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   Brian confides in his sister Brenda about how Abby, his wife of two years, spanks him when he does something wrong. Only a few weeks later Brenda watches him being spanked for forgetting to re-set the alarm clock and also for not telling Abby that he had confided in his sister. Seeing the spanking gives Brenda an idea of her own - she decides it is time to try and incorporate the same discipline into her relationship with Gary. His behaviour often embarrasses her and she realises the application of corporal punishment is the only way their relationship can continue, and maybe if things improve they might get married. So Gary is told to undress and stand in the corner, waiting for his spanking. Two years on and Gary resents being spanked by Brenda, now his wife. He feels as though he is the only man in the world subjected to such punishment. But a family trip exposes a secret and it changes the way Gary feels entirely.
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Two Couples
 
    
 
    
 
   The car sped westward on Interstate 80, bringing Brenda Brewer and her brother Brian from their respective homes in Sacramento towards the San Francisco Bay Area. Brenda, 26, and Brian, 24, were on their way to visit an aunt who had been hospitalized there.
 
   Brenda was single and taught at a Junior High School near Sacramento. Brian was an accountant who had been married to Abby for about two years. Abby would have joined them but her job as a Transportation Security Administration inspector at Sacramento International Airport called for at least one weekend shift a month, and this was the weekend she was on duty.
 
   The siblings had been close when they were growing up, but now saw each other only once or twice a month, and the trip offered them a rare chance for an extended conversation. Although Abby had an active social life, there was no one special man in her life at the moment. That had led Brian to joke with her on prior occasions about her biological clock ticking (their mother also reminded Brenda of that, but with much more intensity).
 
   "How's your sex life?" was the way Brian phrased the question about a half-hour into the trip.
 
   "Not bad," Brenda responded. "How are you and Abby doing after two years of married life? All good?"
 
   Brian paused before answering; the pause lasted a couple of seconds, and caught Brenda's attention. "It's fine," he finally said. "We're OK."
 
   "Bri, I didn't like that pause," Brenda said. "What's going on?"
 
   "Bren, I don't want to talk about it. It's embarrassing."
 
   "Sex problems?" she asked.
 
   "No," he responded emphatically. "Absolutely not. That's great."
 
   "So what's wrong then?"
 
   "Honestly, Brenda, it is kind of embarrassing. If I tell you you're just going to laugh and you'll think less of me. Let's forget it."
 
   But Brenda's curiosity had been raised and she wasn't going to let it go. She had no doubt that if she persisted, Brian would tell her what she wanted to know. She loved her brother but she also knew his weaknesses. Brian had never been confident around girls when they were growing up, and even now as adults an assertive woman could easily manipulate him. She had never discussed this with her sister-in-law, but had seen evidence on some occasions that Abby also understood Brian's tendencies.
 
   "Embarrassing?" she said. "That never stopped us before. What about that time you were 12 and really wanted to see what a girl's body looked like? That was pretty embarrassing for me. We confided a lot of embarrassing things to each other when we were growing up. As far as laughing, I don't know what it is so I can't promise I won't laugh, maybe I'll think it's funny. But I can promise that I won't think any less of you. You're my brother and I love you. You can tell me anything and that won't change."
 
   Brian was silent, and Brenda knew she had won. He would tell her.
 
   Finally he spoke, in a low voice, and with short pauses between almost every word. "When... when Abby... is unhappy... with my... behavior... (a longer pause)... she spanks me."
 
   Brenda almost did laugh, but caught herself quickly. "She spanks you? Like Mom did when we were kids?"
 
   "I knew you would laugh. I'm sorry I told you."
 
   "No, Bri, it's OK. It's certainly not the answer I was expecting, though. How did that get started?"
 
   "I almost screwed up the marriage in the first year," he said. "I probably should have waited longer before getting married, but you know how much I love Abby and I didn't want to wait. But I was pretty immature and did some stupid things. I was the first one of my friends to get married, and the guys kept on calling me to go out and do things. Abby was OK at first about some boys nights out but I know now that I overdid it. If I said "no" to some of the guys, they called me henpecked, and I usually said I'd go. So I wasn't spending enough time with Abby. And I wasn't helping out around the apartment very much and with her crazy schedule at work that was a problem too. We talked about it a lot, and I tried to improve, but after a while, I kept on making the same mistakes, and she was getting very frustrated. One night we were talking about it and she said if things didn't change we'd probably end up in divorce court in a year."
 
   Brian sighed before continuing.
 
   "I knew it was all my fault, Abby is just great, and I knew I was screwing up the marriage. I got pretty emotional and told her I'd do anything to keep the marriage together. We talked for a long time and at one point she said at times I acted like a spoiled little boy. I had once told her Mom used to spank us when we were kids and she said she wished Mom had spanked me more so maybe I wouldn't act like a naughty little boy now.
 
   One thing led to another, and I said I'd rather get spanked than divorced. So we ended up agreeing that whenever Abby felt I deserved a spanking, she would spank me.
 
   I guess I do believe that it has saved our marriage. I really do try to avoid doing things that make her upset. But it's not what I expected from marriage. Can you imagine waking up in the morning and looking at the person you love - and wondering if she will spank you before the day is over?"
 
   "And it's been going on for a year now?" Brenda asked. "I never would have guessed."
 
   "She's very good that way," Brian responded. "She won't embarrass me in public and she promised she would never tell anybody what we do. But in the house, when we're alone, things can be very different. She's pretty intimidating when she wants to be - maybe it's from all the training she's had at the airport."
 
   "How often does she spank you?"
 
   "There's no pattern, since it's only when I do something that gets her upset. I guess on average about once every other month."
 
   "That's not too bad," Brenda offered as consolation.
 
   "Easy for you to say," Brian responded. "I admit it's not that often, but on a day I get it, it's a very bad day. Not only does it really hurt, it's very embarrassing even if no one else knows about it. And believe me, it really hurts a lot. Abby doesn't look like the kind of woman who could spank a guy that hard - but believe me, she is."
 
   "I don't want to embarrass you any more," she said. "But one question and then we'll drop it. You used to cry a lot when you got spanked when we were kids... do you cry when Abby spanks you?"
 
   There was a long pause. "Yes," he finally responded.
 
   The car continued its journey and true to her word, Brenda changed the subject.
 
    
 
   SEVENTEEN DAYS LATER
 
   It was the first Tuesday of the month. Each month on the first Tuesday, Brian's firm held a conference call between the home office in New York and all the regional offices. Since the call spanned four time zones, it was held at 11AM New York time, 8AM Pacific time. Brian's Office Manager required the staff to be in by 7:30 so they could be alert for the call. Brian's commute could be difficult on some days, so on the first Tuesday of each month he set the alarm for 5:30AM and tried to leave by 6:30.
 
   Most days in the Brewer apartment it was Abby who got up first, sometimes as early as 4AM if she had the early shift at the airport. She would then reset the alarm for Brian, usually for 7AM. Today, however, she had the luxury of a 9AM-5PM shift, so Brian had the task of resetting the alarm for her.
 
   And, today, he forgot to do it!
 
   Abby got to work about 20 minutes late, enough to earn the anger of her boss as lines were building up at the checkpoint she was supposed to have been at. As soon as she was able to take a break, she fired off an email to Brian from her phone. "Because you forgot to set the alarm for me this morning I got to work late and caught a lot of crap for it. You and I will have a discussion about your irresponsibility tonight."
 
   "Discussion" was the key word, and Brian shuddered when he saw her email. A "discussion" usually had three participants - Abby, Brian, and Abby's hairbrush.
 
   After sending Brian his email, Abby quickly sent out another before heading back to work.
 
   Because of the early conference call, most of the staff at Brian's office headed home early, and he was home before 5PM. Fully expecting a spanking before the night was over, he walked into the bedroom where he would be spanked, and sighed while looking at the corner he expected to stand in both before and after his spanking. He hated standing in the corner - the pain of the spanking was bad enough, but standing - naked - in the corner was downright humiliating. Abby made him stand there before spankings for about 15 minutes so he could think about his behavior, and he had to return there after the spanking (with a warning that rubbing his butt would result in a return trip over Abby's knee for more spanks).
 
   This is going to be a bad night, he though to himself. How could I have been so stupid to forget the alarm?
 
   Shortly after 5, he received a text from Abby: "Brenda joining us for dinner. Need some groceries, home about 6." He was somewhat surprised. Brenda had been over for dinner on other nights, but he was surprised Abby had agreed on a night he expected to be punished. Maybe it's a good thing, he thought. Abby's still pretty angry, I'm sure, but if Brenda stays until about 9 o'clock and Abby relaxes, maybe it won't be so bad this time. Maybe she'll even postpone punishment until tomorrow. This could be good.
 
   Abby arrived with a bag of groceries just before 6, still wearing her uniform with its distinctive blue blouse and a black skirt that made her appear to be very much a person in control. She gave Brian a quick kiss and headed for the kitchen noting Brenda was due shortly. There was no mention of the missed alarm or any talk of an upcoming spanking - again, Brian thought, maybe his luck had changed.
 
   Brenda arrived about 10 minutes later, and the three chatted pleasantly while Abby finished preparations for dinner. They sat down at the table around 6:30 for an enjoyable meal, and the local wine Brian served seemed to add to the meal. Abby was smiling through most of it and Brian's hopes for a reduced punishment soared. During the meal he started to think that with Abby in a much better mood, if Brenda stayed until 9, he could play the "long day" card and get Abby to postpone punishment until tomorrow - when she would likely go much easier on him. Maybe, just maybe, he thought - maybe, I'll get even luckier and she'll change her mind about the spanking. But at least I won't get it right away, while the alarm incident is still fresh in her mind!
 
   Dinner lasted about a half-hour and the three shared the task of clearing dishes from the table. They moved into the living room part of the apartment, which had two couches, one with three seats and the other with two. Brenda sat at one end of the larger piece of furniture while Brian sat on the smaller piece, expecting his wife to join him.
 
   It was to be the last time Brian sat down comfortably for a while.
 
   Abby entered but did not sit. Still dressed in her uniform, she looked directly at Brian and spoke to him in a completely different tone of voice than she had earlier in the evening.
 
   "Well, now," she started. It was enough to get Brian to sit straight up immediately. "Brian, it seems that a couple of weeks ago you decided on your own to tell Brenda about your punishments."
 
   Brian had not told Abby about his conversation with Brenda. He had feared she might get angry about it, and although he had never told his sister not to discuss the subject with Abby, he assumed she wouldn't. He now recognized he had made a bad mistake.
 
   "I guess if you wanted to tell Brenda you get spanked, that's OK - although I never told anyone and never planned to. But what I am really upset about is that you did not tell me that you told Brenda. I didn't know about it until Brenda and I had lunch last week."
 
   "I'm sorry, honey," Brian responded weakly. "I should have told you."
 
   "Yes, you certainly should have told me," she said coldly. "And since Brenda and I ended up in a conversation about your spankings, she mentioned to me that she always wanted to see you get spanked by your mother when you were kids, but your Mom never let her watch."
 
   Brian did not like at all the way this conversation was going. With a very nervous voice, he managed to say, "That's true."
 
   "Well, I'm not your Mom and I think that since you continue to act like an irresponsible little boy way too often, maybe a little embarrassment will help you remember what you're supposed to be doing... so... I invited Brenda to come over and see her little brother get spanked next time he deserves one!"
 
   "No!" screamed Brian's brain, but he dared not to say it aloud. All his hopes of just a few moments ago about an easy punishment had come crashing to the ground - he now knew he was going to get punished, and with Brenda present, it would be more humiliating than any he had ever had before, either from his mother or his wife.
 
   Abby glanced at Brenda then moved her eyes directly to Brian. "Go get ready for your spanking," she commanded.
 
   Brian rose slowly but silently, and looked at Abby with pleading eyes that appeared ready to cry. But he saw no mercy in her eyes and he knew his fate was sealed. "Yes, Abby," he said softly as he turned to walk towards their bedroom.
 
   As he started to leave, Abby added, "You're lucky you're not getting two different spankings, Brian, one for not telling me about your conversation and the other for the alarm. But since you're getting spanked for two things, you can expect a longer and harder spanking than you have had before."
 
   He walked off, and Abby said to Brenda, "Let's finish off the wine. I'm going to let him wait for 15 minutes or so to let him think about what's going to happen."
 
   Brian entered the bedroom and knew all that was expected of him. There was a single straight-back chair in the room that had become the "spanking chair," and he moved it to Abby's desired place at the foot of the bed. The next part was more distasteful - he went to her dresser and opened the top drawer. In it he knew he would find her hairbrush, a heavy wooden implement he had grown to hate. He took it out, looked at the flat side closely, and shuddered for a moment as he realized he was just minutes away from that brush landing on his backside dozens of times. He placed the brush on the chair.
 
   Next he had to make himself naked. He undressed slowly, making sure he put all his clothes where they belonged, either in the hamper or hung in the closet if cleaning wasn't needed. It would be very unwise for him to leave dirty clothes where Abby could see them when she entered.
 
   He then realized for the first time that Brenda would see him naked. In itself, that didn't bother him greatly, but he was very upset that Brenda would see him getting a spanking naked. While he had admitted to Brenda that he did cry when getting spanked, he had never imagined she would see it - that would be the worst part, and maybe, just maybe, he could control himself and not cry tonight. If he could just avoid crying, maybe tonight wouldn't be as bad as it could be.
 
   Lastly, he knew he was expected to stand in the corner and wait and he hated that also. He knew that Abby usually made him wait about 15 minutes before she came in, and on some other nights he sat naked on the bed, and waited until the last minute before going to the corner - it was a tiny act of defiance, but he hadn't yet been caught. But with Brenda there, he thought Abby's timing might change and he felt it best to get in the corner immediately.
 
   His head spun with thoughts as he stood there. Why did he tell Brenda he got spanked? That was stupid. She wouldn't be here tonight if he hadn't told her. And why didn't he tell Abby he had told Brenda - he was afraid she'd get mad, but now she's mad and this is worse. And how could he have been so stupid to forget the alarm? He hated the fact that he got spankings from his wife, but he had agreed to it and he had to admit that in an arrangement where he did get spanked, he absolutely deserved to be spanked this time. But deserved or not, he didn't want his sister to see it - that was the worst part of what was going to happen. Please, please, please, Brian said to himself, please don't cry in front of Brenda. But then he remembered Abby had spoken of the longest spanking yet and he doubted if he could control himself.
 
   After what seemed like an hour, he heard Abby and Brenda enter the room. He knew to keep his eyes straight ahead until Abby called him and he had no appetite to do anything that would make her angrier than she already was. She called him quickly, however, and he immediately turned and walked towards the chair with his head lowered. He could see Brenda's legs - she was standing near the door where she would have a clear view of his face - but he avoided looking at her as he did not want to make eye contact. Abby tapped her leg with the hairbrush, his signal to lay down and he did so without comment.
 
   His toes touched the carpet on Abby's right side, with his fingertips touching the carpet on her left. He knew she would anchor his legs by putting her right leg over the back of his ankles, and she did so. Next he felt the smooth side of the hairbrush gently sliding along his backside - it would have felt good had it not been for the knowledge of what was going to happen next.
 
   In the past, Abby had scolded Brian a bit before actually starting the spanking, and with an audience in the room, she enhanced it a bit. "You've been a bad boy, Brian," she said.
 
   "I know, Abby," he managed to reply. "I'm sorry. I really am sorry."
 
   "Not as sorry as you're going to be," she said.
 
   "Tell Brenda again what happens when you're a bad boy," Abby said.
 
   "I get a spanking."
 
   "And you deserve a spanking, don't you," she said.
 
   "Yes, Abby, I do," he said in a strained voice.
 
   "Good," she said, as she lifted the hairbrush ahead of its first descent.
 
   Abby's favored technique was to deliver five fast spanks to Brian's right butt cheek, all as close as possible to the exact same spot, and then to the same to his left cheek. In less than 15 seconds, he was suffering a lot of pain on both cheeks. After that, she spanked in no particular pattern between cheeks, but she would move landing spots for the brush so the area of pain would continue to grow. He never knew where to expect the next spank, which made the experience even more troubling to him.
 
   It was a very thorough spanking. Brian quickly started to believe it was the worst spanking he had ever received from her, but he was in no position to think through whether that was because of the actual pain or the fact that Brenda was there.
 
   Brian kept on saying all the typical things spankees of all ages try to say during their punishments, interspersed with the usual "ows" and "ouches." In a desperate attempt to hasten the end of the session, Brian kept on trying to say things like "Please... no more... owww... please, honey, it hurts... owww... I'm sorry... I'll be good, I promise... please, Abby, no more please... I'm sorry..." But words soon gave way to sobs, and Brian realized that despite his resolve, he was starting to cry. He had of course cried before, but in the past it had mostly been quiet crying and this time he was starting to make much louder sounds. Was it that this spanking hurt more? Or that Brenda was there? Did it matter? It just hurts so much. "I can't take it any more," he thought, but his legs were pinned, his left hand couldn't move, and if he tried to cover his backside with his right hand, Abby would scold him and he'd get even more spanks. He was totally, totally helpless.
 
   And then he cried - loudly - as if he was a young child. "Bwaaaa... I'm sorry... bwaaaaa!"
 
   Brenda watched with mixed emotions. Of course Brian was her brother, and she felt badly for him for the pain and embarrassment he was suffering. But she was fully aware that he was essentially a follower who truly needed leadership from a strong wife and Abby was certainly showing herself to be exactly the kind of woman he needed. He also had tendencies to do some immature and irresponsible things and as she watched him being spanked, she felt Abby was doing precisely what was best for Brian,. If an occasional sore butt was the price Brian needed to pay to be under the supervision of a woman like Abby, he was still a very lucky man.
 
   Brenda was also very impressed by the way her sister-in-law was handling the evening. She recognized that Abby was angry at Brian, but had never lost her self-control, and had never become excessive in her treatment of Brian. She was clearly in complete command of the situation but was being fair and treating Brian in a very loving - albeit painful - manner. "Good for you, Abby," her admiring sister-in-law was thinking.
 
   "Could I do it as well?" Brenda thought. "Yes, I think I could." Of course she was not allowed to spank her students in school, but she recognized that Abby was handling her husband in essentially the same manner as Brenda might deal with a naughty student. "Yes, I could do that with a man," she thought.
 
   Brenda's thoughts roamed to a man she had recently dated, and eventually "ditched." Gary was a brilliant young computer engineer and she had had a couple of mostly enjoyable dates with him, but she had found him to be almost completely devoid of social skills, and he had a habit of saying some very inappropriate things that embarrassed her in public. Although she did like him in many ways, she had felt he probably would not make a good husband in the future and she had told him she didn't care to continue seeing him. But now she, for the first time, started to think there were some similarities between Gary and Brian and while watching the scene in the bedroom, her mind projected that she was holding the hairbrush, and Gary was over her knees.
 
   After what seemed an eternity to Brian, Abby delivered ten especially hard spanks, five to each butt cheek, and then stopped. Brian was still crying and she let him continue to lay over her lap for about a minute, then she gently started to ease him off. He rested on his knees, with his face against her leg, as his crying finally started to slow down. Abby then helped him to his feet and led him to the corner.
 
   Abby looked at Brenda. No words were exchanged, but it was as if to see if Brenda approved. She did, as a slight smile indicated and her eyes communicated, "Wow!" The two women went back to the living room area while Brian stood in the corner sobbing. Abby knew Brian would rub his butt while they were out of the room, but she felt he had suffered enough and she would let him get away with the forbidden action this time.
 
   "Good job," Brenda told Abby. "He deserved it and I don't think he'll forget the alarm again."
 
    "Thanks," Abby said. "Yes, I'm sure he won't."
 
   The women chatted again for about five minutes and Brenda suggested that maybe she should go now. Abby nodded. Assuming that Brian was rubbing his backside, she called out loudly to warn him, "Brian, Brenda wants to say goodnight."
 
   The women returned to the bedroom; Brian was still facing into the corner, and Brenda could see how thoroughly red blue his butt had become. "Good night, Bri," she said. "Please be a good boy from now on."
 
   "I will, Brenda," he said. "Good night."
 
   The two women went back out, and Abby walked with Brenda to the door. They hugged each other; Brenda left and Abby closed the door. Brenda looked at her watch - it was only about 8 o'clock. "I'll be home by 8:30 at the latest," she thought. "Not too late to call Gary."
 
    
 
   SIX MONTHS LATER
 
   Six months had passed, and Brenda and Gary had become "an item."
 
   Brenda had called Gary the night she had seen Abby spank Brian. With Brenda having told Gary she no longer wished to see him just a couple of weeks before, he was surprised to see her name on Caller ID and characteristically didn't know how to react. "Why are you calling me?" he asked her.
 
   Brenda responded by saying, "Remember the old saying 'Absence makes the heart grow fonder?' I missed you."
 
   Gary always had trouble meeting up with women and had had no social activity since Brenda had dismissed him, his heart leapt when he heard that. Brenda invited him for dinner the next night and he readily accepted. He brought a bottle of wine that was much more expensive than called for on a typical dinner date.
 
   The six months that had passed had turned out to be the best period in Gary's life. He was a brilliant computer engineer (some people in his business actually were calling him a 'genius'), but he was also the epitome of a 'computer nerd'. For all his technical knowledge, he had very few skills in dealing with people. He was impatient, would very frequently insult other people without meaning to, and 'brought his work home'. When involved in an ongoing problem at work, he would become detached from other people and distant to everyone. Because of that, he sometimes would forget commitments he had made. On one occasion, he had scheduled a date with a woman - in itself a rarity for him - but completely forgot about it while he worked late at the office. Needless to say, he never saw her again.
 
   But his time with Brenda had been wonderful for him. She had become his first real "girlfriend" and people who had started to believe he would never find a woman became very hopeful. Brenda essentially validated Gary as a complete man. His parents would have accepted almost any woman as a mate for him and they were absolutely bowled over by Brenda's poise and personality when they met her for the first time.
 
   Brenda shared her bed with Gary on their third date, and from that moment on he was, in his mind, hers forever. He told her he loved her that night; she responded that kind of talk was very premature and that he should not expect a similar response in the near future. Over the ensuing months, Gary did everything he could for Brenda and bought her expensive gifts (she finally ordered him to stop doing so) while bringing his "trophy" girlfriend to as many places as he could. It was as if he was responding to his critics, "You see, I can hook up with an attractive, bright woman, even if you thought I couldn't!"
 
   The relationship was more complicated for Brenda. She had grown very, very fond of Gary, and recognized much in him that she could love. She could now visualize him as a potential husband and felt he could become a good father for the children she eventually wanted to have. But the behavioral issues that initially had troubled her were still there. She had discussed them with Gary on those occasions and he had promised (sincerely, Brenda felt) to do better for her, but after a week or two there was an inevitable relapse of bad judgment.
 
   Although Gary was two years older than Brenda, and four years older than Brian, Brenda saw more and more similarities between Gary and Brian - and on the occasions when they were together with Brian and Abby, the two men very much enjoyed the other's company. Brenda had become convinced that what worked for Brian would also work well for Gary - a disciplinary spanking when his behavior slipped would certainly help Gary become an acceptable husband, she was sure. The problem she faced, though, was how and when to introduce the subject - Brian and Abby had been married for a year when the concept of spankings was first discussed; she and Gary were just dating and for only six months. There was no way to be sure that he would accept her as his disciplinarian.
 
   Finally, she developed a plan as to how she would tell Gary she wanted to spank him. She resolved that after the next offensive incident - she was sure there would be one - she would act.
 
   The week after Brenda had decided on her course of action, she and Gary went to dinner together on Saturday night. The restaurant was crowded, and the service was very poor. Despite having had a reservation they had to wait a half-hour before being seated; the overworked waitress gave them the best service she could although it was slower than it should be and then they had to wait too long for their food to be served.
 
   Gary finally exploded and berated the waitress in a voice that was much too loud and was clearly heard through much of the restaurant. The waitress, who had already had a very tough night, started to cry. Brenda tried to apologize to her, but it was a very embarrassing scene and a ruined evening. In the car on the way home, she decided the time had come to implement her plan.
 
   Gary realized Brenda was upset; as he drove home he tried to apologize but she responded that she did not wish to discuss it until they got to her apartment. He guessed that he had lost his chance for an enjoyable overnight stay with her, but he had no inkling of what the next twelve hours would bring into his life.
 
   They entered her apartment and Brenda told Gary to sit down. She went into her bedroom and emerged with an envelope in her hand. She sat down opposite him and said, "Gary, please do not say anything. I don't want to hear another meaningless apology. I want you to take this envelope. It has some Internet addresses on it. I want you to go home and go to these sites and blogs. Do not call me tonight. Do NOT call me tonight - if you do, I will not take the call. If you want to call me tomorrow, call me. If you don't want to call me, I will understand."
 
   Gary was confused. "Why wouldn't I want to call you? Why can't I use your computer and look here?"
 
   "Because that's the way I want it," she said. "I hope you do call, but you may not. If not, I'll be sad, but it will be OK. But do not call tonight. I want you to do a lot of thinking before you decide what you want to do."
 
   Her answer did nothing to clear up Gary's confusion but he complied, giving her a light kiss and then leaving.
 
   The envelope contained the Internet addresses of several blogs and sites that dealt with a single subject - women who administered disciplinary spankings to their husbands and boyfriends.
 
   The phone rang at 7:58AM the next morning. It woke Brenda, who had not slept much during the night, but she immediately became alert. It was typical of Gary - he had probably decided to wait until 8AM to call her, but was too impatient to do so exactly, and decided 7:58 was close enough.
 
   "Hi," she said.
 
   "Did I wake you?" he asked.
 
   "Yes, but that's OK," she said. "I was hoping you would call."
 
   "Can I come up and see you,?" he asked next.
 
   "Have you had breakfast yet?" was her question, and he said he had not. "Give me a half-hour and I'll make breakfast for you," she said.
 
   "Actually, I'm in my car right outside your building," he replied.
 
   She laughed. "OK, give me ten minutes to brush my teeth and put something on and then come up."
 
   He gave her eight minutes before ringing the doorbell.
 
   As she answered the door, Brenda realized she was very nervous, but she quickly recognized that he was just as nervous. She kissed him and said, "Coffee's not ready yet. Do you want bacon and eggs?"
 
   "Please Brenda, let's talk. I'll have the coffee when it's ready, but we need to talk. I didn't sleep much last night."
 
   "Me either," she replied.
 
   They entered the living room area, and he started right off. "You're serious about this?"
 
   Brenda had thought through some responses to questions she thought he would ask. "Yes," she said. "I'm very serious about this. The truth is I just can't continue the way our relationship is now. I know you're sorry about how you behaved last night. And I know you mean it when you say you'll try harder. But I've heard that about a dozen times since we started going out, and I have no confidence there won't be something else next week, or the week after. I know you love me. I know you want me to say that I love you. I suspect that as soon as I said I love you, you would propose. Knowing you, you may already have bought a ring." (Gary reacted internally - in fact, he had planned to propose if and when Brenda said she loved him, and although he had not bought a ring yet he had thought about doing so).
 
   "How could I marry you if I lived in fear of being embarrassed every time we went out... or you being so involved in work, you ignored me... or forgot something you were supposed to do with our kids in the future? You're a wonderful man but I just can't count on you. And if you're not the kind of man I could marry, why are we even dating? I'll be 27 next month. If you aren't someone I could marry, I need to move on and find someone I can."
 
   She stopped, and looked directly at Gary.
 
   He hesitated before responding, but finally said, "I'm flabbergasted at the very thought of you wanting to hit me. (He was having trouble simply verbalizing the word "spanking.") I know you're right about the things I've done wrong, but how do you know hitting me would do any good?"
 
   It was another question she was prepared for. "I don't," she said. "But a while ago I learned that a woman I know spanks her husband. It surprised me - I had never thought about adults spanking adults. But she told me she thinks it saved their marriage. I started looking for the topic on the Internet, and found so much material I was amazed. A lot of it is commercial sites, selling tapes and whatever, and I'm sure a lot is fantasy. But enough of what I found looks legitimate enough that I'm sure there are many women who do spank their husbands, and it seems to be doing them some good."
 
   "I'm sure there are husbands who spank (there, he managed to say the word) their wives," Gary said.
 
   "I'm sure there are," Brenda agreed. "And maybe in those marriages, that's the right thing. This isn't a female-dominant thing. It's simply a question of in some marriages and relationships, the person who is more stable and reliable may need to punish the other one for bad behavior.
 
   "Think of it this way. If just 1% of married women in the country - just 1% - spank their husbands, there are about 50 million active marriages. That means there are about a half million men who get spanked by their wives."
 
   "And you want me to be one of them," Gary said.
 
   "We can't go on this way," she replied. "Maybe me punishing you would help. Maybe it wouldn't. But the status quo isn't an option."
 
   "I don't want to lose you, Bren," Gary said. "You know how much you mean to me."
 
   Brenda felt she was going to be successful. "You don't have to lose me, honey. But you do need to accept the fact that I will discipline you for bad behavior when I feel it's necessary." She looked straight into his eyes in a kind of "staring contest".
 
   A few seconds passed before Gary looked away and in a quiet voice said simply, "OK."
 
   Brenda did all she could to keep from smiling. She got what she wanted. "I'm afraid it has to start right now, Gary," she said. "You were terrible last night and you need to be punished for it."
 
   Gary was startled. It was one thing agreeing in principle that his woman could spank him, but he didn't realize she had meant right now! Still, he couldn't think of losing her by refusing. "OK," he repeated softly.
 
   Brenda had thought through the scenario many times in case she ever reached the point where she would actually spank him. "This is the way we're going to do this," she said. "I want you to take off your clothes - and I mean everything - and go stand in that corner while I get ready."
 
   Gary was surprised again; he had thought only about the spanking itself and not about anything else such as corner time. He was becoming embarrassed, and felt his "manhood" slipping away in the face of a determined woman. When he had seen the websites and blogs last night, he had determined there was no way he was going to let Brenda spank him; now he was disrobing on his way to go stand in the corner of her living room.
 
   Brenda went into the bedroom; she needed to calm herself down a bit and she wanted to put on some clothes as she was still in her robe at that moment. Her heart was beating quickly as she changed into jeans and a blouse; she felt it important that she be fully clothed while Gary was naked to project an aura of authority. She then opened her dresser and removed a hairbrush she had purchased a month earlier and took a few practice swings with it.
 
   Brenda realized the next few minutes could well set the stage for the rest of her life. If she could handle spanking Gary as well as she wished to, she could well end up married to a generally good (but flawed) man, with the chance to mold him into what she wanted him to be, or at least punish him when he failed to meet her standards. But she had a fine line to walk - if she wasn't harsh enough, the punishment wouldn't be effective; if she was too harsh, he might decide life with her wasn't worth the price he had to pay. Having never spanked anyone, she could only use Abby as a role model, remembering how Abby had spanked Brian six months before.
 
   She entered the living room and looked at Gary in the corner. He was mostly naked, but still had socks on. Trying to recreate the same tone of voice she used when she was angry at one of her students, she barked, "Gary, when I tell you to take off everything, I mean everything! Socks too! You can leave them on this time, but when you get spanked in the future, you take EVERYTHING off!"
 
   "Sorry," Gary replied weakly. While he was in the corner his thoughts had run in many directions - he was angry, embarrassed, confused, sorrowful, and even a little scared, all at the same time. Predominantly however, he felt what she wanted to do was simply a silly waste of time that might sting him a little but wasn't at all likely to change anything. Life without Brenda, however, was just not an option, and her threat of ending the relationship had made a big impression on him.
 
   Brenda walked over to the dining area to get a chair; she glanced into the kitchen and realized they hadn't even had the coffee she had promised when he had arrived. She spun the chair towards the living room area, sat down, and spent a few seconds looking at her man before she called him.
 
   When she did call him, Gary hesitated a second before coming to her. Usually he was in his glory when he was naked in her presence, but in this context he felt uncomfortable being naked. He slowly walked towards her not knowing exactly what she wanted him to do - and in fact, she wasn't exactly sure either. She was left-handed, so she nodded her head to her left side; he walked there and crawled over her lap. Remembering how Abby had handled Brian, Brenda then moved her left leg over Gary's ankles to lock him in place.
 
   And then she spanked him.
 
   At first, Gary thought it was all surreal - he hadn't been spanked in almost twenty years and could not believe it was happening to him as a grown man. Yes, he had thought while in the corner, he had been totally wrong the night before, but how does spanking a grown man correct his actions? But shortly he started to realize it was actually starting to hurt - it was hurting a lot, much more than he could have imagined. He started to squirm trying to avoid the hairbrush but Brenda managed to continue to land the brush on vulnerable territory. He tried to move his left hand up to cover his backside; Brenda grabbed the hand with her right hand and pinned it to his back. Now his legs were pinned, he had lost use of his left hand, and the brush kept on landing on an already sore and red butt.
 
   It hurt! It really hurt! It REALLY hurt!
 
   Gary's face contorted a lot and he groaned frequently but he did not cry or beg her to stop. Brenda was mostly concentrating on his backside, and didn't think about the lack of tears at the time. When she thought he had suffered enough, she stopped and let him stay on her lap for several seconds while he caught his breath and regained his composure.
 
   Brenda wasn't entirely sure what to do next; finally she said, "I hope you learned something from that, Gary. I want you to go back to the corner now." Remembering Abby's post-spanking rules for Brian, she quickly added, "And you better not rub your butt while you're there. If I see you rubbing, I'm coming back over there with the hairbrush."
 
   She went into the bedroom to put away the brush, then returned to the living area (and was pleased that he was not rubbing his backside); she then went into the kitchen. Gary stood in the corner with his head swirling - he could not believe what had just happened, nor could he believe how much it had hurt. In fact, he thought to himself, if she had continued for another minute or two, I might have lost control and started to cry - well, at least I didn't do that! He was angry about what had just happened. He had never seen Brenda in a dominant role such as she had just displayed. On the one hand, he felt she deserved credit for taking control, but on the other hand he wasn't at all pleased that she had been able to order him around as she did and certainly not pleased that she had actually spanked him!
 
   He was lost in those thoughts until he heard the sound of bacon sizzling. Brenda called out "OK, breakfast is almost ready. Put your shorts on and come over."
 
   The punishment was over. He put his shorts on and moved towards the small dining area. Brenda asked if he wanted a pillow to sit on and he said "No, thanks." When he sat down, however, he winced a bit. Brenda saw that and laughed; then Gary smiled and said he guessed maybe he should have taken the pillow after all. The little incident had served to break the tension however, and they both started to eat their food.
 
   Halfway through the meal, Gary looked directly at the woman who had just spanked him and embarrassed him and simply said, "I love you, Brenda."
 
   Brenda looked directly at him. She sighed. "I love you, too," she said. And she knew she meant it.
 
    
 
   TWO YEARS LATER
 
   Two years had passed. Brian and Abby were in their fifth year of marriage and had moved to a house they had purchased. Brenda and Gary had recently celebrated their first wedding anniversary and were living in his old apartment.
 
   All four of them considered themselves generally happily married and both couples looked forward to starting families in the near future. Both women were certain their practice of spanking their husbands for poor behavior contributed greatly to a successful marriage. Brenda had a bit of regret over one aspect of spanking Gary - unlike her brother, Gary never cried during spankings. She did believe that a spanking could be an effective punishment even if the spankee did not shed tears, but she also felt that a man crying truly illustrated that his wife was completely in control of the relationship. She regretted the fact that Gary's lack of tears kept her from that feeling.
 
   The men had somewhat differing views on the subject.
 
   To Brian, getting a spanking from Abby had become an almost-routine part of his life. Certainly it was far from a pleasant part of his life and he did what he could to avoid being punished, but he had come to accept the fact he would be spanked when he displeased his wife. While he never discussed the subject with anyone, he roughly equated it with other unpleasant things people had to do, like going to the dentist.
 
   Gary was less accepting about his trips over Brenda's knee. He had now been spanked a total of seven times by Brenda (two before the wedding and five times since) and he remembered and resented every one. He loved Brenda and recognized all she had done for him that made him feel like a complete man. He also admitted to himself that the threat of a spanking from her had had a positive influence on his actions and interactions with other people. But he still resisted the concept of a man, now a man who had recently entered his thirties, being treated like a little boy even when he had done something wrong. He also doubted Brenda's estimate that a half-million men were in the same boat he was, getting spanked by their wives. He felt that was hugely overstated and the true number might be just a few thousand nationally, or maybe even just a few hundred. He had once asked Brenda who the woman she knew who spanked her husband was and Brenda said confidentiality would not allow her to say. Gary never felt Brenda had completely lied to him about there being such a woman, but he suspected there had been some embellishment of the facts. Certainly, he felt, he did not know any man who was getting spanked by his wife.
 
   It was late November, and a cousin of Brenda and Brian's was getting married in Stockton; both couples were invited to the ceremony and reception. There was a problem, though - the event was in direct conflict with the "Big Game" - the annual football tilt between the University of California and Stanford University. The year before, Brian and Gary had had a huge amount of fun built around the game, especially as Brian was a Cal alum, and Gary had earned two degrees from Stanford.
 
   The couples had decided to drive together to the church and Brenda had volunteered to be designated driver for the day. The game started while the ceremony was in progress and when Brenda noticed Gary glancing at his phone to get the score during the ceremony, she gave him a very stern look that communicated how inappropriate his action was.
 
   The reception was at a country club nearby and the men got a few minutes of the game on the car radio as they drove to the country club. Once they got there, the trouble escalated. There was a bar at the country club, and the television at the bar had the game on. A large group of men, mostly regular members of the club, had gathered to watch the game. Brian noticed the bar first, and whispered to Gary about it; after that the men kept on creating excuses to leave their wives. They ran together to the bar, watched some of the game, then when there was a commercial break would head back to their table for a few minutes. The women, of course, saw through the charade, and knew exactly what the men were up to. There were two other couples at their table (both other cousins of Brenda and Brian plus their spouses) and neither of the other men were leaving. Abby and Brenda were getting angrier and angrier at their husbands' antics; meanwhile with the men spending time at the bar and neither responsible for driving home, they drank quite a bit and were each growing a bit tipsy.
 
   They did recognize their wives' growing displeasure. In fact, each man considered internally that his actions ran the risk of earning a spanking later that night; but fueled by alcohol and the fun of watching a close game within a crowd of men enjoying the game, both made the decision they would continue to do what they were doing, and deal with any possible consequences later. Of course, neither man had any inkling that the other was also risking getting a spanking.
 
   It was a close game that needed to go into overtime, and that coincided with the culmination of the celebration, when the bride and groom cut the wedding cake. When the two men finally returned to their table, each one was looking at a furious wife. Each tried to mollify his partner but the damage had already been done.
 
   They left shortly after. Gary started to get into the front seat of the car and Brenda sternly told him to "get in the back with your drunk friend" as Abby moved up to the front seat. The ride back was mostly in silence and as their alcohol-fueled "highs" started to wear off, the two men in the back seat were each beginning to dread what was likely to happen to them once they were alone with their wives later in the evening.
 
   When they arrived at Abby and Brian's home, Brenda parked the car, and all four went in. Abby took charge and told the men to wait in the family room; she said she and Brenda needed to talk. The men sat quietly until Gary quietly said, "They're really angry, aren't they?" Brian attempted to put on a brave face by saying, "Well, screw them if they can't take a joke!" Gary and he laughed, but it was a meaningless show of bravado-internally each man fully expected to be sprawled over his wife's knee for a painful spanking soon. Brian expected that Gary and Brenda would be leaving within minutes and he would immediately be told to get ready for a spanking; Gary calculated that counting the trip home, he was probably about an hour away from starting to feel Brenda's hairbrush.
 
   Brian certainly wasn't looking forward to his punishment, but having grown quite used to getting spanked, he was quietly resigned to his fate. Gary, however, still thought differently. He rejected the "inequality" of him being what he thought was one of the very, very few men who was spanked by his wife - it was essentially an adult version of the child's lament, "It's not fair." Look at today, he thought. "Brian was at least as guilty of bad behavior as I was, but I'm going to get a spanking, and is Brian going to get spanked? Of course not." In his wildest imagination, he could not conceive that Abby was the type of woman who would spank her husband, or that Brian could also get spanked.
 
   The women had gone into the bedroom to talk and the men could not hear what was being said. The discussions didn't take long - in less than five minutes the men could hear the women coming towards them.
 
   Brenda entered the family room first with Abby right behind her. The men had almost completely sobered up by now and when they saw what the women had brought, they became very alert. Abby had brought the "spanking chair" with her, and Brenda was holding Abby's hairbrush.
 
   Each man had an individual internal reaction. Brian thought, "Brenda knows I get spanked, but why does Gary have to know?" Gary also did not understand the women's intentions. His reaction was to think that Abby was going to lend Brenda her hairbrush so that Brenda could spank him there; he still had no inkling the hairbrush was to be used on Brian also.
 
   Abby spoke, in a voice and tone that Brian had heard before, but Gary never had. "Well, well, well," she said. "Look at the two naughty little boys. Brian, tell Gary what happens in this house when you've been naughty."
 
   There was no escaping, he thought. "I get spanked," he said quietly.
 
   Gary was absolutely startled by what he had just heard. He couldn't believe it - but it must be true, Brian had said it.
 
   "Gary, tell my brother what happens when you've been naughty," Brenda said.
 
   It was much easier for Gary after what he has just heard. With little hesitation, he said, "I get spanked too."
 
   Both men looked at each other and each almost smiled. Neither had guessed about the other, but the old adage "misery loves company" set in and each immediately felt better about his own situation.
 
   With the hairbrush displayed prominently in her right hand, Abby started speaking again.
 
   "That's right," she said. "Each of you is lucky enough to be married to a woman who cares enough about you and your behavior to punish you when you deserve it. And today, you both deserve it.
 
   "Today each of you behaved very badly and each of you embarrassed your wife. But Brian, not only did you embarrass me, you embarrassed your sister too. And Gary, you're my brother-in-law, not only did you embarrass Brenda, you embarrassed me too.
 
   "So here's what we're going to do." (She lifted the hairbrush higher to make sure each man could see it). You're each going to get TWO spankings. Brenda is going to spank Brian, and then I'm going to spank you, Gary. Then I'm going to make sure Brian gets all that he deserves, and Bren will finish with Gary.
 
   "So, little boys, each of you will now stand up and get undressed. Gary, you can head for that corner over there and Brian go to that corner."
 
   "MOVE!"
 
   Each looked at each other, but quickly proceeded to do as he had just been told.
 
   As he stood in the corner, Brian recalled that when he had been 9 or 10 years old, older sister Brenda had been in charge of him after school until either parent got home. He had on many occasions disobeyed her and she had asked their parents for "spanking rights" over him. Their parents did not grant those rights (mostly because they had felt a two-year difference wasn't quite enough to give Brenda a real physical or judgmental advantage over Brian). Brian thought it very ironic that now, about 15 years later, someone else - his wife! - had finally given Brenda the spanking rights she had wanted. He wondered if she remembered.
 
   In his corner, Gary had many very different thoughts. Strangely, for someone about to get two hard spankings, he was almost happy. He had just found out that he was not the only man he knew who got spankings. He had just learned a woman he never suspected as a spanker in fact spanked a man who he never imagined as a spankee. If he was that wrong about Abby and Brian, maybe there were many other men who got spanked, maybe others he knows. He started to think about his older brother Rick, who was married to a woman a few inches taller than he was. Gloria had been a star on her college volleyball team when she was younger and had kept herself in great athletic shape. And he had seen a couple of incidents that had made him think that she may have "worn the pants" in their household. Was it possible that if he never realized Brian got spanked by Abby, maybe Rick was getting spanked by Gloria and he didn't realize that! Maybe Brenda's 1% estimate was too LOW - maybe a million men get spanked, maybe more.
 
   Gary also thought about Abby. He had never seen her at all like she had projected in the last few minutes. He was about to get spanked by her. That made him nervous. His previous physical contact with her had never been more than the usual peck-on-the-cheek kiss. Now he was about to stand in front of her naked and then go over her very-shapely legs. She had worn a short dress of leather-like material to the wedding that had highlighted her legs and made her look exceptionally attractive that day. Gary was concerned how he might react when he had to go to her.
 
   Each woman usually made her man wait about 15 minutes in the corner, but tonight was different and both wanted to get started, so waiting time was cut to about five minutes. The two reentered the family room, and saw the two naughty boys obediently standing in the corner. Brenda sat on the chair, and said loudly, "OK, Brian, come over here."
 
   Brian slowly walked towards her and went to her right side. "I'm a lefty, remember?" she said. He went to her other side and quickly laid down over her lap. Brenda (yes, she did remember her request 15 years ago), looked at his bare butt and smiled slightly before landing the brush for the first time.
 
   Brian quickly started loud groaning, interspersed with the usual "ouch," "I'm sorry," and "please" phrases. His voice started to waver and break and Gary, standing with his back to the action, wondered if Brian was starting to cry. Curiosity got the best of him; he moved his feet slightly to the left and took a quick glance over his shoulder.
 
   Abby saw his movement and firmly said, "Fine, Gary, you want to watch and see what you're going to get, turn around." Gary did so, only to hear the next line from Abby, "That peek is going to cost you an extra 25 spanks from me." Brenda, still spanking Brian, added, "Me too."
 
   Brenda finally released Brian and Gary could see his brother-in-law had a very red face to go with his red butt. Just under his eyes there were a few tears - he hadn't gone into a full-fledged cry, but the wet area on his face was noticeable to all.
 
   Brenda stood up and handed the brush to Abby, who took her place on the chair. Gary knew it was his turn. He walked to her; she had her left leg crossed over her right leg and was holding the hairbrush in her right hand with her arms crossed. The sight of her legs and the brush were each disturbing; Gary moved his eyes to look directly at Abby and became sorry he had done that - she was looking directly at him with a glare that communicated both annoyance and an impatience to get started with the brush. She was very intimidating. Gary had never actually been scared by the prospect of a spanking from Brenda, but as he approached Abby, he truly became afraid of what Abby was about to do to him.
 
   Another thing he did not know about Abby was how deeply she felt that the embarrassment of getting a spanking should be equal to the physical pain. She believed in scolding and taunting Brian so she felt Gary deserved the same treatment. As she lightly rubbed the brush over his nervous butt cheeks, she said, "Gary, you're thirty years old and today you acted like a 10-year old. Aren't you ashamed?" He didn't answer which brought him a sharp spank with the brush. "Aren't you ashamed?" she repeated.
 
   "Yes, Abby," he said.
 
   "A naughty little boy, that's all you are. Maybe your wife doesn't spank you often enough. I hope she gives you a lot more spankings to get your behavior to improve. Right, Gary?"
 
   Gary had learned what happened when he didn't answer; "Yes, Abby," he said quickly.
 
   Abby started with her usual technique of five quick spanks directed at the same spot on both cheeks. It caught Gary by surprise and left him gasping for breath. He was completely disoriented, laying the "wrong way" over her lap, her legs under him feeling very different than Brenda's, in a different house and with an audience. Plus, it hurt! He started to believe Abby was spanking him harder than Brenda ever had and he did not like it at all. "I know I deserve a spanking," he thought to himself. "But I want Brenda to spank me, no one else." He was losing his self-control and felt himself on the verge of tears. He didn't call out verbally but internally kept on saying, "Please stop. Stop. I want Brenda to spank me."
 
   Abby stopped for a few seconds, then said, "And now for the extras for peeking." The brush started falling again, and Gary again realized he was close to crying. "It's just 25 more," he said to himself. "Then she'll stop."
 
   Finally Abby did stop, and Gary crawled off her knees and gratefully headed back to his corner. He wasn't sure if he was now allowed to watch what happened, but no longer cared to. He stared straight into the corner and listened while Brian headed back to the chair for his session with Abby.
 
   Abby scolded Brian a bit before she started, but Gary could hear the brush landing many times very quickly, and before long Brian lost his self-control and started to cry loudly. It startled Gary a bit; he had felt it to be un-masculine to cry, but frankly, at the moment, he wasn't positive he could avoid tears when he was called back to the chair. In a way, Brian's loud wails opened the door a bit in case he cried and might make his tears a little more tolerable, but he still did not want Abby, and especially Brenda, to see him cry.
 
   But at least, he thought, the remainder of his punishment would be done by Brenda - that was way, way better than having Abby spank him.
 
   He lost count of how many times he heard the brush make contact with Brian, but he knew it was many. Finally the sound of brush against skin stopped and he heard Abby tell Brian to get back to the corner. He knew it was now his turn again and he turned in time to see Abby rise and hand the brush to Brenda.
 
   He almost rushed to get over Brenda's knee - he knew he was going to undergo a lot of pain, but somehow the fact that it was going to be Brenda spanking him almost made it comfortable. Brenda wasted little time getting started - although a lot of energy had already been expended in the room, she had rekindled her anger at her husband for the afternoon's unacceptable behavior at the church and the reception. Gary's butt still hurt from the first spanking and Brenda's additions were just plain excruciating. But he didn't want to cry, no matter how much it hurt. Barely, just barely, he was managing to keep his tears within him.
 
   Finally, Brenda stopped, as Gary's butt throbbed with the pain. "I made it. I didn't cry or beg off," he said to himself. Brenda paused for a few seconds as Gary savored his "victory." But then... guess what Gary! "Now there's the little matter of the extras for peeking," Brenda said.
 
   Gary lost it. "No," he screamed. "Please, no, honey. I'm sorry. Please. I'm so, so sorry."
 
   "You deserve every spank you're getting tonight," Brenda said as her left arm descended with the hairbrush.
 
   And then Gary cried. He cried loudly, in a manner he hadn't done in at least two decades. But in a strange way he didn't understand, the act of crying gave him some relief he had never felt previously. It was as if now that he had stopped trying not to cry, the spanking itself was much more tolerable.
 
   After the spanking ended, Brenda sent Gary back to the corner. She and Abby left the room to allow the two sobbing men to cool off and regain their composure. After about ten minutes, the women returned. Brenda told Gary to get dressed, it was time to go home and the pair left shortly after Gary got his clothes back on.
 
   As Gary sat down in the car, Brenda smiled and said, "Sorry, I didn't bring a pillow for you to sit on." Gary actually laughed a bit at that and the tension between them dissipated. Gary apologized for his behavior during the day; Brenda said she knew he had been fully punished for that behavior and hopefully things could get back to normal now.
 
   When they returned to their apartment, Brenda suggested Gary take a shower and he quickly did so. They decided to try to go to sleep after he emerged (Brenda had a strict rule there would be no sex on days Gary was punished) and the two went to bed.
 
   But both were still wide awake and neither could fall asleep. Brenda thought she heard Gary sniffling, and rolled over to look at him. To her great surprise, she saw tears in his eyes. "What's the matter?" she asked.
 
   Gary smiled a bit. "This is a good cry this time," he said. "I was just thinking how much I love you. Until today, I hated the fact you spanked me. But when Abby was spanking me, all I could think about was that I knew I deserved a spanking, but it should be you spanking me, not her. Crazy as it sounds, I really wanted you to spank me. And as much as it hurt when you did spank me, it just felt right when you did. Please promise me you'll never let anybody else spank me. Spank me when you think I need it, that's OK, but you, no one else."
 
   Brenda smiled (and had a few tears also). "I promise."
 
   "Thanks honey," he said. "I love you so much, even more than I thought I did this morning. I know this sounds nuts, but in some ways I'm thinking today may have been the best day of my life."
 
   "Really?" she said. "Why?"
 
   "Stanford won, of course!"
 
   Brenda laughed. They hugged, then Brenda's rules were suspended for one night.
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Secret
 
    
 
    
 
   The two sisters worked within a few blocks of each other on Wilshire Boulevard in Los Angeles. Kim, the older at 28, was an insurance adjuster and had been married for almost three years, while Joan, 23, was in the advertising business and was still a newlywed about eight months into married life. Although they saw quite a bit of each other on weekends, it was almost always with husbands or other family around, and they had started a tradition of an extended lunch once a month - a fast sprint through Bloomingdale's at the Beverly Center, followed by a quick lunch at California Pizza Kitchen. Both greatly enjoyed the time together and appreciated the chance for one-on-one talk with her sister.
 
   The small talk had always come easily for the two girls who had shared a bedroom when they were growing up. Despite a five year difference in their ages, Kim had always been a caring big sister to Joan and had on many occasions given the younger girl the benefits of knowledge of experiences that she had already gone through.
 
   "How's Stan?" Kim asked about Joan's husband right after they ordered their meals.
 
   "OK," Joan responded in a less than enthusiastic way.
 
   Kim looked at her in an inquiring manner.
 
   "Maybe it would have helped if we had lived together before we got married," Joan said. "It's frustrating. Don't get me wrong, I still love him and I'm happy we got married, but he's no help at all around the apartment and he's messy and makes a lot of extra work for me. I tell him about it and he promises to do better but doesn't. I don't want to be a nagging wife and I let a lot of it ride, but some times he treats me more like a maid than his wife - at least what I think a wife should be."
 
   "Joanie, that's pretty typical of a man who just got married. And no, it probably wouldn't have made a difference if you had lived together. Ben and I lived together for a year before we got married and I went through the same kinds of things."
 
   "But you went ahead and got married anyway."
 
   "I fixed the problem," Kim said smiling. "I knew The Secret."
 
   "The secret?" Joan asked. "What's the secret?"
 
   "I knew I would tell you The Secret at some point," Kim said. She looked at her watch to reassure herself they had enough time for a full discussion, and was pleased that they did. "I guess today is the day to tell little sister The Secret."
 
   She had Joan's full attention.
 
   "Joanie, here is The Secret: Deep, deep down, the vast majority of men want a woman to take control of them. They want their wife or some other woman to set standards and limits for them, to watch over them, and to discipline and punish them when they go over the line.
 
   "I don't know why, but it's in their DNA or genes or something. Maybe they subconsciously remember being a little boy who had to hold Mommy's hand when he crossed the street. Maybe deep down they think that was the best time of their life. I don't know. But I do know that when a man is confronted by a really determined, persistent, confident woman who says they're in charge and you need to do what I say or you will be punished - when that woman is really confident and determined - the man will end his macho nonsense and fold his cards.
 
   "On some level, just about every man wants his wife to take charge. He may not know it yet, but Stan wants it too."
 
   "What do you mean by punishment?" Joan asked.
 
   "Joanie, when Ben is a (she emphasized the next two words although in a quiet manner since there was a couple at the adjacent table) bad boy, I spank him."
 
   "You spank him?," Joan asked (a little too loudly for the location.)
 
   "Your brother-in-law goes over my knee for a bare-bottom spanking with my hairbrush," Kim announced with pride.
 
   "But he's so much bigger and taller than you are," Joan remarked.
 
   "Who's in charge is not a matter of size. It's a matter of attitude," Kim responded. "When he breaks the rules and knows he's going to be punished, he doesn't think like he's six inches taller than me. He thinks like he's a little boy and he knows if he gives me any more trouble or resists me in any way, it's just going to result in a longer and harder spanking for him."
 
   "So you're the boss in your marriage," Joan mused.
 
   "This may sound funny," Kim said, "but I really don't think of it that way. I see it as we have a 50/50 marriage 98% of the time. I defer to him in lots of things, like cars and electronics. Most of the time when we go to a show or movie, it's something he wanted to see. He gets to watch almost all his sports and he gets his boys' nights out with his friends. I still do most of the cooking and most of the cleaning. He does just fine in our marriage. But in the other two percent, when he breaks the rules, everything changes. I completely take over and he has nothing to say about what happens - and what usually happens is that he gets a painful and embarrassing spanking."
 
   "And he puts up with it..." Joan said in wonderment.
 
   "Puts up with it - Hell," Kim responded, "He thrives on it. Just last week we were talking and he said he has never been happier in his life and it may be time to start trying to have kids. And that was just two nights after he got a particularly long spanking that had him in tears."
 
   "He cries when you spank him?"
 
   "I can make him cry," Kim answered. "I usually don't. He has a tolerance of about 50 spanks. If I stop at 50, he has a very red butt and I know he's in pain and suffering, but he doesn't cry from that. But on occasions when I feel he deserves it, I go up to about 100 spanks, and before I get there he's crying and begging me to stop. I've also added some corner time recently, both before and after the spanking. He doesn't like that and it helps to make it a real punishment that he will change his behavior to avoid.
 
   "You know the statistics as well as I do," Kim added. "Half of all marriages end in divorce. Well, I'd bet among marriages where the woman knows The Secret, that number is way, way lower. There's no uncertainty in those marriages, no surprises. The man knows his limits and what is expected of him and knows what will happen when he misbehaves. I swear to you I'm absolutely convinced just about every man would prefer to live that way. They just may not know it yet, but once they learn the rules, they're happier. Ben was that way - when I told him the way it was going to be, he was shocked. But now I know he's much, much happier living the way we do.
 
   "That's The Secret: men want women to take charge."
 
   "How did you find out about it?" Joan asked.
 
   "You remember Cheryl who works at my office. You met her at my house last year. She told me. Her cousin had told her. Cheryl spanks her husband, and her cousin spanks her husband. It works for them, and it works for me. It will work for you too. Stan wants you to do it - he may not know he wants you to do it yet - but he does want you to do it."
 
   "I don't know," Joan said. "I need to think about it."
 
   "Of course you do," her sister answered. "I'm not saying you should run back into Bloomie's and buy the biggest hairbrush they have so you can use it tonight. Of course you need to think about it and get ready. The first night is very tough - he'll resist it. But Joanie, once you get it established, you'll be happier and Stan will be happier."
 
   "Ben resisted you?" Joan asked.
 
   "Sure," Kim replied. "I'm sure there are some men who understand this is what they want, but they're probably few and far between. With Ben, it took about ten minutes for him to break. It was even before we got married, but I remember almost every detail of that night. He had been on a business trip during his mother's birthday. I had reminded him to call her, but he forgot and Cora was very, very hurt he didn't call. After Cheryl had told me about The Secret, I was waiting for him to do something that warranted a spanking and I felt that did.
 
   "As soon as he got back from the airport, I told him how angry I was and that while this time he had been irresponsible and had hurt his mother, on too many other occasions he had treated me as badly. Then I told him that from this moment on, whenever he acts irresponsibly like a little boy, he will get spanked like a little boy.
 
   "He laughed, which I had expected. Then I told him it wasn't a joke, I meant it. He had earned a spanking and he was about to get one. Then he went into what I expected next - saying that was ridiculous and he was a grown man. But I stayed very firm and the key thing you have to do is to stay calm. Eventually he starts to get nervous, but you need to stay calm and confident and determined. I told him that he may be a grown man physically, but he acts like a little boy too often and from now on, little boys get spanked in our house. I told him I had bought a hairbrush for his spankings which was in my dresser, and he was to go into the bedroom and bring the brush to me.
 
   "He said he wouldn't and I said yes he would, and the longer it took him to do so, the longer and harder his spanking would be. At that point, he started to understand I was very serious about it, and he tried to talk me out of it. He apologized for his behavior and said he'd call his mother to apologize to her. I said his apology would be much more meaningful if he was sitting on a very sore, very red bottom when he called her. I told him again to go get the brush and I said if I had to go get it, he'd end up a very sorry little boy.
 
   "At that point, he started to weaken and I knew I had won. He was getting visibly nervous, and said maybe some sort of punishment would be justified, but not a spanking. I said the way it was going to be was that I get to decide what his punishment is, not him, and I had decided that he will be spanked whenever I feel he has earned it and tonight was going to be just the first time. Then I told him this was his last chance to go get the brush himself - that if he didn't go right now, I'd get it and his spanking would be a lot longer than it had to be.
 
   "Then he went to get the brush."
 
   "Wow. That's awesome!" Joan said almost breathlessly. "You spanked him even before you were married and he married you anyway."
 
   "He realized it was best for him," Kim answered.
 
   "How about Cheryl. Did her husband resist her?," Joan inquired.
 
   "She had a tough time. Jason really held out on her. She told me it took almost a half-hour before he gave in. She finally said to him that he had a choice - he could either go into their bedroom and get her hairbrush or he could go into the bedroom and pack his bags. And that was the key for her. As soon as she started talking about throwing him out, he started to shake and almost started to cry, she said. Then he went quietly into the bedroom to get the brush and didn't say another word until she had him bare over her knee. She said he started to plead with her to not make it hurt too bad, but she stayed very firm and told him it was going to hurt a lot and he might as well get used to it because he was going to be in this position a lot in the future. And she said he started crying almost immediately and he has never resisted her again."
 
   "And you both use a hairbrush," Joan noted.
 
   "It works well," her big sister instructed. "Sometimes with Ben if I just mention the word hairbrush he gets nervous. When he's going to get spanked I make him go to my dresser to get it and bring it to me - I think that adds to the punishment element that he has to go fetch the implement that's going to be used on him. When his behavior has been borderline, I sometimes leave it out in the open, maybe on the kitchen table. I don't say a word about it, but when he sees it there, it reminds him what might happen to him. He becomes a good little boy very quickly."
 
   "I'm blown away, Kim. I never imagined," Joan said.
 
   "It's a lot to think about when you first hear it," Kim admitted. "I thought about it for a couple of weeks after Cheryl told me. Then I decided I would do it and I went out to buy a hairbrush. What you need to do is to buy a brush or whatever implement you plan to use. It's like you're making a commitment to do it when you buy one. Then you wait for him to do something that deserves a spanking and you spring it on him."
 
   "I don't know if I could do it," Joan said.
 
   "Of course you can," big sister replied. "What you really need to understand and believe is that he really wants you to do it. He may not know it, but he really wants you to do it and once you start he'll be happier and you'll be happier."
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Joan agonized over the decision for more than two weeks. Whenever The Secret was on her mind she had a different thought. Half the time she felt fully capable of being firm enough to handle telling Stan what the new rules would be, the other half of the time she doubted she could remain determined enough against a husband who would resist her. Much of the time she thought Stan would flat out refuse to consent to her punishing him, but at other times she could picture him eventually consenting. She kept on telling herself what Kim had said - he does want it, although he probably doesn't know he wants it yet. He'll be happier once I start, and so will I.
 
   A large part of her thinking was that Kim would be disappointed if she "chickened out." Kim had told her most of what she had learned about boys when she was growing up and men when she became an adult. Almost all of what her big sister had told her had proved to be accurate. Would The Secret be right also? The problem was that if this would be the one thing Kim had been wrong about, Joan's marriage would be in serious jeopardy even before they reached their first anniversary. Could she risk it? But what would Kim think if Joan eventually told her she had decided not to take charge of her husband? Did she want to risk losing the respect she had finally gained from her big sister?
 
   The turning point came while Joan was shopping and happened to wander through the aisle that had the store's inventory of hairbrushes. They caught her eye and she stopped to look at what was there. She found herself drawn to one dark-colored wood brush that made her shiver when she thought how much it would hurt to be spanked with it. "I could buy this but still not make a final decision," she thought. "I would have it and maybe never use it, but I'd have it in case I do decide to spank him."
 
   She bought the brush, took it home, and put it in her dresser. She didn't see it at that moment as quite the "commitment" Kim had talked about, but big sister actually turned out to be right again. From that point on, most of Joan's thinking was based on "when" she would spank Stan rather than "if" she would spank him. She also started to rehearse in her mind what she would say to him in response to what she imagined he might say after being told he was going to be spanked.
 
   Stan was an engineer at a plant in The Valley, and frequently would be headed North on the 405 freeway before Joan even woke up. On many mornings he made breakfast for himself while Joan was sleeping and too many times she wakened to find a kitchen area that showed minimal or no effort to clean up.
 
   On Tuesday morning Stan had left a larger-than-usual mess in the kitchen which started Joan's day off in an annoying way. No, she felt, it wasn't bad enough to warrant a spanking - she had seen that at least he had tried a little, although in his rush to beat the traffic he had again created extra work for her. She sent him a text during the morning that she was angry and needed to talk to him about it that night; he replied via text that he was sorry. His reply sounded all too familiar to her.
 
   When they did speak on Tuesday night, his promise to try harder sounded sincere, although that too had been told to her before. She pleaded with him to "mean it this time" and briefly considered threatening him with a spanking, but decided not to do so as the way Kim had explained it was that Ben and Cheryl's husband were told they were going to be spanked immediately before their first spankings from their wives. She was afraid to venture into uncharted territory via a prior warning.
 
   The kitchen looked better on Wednesday morning and Joan was encouraged that maybe Stan really did mean it this time. But on Thursday her hopes were dashed - Stan had left an even bigger mess than he had on Tuesday and anger supplanted frustration in Joan very quickly. "That's it," she decided. "Tonight's the night. He's getting a spanking tonight."
 
   Again there was an exchange of texts of anger and apology - Stan recognized that Joan was angrier today than she had been two days before and he admitted to himself that he should have done more. Perhaps it was his engineer's sense of precise timing that prompted him to feel such a need to be on the freeway ahead of the worst traffic, but he did admit to himself that in doing so he created extra work for his wife.
 
   He tried to apologize during dinner, but Joan told him to be quiet until after dinner when they could have a full discussion. She did appear to be angrier than Stan had ever seen her but he had no inkling at all what would soon take place.
 
   Immediately after they finished eating, they moved into the small living room that was part of the apartment and Joan started right in with a "speech" that she had been rehearsing in her mind all day. She told him how frustrated she was at his lack of consideration, how he did not have the proper sense of how married couples should share the work, and how in her mind he was simply 'irresponsible.' "I've made a decision," she concluded. "Starting today, starting right now, you will get a spanking whenever I feel you deserve it. There is a hairbrush in my dresser in the top right-hand drawer. Go get it and bring it to me."
 
   She was almost breathless awaiting his response. He stood there looking right at her with a strange look on his face, and she found it impossible to guess what he was thinking. Finally he spoke, just three words,
 
   "Are you sure?"
 
   Joan had prepared for several possible responses to the first use of the s-word, but "Are you sure?" was certainly not one of them. 'Am I sure?' she wondered. 'Am I sure of what? Am I sure you left a mess this morning? What are you thinking of?' Still, she needed to answer his question, and she did:
 
   "Yes, I'm sure. Go get that hairbrush."
 
   It was a small apartment and he returned holding the brush in less than thirty seconds. Joan had moved to the couch and had moved the coffee table a few feet farther away to give her room. He handed her the brush without comment and she commanded,"Lower your pants."
 
   Stan stepped out of the loafers he was wearing and removed his trousers, folding them once and placing them neatly on the coffee table. Joan could see he had an erection under his shorts but that did not deter her and she ordered, "Underwear too." Stan lowered his shorts putting his erection into full view. "You're not going to need that tonight," Joan said to him as she tapped her right leg with the brush. Stan moved directly to her and laid down over her lap. He had not said a word since he returned from the bedroom with the brush.
 
   Although the first few minutes of their discussion had not gone as she had expected, what Joan now saw was exactly as she had visualized in the last couple of weeks. Her husband was laying over her lap, naked from the bottom of his shirt to the top of his socks. His head rested on the edge of the couch with his left hand on the couch and his right hand touching the floor. His left foot was touching the floor on her right side with his right foot dangling a couple of inches above the floor.
 
   Joan moved her right leg over Stan's ankles so as to better control him. She had feared he might try to get up and wanted to minimize that possibility. Then she put the brush in her right hand and rubbed the wood side against his butt cheeks. "I'm really fed up with your behavior," she said sharply to him. "From now on, this is where you go when you disobey me. Understand?"
 
   "Yes," he said, and she thought she heard nervousness in his voice.
 
   And then she started. She brought the brush up above her head and brought it down as rapidly as she could, alternating on his butt cheeks. Stan was silent for the first couple of spanks but soon started to utter "ow" and "ouch" each time the brush landed. Joan felt his legs trying to kick upward and was glad she had anchored them with her leg. He started to squirm and was becoming harder to hold in place - she stopped for a moment and sharply said, "Stop squirming. If you keep moving around like that, I'm going to start at the beginning again."
 
   He weakly replied, "Sorry, honey," but once the brush started again he started squirming again. Joan knew it was an involuntary reaction he couldn't control and pressed down on his back with her left hand a little harder.
 
   Stan was starting to plead a bit, and said, "I'm sorry!" three times after three consecutive spanks. She thought she heard some tears through his words and remembered what Kim had said about Ben - up to 50 spanks, no tears, above 50, he cries. She wasn't sure how many spanks she had already given Stan, but thought it might be around 25-30. She decided to give him another 20 spanks and started to do so, but after just 10 of them, she felt he had already had enough and she ended the punishment.
 
   "It's all right. It's over," she said to him. She eased him off her lap and he knelt by her right leg with his head buried in her lap. He was out of breath and panting but had not cried. She let him regain his breath for a minute, then said to him, "Turn around. See that corner over there? Move your naughty butt over there and put your face in the corner until I decide you can go to bed. And if I see you rubbing your butt, you come back here for another spanking. Understand?"
 
   "Yes, Joan. I'm sorry. I'm really, really sorry," he managed to say.
 
   After 15 minutes in the corner, she told him to go to bed. He turned and headed towards the bedroom, but stopped and turned back towards her. She wasn't sure of his intentions, but he simply walked up to her and kissed her, then turned back and silently walked back towards the bedroom.
 
   Now alone in the living room, Joan picked up her phone and sent a text to Kim: "The Secret. Episode 1. Mission accomplished." Within seconds, she got a reply, simply a 'smiley face.'
 
   Still wound up, she tried to relax by watching TV, and had a glass of wine to help her relax. But by 9PM, she realized she was both physically and emotionally exhausted and decided to go to sleep. She assumed Stan had fallen asleep by now which she considered to be good news - it had been an emotional enough day and she was glad she could drop the stern persona she had needed to adopt earlier. Just take your brain out of gear and go to sleep, she told herself.
 
   She walked into their bedroom as quietly as possible and was surprised when Stan said, "Hi."
 
   "I thought you were sleeping," she said to him.
 
   "Couldn't fall asleep," he said.
 
   "I guess that's understandable, I suppose," she replied. "I'll be in bed in five minutes."
 
   "OK."
 
   She went into the bathroom and hoped they would not get into a discussion tonight - she really had no idea what he might say or do if they did. She returned and got into her normal right side of the bed. Stan was on his side of the bed, lying on his right side and facing her.
 
   As soon as she got into the bed, Stan said, "How did you know?"
 
   Tonight is his night for stupid questions, she thought. How did I know what? But she had to respond so that was exactly what she said, "How did I know WHAT?"
 
   Stan hesitated. He was going to have to verbalize something he felt, but really didn't want to say out loud. Finally he said slowly, "How did you know... how did you know... I wanted you to spank me?"
 
   Whoa! Now that was completely unexpected. He wanted me to spank him? Joan thought. I've been agonizing over this for weeks, and it turns out he was one of those "few and far between" guys Kim had mentioned. Unbelievable! But again she now had to say something, so she just lied and said, "I had a feeling."
 
   Stan felt he needed to explain. "Before I met you," he started, "like most guys I went to lots of places on the web, you know, places you don't exactly talk about to a lot of people. I found some sites about female-led relationships. Most of the men who posted on those sites were pretty happy. Maybe they didn't like it on days when their wife actually spanked them, but most of them were generally happy they had that kind of lifestyle.
 
   "I know I do some stupid things sometimes and I started to think that maybe when I got married, I should have that kind of wife. When I met you and we started to date, I actually fantasized a couple of times about how it would be if you spanked me. But I was afraid to tell you, I was afraid you would think I was a weirdo and drop me. After we got married, I wanted to tell you a couple of different times, but I just didn't know how to tell you. I love you and I was afraid you would think I was crazy."
 
   Had Kim never told Joan about The Secret, she might have done just that, thinking he was weird at the minimum. But now it just seemed quite normal - big sister had given her good advice again.
 
   "You're not weird, and you're not crazy," she told him. "You're my husband, and I love you too." In a more loving voice, she asked him, "How do you feel now?"
 
   "It hurt a lot more than I imagined," he said. "I think I have it out of my system now. You don't have to think about spanking me any more."
 
   Joan knew her husband well enough to know exactly what that was about - it was a weak attempt to salvage some masculine pride. Returning to the stern voice she had used earlier in the evening, she said sharply, "That's completely wrong. I didn't ask your permission to spank you before, and I'm not going to ask your permission in the future. I suspect we're going to get the mess-in-the-morning problem cleared up real fast, but you can expect more spankings any time in the future if I feel you need it, for any reason. Understand?"
 
   "Yes, Joan," he said. She wasn't sure, but it looked like he was trying to hide a smile.
 
   "And you got off easy tonight, young man, because it was the first time. From now on you can expect to do a lot of crying while you're standing in the corner."
 
   "Yes, honey," he said. He started to slide his body towards her as he did when they were going to make love.
 
   "That's wrong, too," she said quickly. "You just got a spanking for being a bad boy, and you think you're going to get some action tonight to make you feel better? Fat chance."
 
   "Sorry, honey," he said in a sad voice.
 
   Joan smiled. "But the good news is - you have a great chance for tomorrow night!"
 
   He smiled, she kissed him, and put out the light.
 
   Stan rolled over to lay on his left side - as he rolled over, his backside gave him a stinging reminder of what had happened earlier. Once on his left side, he started to think about just what had happened. His wife had spanked him... yes, he had wanted that, but it was much more painful than he had imagined. She had told him that he could expect more spankings in the future and those would be longer and more painful than tonight had been. She had told him he would be crying from his future spankings and he had no doubt she could make him cry - he had come very close to breaking down tonight and was sure that with just a few more spanks tears would have come to his eyes.
 
   Was that the way he wanted to spend the rest of his life, he asked himself. Did he really want to live in a situation where his wife was going to watch him very closely and punish him whenever she - at her sole discretion - felt he deserved it? Every day, every moment, he would be thinking that he could be just minutes away from being sprawled over her lap, crying and begging her to stop.
 
   Is that what he really wanted for a lifestyle?
 
   It was an easy decision, actually. A "no-brainer." Yes, it was precisely what he wanted! His smile widened. He was a very happy man.
 
   Stan fell asleep quickly after that, but the discussion of the last few minutes had re-awakened Joan and now her mind was racing. She thought about Ellen, who had been her college roommate. Ellen had moved to Seattle when she got married, but was due back for a visit the following week and the two were planning to spend some time together.
 
   Joan just couldn't wait to tell Ellen about The Secret!
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   It had been about a year since Joan had instituted her program of punishing Stan and all was well with the couple. From her point of view, spanking him about once a month kept harmony in the marriage and despite his protestations on days when he actually was being spanked, she knew he really was grateful for her taking control of him.
 
   She was correct about that - he truly did feel very comfortable with the arrangement and felt secure knowing Joan kept her eye on his actions constantly. Of course, when a spanking was imminent, he was less enthusiastic - his pleas for mercy were sincere and at those times he would have liked to end the arrangement. His wife, however, left no doubt that she was in charge and he had never managed to talk or plead his way out of a spanking after one had been announced.
 
   Joan had also been correct when after his first spanking she had said he would be crying from them in the future. Tears did start flowing the second time she had spanked him and it seemed that each spanking after that brought him to tears earlier than the prior one. She had instituted some pre-spanking corner time for him, and the last couple of times he had been there, he actually had started to sob even before he was called to come to her for his punishment.
 
   An unexpected problem for their marriage arose, however. The advertising agency Joan worked for acquired a large new client, one that had a substantial business in Europe, and the agency had agreed to open an office in London to service the account. Joan was offered the opportunity to help open that office by building its art department from scratch and hiring six people to staff the department. It was an incredible vote of confidence given to a twenty-four year old woman and had many inducements attached - she would become a V.P. of the agency, get a large raise and also a very large bonus when her six months in England were completed.
 
   Although neither Joan nor Stan wanted to be apart from each other, they agreed the offer was simply too good to turn down. The bonus she would receive would be enough to help them make a down payment on a house a few years before they would have thought that to be possible.
 
   Two nights before she was due to leave, Joan told Stan she a made "a couple of arrangements" for him while she would be away. "What did you have in mind?" Stan asked.
 
   "First, I've made arrangements for you to go to one of the legal brothels in Nevada. Once a month, I want you to drive out there and enjoy yourself with one of the women there."
 
   "No! I'm absolutely not going to cheat on you," Stan protested.
 
    "It's not cheating if I want you to do it," Joan replied. "You're a healthy, normal, 26-year old man with sexual needs and it's not your fault I have to be away for six months. I'd much rather you go to a clean legal place in Nevada than go downtown and pick up a cheap hooker on Hollywood Boulevard. You can even go online and pick out a woman ahead of time and if she does some things you really enjoy, you can tell me about it and we can try to add it to our lovemaking."
 
   "I'm really not too happy about this, Joanie," Stan said.
 
   "I'm not asking you. I'm telling you," was the answer he got.
 
   "You said a couple of arrangements. What else were you thinking?" he asked after a few seconds.
 
   "On a different day, but also about once a month, you're going to go to my sister's house for a spanking."
 
   "NO! That's a definite No! I will not do that," he responded quickly and nervously.
 
   "Yes you will," she said. "You need that as much as you need the other thing. You need to be relieved of the guilt you will feel every time you do something you know I wouldn't accept. I don't want to come home and have to deal with a husband who has a 6-month long guilty conscience. You make a list of what you've done that's wrong, tell Kim, she'll punish you and then you will feel much better."
 
   "But what about Ben?" he asked. "I guess I kind of assumed you had told Kim you spank me, but I don't want Ben to know too."
 
   "Don't worry about Ben," she replied. "He's been getting his tushy spanked by his wife a lot longer than you have."
 
   "Joanie, please, I'd really rather not do this," he said.
 
   "I'm not asking you. I'm telling you," she repeated.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Although Stan's initial reluctance had been honest, it did not take long for him to take advantage of the arrangements Joan had made for him in Nevada. The trip to Pahrump took him about five hours and while he was somewhat nervous on the Eastbound trip in the morning, the return trip, after a very enjoyable Saturday afternoon, was a very pleasant drive. He knew that Joan had arranged six visits for him while she was going to be away and he decided he would return in four weeks.
 
   The other arrangement Joan had made for him, however, was a very different situation. He most definitely did not want to visit Kim even once, let alone six times in six months. Yes, it was true that he was favorable to the concept of a woman exercising control over a man by spanking him and he was pleased that Joan was that kind of woman. But he had no desire at all to be spanked by Kim. Kim was no taller than Joan, but she was a bit heftier, and always had exhibited a strong personality. The truth was she intimidated Stan, both physically and to a lesser degree, intellectually also.
 
   Joan called him a couple of times each week and her calls and emails were becoming increasingly concerned with his failure to set up a day and time with Kim. He offered her some feeble excuses which she saw through immediately and he realized their long-distance relationship was becoming strained. After receiving a text from Kim saying 'My house, Thursday at 6PM, be there,' he simply responded, 'OK.'
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Thursday was not a pleasant day for Stan - he got little done at work as he spent a lot of time thinking about how embarrassing the evening was going to be. He felt the pain of the spanking was not going to be the worst part of the night, rather he feared he would break down and cry during the punishment and embarrass himself to Kim. He greatly hoped his brother-in-law Ben would not be present also to see his shame.
 
   To make things worse, he had expected the trip from work to Kim's home in Anaheim would take about an hour but the traffic on the Santa Ana Freeway was particularly bad that night and he soon realized he would be about a half-hour late. Stuck in traffic, his mind wandered to an incident from his childhood. He was about 11 or 12 when he got into a fight at school, and his mother was called to come to school and take him home. As soon they had reached her car, she told him he was to get a spanking when they got home and he started to cry. On that day, however, what normally would have been a 10 minute trip home also encountered very heavy traffic and he spent almost a half-hour crying in the car knowing what would be in store for him when they reached the house. His crying had increased in its intensity as the time passed and he had been almost hysterical by the time Mom had pulled into the garage and led him into her bedroom for a very painful session with the paddle she used for punishments.
 
   Shuddering at that memory, he called Kim's home from the road to tell her he was going to be late. Ben answered and told him Kim was also caught in traffic and also would be late.
 
   He arrived shortly before 6:30 and Ben answered the door. "She'll be here soon," he said. "Want a drink?"
 
   "No thanks," Stan replied as they headed into the small living room next to the kitchen/dinette area.
 
   "Glad it's you and not me tonight," Ben said. "She got me last week and it really bothered me for two days after."
 
   "How's this going to work? Are you going to be here?" Stan asked.
 
   "No, she told me to disappear for about an hour, so I think we're going to have a quick dinner and then I'm going to the driving range to hit a bucket of balls."
 
   Kim arrived about ten minutes later. The three sat down to dinner with no mention of what was to happen after the meal; Stan contributed little to the conversation and ate little. After dinner, they all cleared the table quickly and Ben announced "I guess I better get going." "Bye, honey, enjoy," his wife said. Ben looked at Stan with what appeared to be a look of sympathy, but said nothing to him as he went out the door.
 
   Kim then looked at Stan and said, "I'm afraid you're not going to enjoy the rest of the evening."
 
   "I know," Stan responded.
 
   "Follow me upstairs," Kim said, as she started up a flight of stairs. The house had a small room at the top of the stairs adjacent to the master bedroom - Kim and Ben used that space as a small family room with a couch and coffee table. "Wait here," she said as they reached the room. She continued into her bedroom.
 
   Within seconds she emerged carrying her hairbrush. Stan saw it and shuddered.
 
   "Take off your pants and shorts," Kim commanded. "Spankings are on the bare bottom here."
 
   Stan slowly started to comply, slipping off his shoes first to facilitate removing his trousers and shorts.
 
   "And what have you been up to that you need a spanking for?" Kim asked as she sat down on the couch.
 
   "The apartment is pretty messy," Stan said. "And I guess I've been going out with my friends too often and not really eating as well as I should be."
 
   "And?" Kim asked.
 
   Now mostly naked, Stan wasn't sure what he was supposed to say and stood there with a quizzical look. "Not sure what you mean," he finally said.
 
   "What about procrastinating about coming here?" she said sharply. "Your wife cares about you so much she asked me to take care of you and all you've done since she left is try to avoid me."
 
   "I'm sorry," he said.
 
   "What is it about men?" she asked. "You're all the same, 'I'm sorry, I'm sorry,' is that all you can say? Well, young man, let's make sure you're very, very sorry. Get over here and get over my knee." She brandished the hairbrush to make her statement very intimidating.
 
   Stan bent down over Kim's lap and immediately started to notice differences in the way the two sisters administered spankings. Kim hooked her right leg over his ankles, so that his primary point of contact with her was her left leg. Joan had not arranged him that way - with her he was primarily bent over her right leg. Joan usually started a spanking quickly, while he soon learned that Kim preferred to scold for a while, while rubbing the smooth side of the brush gently over his butt cheeks.
 
   "This is going to hurt, Stanley," she teased him. "You've made it much worse by disregarding your wife's wishes and not coming here when you were supposed to. Trying to avoid your responsibilities is childish, so a good spanking is exactly what you deserve."
 
   "I'm sorry, Kim, I really am," he answered.
 
   "Again it's 'I'm sorry, I'm sorry,'" she replied in a mocking voice. "Yes, you will be."
 
   Stan realized she had stopped the gentle rubbing with the brush and tried to brace himself for what he knew was imminent.
 
   "Ow!" he screamed as the brush landed on his right butt cheek for the first time. It had started.
 
   He quickly learned that Kim had a different spanking technique from her sister. With Joan, what would happen was quite predictable. Joan would alternate spanks - one to his right cheek, the next to his left, at a steady interval of about one spank per second. As her arm would get tired, she would stop to rest for a few seconds then start again in the same pattern. It built up to a very painful experience that he would be in no hurry to repeat soon, but he did at least find a bit of comfort by being able to anticipate where and when the brush would land next.
 
   There was no such comfort in receiving a spanking from Kim. She landed the first six spanks to virtually the same spot on his right cheek as fast as she could bring the brush up and down and then did the same to his left cheek. The pain was already more than anything he remembered Joan having done to him. Kim then started landing spanks almost randomly and with varying cadence - she would sometimes land three in a row quickly to one spot, then wait a few seconds before another to the same spot, then two on the other cheek, a pause, then three quick ones somewhere else, and so on.
 
   Stan had been reduced to the point where he was again an almost-hysterical little boy. He was crying harder than he ever recalled having done in his life, with the thought of being embarrassed having been made completely unimportant. All that mattered was how much this was hurting him and when would it stop. His face was wet with tears and he had even given up attempting to plead with her to stop. He was bawling like a small child would.
 
   Finally, it ended. He had no idea how long it had gone on for or how many spanks she had delivered. Kim let him rest in the same position for about thirty seconds without saying anything, then started to ease him off her lap and help him to stand up in front of her. He had stopped crying loudly, but tears were still coming from his eyes. He reached behind him to rub his butt, which she usually did not allow her own husband to do, but she said nothing about it and watched him as he tried to lessen the pain.
 
   "I expect you back here four weeks from tonight, Stanley," she said. "Yes, you will get spanked then also but it doesn't have to be as bad as tonight was. Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, Kim, I do," he managed to answer as he continued to rub.
 
   "Good. I'm going downstairs. Use the bathroom up here to wash up and get dressed when you're ready. Come down whenever you want."
 
   Stan did not want to stay in the house any longer than he had to, and was very hopeful he could leave before Ben returned, so he managed to compose himself and get dressed in less than ten minutes. When he went downstairs he told Kim he would like to go home and she said she understood - she even inquired if he would like a pillow to sit on while he drove. Stan declined, kissed her on the cheek and promised he would be back the next month.
 
   "Sooner if you need it," Kim told him in response.
 
    
 
   ---oOo---
 
    
 
   Happily for Stan, there was little northbound traffic on the freeway when he left and he was home in just over a half hour. While he was glad he had turned down Kim's offer of a pillow, he admitted to himself he could have benefited from one.
 
   As soon as he reached the apartment, he checked for a email from Joan (there was none), then took a shower and had a snack before trying to get to sleep. Even though he knew it would hurt, he rolled over on his back putting his throbbing butt in contact with the sheets. It hurt less than he thought and his butt was now feeling more of a soothing warmth than the pain it had felt just an hour ago.
 
   In the dark, Stan tried to think about his life at this point. He had always considered himself to be a one-woman man and Joan was the perfect woman for him to be with. He loved her and she fulfilled all his needs, both physically and emotionally, including his need to be with a woman who could control him - a 'benevolent dictator' of sorts.
 
   Neither he nor Joan had wanted the separation they were now caught in, but both had known the opportunity was exceptional and couldn't be turned down. He had to think about another five months apart from the woman he loved and wanted to be with. The one-woman man had been put into a position where he needed to go to other women for his needs, both for physical relief and for discipline.
 
   In the upcoming five months, he could expect to spend time with five different women for his sexual needs and a different woman for his disciplinary needs. It was the way Joan had wanted it and not what he had wanted. He had not looked for variety in his life, but it had come to him anyway.
 
   But, he reasoned, Joan knew he had needs and she provided for them in her absence. He had enjoyed his first trip to Nevada and while he couldn't say he enjoyed his trip tonight to Kim, he did have to admit to himself that it was an experience that probably on balance was good for him. He had been feeling a little guilty about the way he had been living since Joan left, and he had received a spanking for it. The slate was clean - he realized he now had no guilty conscience at all about anything. Joan had been right.
 
   He rolled onto his side to try to get to sleep. "Life is good," he told himself.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Mr. Clean
 
    
 
    
 
   Did you ever notice that men and women have completely different definitions for the word "clean?"
 
   A man can look at a table, a floor, or a counter and honestly think it looks clean. A women could look at the very same object and immediately feel it is filthy. A man who wanted to clean up might clean the stains around the coffee-maker; his wife would likely pick up the machine and find grinds and stains under it that he never thought about. A man might make the bed and think he did a good job at it - as soon as his wife entered the bedroom, her gaze would be drawn to the ripples on the bedspread and she would think he had put almost no effort into making the bed.
 
   Those kind of differing perspectives had proven to be quite painful to Paul Esposito on several occasions.
 
   Paul and Virginia Esposito had a marriage that both felt was a happy one, but it was a role-reversal in several ways from marriages that might be considered typical. The two had grown up a few blocks apart in a lower-middle class suburb of Philadelphia and had become sweethearts their first year in high school. After graduation, Paul had enrolled in trade school and now had a good-but-not-prestigious position as a union communications worker for the phone company.
 
   Ginny, however, had gone to college, the first in her family ever to do so. Ginny's parents were both tall, and she inherited enough of their genes to star in basketball in high school and to get a full-ride scholarship to Villanova to play on their women's team. After graduation, she had started working at the local newspaper in advertising sales and had become one of the retail sales managers in just over a year. She made more money than Paul and also was taller than he was - both intimidated him to some degree, but it had been a long time since anyone had teased him about any of it and he accepted the facts with a thought that he was lucky to have met Ginny when they were young.
 
   There was, however, one problem. One very painful problem.
 
   Ginny actually had two "hot buttons." One was Paul helping out around the house, especially when she was traveling on business. The other was misuse of alcohol.
 
   As their marriage approached its third anniversary, Ginny had spanked Paul on six occasions, twice over alcohol issues, the other four for lack of effort around the house. The first time was just over two years before, when Paul had had a few drinks too many with his buddies but still got behind the wheel to drive home. Happily, nothing bad had happened, at least until he got home, but at that point Paul found one furious wife waiting for him - holding a hairbrush!
 
   Ginny had three younger siblings, and at the time she was in high school, she was in charge of them in the afternoon until their mother got home. Her authority included spankings and on different occasions, Paul had been there to see Ginny's two younger brothers get spanked on their bare bottoms, and to listen once while Ginny's younger sister was punished. Ginny had teased Paul that if she ever caught him with another girl, she would spank him also - that never happened, but early in their relationship, before they started going "all the way," Paul thought that being sprawled out over his taller girlfriend's lap with his pants down sounded quite erotic.
 
   Thoughts of her spanking him had long since eroded by the time they were married, but a couple of weeks before the drinking incident, Paul had left a mess in the kitchen that angered Ginny. While cleaning up, the thought flashed through her mind that his behavior was about as irresponsible as her kid brothers had been on some occasions when she would have spanked them. "Maybe that's what my husband needs now," she fumed to herself.
 
   Probably she never would have spanked him the first time over a mess in the kitchen, but on the night he was out with his buddies and was more than an hour late getting home, she decided his behavior was simply not acceptable and that she would take action. She picked up her hairbrush and decided as soon as he walked in the door, he was going to be spanked.
 
   It took less than sixty seconds from the time he walked in to the moment the brush landed for the first time.
 
   Even if it had been a "fair fight" test of strength between the two, Ginny probably would have prevailed, but with Paul in an inebriated condition it was no contest at all - she handled him as easily as if he had been half his age and size. She grabbed him by the arm and pulled him over to the couch, then reached out and pulled down his pants and undershorts before he even understood what was happening.
 
   Paul had been in a pleasant drunken state as he walked in - he knew his wife would be angry, but believed he could "sweet talk" her out of it and perhaps even finish the night with some pleasurable sex. But within a minute of walking in, his pants were down for a very different reason. When he had first noticed Ginny holding the hairbrush he had not made a connection with an upcoming punishment and it was only when he felt her right leg close down over the backs of his ankles that he understood she was going to spank him.
 
   He opened his mouth to start to protest, but it was too late - the brush came down for the first time, and it hurt!
 
   It hurt a lot!
 
   There is nothing like pain to help a man sober up quickly and Paul did so. He at first loudly demanded that she stop, but she didn't. He started to realize how helpless he was - he was sprawled over her in an awkward position, his pants bunched up around his knees hindered any leg movement, and he could feel her strong left hand in the small of his back holding him in place. He was getting a very painful spanking, and he realized there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop it. His demands for her to stop changed into pleading with her to stop and then into simply begging her for mercy. "I'm sorry, honey... please... ouch, it hurts... please, Ginny, please... I'll never do it again... ow... no more, please, I'm sorry... I'll be good."
 
   And then his eyes welled up with tears he could no longer control, and he cried.
 
   His tears did nothing to keep Ginny from doing what she considered a very thorough job. It had been several years since she had spanked one of her siblings, but she remembered with them that tears came quickly and the real pain that made a punishment a true lesson came quite a bit later. In all, she delivered close to a hundred hard spanks to her husband's rear and by the time she stopped and released him, both she and he knew their marriage would be very different from this moment on.
 
   Paul jumped up and did a "war dance" in front of her, trying to rub pain from his aching butt.
 
   "I can't believe you did that," he managed to squeak out between sobs.
 
   "I did and I'll do it again when you deserve it," his wife replied. "Now go to bed."
 
   Although unhappy about it, Paul accepted the "I'll do it again" warning without complaint. He had for years been willing to admit to himself that Ginny was "better" than he was in many ways and now he also accepted that she had better judgment than he did. He continued to feel that if he met a woman like her now, he'd have no chance with her and it was only because they fell in love when they were in high school that he was lucky enough to be married to her.
 
   He made an honest effort to do what made her happy, or to at least try to avoid doing anything that would make her angry. There were two reasons for that philosophy - first, he really did want to make her happy, but the second motivation was very powerful: he did not want to get another spanking!
 
   His efforts kept his spankings few and far between. She spanked him for the second time about six months after the first one because of a mess he left in the bathroom after showering. She called his excuse of being rushed due to having to get to work "feeble" and when he was told to bring the hairbrush to her he almost started to cry even before she started the punishment itself.
 
   About three months after that there was a family party at which he had too much to drink, and he embarrassed himself and her with his actions and comments. As she drove home, she informed him he would be spanked when they got there. He protested it was his family, not hers, so he felt a spanking was not called for - she told him that did not matter and if he back-talked any more to her about it he would get spanked harder and longer. He stayed quiet the rest of the way home.
 
   In the next year, there had been three other spankings, all related to his failures to do his share around the house. As Ginny's career was progressing she needed to travel more often, mostly quick 1- or 2-night trips, but also a couple of longer conventions. She had become very critical of his efforts to have the house presentable when she returned. After he got spanked following her last trip about two months before Paul promised himself he would make a great effort on her next trip to stay out of trouble.
 
   Paul struggled internally with one question - was he afraid of Ginny? He loved her, that was not in question. He respected her, he admired her, he was proud of her. But was he afraid of her? He really did not want to admit that to himself. He tried to rationalize that he wasn't afraid of her - he was afraid of what he would do that would make her angry, but he knew in his heart that he was avoiding the real question. Is it possible for a man not to be afraid of a woman who will put him over her knee and spank his bare bottom with a hairbrush? That was the real question.
 
   Ginny had been away for a week attending a retail advertising conference in Chicago, and Paul knew from her calls and emails that it had not been a good week for her. During the conference, she had expected to close a large advertising contract with a big chain that was expanding into the Philadelphia market, but those negotiations had hit some snags and she was not going to be able to finalize the deal during the trip. She also needed to have meetings with many other clients during the conference and Paul could tell she was becoming very tired - and cranky - as the week wore on.
 
   Paul had a union meeting on Thursday night, but he decided to miss it to spend time getting the house in shape for his wife. He had to lie to some co-workers by telling them he didn't feel well - in fact, he feared that if he did not get the house in acceptable shape for her, Ginny would make very sure that he certainly would not feel well when she got home!
 
   His motivation, though, was more than simply doing what was necessary to avoid a spanking. He loved his wife and he knew she had had a bad week. Beyond the threat to his rear end, he truly wanted her to be pleasantly surprised when she got home on Friday.
 
   He started in the living room, which had become messy as early as Monday when he watched the football game while consuming munchies and beer. Then he moved into the bedroom - he was of course going to sleep there that night, but he thought he would do as much as he could to make the room easy to tidy up in the morning. Same with the master bathroom - he showered and shaved in it that morning and it needed work that night, even though he'd have to use it again the next morning.
 
   Then he went into the kitchen and groaned. After four days of being home alone, it and the dining area next to it were bad even by his own standards. He was getting tired and realized he probably should have started in the kitchen while he still had a lot of energy. But he did what he thought would be an acceptable job there and decided to grab breakfast from McDonald's on the way to work tomorrow, rather than mess up the kitchen again in the morning.
 
   Satisfied that he had at least done enough that Ginny wouldn't be mad tomorrow, he turned in for the night.
 
   Friday afternoons at O'Hare often do not go smoothly and Ginny's flight that had been scheduled for 4PM actually took off close to 6. Losing an hour flying East, it was almost 10PM by the time she pulled on to their block. The Espositos had a small home on a quiet street, but there was no garage and on some occasions they needed to find parking that was a few minutes walk from the house. And tonight it was raining, so Ginny had to struggle walking through the rain with her umbrella in one hand and her suitcase in the other. She was soaked by the time she reached their front steps.
 
   So it was a very unhappy woman who finally walked in. Paul rushed to kiss her and take the suitcase from her, as she tried to dry off. She was still wearing the business attire she had put on early that morning, a grey business suit with a skirt that looked even shorter because of her long legs and high heels. She took off her shoes and tried to stomp and shake off the rain.
 
   Paul put her suitcase in their bedroom and rushed out to try to help her. "Want a drink?" he asked.
 
   "Thanks, yes, a little wine would be nice."
 
   They sat in the living room and she started to tell him about her week. Along with having to attend convention sessions, she had had several meetings with existing clients and the failure to close the deal with the new client weighed heavily on her mind. They had made unexpected demands about freebies and concessions that would require Ginny's boss' approval - and she knew they were precisely the kind of things her boss strongly frowned upon. Monday would be a bad day at work for her.
 
   She put her wine glass down on a coaster on the coffee table, but her eyes were drawn to another spot on the table. It was a yellowish stain. Paul's eyes were drawn to it also and he remembered he had spilt some beer there on Monday - he thought he had cleaned it up, but he now realized he had missed that spot.
 
   "Really, Paul?" she asked.
 
   "I'm sorry, honey," he said. "I thought I got it all."
 
   She sighed. "Let's go to sleep," she said.
 
   Ginny rose to bring her glass into the kitchen. Paul had had his dinner there that night, and while he had put his dishes in the dishwasher, he had left a soiled napkin on the table and he realized he hadn't swept up his crumbs.
 
   Ginny saw it also, and frowned.
 
   "I'm sorry," he said again. She just looked down with a very sad face.
 
   She walked over to the dishwasher to put her glass in. Although it was dark, she wanted to look out to their patio to see if it was still raining. She twisted the wand on the window blinds - and between the blinds and the window there was a spider in a web.
 
   Totally surprised, she gasped and stepped back, then walked over to the table and sat down. She put her head in her hands - although Paul hadn't seen her cry since they were in high school, he thought she was about to do just that.
 
   She did not cry though, simply sat there looking completely unhappy. Paul was unhappy too; he had made a bad day even worse for his wife, and he felt terrible about it. He sighed. "I'll get the hairbrush," he told her. "Are you going to do it here or in the bedroom?"
 
   "Forget it, Paul. Spanking you doesn't do any good."
 
   Paul didn't see it that way. At that moment, he realized that he was not afraid of his wife, and not afraid of her spanking him. Yes, it would hurt and yes, he would cry. But so what? The pain from a spanking would go away, but the pain of knowing how badly he had let Ginny down would hang around for a very long time.
 
   "No, you're wrong, honey," he said. "It does do good. I wanted to make the place clean for you. But I screwed up. I didn't work as hard as I should have. I'm sorry about that."
 
   He looked directly into her eyes. "I deserve a spanking. Here or the bedroom?"
 
   Ginny looked surprised, but then the smallest of smiles started to spread on her face. "The bedroom," she told him. He started to walk towards the room and she rose to follow him, but she paused for a moment to pick up her shoes. Without thinking about why she was doing it, she put her shoes back on before heading towards the room. The shoes made her look about two inches taller than if she had not been wearing them, accentuating her physical superiority over the man who would soon be sprawled over her lap.
 
   Usually when a spanking was imminent, Paul would do what he needed to do as slowly as possible, as if a delay might somehow lead to changing what was going to happen. Tonight, however, he was acting quickly. Although he had had just a couple of seconds' lead over Ginny in reaching the bedroom, he had already moved her hairbrush from her dresser to the bed, and he was in the process of making himself naked from the waist down when she walked in.
 
   She surveyed the scene and was somewhat pleased by his attitude. He had never been this cooperative before about a spanking and she almost felt sympathetic towards him. But then she remembered how he had let her down with the messy house and decided a serious lesson from her hairbrush was completely appropriate.
 
   "Take everything off, not just the bottoms," she told him. It was a little different from what she had demanded in the past, but he complied immediately and was completely naked in seconds. Ginny walked over and sat on the bed with Paul moving to the right of her. Even with her sitting and him standing, his eyes were just a few inches above hers, and he made eye contact with her.
 
   "You're going to really get it this time," she said to him.
 
   "It's OK. I deserve it," he said.
 
   He laid down over her knees and she started spanking almost immediately, with a series of hard spanks to each butt cheek. He made the usual sounds: grunts, groans, "ows" and "ouches", but unlike his prior punishments, he did not beg her to stop. He was completely accepting of the fact that he had let his wife down and absolutely deserved exactly what he was getting. And while in the past he had always tried to keep from crying since he felt embarrassed by his tears, this time he felt relief when he quickly started to cry.
 
   Ginny recognized that Paul's reaction to this spanking was different from his earlier punishments and so was hers. In the past, she had always felt a bit of guilt when she spanked him - she did believe it was the right thing for her to do, but she did love him and regretted that she needed to resort to treating him this way to bring about better behavior. But this time he had virtually asked for a spanking and that made her feel much better. He had obviously accepted the fact that he would be spanked when he failed to do what she wanted and she would happily provide that spanking.
 
   There was also another factor that made this spanking different. Many people, both men and women, sometimes fantasize during lovemaking that they are doing so with someone else, often a movie star or athlete, sometimes a friend of the opposite sex. For a few seconds, Ginny actually fantasized about who she was spanking. It was not Paul's red backside she was landing brush strokes on - it was the backside of that media buyer who had given her so much trouble in Chicago! She applied the brush with extra vigor for a few spanks and Paul recognized the difference.
 
   Ginny quickly regained her perception of what was really happening. Her husband's rear was as dark red as she had even made it, and he was crying loudly. In the past, she had systematically ended his spankings, slowing down the pace and delivering about ten especially hard spanks. But tonight she stopped immediately, to Paul's surprise.
 
   She sent him to the corner as she usually did, and sat on the bed staring at him. She rose and undressed, then went into the bathroom leaving him standing in the corner, knowing he would not dare to move. She emerged from the bathroom and put on pajamas, then sat on the bed staring at her naked husband's red rear. He was far from perfect, but he was hers, and she knew he was at least trying to make her happy.
 
   She rose and took off her nightclothes. She walked over to the corner and turned him around, then kissed him and led him back to the bed.
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