alternating sides, and I was relieved the spanks didn't hurt that much. But then she changed cadence; she gave me several spanks much faster and got away from the alternating pattern to what seemed to be random. I could no longer guess where or when the paddle would go next. My body tensed up, and I squirmed a lot and remember kicking my legs, at first slowly but then wildly kicking. And now the pain grew rapidly - this was really hurting badly. Then she slowed down again, and each spank was a slow tap that hurt a little but not too badly. 
 
    I survived, I thought, and relaxed my body again. My goal had been to avoid crying; I felt that as long as I did not cry or beg for mercy, I would have retained my dignity. I had uttered loud "ows" and "ouches" and grunted and groaned, but hadn't cried. 
 
    But then she started a whole new round of hard, fast spanks. Wow did they hurt, especially the first few before my body realized it was under attack again. The pain became unbearable. I was still determined to avoid crying, but I could no longer hold out on begging for mercy. "Please, Stacey, please, please, no more... I'm sorry... I'll never be late again... please, no more." 
 
    And finally she stopped. 
 
    She let me lie over her legs for about 30 seconds as I caught my breath and regained some composure. She helped me to my feet and hugged me closely. "Good boy, Stanny," she said. "I'm so proud of you... you took that very well." 
 
    We just stood there hugging for a minute, then she took my hand and led me into her bedroom. Of course I had hoped to visit this room tonight, but not in this manner. "Lie down," she said and helped me on to the bed. It was a queen-sized bed with pillows on both sides. She helped me lie on my stomach, and said she'd get some lotion to make me feel better. She returned quickly and started to gently rub my red, aching butt cheeks. As much as my butt still hurt, her rubbing was wildly erotic, and I was afraid I might have an accident but managed to control myself. 
 
    "Would you like to sleep here tonight?" she asked. "No hanky-panky, but the bed's big enough for both of us, and I know it would hurt to sit in a cab to go home." 
 
    It seemed like a strange offer after what she had just done to me, but it was already a strange night. I said yes, I did want to stay, and she said, "Good boy. I'll put out the light, and you try to go to sleep. I'll be back in shortly." Then she bent over and gave me a very sweet kiss. 
 
    I woke up first the next morning, and it took me a second to realize where I was. I rolled over and saw a beautiful woman sleeping next to me, and my initial thought was "Did I?" But then all that had happened came back to me. My stirring around woke her, and she opened one eye, saw me, smiled, and said softly, "Good morning. How do you feel?" 
 
    "My butt aches." 
 
    She laughed. "Good. Nice to know my paddle works. 
 
    "Want some breakfast?" she asked. "I have a bathrobe that should fit you. Put it on, and I'll put up the coffee and make bacon and eggs. Bring your pillow with you, it will make it easier for you to sit." 
 
    She was right about that, although my butt still ached as I ate. We finished, and I helped her clean up. I assumed our 'date' would end soon, but I was wrong. 
 
    She moved towards me and said, "I'm so proud of you. You were so brave last night." Then she hugged me, kissed me, and blew me away with the words, "I hope you still have that thing in your wallet." 
 
    For a moment I wasn't sure where my pants were, but then I spotted them in the living room area. I grabbed them and took my wallet out - she smiled and led me back into the bedroom. 
 
    I can't find the words to describe how fantastic the next few minutes were. I feared, however, that my relative inexperience may have kept me from satisfying her the way I wanted to, and I was afraid she might have faked an orgasm. Afterward, she told me I had been really great. I didn't think she truly meant it, but the fact she tried to build me up by saying that made me feel good. 
 
    We cuddled together afterward, and she suggested we take a shower. I had never showered together with a woman, and it was wonderful - her soaping me down was wonderfully erotic, and at that point I had totally forgotten my aching butt. 
 
    It was now about 11am. The rain had stopped, and it was a beautiful day. "Let's spend the day together," she said. "We can walk around the city, maybe get something to eat at Central Park, spend some more time together." Needless to say, that sounded great to me. 
 
    We cabbed over to my apartment, so I could change clothes. She looked around and chastised me for living in such a messy apartment. "Looks like you need a woman to keep a very close eye on you, young man," she said, but she was smiling as she said it. 
 
    We walked back over to Central Park and spent several hours together, getting lunch from a vendor and finding a secluded bench where we could sit and talk; yes, it still hurt a bit when I sat down, and those benches aren't comfortable even if you hadn't been spanked the night before. 
 
    One question on my mind concerned the other men in the family who had agreed to live in the disciplinary system. Were they what we'd call losers, who couldn't get other women? Really, what I was wondering was, did Stacey perceive me as a loser who would have no other options than marrying into a wife-led marriage? 
 
    I tried to phrase my question carefully and simply said, "Tell me about the men in the family." 
 
    "Everybody is very successful," she said. "Daddy is a big shot in a hedge fund downtown and makes a boatload of money. He still supports all of us - I couldn't afford that apartment on what they pay me. I already told you my brother-in-law is a lawyer; he's a partner in a high-powered firm that represents some of the biggest names in show business. My brother is in his last year of medical school at N.Y.U. My uncle Jack - he's the one married to Aunt Josie and is who I've seen spanked a few times - he's very high up in the Macy's organization. One of my cousins married a guy who has his own business in the garment center, and my other cousin's husband is a Senior VP at the agency where I work - he actually helped me get my job there. I told her recently I want to watch next time she spanks him, and she promised to call me." 
 
    "You get to watch anytime you want?" 
 
    "One of our rules is that anyone in the family, young or old, can watch any man get punished. We believe embarrassment is a big part of being punished. In fact, any woman who's at least 18 has the right to spank any man for what she sees as a valid reason. One time when I was away at college, Jessica spanked Daddy. Mom was in the hospital for a minor surgery, and Jess went to the house to see if Dad needed anything. Even though we have a cleaning lady in twice a week, the house was a pigsty so Jess called Mom in the hospital, and Mom told her to get her hairbrush and make Daddy cry. She did too." 
 
    "And you want me to join this system?" I said. 
 
    She didn't like that. She sat up very straight and said, "Stanley, I did not say that. If you see the wisdom of this 'system' as you call it, you need to ask to join us like any man asks any woman to accept him." 
 
    I didn't have a quick response to that and managed to change the subject. We talked again about other things and headed back to the East side to drop her at her place. She didn't invite me back up but kissed me at the entrance and said, "I hope I hear from you again, Stanny." 
 
    I had a great deal to think about. I decided to walk home rather than get a cab. It would take about an hour if I cut through the park again, but I'd have time to think this crazy thing out. I spent the time arguing with myself as I walked, debating the pros and cons of what had transpired since last night. She had shown me 'the carrot and the stick' although they were in the opposite order, the stick last night and one really great carrot this morning. And although she had demanded that I be the one to propose, it seemed clear to me that she found me acceptable to be her husband - of course, only if I agreed to abide by the family rules for a strict wife-led marriage. 
 
    "You've got to be nuts to do this," I said to myself. "Maybe not," I argued back. "It seems to be working for some other men - men whom she says are very successful... Are you really willing to give her the power to make all your decisions?... Hey, let's face it, we've made some lousy decisions before, maybe that's not so bad... You want a wife that spanks you?... I survived last night, sure it hurt but it didn't kill me; it's not even 24 hours later, and it's almost all gone... You want an audience for that?... No, but that's not a deal-breaker. And what about no divorces? How many friends do we have that are already divorced, some after less than two years of marriage? Maybe she's got the key to a lasting marriage. And let's face it, she's the sexiest girl we ever got to bed with... Then she's right, you're just thinking about getting your dipstick wet like she calls it... Well, if I'm selling my soul to the devil, at least she's a sexy devil, that was mind-blowing this morning, I want more of that... How about this: She never said 'I love you'... Well, I haven't said it to her yet either, although I think I do love her. And how about our friends who used to throw 'I Love You's' around all day long - aren't those the ones who are divorced now? ...Three dates, how can you think about this after just three dates? Yes, but they were three great dates, weren't they?" I finally said to myself. 
 
    My mind was made up. I emerged from the park at Central Park West. There was an empty cab there waiting for a fare. That was a good omen, I thought. I got in and gave him Stacey's address. 
 
    We were married six months later. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 2. The Wedding Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    It didn't take long to see how living in a female-led relationship works. 
 
    I proposed to Stacey, and before she accepted she grilled me. Did I fully understand the way the marriage would work with her in charge? Was I really willing to accept her as the ultimate decision-maker for everything that would arise in the marriage? And the big one: was I ready to accept discipline and physical punishment not only from her, but potentially from any other female in her family? 
 
    I told her I had spent the last hour fully thinking through everything, and I had decided being married to her was more than worth any inconveniences and pain that might come along with it. That pleased her - she smiled, accepted my proposal, then gave me a big kiss. I had hoped she might take me back to her bedroom, but that was not to be. She picked up her phone and said she'd like to call her parents. 
 
    "Hi, Mom... Stan came back and proposed... yes, I'm quite happy... I'll put him on the phone." 
 
    She handed me the phone. "Hello, Mrs. Davis," I started, and the voice on the other end also questioned me if I fully understood the way things are done in their family. I told her I did and that I was looking forward to meeting her. She said she too was looking forward to seeing me and asked me to give the phone back to Stacey. 
 
    "Hi, Mom... this weekend?... stay Saturday night?... sure, we can do that, no problem. Love you too, kiss Daddy for me... bye. 
 
    "Mom wants us to come up for the weekend and stay at the house. Let's plan on that." 
 
    I had been hoping that we might spend one day with her folks and the other with my parents in Queens. 
 
    "Actually, I was hoping..." 
 
    She cut me off before I finished the sentence. "No, you don't want to start off on the wrong foot with my mother. Let's do what she says." 
 
    As it turned out, my parents came into Manhattan on Thursday for dinner, and Stacey was spectacular - both my parents fell in love with her immediately (and probably were amazed that such a beautiful, smart, vivacious woman had fallen for me). Everything she said and did made me look good to my parents - of course I was very grateful for that, and I realized that part of why there had been no divorces in the family was that the women who are in charge act totally different in public than they do at home. They make their men look like the head of the household when with his family, friends, co-workers, etc., implying that he wears the pants in the relationship. Of course, only the two of them know that if his behavior falls short of expectations, those pants will come right down as soon as they get home. 
 
    It's just under an hour from Grand Central Station to Greenwich, and we arrived around 11:30am. Stacey's dad was there to pick us up, driving a top-of-the-line Mercedes SUV. He kissed her then turned to me with a big smile and a very friendly handshake. 
 
    "Call me Bud," he said. "If you're ever comfortable calling me 'Dad' that would be great, but Bud is good too." 
 
    The trappings of a female-dominant structure can be subtle sometimes. Normally, if there were two men and one woman in a car, the two men would sit in the front seat, with the woman in the rear. Not this time. Bud opened the passenger door and Stacey scurried right in, leaving me to get in the back seat behind her. 
 
    As we pulled from the station, Bud spoke to me. "Stan, we're very happy you're joining the family. I can personally guarantee you will not enjoy every single minute in this family, but overall we're a pretty good crew." 
 
    Stacey did not like that. "Daddy, that is not funny!" she exclaimed loudly. For a second, I actually feared my father-in-law-to-be might end up getting spanked for the remark, but happily Stacey let it go and the two started chatting about the wedding. Bud told us his wife had employed an event planner to make arrangements, and she would be at the house later to fill us in. 
 
    It was about ten minutes from the station to the house. Stacey had told me last weekend that her dad made "boatloads of money" at the hedge fund where he worked, and looking at the house, I knew it was a pretty big boat. I'm not sure what constitutes a mansion but this was as close as I had ever been to one, a huge house on a large heavily-treed lot that had been beautifully landscaped. 
 
    And then I met Stacey's mother. She was impressive, a tall, athletic-looking woman (Stacey had told me she spent a lot of time at the country club playing tennis), about fifty-five, wearing glasses with some distinguished-looking grey hair. I was nervous as I approached her, and we hugged awkwardly. 
 
    "Call me Mother Shirley," she said. That seemed a little cumbersome to me, but I wasn't going to argue about it. (I later found out that Jessica's husband Jeff calls her the same, although Barry's wife Suzi simply calls her Shirley - another subtle example of female supremacy). 
 
    I was exceptionally nervous as the four of us sat by the pool and talked. Again Stacey rose to the occasion, saying nothing but nice things about me to help me calm down. Bud was wonderful also, telling me to relax, saying we're just normal people and not to be nervous, but from the first moment I saw Mother Shirley I knew she would intimidate me forever - and I'm quite sure that's exactly what she wants to do. 
 
    The event planner came at 2pm - that's when I found out where and when I was getting married. I suppose even in a more normal relationship, it's proper for the bride and her family to make all the decisions about a wedding, and to be honest, Stacey was also hearing most of this for the first time. But I had zero - absolutely no - input about the wedding. I was told I'd be married on a Saturday night in early December in a ballroom of the Grand Hyatt in New York (we had passed right by it earlier in the morning going to Grand Central Terminal). All I'd be allowed to choose would be my best man and four of the six groomsmen, the other two spots going to Stacey's brother and Jessica's husband. 
 
    This was not going to be a cheap wedding, and Bud sensed I was getting nervous as I heard about it. I would be tapped out after getting a nice ring for Stacey, and my parents would be in no position to chip in for an extravagant affair. 
 
    "Don't worry, Stan," Bud said nicely. "We're very traditional about weddings - we believe the bride's family should pay for everything." 
 
    I have to say this for the Davis family - they are very generous as well as polished and gracious. Mother Shirley told me to tell my parents they could invite up to a hundred guests, and the one time they met my parents before the wedding they were very friendly and not at all condescending. I could tell my parents were intimidated though - my dad's a mechanic and my mom works in a bakery, so dealing with the Connecticut country club crowd was a new - and scary - experience for them. 
 
    In the evening we dined at the country club along with Jessica and Jeff who live in the next town. Both were very friendly, and it was an enjoyable dinner. After dinner, Mother Shirley and Bud were talking to other club members, and the two sisters went outside to talk about the wedding, so Jeff and I were left alone at the table. 
 
    "What do you think of the Dragon Lady?" he asked. 
 
    "You mean Mother Shirley?" 
 
    He laughed. "Exactly." 
 
    "I have to admit, I'm a little intimidated," I replied. 
 
    "That's exactly what she wants. I'll tell you two things about our dear mother-in-law. The first is she actually isn't a bad person - I've seen a few times where she has shown a soft, warm heart and can be very helpful and caring. But that's not what she wants to let people see, especially men." 
 
    "What's the second thing?" I asked. 
 
    He looked around to make sure no one could hear us. 
 
    "The second thing is to be very careful with your behavior around her. You most definitely do not want to go across her knee. I've only been there once since I got into this family, and I'd rather get four from Jess and Stacey instead of another one from Mother Shirley." 
 
    The six months until the wedding went by quickly - and for the most part all of the time I spent with Stacey was great. When you really think about it, after only three dates I really didn't know a lot about her, but as we spent time together now, I learned a great deal more about her - and I liked, no, make that, loved everything I was now learning. I did nothing to get into trouble with her - not because I feared getting punished, but rather because this was the woman I was going to marry, and I considered myself lucky to be with her. If she told me to do something, I did it. If she told me not to do something, I stopped doing it. I may not have liked all she dictated, but I did what she wanted without an attitude and all went very well. And, not incidentally, our sex life was pretty damn good. (But there I am, thinking with my penis again!). 
 
    How do I describe the wedding? All I could think of was the opening scene of The Godfather when his daughter gets married. The only difference was that instead of gangsters giving the couple envelopes stuffed with cash, we got huge gifts from some of the biggest names in the business world, including CEOs and Chief Financial Officers of some major companies, people I had seen interviewed on CNBC and the Fox Business Network. (In fact, a couple of the CNBC hosts were also guests - Bud had been on their show a few times). 
 
    You could easily see whether a guest was on the bride's side or my side. Stacey's guests had on thousand-dollar tuxedos and their women had spectacular formal gowns. On my side, it was perhaps a rented tux, but mostly dark suits, and some new dresses that had probably been bought at Macy's or J.C. Penney. 
 
    After the reception was finally over, Stacey and I headed upstairs to the Bridal Suite. I wanted to carry her over the threshold, but as I reached down to pick her up, she looked down and shook her head. Once inside the room, we turned and kissed. I was sky high with happiness, augmented by all the very expensive champagne I had consumed, and I was excited at the prospect of making love to my now-wife for the first time. 
 
    But Stacey had other ideas. 
 
    We split after our kiss, and she took control. "Hang up your tux and put it in the closet so they can pick it up tomorrow," she said. "Then take everything else off and go stand in that corner. You're going to get a spanking." 
 
    I was shocked. "Did I do something wrong down there?" I asked nervously. 
 
    "No, you were wonderful," she replied. "But I intend to start this marriage off right. You haven't been spanked in six months, and you need a reminder about the basis of our life together. You agreed I have the right to punish you - for good reasons, for bad reasons, or even for no reason. So you're going to have a nice red, hot tushy tonight, and you'll feel it on the plane tomorrow all the way to Aruba. And, then, young man, we're going to have one fantastic honeymoon, and we'll enjoy the next fifty years together - but you'll always remember how much your butt hurt on our wedding night and know it can happen again any time." 
 
    I did as I was told. I undressed and went into the corner. I could hear the shower running, and it was at least ten minutes before Stacey came back into the living room area of the suite. In that time in the corner, I had convinced myself - the champagne may have helped - that maybe this was going to be more an erotic, sexual foreplay spanking than a hard punishment spanking. Stacey told me to come to her as she sat on the couch, and I was encouraged when I saw her wearing a beautiful negligee, the kind a bride would be likely to wear on her wedding night. I scampered across her lap. 
 
    Unfortunately, I was completely wrong about her motive. This was a punishment spanking, and nothing more. She had brought her personalized paddle and as it started landing, it hurt plenty. It was hard to remember how I had felt six months earlier, but I was sure this was much more painful than that time. I was panting, squirming, trying to avoid the paddle. Again my only priority became simply not crying, but I knew it was going to be difficult. My head was swimming, and I was sweating terribly. I begged her to stop, but she did not. 
 
    Just at the point where I was sure I couldn't take any more without breaking down, she stopped, but she did not help me off her lap. 
 
    "Who is in charge of this marriage, Stanley?" she asked. 
 
    I gasped to catch my breath and managed to say "You are." 
 
    "That's right," she said, and followed it with more spanks, I guess it was ten or twelve. 
 
    "Are you going to do what you're told, young man?" 
 
    "Yes... I promise." Another flurry of spanks descended, probably ten again. I was in so much pain, I couldn't count. 
 
    "Are you always going to be a good boy and listen to me?" 
 
    "I'll be good, Stacey, I promise... I promise." 
 
    "I believe you," she said. "Ten more spanks and then we're through." 
 
    Knowing it was only ten more helped. She delivered these at a very slow pace, one at a time rather than in a rapid flurry. Each one hurt terribly, but knowing there was an end soon, I was able to withstand them better than I had earlier. 
 
    Finally, it was over. I stayed on her lap for about thirty seconds regaining my breath, and then she gently helped me up and walked me to the bed. As she had done six months before, she applied lotion to my butt cheeks and gently rubbed it in. This time however I was in too much pain to find it at all enjoyable, and shortly after she had finished, I fell asleep. 
 
    The honeymoon itself was wonderful. Of course, no one had asked me for my thoughts about where to go, but Stacey had never been to Aruba, and that was her choice. Needless to say, we were in the biggest suite at one of the best hotels on the beach, fully paid for by her parents. 
 
    We spent lots of time in bed and did the usual tourist activities, with no talk of anything at all disciplinary until the third night. Just before we were ready to go to sleep, she removed the paddle from her suitcase. "Bend over the bed," she said. "I'm going to give you ten spanks with the paddle." 
 
    "Why?" I said. "What did I do?" 
 
    "Nothing," she said with a big smile. "But we're going to go horseback riding tomorrow, and as we bounce along on the beach, I want you to keep on being reminded who's the boss in our marriage." 
 
    It didn't hurt much and yes, I did get that constant reminder while on the horse, but I felt it was more a bit of fun on her part rather than anything like real punishment. 
 
    I guess all honeymoons end too soon, and we had a fantastic week before heading home. This time Stacey dozed off soon after takeoff, and I spent much of the time simply gazing at the beautiful woman to my right. I remembered that it was just a little more than six months before that she'd sat next to me on a plane, and how much my life had changed in that short time. 
 
    At that time I was just an average guy, not very confident (especially with women), maybe some people would have called me a nerd or a loser. I suppose I would have found an average-type woman sooner or later, settled down with her and had some kids. But then, through the luck of the draw on airline seating, Stacey came into my life. Look at me now, I thought - married to a beautiful, high-energy, vivacious woman I only could have fantasized about before. Married into a wealthy family - every boy's dream growing up in a middle-class neighborhood of Queens - and being the envy of some of my old friends who are still amazed I found a trophy wife. 
 
    Yes, there are drawbacks, of course, but none of my friends or relatives are likely to ever know about our arrangement. I have no doubt whatsoever that Stacey is fully capable and willing to deliver a thorough and very painful spanking if I ever do something that in her eyes warrants that kind of punishment, but she shows no inclination to invent reasons to do so. And as the incident the night before horseback riding shows, she also has a bit of a sense of humor about our arrangement, and I like that. 
 
    Perhaps she simply sees me as the best of a very small group of men who would accept the lifestyle she wants. I don't think she actually loves me, but she does show kindness to me and caring about me often. I love her, anyway, and that's enough right now. 
 
    In short, having met Stacey, life had become very, very good. 
 
    Until Easter. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 3. Easter 
 
      
 
      
 
    On the second night back from our honeymoon, Stacey and I went through our wedding gifts. Along with some super-expensive household items, we had received an enormous amount of money. We actually had enough money to make a down payment on a house in the suburbs - I mentioned that to Stacey, and she immediately shot that idea down as premature - there was no further discussion. 
 
    We did, however, get on the waiting list for a larger apartment in the building if one became available, and we got one within two months. Stacey dragged me along as she shopped for additional furniture. She asked for my opinion a couple of times, but ignored it once I told her my thoughts. I accepted that was the way my life was going to be, and tried not to develop an attitude. 
 
    I stuck to my game plan of doing my very best never to do anything to make her angry. Sure, part of it was that I didn't want to get spanked or punished in any manner, but it truly was mostly that I loved this woman and simply didn't want to do anything that would make her unhappy. She had done so much to improve my life, and I wanted to show her she had made a good selection of me to be her husband. 
 
    Stacey likes to rule with subtle intimidation. She has a habit of leaving her paddle in visible places in the apartment from time to time, letting me know I had better step up my game quickly, and she always leaves the paddle with the side up that shows her name in large script letters. I certainly get the message! 
 
    The only regret I had was that she never uttered "I love you" in an unprompted way. At first, I told her I loved her often, and most times that led to a half-hearted response of "I love you too" or "Me too" but it seemed that she said it mostly because it would have been awkward not to say it. A response from her would come a bit more genuinely after sex, but even then it was always me saying it first and her responding. I could only hope that some day in the future she might feel like telling me she loved me. 
 
    Stacey's mom and dad are not particularly religious - like so many other people these days, they go to church twice a year, Easter and Christmas. This year Easter came in late April, and the area was going through a stretch of beautiful, warm weather. Mother Shirley decided to make it a family weekend in Connecticut with a big meal and an egg hunt for the kids, and Stacey and I along with Barry and his wife Suzi took the train to Greenwich on Saturday afternoon. 
 
    The six of us, joined by Jessica and Jeff, had dinner at the club Saturday evening, and with wine flowing freely along with a few harder adult beverages, everyone had a good time. Afterwards, the three women all turned in around 11pm, but Bud, Barry and I sat around the pool and chatted longer. The two of them decided to go to bed around midnight, but I didn't feel tired so I stayed downstairs, found an old movie I liked on TV, and watched until after 2am. 
 
    I didn't get to sleep right away, and Stacey woke me at 7am since we needed to eat breakfast and get to church by 9 o'clock. I was very tired when we got there. 
 
    It was the warmest day of the spring so far, and the church's air conditioning system hadn't been turned on for the season yet. The windows were opened just a crack, but it was still very warm and stuffy in the church. Then the minister started his sermon. He wasn't a great speaker, and he droned on and on. I felt myself starting to drift off, tried to fight it then started to drift off again and, unfortunately, I fell asleep - and snored! 
 
    A sharp crack of Stacey's elbow brought me back. I looked up and saw faces from the pews in front of us looking back to see who had made the noise. I looked around, noticing that Mother Shirley was looking straight ahead with a very angry scowl on her face. I looked towards Bud; he moved his head to avoid making eye contact with me. 
 
    I knew I was in trouble - a lot of trouble! 
 
    As we left the church, I tried to apologize to everyone in the family but got no encouraging response from anyone. Three cars headed from the church back to the house where Shirley had ordered the makings of a large brunch, so extensive she needed the cleaning lady to come in for an extra day to help with the food. Jessica and Jeff, with their two kids, were in their own car but needed to stop at a convenience store to pick up something. Right behind them was Stacey's cousin Sandy, her husband Marshall - the one who works at the advertising agency where Stacey works - and their two kids whom I had not met previously - a teenage girl and a boy about ten years old. 
 
    As soon as our car left the church, I tried to apologize again. "I am so sorry for falling asleep," I said. "I tried to stay awake but just couldn't. I apologize to all of you." 
 
    Either no one knew what to say or just didn't care to offer me any solace. No one said a word then, and for the rest of the trip back to the house, the ride was completely silent. Obviously, I knew what awaited me, and frankly, given that I had freely agreed to be in a marriage where I could be spanked, I'd certainly agree that I did deserve to be spanked. The only questions were where and when. On Saturday morning as we were packing, Stacey had brandished the paddle, playfully warning me she was bringing it. I'm sure she had no idea she'd use it this weekend, and neither did I. I figured there were three possible scenarios. The one I hoped for would be for her to wait until we got home tonight and spank me in our apartment. If she chose to spank me this morning, she could take me up to our room and spank me there. Everyone downstairs would know exactly what was happening, but it would be far better than the third possibility - spanking me downstairs in front of everyone. 
 
    Unfortunately, there was a fourth possibility that I hadn't thought of. 
 
    We entered the house, and I looked at Stacey to find out my fate. "Don't look at her, young man," an angry voice said. "You embarrassed this entire family, and you're going to have to deal with me instead of her." 
 
    The angry voice belonged to Mother Shirley. 
 
    Sandy, Marshall and their kids were walking in just as she pronounced my sentence. "Take off everything but your undershorts," she ordered. She pointed to a corner in the entry area by the closet. "Then stand up straight, facing that corner and wait until everybody gets here and we're ready for you." 
 
    I sighed then started undressing. Stacey collected my clothes and put them in a neat pile by the stairs. Once I got down to just my shorts, she silently moved me into the corner. All I could think of at that moment was the warning Jeff had given me last year - don't ever do anything to go over Shirley's knee. He had said he'd rather get spanked four times by Jessica or Stacey than just one time from Shirley. 
 
    I was horribly embarrassed standing there and then it got worse. The front door opened and Jessica's family came in. I heard my 5-year old niece say, "Mommy, why is Uncle Stan standing there like that?' 
 
    "He's been a bad boy, honey," Jessica said. "He's going to get a spanking." 
 
    "Can we watch, Mommy?" she asked. 
 
    "That's up to Grandma. I think so." 
 
    "Wow," the little girl said as they walked towards the family room where everyone was gathering. 
 
    It seemed like an hour, but it was probably just about five minutes until Stacey came out and told me, "Mom's ready for you now." 
 
    She walked with me into the family room, and I saw everyone seated on couches except for Mother Shirley who was on a straight-backed wooden chair in the middle of the room, holding a large dark hairbrush that looked like it was going to hurt a lot. I looked at the other people. The men all looked solemn, and none of them wanted to make eye contact with me. The women all seemed to be watching me closely, perhaps to see if I was showing fear. Sandy's teenaged daughter caught my eye - she was smiling broadly with a look of anticipation on her face, almost as if she was waiting for Justin Bieber (or whomever the teenage heartthrob is these days) to come on stage so she could squeal with delight. That really unnerved me, knowing this kid was going to enjoy watching me go through this. 
 
    At least the cleaning lady wasn't in the room, but I knew she would hear everything. 
 
    I knew my shorts were destined to come down but hoped Shirley would at least put me over her lap before yanking them down. Not to be. I walked over to her right side and before I could lay down, she reached into the waistband of the shorts and pulled them down below my knees, leaving me fully exposed to the women, men, and that damned teenage girl. My face turned red - of course I knew more of me was going to take on a red color within moments. 
 
    It started fast - and it was as bad, even worse than I imagined. The first spank hurt a lot and it just got worse after that. Hard, relentless spanks, maybe one a second, and continuous. There was no pattern, she went for the left cheek, the right cheek, the spot right where the top of my legs meets the butt, high on the butt, the back of my thighs; anywhere, fast, fast, fast and hard, hard, hard. She had to be raising her arm as high over her head as she could then bringing it down as fast and hard as she could. 
 
    My resolution to not cry had no chance. Within seconds, I felt my eyes starting to tear up, and I was whimpering within the first twenty-five spanks. Then I felt my shoulders heaving, and the tears started to drop to the floor. Then I heard myself making a crying sound, which got louder and louder within seconds. Of course I was trying to babble apologies and promises never to let it happen again, but they were probably unintelligible outside of my own brain. My legs were kicking wildly. I was blubbering, and soon I was just plain bawling, probably acting no more like an adult than if Sandy had been spanking her 10-year old boy. 
 
    I was, simply put, a mess. 
 
    To this day I have no real sense of how long it continued. Realistically, it was probably about two minutes. But at one spank per second, that's about 120 very, very hard spanks from a hardwood brush, and I shudder to think about it even now. 
 
    Finally, she stopped, but even then I was handled more harshly than Stacey had done in my prior spankings. Stacey had let me lay over her lap for a while before gently guiding me to my feet, but Shirley gave me no such grace period. As soon as she stopped bringing the brush down, she stood me up with a firm hand on my arm. I was still panting badly, crying loudly, and dizzy. 
 
    Shirley kept a tight grip on my left arm and started walking me towards an empty corner in the family room. "Now, young man," she said with a still-angry voice, "you're going to stay in this corner for an hour while the rest of us enjoy our Easter brunch." I had no choice but to follow her and dreaded the next hour. 
 
    And then a remarkable thing happened. 
 
    Stacey walked up to us and put her hand on my right arm. 
 
    "Mother, thank you for what you just did," she said to Shirley. "But this is my husband, and he is my responsibility. I will deal with him now." She tugged my right arm and said loudly, "Stanley, get upstairs to our room - right now!" 
 
    I was in too much distress to appreciate what was going on, but Jeff told me about it several days later. Shirley was astonished and looked at Stacey in disbelief. No one had ever challenged her before, especially in her own home and in front of several people. She continued to stand there with her hand on my left arm. 
 
    But Stacey did not back down. She tugged my arm harder. "Stanley, upstairs! Right now!" And she gave me a slap on my butt to emphasize the point. 
 
    Shirley was the one to blink: "Fine," she said. "He's yours, you deal with him. The rest of us will enjoy our Easter meal." 
 
    I was still crying as I headed up the stairs, not knowing what Stacey planned to do there. I was miserable and feared what might happen. She picked up my clothes and followed me; when we got to the room, she told me to lie on the bed on my stomach. I heard her open her suitcase, knowing the paddle was in it, and expected she was going to follow-up her mother's hairbrush with painful paddle strokes. 
 
    I can't take any more, I thought. The "D word" came into my head - this can't be worth it, I was thinking. Maybe I need to be the first one to divorce out of this family. 
 
    I heard her approaching the bed and closed my eyes tight. I tensed my body to await the first swipe of the paddle. 
 
    But there was no paddle. Instead I felt some liquid dropping onto the scorched areas back there. Then I felt Stacey's hands gently rubbing the liquid into my backside. 
 
    "It's very, very red," she said. "It's still going to hurt you for quite a while, but this should help a little." 
 
    "Thank you, Stace," I managed to say. 
 
    "You did deserve to be spanked, you know. If she hadn't done it, I would have. But you've been punished enough for what you did. You don't need to stand there for an hour also." 
 
    I was starting to regain normal breathing and was able to say a little more. "I know I deserved a spanking," I said. "I just wish it was you and not your mother. I think your mother hates me." 
 
    Stacey continued to apply more lotion and kept on gently rubbing - everything still hurt badly and even if the lotion itself didn't help much, just knowing Stacey was trying to ease the pain did help. 
 
    "That's nonsense," she said. "As a matter of fact, Mother actually likes you quite a bit. She's told me on a couple of occasions she thinks I made a very good choice with you." 
 
    "If she likes me, she has a funny way of showing it." 
 
    "Stanley, I've seen her do that much and more on several occasions to a man she has loved for the last thirty-five years. Stop feeling sorry for yourself; you did something wrong, you got a good spanking for it, and that's all there is to it." 
 
    I had no response. After a couple of seconds, she spoke again. "If you really want to know what my family thinks of you, I'm going to tell you something I wasn't supposed to tell you yet. One of the senior financial guys at Daddy's hedge fund is retiring next month. They're going to offer the job to you. It pays about triple what you make now. And not only did Daddy need his partner to agree to that, he needed Mom to agree also. So that's what my parents think of you." 
 
    I was astonished. Of course, the money sounded great, but the fund where Bud works is one of the biggest and most-respected in the financial world, and guys my age would kill just to get an entry-level job there. 
 
    "Feel better now?" Stacey asked. 
 
    "Yes," I said, smiling for the first time today. 
 
    "Ready to go downstairs now?" 
 
    "Stace, I'm too embarrassed to face those people." 
 
    "That's ridiculous," she said. "Every man down there has been in that same boat a lot more often than you have. They're all sympathetic to you, and right now they're all just happy it was you and not them today. The women have seen or given spankings to men more times than they can count - it's just another day at the office for them." 
 
    "That girl down there, your cousin's kid. She was enjoying every minute of it." 
 
    "Sandy's daughter? Maybe she got spanked herself last night - Sandy's pretty tough on all of them, Marshall, and the kids. What do you care what a kid like that thinks?" 
 
    I knew she was right, but it still bothered me. 
 
    "So here's what we're going to do. I'm going down there to announce that you are very remorseful for what you did in church, but you have now been punished and forgiven, and you will be down shortly to join us for brunch. You will go into the bathroom and wash up then put on some fresh clothes and get down there. You will issue a loud apology to everybody and then - here's the tough part - you will walk over to my mother, apologize again, then hug her and thank her for correcting you." 
 
    I didn't have to say anything, the way I looked at her communicated it all - do I have to? 
 
    She replied also without speaking - she tilted her head and looked directly into my eyes - 'yes, you do have to,' the look clearly meant. 
 
    "Okay, Stace, I will." 
 
    She kissed me and said, "Good boy." She turned and headed for the door, opened it and started out. Then she pivoted and looked at me again, as if she had forgotten to tell me something. 
 
    I looked up to see what she wanted. 
 
    She smiled. "I love you," she said. Then she pivoted again and headed down the hall towards the stairs. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 4. The Lie 
 
      
 
      
 
    It's Easter week again, the second year after that awful day when I was thoroughly spanked by my mother-in-law in front of a room full of people. The pain eventually faded, but some of the memories of that day remain, especially the thought of that teenage girl, cousin Sandy's daughter, who was enjoying my agony so much. 
 
    We'll be going back to Connecticut for the weekend again. I'll make very sure not to fall asleep in church again, and there will be one other difference - Stacey and I will be bringing our 4-month old daughter with us. 
 
    Yes, I'm a daddy. Stacey usually makes our decisions all by herself, but at least she consulted me on the big one: Are you ready to be a father? I said I absolutely was, and happily the mission was accomplished quickly. Amanda was born shortly before Christmas, and I couldn't be happier. 
 
    There have been other changes in my life since the Easter debacle. First, I now work for the hedge fund that Bud and his partner run. 
 
    On the downside, though, I told a lie to my wife for the first time. 
 
    Even worse, I got caught at the lie. 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    First, the job. It was a 'no-brainer'…it took just one ten-minute interview with Bud's partner Charlie, whom I had met a couple of times before when I had visited Bud at the office. Charlie and Bud had started the business together about 25 years ago. Charlie has the title of Managing General Partner, and he's mostly in charge of attracting investors such as pension funds and insurance companies that have excess money and want to see it grow. That's mostly Bud's domain; he's the Senior Executive Partner, and he oversees all the firm's investments. They had hired Charlie's son to head up the trading desk last year, so when the financial job opened up, I got it since Bud's son is becoming a doctor and his other son-is-law is already well established as a lawyer. 
 
    When companies get into trouble they sometimes announce they're "exploring strategic alternatives" which roughly translates to "somebody come save us." If the deal looks right, we might be the one to do it, either by infusing cash into their business in return for a major ownership stake, or in some cases buying the business outright. When we're in a situation like that, we have a team that travels to that company to look around and talk. Bud and Charlie negotiate with that company's people about a possible deal, while I and two people in my department examine all of the company's financial records. It's called due diligence. 
 
    A major fast food chain got into serious difficulty after there was a well-publicized scare about the safety of their food, and they contacted us about the possibility of a deal. There were two problems about putting our usual team together - Bud has been having some health problems, and Stacey was already into her ninth month. 
 
    Bud's heart has been an issue lately, and he's been going through all the normal cardiology tests and procedures. Right now they've been treating him with new medications, and for one of them the doctor told him absolutely no alcoholic beverages - none, not a single beer or glass of wine, absolutely none. But the doctor did give him the green light to make the trip to investigate the possible new deal. 
 
    For me, the question was should I go, given Stacey's condition. There was still about two weeks until her due date, but I was reluctant to leave her. Finally, she decided I should go since her brother is a doctor and lives just a couple of blocks from us. And as usual, when Stacey decides what I will do, that's the way it is. 
 
    I came home the night before our trip, and Stacey's paddle was on the dining room table as visible as it could be. I usually stay quiet when she has the paddle out, and she said, "Don't you want to know why the paddle is out?" 
 
    "Yes," I said nervously. "Why?" 
 
    "Because I need you to do something." 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    "You know the doctor put Daddy on that new medication where he can't drink. Mom's afraid he might do so when you're all in Denver. So we need you to tell us if he drinks anything he's not supposed to." 
 
    "Stace, you're making me spy on my father-in-law? Please don't put me in that position." 
 
    "It was Mom's idea, and it's important. We're dealing with his health." She picked up the paddle and twirled it around in her hands. "Don't do it because I'll spank you like you've never been spanked before if you don't do it - do it because he's your father-in-law who has helped you, and you care a lot for him." 
 
    I felt like I had been put into a no-win situation. I really have come to love Bud, and I do very much care about his health - but to spy on him? What a horrible situation for Stacey and Mother Shirley to put me in. Still, I had agreed in the beginning that Stacey's in complete charge of our marriage - I had never disobeyed an order she had given me, and, I finally decided, I have to do this as much as I detest what's she telling me to do. 
 
    "I'll do it for him and for you, not because of the spanking," I answered. 
 
    "Fine," she said. "Just do it. Now we can eat." 
 
    I know what you're thinking. There was a very simple solution to what I should have done... but I didn't see it until it was way too late. Bud was never a big drinker, just an occasional social drinker, maybe one or two during business situations, and I just assumed he would be smart about his condition and not drink. We all work hard on these trips, and most times we have a dinner afterwards, often at the best restaurant in town. It's typical to have drinks with the meal, but I was confident Bud would do the right thing and get something non-alcoholic. Unfortunately, I was wrong. 
 
    Bud's a scotch drinker, usually on the rocks. He ordered a scotch and water, so at least his alcohol would be watered down a bit. Had I been sitting next to him I would have tried to remind him what the doctor had said, but I was at the other end of the table (there were twelve of us there including execs from the other company) so I didn't want to embarrass him. But I kept an eye on him all night. He nursed the drink, frequently adding ice to water it down more, and did not order another. 
 
    So now I had a big dilemma. Bud did have a drink, ignoring doctor's orders. But to my way of thinking, he did it smartly, just one drink, much weaker than he would usually consume, and he made it last all night. I had promised to tell my wife if he had a single drink, but I knew what would happen if I did - Stacey would tell her mother, Bud would be in trouble when he got home and probably get spanked. And he would know I was the one who told Stacey and Shirley he had had the drink. 
 
    So... I decided to lie to my wife for the first time. I knew she'd be asleep when I got back to the hotel so I sent her a text she could read in the morning: "No drinks for your Dad. Love you." It hurt, lying to Stacey, it was something I never wanted to do. But I rationalized that he had kept it to a very minimum and what he had done didn't warrant the spanking I was sure he would get from Mother Shirley. 
 
    We had one more full day in Denver and flew back to New York the next morning. It was late afternoon by the time I got back to our apartment. It looked like Stacey had grown even bigger since I had left, I thought she'd be ready to deliver any minute. 
 
    Stacey was very restrained as she greeted me, but I assumed it might have been part of her condition. "Thank you for watching over Daddy," she said, but it didn't sound sincere. 
 
    "You're welcome," I said nervously. 
 
    "So he didn't drink at all?" 
 
    I didn't like the way this was going, but I was committed at this point. "No," I said. Amazing how just a one-syllable two-letter word can sound nervous. 
 
    And then she lowered the boom. "Then how come he confessed to Mom that he had a scotch two nights ago?" 
 
    Busted, and I knew it. I looked down at the floor and said softly, "I'm sorry Stace. It was just one, and I didn't want to get him in trouble with your mother." 
 
    "So you decided to tell me a lie instead? That's better?' 
 
    "No," I said. "I made a bad choice. I'm really sorry. I never lied to you before, and I'll never do it again." 
 
    She wasn't satisfied. "If I wasn't currently pregnant with your daughter, you'd already be over my lap crying your eyes out. I'd like to send you to Mom so she could have a crack at you, but that's not practical at this hour. So go unpack your suitcase, take everything off, come out here naked and go stand in that corner. Someone will be here to spank you later." 
 
    I sighed, and headed for the bedroom. Believe it or not, I actually felt worse that I had lied to Stacey and she had found out than I did about an impending spanking. But of course I wasn't too happy knowing I was about to get my first spanking in more than a year. 
 
    Once in the corner, I tried to think who the spanker would be. I remembered Stacey once told me she had spanked her brother-in-law Jeff when her sister Jessica was pregnant, but they live in Connecticut now. We do have another sister-in-law Suzi, who's married to Stacey's brother Barry and they live close to us, so that makes sense. I remembered Stacey once said Suzi swings a mean paddle, but she is really tiny, barely five feet tall, and it's hard to imagine a spanking from her would stack up against one from Stacey or Mother Shirley. If I need to be spanked, I thought, Suzi would be my choice. 
 
    I was in the corner for about twenty minutes when I heard the buzzer from the doorman. "Mrs. Davis is here," he said and for a moment I was afraid Mother Shirley might have come, but then I realized Suzi is also Mrs. Davis. Although I was still staring at the corner, as soon as Stacey opened the door and started talking, I knew it was Suzi and not Shirley. I was greatly relieved although as it turned out, maybe I shouldn't have been. 
 
    I need to tell you about Suzi. The word everyone uses for her is "perky" as she's tiny. She says she's five feet, but might even be an inch or two smaller. But her personality is ten feet tall. Everybody loves her. She's bright, funny, always kidding around with people and always making fun of herself for being so small. Barry would have been lucky to find her, even if she had not agreed to be his disciplinarian; but she did and they're a great pair. I wondered once or twice if she could really deliver an effective spanking. Well, I was about to find out. 
 
    "Where's the liar?" she asked as soon as she walked in. "Oh, there he is. Stanley, how could you do that to your wife, especially now?" 
 
    Still in the corner I started to try to explain, but she cut me right off. "No, keep your lying mouth closed. We don't want to hear any more from it. Stay in the corner until we're ready for you." 
 
    She and Stacey talked for a few minutes in another room, and I couldn't hear them. I was still with my face buried in the corner a few minutes later when I heard Suzi say, "I'll bet you feel lucky that a little girl like me is going to spank you instead of Stacey or Mother Shirley. Well, sometimes little girls can hit pretty hard when they have to deal with a bad boy who lies to his wife. Get over here." 
 
    I turned and saw her sitting in the middle of the couch. She motioned for me to place myself at an angle over her lap, with my feet on the floor and my arms and head tucked into a corner of the couch. I guess she had learned she could control Barry better that way since if she had tried to spank him while sitting on a chair his, weight might have been too great for her. 
 
    Still, I wasn't too worried as I headed towards the couch. I looked at Stacey sitting in a chair and once again apologized, telling her I was sorry. But Suzi interjected saying, "If you think you're sorry now, wait 'til the little girl gets through with you. Barry's working at the hospital until 11 o'clock, so you're going to be here a long, long time." 
 
    I noticed her personalized paddle had a little longer handle than Stacey's - when Mother Shirley had the paddles made for Stacey, Jessica and Suzi, she must have compensated for Suzi's size. The paddle still looked intimidating, but Suzi did not. 
 
    Boy, was I wrong. 
 
    The first spank landed, and it wasn't bad at all. It was just a little stinger on my right butt cheek. About two seconds later, I felt an equal spank on the left cheek; again, it was nothing like the horrible pain Mother Shirley had inflicted on me from the very first spank last year, or even like the full paddle strokes Stacey had given me when she had spanked me. 
 
    The spanks kept up a steady pace, about one every two seconds. Suzi landed her paddle all over my backside, high on the butt, the sit spot, the back of the thighs, the spot where my legs meet the butt, left side, right side, up, down, one spank somewhere every two seconds, again, and again, and again. 
 
    And then she started an almost continuous dialogue. "Oh, look, Stacey, the liar's tushy is starting to turn a little pink. But I don't think he's afraid of the little girl yet. Well, Mr. Liar, we'll just keep going for a while and see what happens." 
 
    She never stopped with the paddle, and now she was landing light but stinging spanks on the same spot for the fourth, fifth, sixth time. It was starting to hurt. I couldn't see, but it seemed the angle of the spanks may have changed a few times, so I guess when one arm got tired she just switched arms. Either way, she had plenty of energy, and the spanks just kept on coming and coming, relentlessly, every two seconds or so landing somewhere, time after time after time. 
 
    Suzi interspersed taunting me with just chatting away with Stacey, all the while keeping the paddle in constant motion at the same pace and random pattern. "Did you buy all your Christmas gifts yet?" she asked Stacey. "If you need some more after the baby comes, I can shop for you." 
 
    Meanwhile, spank, spank, spank… left, right, legs, left again, legs again, spank, spank, spank. 
 
    "Oh, look, Stacey, the liar's starting to squirm. Am I hurting you, Mr. Liar?" 
 
    "A little," I managed to answer. 
 
    "Just a little? Well, we're going to be here quite a while longer, so try to get comfortable even if it hurts." And then she started chatting away with Stacey again while never stopping the constant delivery of the paddle. 
 
    "You know what I once told Barry?" she asked Stacey. "I told him that if he ever lied to me, not only would he get spanked, but since the lie came from his mouth, I'd have to wash out that mouth with soap to make sure there were no more lies in there." 
 
    Spank, spank, spank, spank, spank. 
 
    "He texted the lie," Stacey told her. 
 
    I'm sure Suzi already knew that, but she pretended she didn't. "He texted a lie? That's even worse. Sometimes lies can slip out of a bad boy's mouth, but if he texted a lie he had to write it out and had time to think about it before he hit 'send'. What a bad, bad boy you are, Mr. Liar." 
 
    More spanks. All over. This wasn't funny now, the pain was building all the way from the very top of my butt down to almost my knees. How long had she been doing this, I wondered. Ten minutes? I didn't know, but it was already too long and she showed no sign of stopping soon. 
 
    I realized my right leg was kicking up with each spank. "Put your leg down, Mr. Liar, unless you want the paddle there too." I tried to keep it still, but it was getting difficult to control anything about my body as the pain built to terrible levels. 
 
    Suzi alternated chit chat with Stacey with more taunts to me about my behavior, how red my butt was turning, how I could possibly lie to Stacey when she was pregnant with my child - she just kept up a constant stream of chatter, along with a constant stream of spanks. She wasn't being sadistic with her taunting, she was just extending her usual personality into the world of punishment. I was being devastated by a perky spanker. 
 
    Getting spanked by Suzi was a totally different experience from getting spanked by Shirley. Shirley had given me an intensive spanking. Very, very hard spanks delivered rapidly to a small area around the sit spot. Awful pain, but over in about two minutes. Suzi was giving me an extensive spanking. Slow, steady, no one spank terribly hard, but delivered to a much wider area over a much longer time frame. Could this possibly be even worse than the spanking I got from Shirley? My head was no longer clear, and I couldn't answer that even to myself, but all I knew was that what I was getting was excruciatingly painful. It felt like my entire backside from the top of my butt to the back of my knees was on fire. I needed to make it stop. 
 
    I tried to push myself up using my arms which were below my chest on the couch. Suzi immediately recognized my attempt at escape and used her left arm to push me down hard. "No, Mr. Liar, you're not going anywhere," she said, sounding genuinely angry for the first time. "That just got you an extra five minutes worth of spanks." 
 
    Hearing that broke down any resistance I had left. My eyes had been filling with tears for several minutes, but I had managed not to cry. Now I could no longer restrain myself. I started weeping openly, and it rapidly progressed to louder crying and babbled pleas for mercy, then finally loud bawling. 
 
    "Oh, look, Stacey, the liar seems to finally be sorry for what he did. Well, I would have ended now, but he did earn that extra five minutes so maybe just another hundred or two hundred spanks should be enough." 
 
    Hearing that I had that many more to come, my crying and babbling just got worse. I was now totally broken and just laid over her lap absorbing more and more pain. The petite little lady had prevailed and had delivered a spanking I would never forget. 
 
    Finally it ended - I don't know how long it had been, at least twenty minutes, maybe a half hour. Even if it was just twenty minutes at a spank every two seconds, that paddle would have landed on me six hundred times - and it certainly felt like that. 
 
    Suzi led me back to the corner I had been in when she arrived. I had never had to serve post-spanking corner time before - Stacey had saved me from that in her mother's home last year. Suzi warned me that if I rubbed I would get twenty-five full-force strokes from her paddle, and I had trouble keeping my hands away. I tried holding them behind my head but that was uncomfortable soon, then I tried to keep them both in front of me, finally I rested my arms on the two walls making up the corner. Of course I was still sobbing, sweating, and feeling miserable. 
 
    I was there for about five minutes when I heard Suzi say, "Turn around and open your mouth, Mr. Liar." 
 
    I did and saw her holding a soapy washrag. She had to reach up to get to my mouth, but she got the rag into it and swished it around. Of course it tasted terrible and I felt I might gag, but that didn't stop her and she probably had the rag in my mouth for about fifteen seconds. Then I noticed Stacey was holding a bar of soap. Once Suzi had removed the rag, she took the bar from Stace and pushed it into my mouth. "Back in the corner, and if I look and don't see the soap in your mouth, you'll get the paddle again." 
 
    The next half hour with an aching red backside and terrible-tasting soap in my mouth was probably the most miserable thirty minutes of my life. 
 
    It seemed like at least an hour, but finally my time in the corner ended. Stacey told me to kiss Suzi and thank her then go to the bedroom. I collapsed on the bed, laying on my stomach. 
 
    Stacey came in about fifteen minutes later. "I'm still angry at you," she said, "but I do understand why you did it. I'll put some lotion on you." 
 
    It was difficult for her to move around, but she managed to sit on the foot of the bed and apply lotion to my aching butt and legs. "I have a question for you," she asked. "Why didn't you just tell Daddy you would report him to us if he drank?" 
 
    "I didn't think of that. I just assumed he wouldn't have a drink." 
 
    "Stanley, that was the whole idea! Mom and I figured you would tell him that you would have to report to us if he drank, and that way he was more likely not to. And even if the two of you decided to conspire about it, it wouldn't have been you saying one thing and him saying the opposite!" 
 
    What a dummy! Of course that's exactly what I should have done. And because I was too stupid to think of it, my butt's on fire and probably his is also. Well, if I didn't deserve to be spanked for lying, I surely did for stupidity. 
 
    The next day was Saturday, but the travel team all went into the office to go over our findings and make a decision if we wanted to pursue a deal. I was next-to-last getting there - I needed to sit on my chair in the conference room without grimacing, and I don't think anyone except Bud was able to tell I was in pain as I sat down. 
 
    The meeting lasted about an hour - we decided not to get involved with the company - and Bud had about an hour before the next train to Greenwich. It was a beautiful day, warm for December, and I decided to walk to the station with him. 
 
    "I heard you got it from Suzi last night," he said. 
 
    "Afraid so... she can lay it on pretty well for such a little woman," I answered. "How about you? Was Mother Shirley rough on you too?" 
 
    "No," Bud said. "I didn't get spanked at all." 
 
    "What? I'm happy for you but why not?" 
 
    "When I called her to confess I had that one drink, she said she was pleased I was being honest, and if I promised not to do it again there would be no punishment. I guess honesty is the best policy sometimes." 
 
    "Unbelievable," I said. "Let me see if I got this right. First we go to Denver for a deal we decide not to make, so the trip was a waste of time. Then you have a drink you're not supposed to have on the trip, and I get spanked for it and you don't?" 
 
    Bud laughed a little. "Afraid so, Stan." 
 
    "Bud, this really constitutes a very lousy week." 
 
    We had just crossed 45th Street and were entering the MetLife Building when both our cellphones beeped for a text coming in. We each read the same message at the same time. "Looks like your week is going to improve real quick," Bud said. We turned and ran back to the street to get a cab. We got one quickly, and Bud said to the driver, "Lenox Hill Hospital on East 77th. Step on it. This man is about to become a father." 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 5. The Red Men 
 
      
 
      
 
    We celebrated Amanda's second birthday a few months ago. She's precious and so much fun, it's great coming home each night to see her and enjoy her in the toddler stage. And yet, I can't help but wonder - in about sixteen more years by the rules of the family we're part of, she will have the right to spank me if she feels I deserve it. It could happen - my sister-in-law Jessica once spanked my father-in-law, so there already is a precedent and Mandy will be taught the full extent of female led relationships traditions in the family that her great-great Grandmother Martha started. 
 
    Since I was last spanked the night before Mandy was born, I know exactly how long it's been since my last spanking - two years and three months. My relationship with Stacey is wonderful - as long as I do exactly what I'm told (which I do). If she says to do something, I do it. If she tells me to stop doing something, I stop. She makes all the decisions unilaterally. I don't always like what she's decided, but I accept her decisions without displaying an attitude. That's the deal I signed on for when we got married, and I have become very, very comfortable living this way. Stacey is reasonable in all her demands, and we have a fair division of labor in taking care of Mandy and everything else that needs to be done - so I'm a happy man. 
 
    My life is a series of contradictions. As just one example, at work, I'm now the Chief Financial Officer of one of the largest hedge funds in New York. I'm responsible for the oversight of literally billions and billions of dollars' worth of investments. Like my father-in-law before me, I now make "boatloads" of money. But at home, Stacey handles our finances, and I'm on an allowance. My paychecks go into our account for which she will not give me the password, and she checks the statements online each day. I need her permission to spend more than $100 at any one time. It's not that she distrusts me or that she's frugal. It's simply that she's in charge and uses our finances as just one way of constantly reinforcing her dominance - better she does it that way than spanking me for every little thing, is the way I see it! 
 
    We've decided this is a good time to expand our family, and we've also decided (make that Stacey decided, although I happen to agree) we should leave Manhattan and buy a house in the suburbs. Stacey is undecided as to whether it should be in Connecticut, close to her parents and sister, or just over the state line in Westchester County, New York, still within a half-hour of them but also close to where some of her friends now live. Either way is fine with me - the commute is about the same - but I don't think I'll be consulted about the decision. 
 
    Stace wanted to look at houses in both areas, so we spent a weekend in Westchester first, and planned to do the same in Connecticut the following weekend. We would have stayed at her parents' home, but they were taking a late-winter vacation in Florida, so Jessica invited us to stay in their guest room for the weekend - she could also take care of Mandy while we were out looking at homes. 
 
    All that sounded fine to me. I've become quite close with my brother-in-law Jeff. I suppose that makes sense - we have a lot in common: we both made a free choice to live in a wife-led marriage, knowing full well we were giving up control of our lives and putting ourselves into a situation where we would be subject to physical punishment from our wives. Not a lot of men would agree to do that, although maybe they should since Jeff and I both consider ourselves to be happily married. 
 
    While Stacey and Jessica are sisters who grew up both believing in the virtues of a female dominated marriage, they differ in how they establish their dominance. I'm lucky, I guess, in that Stacey thinks of spanking as the last resort - she'd rather show she's the boss with tactics like putting me on an allowance or leaving her paddle out every once in a while to remind me what she could do to me if she wants. Although I've since been spanked by her mother and my sister-in-law Suzi, Stacey hasn't actually spanked me since our wedding night. 
 
    From what Jeff tells me, though, Jessica is very different. She is very prone to use her paddle on him and does so frequently, sometimes for transgressions that he considers to be trivial. He has learned that if he's gone at least a month without a spanking, Jess will become very nit-picky as if she's looking for a reason to spank him, and he says he's never made it more than two months without a trip over her knee. But, like me, he's accepted the lifestyle our wives believe in and is willing to put up with it. 
 
    One other bonding factor that Jeff and I share is we both went to the same college, St. John's University in Queens, New York. Jeff's about seven years older than me so we weren't there at the same time, but we're both fans of the basketball team and have gone to some games together when they play at Madison Square Garden. The team used to be called the Redmen, but that's now politically incorrect so they're now the Red Storm. We still think of them as the Redmen though. 
 
    St. John's at one time had a very good basketball team, but they have done poorly for the last several years. This year, though, they qualified for the NCAA tournament, and even won their first-round game, setting up a second round game on Saturday night. The wives decided to be kind to us: the deal was the two women would go to a movie, and we could stay home to watch the game - but we needed to take care of the kids. Jeff's daughter Katie is nine now, and he and Jess also have a five-year-old son, Tommy. Jessica gave Jeff instructions about their two kids including bedtimes, and Stacey made clear what I needed to do with Mandy. 
 
    And then came this warning from Jessica, "Keep an eye on the kids and keep the room tidy - or there will be two more red men when we get home." 
 
    I'm sure you can guess what happened. We got too engrossed in the game and didn't pay enough attention to the kids. We tried to clean up a bit at halftime, but the women got home earlier than we had expected and the room was a mess. Katie was dirty from the pizza she had eaten, and Tommy was up past the bedtime Jess had set for him. Mandy needed a diaper change that I hadn't attended to, and the women went ballistic when they saw how badly we had failed to do what they had told us to. 
 
    "Turn that set off right now!" Jessica exclaimed angrily. "Clothes off! You (Jeff) in that corner," she said while pointing, "and you (me) in that corner. Stay there while we take care of your children, which you obviously did not do." 
 
    We were each in our corners for about fifteen minutes before the women returned, each one holding her personalized paddle. "Turn around," Jessica commanded and we both did. "You take him," she said to Stacey pointing to Jeff. "Then I'll take care of him," pointing to me. 
 
    Katie was with them; she was going to watch her dad and uncle get spanked. She had seen me get spanked once before, that Easter day at her grandparents' house. There were three kids that had seen that awful spanking I received, Katie and cousin Sandy's two kids, including her teenage daughter who seemed to enjoy watching my embarrassment and pain. I hated being spanked in front of an audience, but today at least there was just one child, not three. 
 
    Stacey sat in a straight-backed chair Jessica had brought from their dining room set and motioned for Jeff to come to her. I turned to face back into the corner, but Jessica told me, "No, you watch and keep in mind that you're next," so I reluctantly turned back to watch. 
 
    The situation brought back memories from my childhood. I have a brother Stuart who's two years older than me, and as brothers often do when they're growing up, we sometimes got into arguments and fights that earned a double-spanking from our mother. Mom's thought was always that the older one should get spanked first, but as the younger one I always believed it was harder to watch knowing I was next, and I'd asked her a few times to spank me first. Mom was set in her ways, though, and knowing what was going to happen while watching my brother's behind turning red under Mom's wooden kitchen spoon always made me cry even before it was my turn. 
 
    Now I was back there, watching my wife spank my brother-in-law and knowing as soon as she was done, I'd be going over my sister-in-law's knee to feel her paddle. 
 
    While Stacey's spanks looked like they were having a big impact on Jeff, his reaction was quite mild. Jessica saw that too. "Give him more, Stace," she said. "You're not getting through to him. Faster and harder, make him really regret the way he behaved tonight." That made me worry - if what looked like a hard spanking to me was not up to Jessica's usual standards, what was I about to get from her? Again I regretted that I had to watch and wait instead of getting my punishment over with. I also noted Jeff was mostly silent while the paddle was landing. Yes, he was more experienced at getting spanked than I was, but was the punishment from Stacey that much less painful than what he was used to from the woman who was about to spank me? I became concerned that my reaction would be much more pronounced than his and would be a great embarrassment compared to the way he received his spanking. 
 
    I was back in the same conflicting mind set I always had been when watching Stuart get spanked first. You want it to end, because the longer it lasts, the more I was likely to get when it was my turn. But you don't want it to end, because then it is my turn. I felt like I was ten years old again. 
 
    Stacey spanking Jeff probably lasted less than five minutes and after Jessica had urged her to spank harder, I did see more of a reaction from Jeff and noted his butt turn from pink to a deep red and then to a purplish color. My turn now, Jeff went back to his corner and Jessica took over the chair. She looked at me with a scary scowl, and I slowly walked towards her. 
 
    I guess I had known that Jessica was left-handed, but I never thought about it. I walked over to her right side ready to lay down over her lap, but she grabbed my arm and maneuvered me to her left side, then tugged me down. For some reason, I felt disoriented from that side - Stacey, Shirley and Suzi had all spanked me with their right hand and somehow the fact that I was being turned around for a left-handed spanking from Jessica added to my fear as I awaited the first spank from the paddle. I had always used my left hand on the floor to keep my balance but now laying across Jessica's lap the other way, she grabbed my left hand to pin it to the small of my back. It should not have made a difference, but somehow it made me even more fearful of what was about to happen. 
 
    Boom! The first spank landed, much more like Mother Shirley's painful first spank than Suzi's first light tap (although that had turned out to be just the first of literally hundreds of taps that grew into an agonizing punishment). It hurt from the very first spank on, as Jess kept that paddle in constant motion for about thirty seconds. Then she took a short break, then started again with another flurry that added to the pain exponentially and started me gasping and yelling apologies. 
 
    Jess didn't scold like Suzi did, she remained silent and stuck to her pattern of about thirty seconds of rapid, hard spanks, then a few seconds in which she would rest her arm, then another rapid flurry, then another short rest, again and again and again. I lost count, but I think she gave me ten sessions of spanks with short rests in between. By the end I was a mess, deep red butt, red face with tears streaming down, out of breath, barely coherent in my words. She ordered me back to my corner with a warning not to rub. Of course I dearly wanted to, but to put myself into a position where I could get even more spanks was unthinkable, and I managed to spend my corner time without reaching back there. 
 
    We were there about a half-hour before being allowed to come out. Katie had been sent off to bed, her latest lesson in female superiority over for this day, and as it was getting late, Jess told Jeff and I to put on pajamas and join the women for a snack in the kitchen. I was amazed at how quickly she and Jeff could move from a punishment into a completely normal mode of husband and wife acting as if nothing unusual had just transpired. It was a lesson for me - that's part of why Jeff could accept what I saw as frequent spankings from his wife: once finished, there was no awkward hangover to deal with. He had been punished, it's over, now let's move on. 
 
    It was while the four of us were snacking that we saw on the news that St. John's had lost. 
 
    Stacey and I went to the guest room to sleep. As we were getting into bed she said (sarcastically), "Congratulations. You're the first one to complete the Davis family Grand Slam." 
 
    "What's that?" I asked. 
 
    "You're the only one to be spanked by me, Mom, Jess and Suzi." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Has to be. I've never spanked Daddy or Barry. And Suzi never spanked Jeff. So you're the only one." 
 
    I felt like making some sort of wise-ass comment in response, but as my butt still ached, I thought maybe I should just let it pass. 
 
    About 3am I woke up with a cold sweat after a nightmare. I had dreamt that Stacey, Jessica, Suzi, and Mother Shirley were armed with paddles and announced they were all going to spank me, one after the other after the other after the other. 
 
    As my head cleared, I told myself to calm down, it was just a dream. It never could happen. 
 
    Could it? 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 6. The Spank-a-thon 
 
      
 
      
 
    After becoming the first and only man to complete the Davis family Grand Slam, I stayed out of trouble for a long time. 
 
    About two and a half years passed and all was wonderful. I had grown into my position as Chief Financial Officer and had become well-known and respected in the financial community. Even better, family life was as good as it gets. Our son Artie was born a year ago (Arthur is Bud's real name), so now I have a one-year-old son and a daughter who's four - a great pair to come home to. We now live in Chappaqua, a wealthy suburb of New York about a half-hour from where Stacey grew up in Connecticut. I commute on the train with some of the biggest power players in New York, and I more than hold my own with them - such a far cry from the quiet guy with little confidence that I had been before I met Stacey that it's hard to believe. 
 
    Certainly Stacey is still in complete control of our family and my life, but I've come to accept that. As long as I do what she wants, I have nothing to fear. Yes, I know it's still possible for me to screw up and get spanked, but I don't intend to screw up. 
 
    Of course, sometimes you do screw up without intending to. 
 
    One of the nice things about our business is that we spend a lot of money on client entertainment, keeping our best customers happy when they come to New York. As part of that, we have tickets for some of the best sports attractions, with season tickets to the two football teams and the Knicks basketball team. And when those tickets don't get used by clients, we'll often use them ourselves. 
 
    It was December, and the Giants had a big home game scheduled for Sunday afternoon. Three days before the game, Bud told me the client who was going to go to the game had changed his plans, and the tickets were available. He suggested I go with my two brothers-in-law, his son Barry and Jessica's husband Jeff. Bud would have joined us himself, but he and Mother Shirley had plans he couldn't get out of. I spent the rest of the afternoon making arrangements - Jeff would drive to our house, then the two of us and a neighbor of mine would pick up Barry, who had moved near us as he was working at a hospital in White Plains. 
 
    By Sunday morning, the weather forecast was ominous. There was a 50/50 chance of snow moving in during the afternoon, and the game wasn't due to start until 4:25. Stacey told me it was my decision as to whether to go or not, although it was clear she didn't like the idea. But after some hurried conversations with the others, we all decided to go - including my neighbor, knowing that if things went seriously wrong, our wives' paddles might get called into action. (And who knows? Maybe he gets it from his wife too?) 
 
    Of course, it turned out to be a bad decision. The snow started while we were still tailgating in the parking lot, and it picked up during the game. Looking back, we should have left at halftime, but the game was close, so we said we'd stay through the end of the third quarter. But it was tied at that point so we just couldn't leave then, and it wasn't until the last minute that the game was decided, and we were there until the very end along with 75,000 other people. 
 
    By the time we got to the parking lot, there was three inches of snow on all the cars, and while traffic leaving the stadium is usually bad, tonight it was horrific, in the dark, with thousands of cars inching towards the exits, snow all around. It was after nine o'clock by the time we actually made it to the New Jersey Turnpike on our way to the George Washington Bridge, which itself had an exceptionally long wait due to the snow. And Westchester County had picked up even more snow than New Jersey, so travel on the New York side of the bridge was even worse. 
 
    We all had phoned our wives, and the three of us knew that what awaited us would be a very animated discussion with a paddle. We couldn't talk about it in the car with the neighbor present, but we didn't have to. The three of us were each going to get spanked, of that there was no doubt. 
 
    What we didn't know, however, was that our wives had already discussed our punishments and had made some plans. Very painful plans. I now remember that night as a 'Spank-a-thon'. 
 
    It was after midnight when I finally got home. I had spoken to Stacey three times on the way home, and there was no doubt whatsoever in my mind that I was going to be spanked. Would it be tonight, or will she wait until tomorrow, I wondered. I also wondered if Mandy was going to get to see her father spanked for the first time. I was well aware tradition in the family was for girls to see their fathers and uncles get spanked as part of their training, so they could become disciplinarian wives when they grew up; but I hoped Stacey might think four years old was too young for that to start. I disliked being spanked in front of anyone, but my niece had seen me spanked on two occasions, and there was that awful Easter spanking with cousin Sandy's two kids there, including her teenage daughter who seemed to enjoy my pain and embarrassment so much. 
 
    In a way, I hoped Stace would spank me tonight - Mandy would certainly be asleep, and I didn't think Stacey would wake her just so she could see the spanking. When I finally got home, I asked her if I should get the paddle. "You'll be dealt with when I'm ready," she said coldly. "Let's get some sleep." 
 
    I sat by myself on the train ride home Monday afternoon, expecting a spanking that evening, worried that Mandy would be allowed to watch. But when I got home, there was no mention of a spanking or any kind of punishment - Stacey didn't say anything about what had happened the day before. Certainly I had no intention of bringing it up. I had no illusion that it had been forgotten, but I wasn't going to ask what she might have been thinking of. 
 
    In fact, the entire week passed with no mention at all of Sunday. I called Jeff to see how he was, and in careful language asked him how things were when he got home. "Nothing," he replied. "I don't know what's going on either." 
 
    On Friday night, Stacey casually mentioned, "Jess and Jeff and Barry and Suzi are coming for dinner tomorrow." 
 
    A light bulb switched on in my head. "Does that have anything to do with the game last Sunday?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes, a lot to do with that," she answered. 
 
    So it was to be a triple spanking session, each wife spanking her husband on Saturday, I assumed. But on Saturday afternoon, we set the table for eight adults. "Mom and Dad are coming also," she told me. I didn't know if Bud was also in trouble for some other reason, but either way I knew it was going to be a bad night. 
 
    Happily, Stacey put the kids to bed after dinner so at least I'd be spared having Mandy see me spanked, at least this time. Probably since it was our house, Stacey took over as the evening's Punishment Director. 
 
    "Daddy, go in the other room and watch television," she ordered. "We have some serious business to take care of here," she said. 
 
    She told the three of us to sit together on one couch, and with the other women watching, she addressed us. "All of you made some terrible decisions on Sunday, jeopardizing all our families. So all of you are going to be punished tonight - by all of us!" 
 
    The women had decided on an order for both them and us. Since it would have been a problem with Suzi's spanking technique that can last a half hour, it had been decided she would start by giving each of us twenty-five full-force whacks with her paddle on our bare bottoms. Then each of us would move to Jessica to go over her knee for a session with her paddle, then Stacey would take over with her paddle, and the "clean-up hitter" would be Mother Shirley who had brought her favorite hairbrush in her purse. 
 
    The three of us were ordered to bring in four chairs from the dining room, one to hold on to while Suzi paddled us, and the other three for the women to sit on as we went over their knees. We were all told to undress and, as we did, the women took their places - an intimidating group all of whom looked as if they couldn't wait to start. 
 
    Barry was first man up; he slowly walked towards his wife and bent over the chair with the rest of us watching. Suzi is small but quite strong, and even the first whack of her paddle on Barry's backside sounded like a gun shot and immediately produced a red spot on his butt. He started to groan immediately, and I silently counted to twenty-five as I watched. 
 
    Suzi finished with Barry, and Stacey told Jeff he was now to go to Suzi. Again I was going to get it last - I hated that - and the second act was Jeff taking his twenty-five whacks simultaneous with Jessica giving her younger brother a very hard session with her paddle. In the time it took Suzi to deliver twenty-five paddle whacks, Jess probably gave Barry about a hundred spanks, and he was red-faced and red-butted by the time Jessica was finished with him. 
 
    Next I was ordered to go to Suzi, as Jeff moved to the next chair to face his wife, and Barry moved on to Stacey. This was the first time I had been paddled standing up, and I had no idea how much it would hurt. The paddle exploded onto my backside, and the question was answered immediately - yes, it hurt. It hurt a lot. I glanced to my right to see Jeff over Jessica's knee and Barry in the same position with Stacey with Mother Shirley an imposing figure next in line. 
 
    Finally Suzi was done with me. My butt was throbbing already, and I knew there was much worse ahead of me. Barry moved over to his mother, while Jeff went to Stacey, and I slowly laid down on Jessica's lap for the second time in my life, remembering how much pain she had inflicted on me the first time. The paddle started immediately, and with Suzi done for the night there was no longer a time limit dictated by the time it took her to deliver twenty-five spanks. The three women just spanked away, and I could hear Barry crying loudly as he continued to receive dozens of hard hairbrush spanks while over his mother's lap. 
 
    Shirley stopped spanking Barry, and her two daughters finished up right after. Barry was ordered into a corner, and Jeff moved to Mother Shirley while I went to my wife (who actually had not spanked me herself since our honeymoon). Maybe I'm wrong, but it seemed she took it easy on me. As I recall that night, of all four women it seemed the spanks from Stace hurt the least. Maybe it was simply that it was my wife, and I felt less uncomfortable being over her lap, or maybe she did try to give me a tiny respite between the other women. Still, after I had already been warmed up so thoroughly by Suzi and Jessica, even if Stacey had been spanking me with a feather instead of her paddle, that would have hurt also. 
 
    And finally, last but certainly not least, Mother Shirley. She still intimidates me almost as much as when I first met her, and I'll never forget that terrible Easter spanking she gave me in front of a house full of people. Of all the punishments I've received since joining this family, that one was still the worst; and with already a horribly painful butt as I approached her, I couldn't imagine how bad the next few minutes would be. I had barely managed not to cry so far, but I had no doubt I'd be bawling loudly once she got started. 
 
    And that's exactly what happened. Is there a difference between a spanking with a paddle and a spanking with a hairbrush? My butt had already been deluged with paddle strokes from the three younger women, but Shirley was used to using a hairbrush, and it seemed that the brush was even worse than the paddles had been. I was crying at the top of my lungs while blubbering pleas for mercy, and was afraid I'd wake up Mandy (which thankfully I didn't). Finally she let me up, and Stacey moved me to a third corner in the room while the four women surveyed their work on three very, very red butts. 
 
    "You were lucky, young man," Shirley said to me. "I should have given you more, but my arm was tired. Stay out of trouble, or I'll give you the rest." 
 
    Wow, am I going to try to stay out of trouble. 
 
    Well, at least the Giants won. If the tickets to the playoff games in January are available, I think I'd rather watch it on TV. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 7. Ellen 
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been more than two years since the Spank-a-thon, and I had been spank-free for all that time. Life was about as good as it gets, both our family life as the kids were growing, and at work, where I was making fabulous money and had become a respected hedge fund big shot as my father-in-law had been. 
 
    Of course, I avoided doing anything that would make Stacey want to spank me - it's fairly easy when you know your secondary place in a female-led relationship. I had long ago recognized the key to staying out of trouble with her was simply to listen to and obey what she told me, and to keep my mouth shut if I disagreed with something she had decided. Humbling, perhaps, but actually a small price to pay for all that was well in my life. 
 
    Pessimists will always tell you that when things are going as well as they were for me, something will happen to ruin it. 
 
    Unfortunately, pessimists are frequently right. 
 
    Changes were brewing at work. Bud had moved into semi-retirement - he and Mother Shirley had bought a place in Florida and were spending much of their time there, and he came into the office very infrequently, only for meetings on major decisions. Charlie was still in charge, but he too was starting to phase out and was making changes that would leave the business in good shape as he departed. His son and I were taking on more responsibilities and would be the leaders of the business after he left. 
 
    The business had been almost exclusively male among our executives, and Charlie felt we needed a female in a high position as many of our customers had been promoting women in their own businesses. He hired an executive search firm to find a qualified female who could become a visible person to present to our customers. I wasn't part of the interviewing process, and he eventually hired a woman named Ellen Wayne who had just graduated with an M.B.A. from Wharton. She had married a professor from there who had taken a position at N.Y.U., bringing them to New York. 
 
    Charlie brought her around to introduce her on her first day, and my office was the first stop. She was tall and well-dressed, looking serious and very professional - she almost reminded me of Stacey when I first met her. 
 
    "Hello, Ellen," I said. "I've heard a lot about you, and it's a pleasure meeting you." 
 
    She smiled. "Actually," she said, "we've met before." She looked at Charlie who also smiled. 
 
    "Stan," Charlie said, "Believe it or not, Ellen is related to Bud and your wife. She didn't tell us that during the interviewing because she didn't want to prejudice the selection and wanted to win the job on her own merits. Isn't that great?" 
 
    "Yes," I said. "That's very commendable. So where did we meet, and how are you related to Stacey?" 
 
    Ellen's facial expression changed and became serious. "We met about eight years ago at your in-laws' house. It was an Easter Day as I recall. I'm cousin Sandy's daughter." 
 
    I felt as if Mike Tyson - in his prime - had just delivered a full-strength blow to my stomach. I needed to sit down and pretend this wasn't a shock to me, and Ellen smiled wickedly as she knew how disturbing the revelation was to me. She had seen me on the worst day of my life as I was spanked in front of a room full of people by my mother-in-law. I had never forgotten the teenaged girl who smiled gleefully while I was in agony, and now she was invading my comfortable situation at work. I would have to see her every day knowing what she knew about me, and she had to know how uncomfortable that would make me. She knew that I get spanked by my wife and her relatives, and while the family traditions are to keep that news totally within the family, I had the feeling that this woman might have less of a commitment to keep family secrets than the other women did. 
 
    From that moment on, I no longer enjoyed being at work. Ellen was not in my department, but I usually saw her during the day; and each time I saw her, I had knots in my stomach. Maybe I'm wrong, but it seemed to me that she enjoyed making me miserable, and I hated going into any meetings when I knew she'd be at the table. 
 
    It all boiled over about three months later. 
 
    There's a yearly meeting in Sun Valley, Idaho that is one of the biggest events of the year in business. Millionaires and billionaires flock there in their private planes, and some of the biggest deals ever made in the financial world started as casual conversations at Sun Valley. As one of the biggest hedge funds, we're given four invitations to the event each year and for the last couple of years, Charlie, Bud, Charlie's son and myself have been our group at the conference. 
 
    With Bud having mostly moved into retirement, Charlie decided it would be good to show our feminine side and gave Ellen our fourth invitation. Needless to say, I was upset I'd have to see her there on what had been one of the most enjoyable parts of my job - it had been bad enough seeing her in the office. 
 
    Although the event is very well-policed and secure, let's face it - when you have a group of very wealthy men together, you're going to get a bunch of high-priced prostitutes there also. Somehow they always manage to get into some of the private parties, and there's lots of business conducted in Sun Valley that no one is supposed to know about. 
 
    On Monday of that week, I was at one of the parties in the evening. Of course, there's an open bar at each of the parties, and I saw a couple of well-dressed women whom I guessed were prostitutes. Some of the younger men there may have had too much to drink, and a scuffle broke out between a couple of them, apparently over one of the women. Some off-duty state troopers were there quickly to take control of the situation, and they closed down the room while sorting out what had happened. 
 
    No arrests were made, but the troopers checked credentials and made a record of everyone who was there. Somehow, a reporter for the New York Post got hold of the list and in typical fashion for that tabloid, ran a headline of "Hedgies Gone Wild" on Wednesday morning listing New York-area execs from hedge funds and other businesses who had been at the party, noting that prostitutes had been questioned by the troopers. 
 
    Of course on Wednesday morning everyone was on their tablets and phones reading the story, and I saw my name listed as one of the people the paper said had been "detained" by the troopers. I called Stacey immediately, but her phone went to voicemail. 
 
    After a morning meeting, I checked my phone and saw a message from Stacey. "Report to Ellen's room at 8 o'clock tonight" was the message - a message I didn't like at all for several reasons. First of course, I was completely innocent. I had no interest whatsoever in the women and was simply at the wrong place at the wrong time. Even worse, the message suggested I was going to be punished by the last woman in the world I wanted to be punished by. 
 
    I seriously considered defying Stacey for the first time in our marriage, and my thinking between then and 8 o'clock went back and forth. I tried calling Stacey again but she didn't take my calls, and finally I decided that I had had so much good in my life with Stacey as my dominant partner, that I needed to do what she said even if I disagreed and felt myself to be an innocent victim. I saw Ellen once during the afternoon, and she smiled when she saw me looking at her. 
 
    As my wife had ordered, I went to Ellen's room at 8pm. She wore a black business suit and had on high heels that made her appear taller than me. She had tried for the intimidating look and had mostly succeeded. She smiled as if she had been looking forward to this all day. 
 
    "I don't have a brush or paddle here," she said as soon as the door was closed and locked. "I'll need to use your belt. Get naked and give me your belt." 
 
    I complied and reluctantly handed her the belt. She told me to put pillows on her bed and lie over them face down. "Do I need to tie you down?" she asked. 
 
    As upset as I was about the situation I was in, I was determined not to give this woman the satisfaction of 'winning', even though she was literally going to beat me. "No. Go ahead," I said to her with determination. 
 
    I had never been whipped in this manner, and it hurt a great deal, more than I possibly could have imagined, even more than the session with Mother Shirley's brush or any subsequent spanking from the women in the family. Each stroke cut into my backside, some on my butt, some on the back of my thighs, and even a couple low on my back. I grunted and groaned so loudly I was afraid we might be heard in the next room, but at that hour it was unlikely any other people would be in their rooms. 
 
    I lost count of how many strokes I had received, perhaps it was fifty or so. Ellen stopped. "Wait there, don't move," she said. My face remained down into the bedding and a few minutes passed. I could hear her moving around the room but had no idea what she was doing. 
 
    After about five minutes, she said, "Your wife says I should stop. You're lucky. If it was up to me, you'd get a lot more. Get up and get dressed." 
 
    I didn't understand what had happened. Ellen showed me her phone. She had taken a picture of my backside and had emailed it to Stacey, who apparently had seen the picture and told Ellen the punishment had been sufficient. It was an ugly picture. I had stripes and welts all over my backside, even a couple of purple lines. My butt felt like it was on fire, and the picture made me feel even worse than I already felt. I was angry at Stacey for putting me in the hands of a woman I started to suspect was a sadist, and regretted I had agreed to report to Ellen at all. 
 
    But it was over. I dressed slowly, left Ellen's room without saying another word, and went back to my room hoping no one else would see me that night. It was difficult sitting down for sessions during the remainder of the conference, but no one there knew what had happened between Ellen and me. 
 
    When we returned to work the next week, it became even more stressful to see Ellen every day than it had been before. But I was trapped - there was no way I could leave my position, and even if there was I would be letting a woman I hated have the satisfaction of winning over me. I had been transformed from a man who had been happy at work to one who was miserable every time I got on the train to go to work, only because I would have to see Ellen that day. 
 
    About six months after Sun Valley, Ellen walked into my office. 
 
    "I have great news for you," she said. 
 
    "What's that, Ellen?" I asked. 
 
    "I'm going to get out of your life. My husband was offered the department chairmanship at the University of Texas. We're moving to Austin." 
 
    I started to say something traditional like I would miss her, but we both knew I wouldn't. "Don't bother," she laughed. "You're the happiest guy in the world you won't have to see me anymore, and you know it." Of course she was right about that. 
 
    "Security will be here in about a half-hour to clean out my desk," she said, "and I want to say goodbye to some other people." She started to leave my office but wheeled around to face me again. "But don't worry, Stan, I'll always have this reminder of the night we spent together." She opened her phone, and it still had the picture of my backside she had taken after whipping me in Sun Valley. She laughed, then turned and walked out. 
 
    And in just that manner, Ellen was gone. I haven't seen her since and don't want to, although I guess sooner or later something in the family may bring us back together. I hope not. 
 
    Ellen is different from the other women in the family. Martha's female descendents all believe women are superior to men, and that they need to take control - including physical punishment - of their men to ensure a good family. Some spank often, like my sister-in-law, and some spank infrequently like (thankfully) my wife, but all of them see spankings as a necessary action to accomplish a goal of a harmonious marriage, not as a pleasurable act to them seeing men suffer. 
 
    But not Ellen. I'm convinced she enjoys demonstrating her power by hurting men. Maybe Professor Wayne likes it that way - for his sake, I hope so. But I don't. Yes, I agreed to marry into a female led marriage where I could be spanked by my wife or any other woman in the family. And the spankings I've had so far may have hurt and may have been embarrassing, but I never felt that the woman who spanked me enjoyed what she was doing - it was always done in a positive manner to correct a mistake in judgment and to move forward. 
 
    But not Ellen. Good riddance to her. 
 
    I have to back up six months now and tell you what happened when I returned from Sun Valley and went home to Stacey. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 8. The Anniversary 
 
      
 
      
 
    The trip back from Sun Valley was agonizing, both physically and mentally. Even though we flew back on a comfortable private plane with softer seats than those on commercial airlines, my recently-whipped butt still hurt every minute I was in my seat. Plus, knowing Ellen was on the plane also made me unhappy, and I had no idea what Stacey was going to do when I got home since she had not taken any phone calls from me since the story had been in the paper two days before. 
 
    When I got home on Friday afternoon, Stacey seemed different than usual, but I couldn't quite pinpoint the change. It was almost dinnertime when I got there, so she suggested we take the kids to a family restaurant near us - at least our kids are no noisier than anyone else's kids there. Stace remained quieter than usual during the meal, and I still couldn't guess what was on her mind or why she seemed to be acting differently. 
 
    We put the kids to bed as soon as we got home, and Stacey said that we needed to talk, so we went into the family room. Her voice was starting to break up as if she was close to crying, and I became terribly worried. 
 
    Stacey is not a 'cryer'. The only time I ever saw her in tears was at her Aunt Josie's funeral, and for her to be so upset something exceptionally bad had to be in her mind. I saw a couple of tears coming from her eyes - was she all that upset about the incident at Sun Valley? Certainly I didn't want to be punished again for that, especially since I knew I hadn't done anything wrong, but even the prospect of another undeserved spanking seemed better than seeing Stacey in the mood she was in at that moment. 
 
    "Should I get the paddle?" I asked her. She seemed unable to speak but nodded her head that I should. I sighed, hating the fact that I was going to be spanked again so soon after my whipping from Ellen, especially having not done anything wrong. But I dutifully went to our bedroom to get her paddle. 
 
    I brought the paddle back to the family room and handed it to her, handle side first. She was clearly crying by now. She didn't speak but pointed to the table to put the paddle down, then she motioned for me to sit down. It took her a few moments to compose herself before she could speak. 
 
    "I owe you a huge apology," she finally said through her tears. "I completely overreacted," she told me. "I know you weren't involved with the women; but when the story was in the paper, I worried about the kids, that maybe they'd be teased by other kids whose parents may have been talking about you. And I worried how our neighbors and friends at the club would react. I thought about everybody else, but I didn't think about you. I'm sorry." 
 
    If I'm not mistaken, I think that was the first time since I met Stacey that she had actually apologized to me about anything. "It's okay," I said to her. 
 
    "No, it's not," she responded. "Then I acted too quickly and contacted Ellen. I shouldn't have done that at all, and when she emailed me the picture of what she had done to you, I was sickened. I wanted her to spank you like I might have done, not whip you so severely." At this point, she was crying openly, and I actually felt sorrier for her than she felt for me. But it flashed through my brain, if that's the way she felt, why did she have me bring the paddle in? 
 
    "I'm so, so sorry," she said. "And worrying about our friends was stupid, also. They all think it was funny. You're actually a celebrity now, and some of them are going to call you 'Hedgie' for a while. I was completely wrong about everything this week, and because of me you got a vicious beating you didn't deserve." 
 
    She stopped crying then took a deep breath and stood up. "Fair is fair," she said. She started to unbuckle the jeans she was wearing and said, "Pick up the paddle and spank me as hard as any of us ever spanked you." 
 
    "No," I exclaimed. "Never. I will never hit you in any manner, especially with your own paddle." 
 
    "Yes, you will," she said with a determination that was much more typical of her. "I'm still in charge of this marriage, and you still do what I tell you to do. And tonight I'm telling you to spank me as hard as you can, and make me cry. I'm feeling so guilty about what happened to you this week that the only way I can return to normal is for you to spank me until I'm crying my eyes out." 
 
    "Please, Stace, don't make me do it. I love our relationship exactly the way it is, and if I spank you it will never be the same." 
 
    "Tomorrow it will be the same as it has been, but tonight I want you to spank me and make it hurt as badly as what Ellen did to you. Period. Now pick up that damn paddle," she said, as she pushed her panties down below her knees. 
 
    I really did not want to do this. No part of me wanted to get revenge from Stacey. I had become so comfortable with her being the dominant partner that I feared we wouldn't be able to hold on to that part of our relationship if I did this. But she was insistent and placed herself over my lap with her naked butt facing me as she cried softly. "Do it!" she ordered. 
 
    I picked up the paddle and gave her a few swats. "I said spank me until I cry," she shouted out. "Hurt me like Ellen hurt you. Get mad, Stanley!" 
 
    So I did. I spanked my wife, the woman who had told me that women are superior to men and that the best way to keep a marriage together was for the woman to discipline the man - not what we were doing at his moment. 
 
    But as I had done for almost nine years, I did what I was told. I picked up the speed and intensity of swinging the paddle, and soon she was crying quite loudly. I wanted to stop, and hoped she had had enough - happily she had; and as soon as I stopped, she moved back to the couch and we cuddled as she finished crying. 
 
    In all the time we had been together, her spanking me, or one of her relatives spanking me, had never been an erotic event. Martha's female descendants always thought of spanking as a disciplinary tool only, in no way foreplay, and Stacey and I never made love after I had received a spanking, even when she had spanked me on our wedding night. 
 
    But this was different. Stacey soon pulled away from our cuddling and stood up. Her face was as red as I had made her backside, and it was wet both from tears and drippings from her nose. She reached out and took my hand, almost pulling me up from the couch, and led me into our bedroom. Afterwards she told me our session in bed was the most wonderful she had ever experienced, largely because her backside hurt so much as she moved it against the sheets. 
 
    We'll be celebrating our tenth wedding anniversary in six months. Some people celebrate the anniversary of the day they met, but that was about three weeks ago. Today, however, is a very important day for me - it's the tenth anniversary of our Third Date. 
 
    That was the day that Stacey told me about a lifestyle that I never could have imagined where women are unquestionably in charge of their marriage, and spank their men for what they see as bad behavior. It's also the tenth anniversary of the first time she spanked me. 
 
    A lot has happened in those ten years. I've been spanked by Stacey, her mother, her sister, our sister-in-law, and also by a distant relative I despise. They have all been painful and most were embarrassing, especially being naked in front of witnesses. Logically, I should be saying how much I hate our arrangement, but I don't. It took a while, but I have loved being under my wife's control, and I have considered myself to be among the luckiest of husbands. 
 
    The last year - since the night I came back from Sun Valley and Stacey demanded I spank her - has been different. I still try to defer to her, but she is less intense about her leadership role. In the past, she used to put her paddle on display periodically just to warn me what could happen, but I haven't seen the paddle at all since that night. She asks for my opinion on questions much more than she ever did, and in most cases, she accepts my thoughts now and has actually changed her mind based on my input on several occasions. 
 
    So in so many ways, our relationship has evolved. It's almost to the point where I wish she'd spank me again to go back to where we were - I said "almost" to that point - no, I really don't want to get spanked, but I honestly don't know if she ever would spank me again. Maybe I'll have to wait until our daughter Mandy is eighteen, and maybe she'll be the next woman to spank me. 
 
    There was one event recently where Stacey went back to making a unilateral decision with no input from me. Our third child was born about a month ago. We had been trying for a third for a while, and we think it was actually the night we had great sex after I spanked Stace that we were successful. 
 
    With our first two kids, Stacey picked the name without even discussing it with me. Mandy is named after Stacey's late grandmother and Artie is named after Stacey's father. Again with our new son, Stacey decided on the name without asking me what I thought. 
 
    His name is Stanley Jr. 
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    Taking Henry in Hand by Charles Pangbourne 
 
    When the eighteen-year-old intelligent but nerdy college student, Henry Talbot, attends a party at a frat house, his life is forever changed after he meets the exceedingly tall, beautiful Barbara Hopkins, a fellow student and basketball player. 
 
      
 
    Initially stunned that she should take an interest in someone like him, he begins dating her but during a meal at a restaurant Henry embarrasses Barbara when he is especially rude to the waitress attending their table. 
 
      
 
    Following the meal, he is given an ultimatum, either he allows Barbara to spank him for his bad behaviour or their relationship is over. Henry readily accepts her punishment which she delivers using her hand and a hairbrush, and although painful, it is clear that he is also sexually aroused by it. He is further humiliated when Barbara insists that he apologise to the waitress and even worse, show her the proof that he has been spanked. 
 
      
 
    Thus begins a female led relationship with the dominant Barbara who disciplines him with a variety of spanking implements including hairbrush, paddle, cane and tawse, whenever he steps out of line or doesn't meet her expectations. 
 
    Disciplined by His Wife by Jack Crawford 
 
    Eric has been married to Wendi for seven years. Theirs is a reasonably happy marriage, but Eric has a secret fantasy he dare not confess to his wife ... he yearns to be spanked. He always takes great care to cover his tracks on the computer, but one evening he slips up, and Wendi finds the spanking sites he has visited. They are all sites where men are disciplined by females. Wendy is surprised but not horrified, and when she confronts Eric with her findings and listens to him talk about his needs, she decides to take action... of a corrective nature! 
 
      
 
    Eric can hardly believe his luck. Not only is Wendi tolerant and understanding, she does her utmost to give him what he has craved for so long. She even has him setting up a special spanking room in the basement of their house. It comes as a bit of a shock to Eric when he finds out just how much getting spanked can hurt, and his clever and attractive wife thinks up ingenious ways to punish him. It seems she gets satisfaction out of their changed relationship too, because as a naturally dominant woman, disciplining her husband is no chore ... and the sex that follows is red hot. And so is Eric's bottom... 
 
    The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby 
 
    Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it! 
 
      
 
    This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman. 
 
    The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur 
 
    1. The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver: New to the area, Doctor Tomisini pays a visit to a nearby antique shop where an old leather razor strop catches his eye. The attractive female shop owner explains that it used to belong to her grandfather. Later, he is bent over a stool with his bottom bared, whilst she gives him a painful strapping prior to making love. 
 
      
 
    2. Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home. 
 
      
 
    3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways. 
 
      
 
    .. and 16 other stories. 
 
    Training Jonas Weatherly by W. Arthur 
 
    When 28-year-old Jonas is hired for a job in a university library, he is interviewed by Marcia Danvers and finds himself impressed by her efficiency and natural authority. Marcia hires him, but a few weeks later he finds himself called to her office following a number of complaints made against him for his shoddy work and unhelpful attitude. Marcia is prepared to give him a second chance, telling him he needs 'motivational training', structure and discipline. This strikes a chord with Jonas, as he was previously disciplined by his stepmother, now deceased. He soon learns what type of training Marcia has in mind when he receives a few whacks with her sorority paddle. 
 
      
 
    And so it begins ... a woman who thinks enough about him to take control, a woman who is as attracted to him as he is to her. They begin a relationship, with Marcia calling all the shots. She is the one who makes the rules, and if Jonas breaks them, he is punished, sometimes harshly. Yet Jonas isn't at all resentful; his life has changed for the better, they have great sex, and he has gained a new best friend as well as a lover. So when Marcia tells him it's time for him to ask her the all-important question, he proposes and she accepts, and from that point on Jonas learns how to be a disciplined and obedient husband. He finds it both painful and stimulating... but is more than happy with his lot in this female led relationship. 
 
    Under Marie's Hands by Anthony Payne 
 
    It's 1995 and Daniel Jessup, a 20-year-old college dropout, is living in upstate Pennsylvania. Six months short of a degree in Architecture, he is employed as a grunt with a construction company, where he quickly becomes friends with the foreman, Jim Greene. He soon finds himself a regular visitor to Jim's home, and it's here during dinner that he first meets Marie, the younger sister of Jim's wife. He is immediately infatuated with her and takes every opportunity he can to spend time in her company. One day, having flirted with Daniel for some time, she leads him down to the Greene's basement. It seems, however, that it's not just sex that Marie has in mind when she takes Daniel over her knee and delivers a very sound spanking with her hairbrush. 
 
      
 
    The two begin dating and Daniel finds himself subject to Marie's discipline on a regular basis, although some of the spankings she gives him are purely erotic. Later, as the relationship progresses, Daniel moves in with Marie and is subject to regular maintenance spankings every Sunday evening. As the years go by, it looks like Daniel might be happy to spend the rest of his life under Marie's hand... 
 
    Camille's Hard Hand by David O. Sullivan 
 
    James has the hots for an attractive girl at college, but Camille isn't remotely interested in him... or so he thinks. By his own admission, James is a bit of a wimp, somewhat shy and lacking in confidence. So when Camille spots him in the library and comes over to chat, he is delighted - even more so when she tells him he's a nice guy and she will help him with his history studies. A few weeks later they enter into a relationship and James proves to Camille that he really knows how to please a woman in bed. As things progress, it becomes clear that Camille is the one calling the shots. This is no problem for James; given his submissive nature, he likes it when Camille takes charge... even when she buys him pink underpants. But what he doesn't like so much is when Camille spanks him. He feels not only her hand, but a strap and a hairbrush on his deserving backside. The play spankings are fun, but the punishment ones are not! This is the story of how James morphs from boyfriend to a husband who is disciplined by his wife. He grows accustomed to their domestic discipline relationship, and over time actually begins to crave more spankings. Their sex life is terrific, with Camille taking the lead and investing in some interesting bedroom toys for use on her naughty boy. 
 
    Chastising Arnold by W A Whyte 
 
    When a tall and beautiful woman walks into Arnold's bookshop, he is captivated. They chat for a while, and as she's new in town, Annabelle asks Arnold to show her around... and she also asks him out for dinner that evening. Arnold can't believe his luck - a hot date with a stunning woman! The evening goes well and a relationship ensues, with great sex. But gradually it becomes apparent that Arnold has a bad habit of leering at other women. Annabelle becomes more and more annoyed and threatens to give him a spanking if he doesn't stop doing it. Having fantasised for most of his life about being spanked, this threat makes Arnold do it all the more! He gets his spanking, and it proves to be the first of many. 
 
      
 
    As the relationship progresses, the pair fall in love and Arnold moves in with Annabelle. He gradually gives himself up to her control and discipline, and finds she doesn't hesitate to lay it on hard when he misbehaves... and he does, often, and the ensuing spankings aren't always the fun sort. 
 
      
 
    Alone in the house when Annabelle is away on one of her business trips, Arnold calls Sara, an ex-girlfriend, and they have sex. Later, full of guilt, he fervently hopes Annabelle won't find out. Unfortunately for Arnold, she does... 
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