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Chapter One

 


 


“I’m withdrawing consent,” Christine
announced as she sat down at the table across from Alex.

“What? You can’t do that!” Alex blustered in
his Head of Household voice that he had refined over the past
eighteen months. “I won’t allow it!”

Christine looked down at the food on her
plate that she didn’t want to eat and wondered if she’d be in
trouble after she told him he didn’t have a say about this. Would
he think it was disrespectful for her to remind him that she had
the right to withdraw consent? Would he accuse her of being bratty?
Of not following his leadership? Would he jump up, escort her to
the bedroom, and deliver the usual punishment for those
infractions?

She was afraid to look at him because she
knew he would see the challenge in her eyes. She didn’t know any
other way to avoid him seeing that challenge other than by not
looking at him. Her dark blonde hair hid most of her face as it
swung forward when her head was lowered. She was within the bounds
they had discussed eighteen months ago when they first embarked on
this new dynamic for their marriage.

“Christine, what are you talking about?” Alex
demanded. “What has upset you now?”

She took a bite of food and slowly chewed it,
then swallowed it. There was every chance she’d be punished for not
eating if she didn’t eat at least half of what was on her
plate.

“I’m waiting, Christine. Are you going to
answer me? Or are you purposely trying to provoke me?”

“I’m sorry, Alex.” She spoke without looking
at him. “I cannot continue this way any longer and I am withdrawing
consent.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” He was
almost shouting now as he repeated himself and she knew if she
spoke to him in that tone with her voice raised, she would be given
a spanking. In fact, the spanking would most likely not be the
total of her punishment. There’d probably be something more such as
writing pages of lines saying something like ‘I will not disrespect
my husband’ or even some corner time.

That was part of why she was withdrawing her
consent to this lifestyle. They should be respectful towards each
other and for the last several months Christine felt it was all too
one-sided.

“Alex, when we started this lifestyle we
agreed on certain things. One of those things was that if either
one of us felt it was no longer working, we could withdraw consent.
It is not working for me anymore.”

“Why can’t you look me in the eye when you
tell me this, Christine?”

“I don’t want you to think I’m being
disrespectful towards you. I don’t want you to get angry and punish
me.”

“I can’t very well punish you if you’re
withdrawing your consent, can I?” Alex’s tone had softened somewhat
and that gave her some courage to go on and try to explain.

She was close to crying now, but was
determined to see this through. She wasn’t sure she could explain
it to him very well, but she knew she had to withdraw consent.

“You brought this to me, Christine. You said
this was what you wanted. You wanted guidelines, you wanted rules,
and you wanted accountability. You even said you wanted
consequences when you failed to follow the rules we set in
place.”

“I know, Alex. But now I feel that I’m no
longer me. I feel like I’ve somehow lost myself in
this...this thing we do. I want to...no; I need to find
myself again.”

 


 


Eighteen months earlier

 


Christine and Alex Morgan had been married
for seven years. They were both twenty-eight years old and had
decided to wait until their early thirties to have a family. Theirs
was a good marriage by most standards, but perhaps a little
distant.

Alex was an attorney with a small firm and he
had little time off. Saturdays were usually spent seeing clients
that worked during the week and couldn’t get in to see him during
normal hours. A good portion of most Sundays were spent reviewing
files he would take to court during the week.

Christine was a production manager at a large
textile manufacturing plant. She was home every weeknight before
six o’clock and had weekends off. Most of her time off was spent
alone since Alex worked so much.

She didn’t really mind; she had plenty of
things to keep herself occupied. Christine enjoyed painting and
always had a few projects under way. Recently she had signed up for
some pottery classes and they occupied two nights a week. She also
belonged to a book club that met twice a month. She had always been
an avid reader.

On most Saturdays Christine met with one or
two of her girlfriends for a long lunch during which they could
catch up with each other and then they often went shopping
together.

Finances weren’t a huge problem, though the
Morgans did have a budget. Christine usually ignored the budget and
now and then it did cause a problem when she overspent.

Christine and Alex usually caught up with
each other on late Sunday afternoons and then they’d go out for
dinner and either go to a movie or just back home for a night of TV
and a few drinks. Neither one of them was unhappy; life just was
the way it was.

However, Alex was often perturbed by the
state of the house. With both of them working and Christine having
so many interests that took up her time, little housework got done.
She had a habit of putting things down on the sofa when she came
home and this resulted in things piling up until there was barely
anywhere to sit. Then she’d gather up all the magazines and other
items and either throw them out or shove them in the closet. And
the cycle would begin again.

Alex had his own habits that didn’t help the
situation. He would go into their bedroom and change out of his
business suit when he came home from work. The suit was always
neatly hung up or folded on a chair if it needed to go to the
cleaners. But his shirt, socks, and underwear ended up on the floor
and didn’t get picked up until laundry day.

Dishes were rinsed and piled in the sink
until it was full. Then Christine would load and run the
dishwasher. This routine often resulted in a shortage of clean
silverware or drinking glasses.

The house was rarely dusted or vacuumed.
Occasionally Alex would say something about the state of the
house.

“Christine, you’ve got a lot more free time
than I do. Do you think the house could be kept a little
neater?”

She would become defensive and respond with,
“It’s not like I’m sitting around twiddling my thumbs. I have my
hobbies; I have a life. Maybe if you wouldn’t leave your clothes
lying around on the floor or were home more often we could tackle
these things together. It’s too much for me alone.”

Not wanting to argue, Alex would drop the
subject until the state of the house got to him again.

 


Christine went to her regular book club
meeting and a new book had been selected for the club. She had
missed the previous meeting and had not been able to have a say
about this particular selection.

The title of this book was ‘Save Your
Marriage the Old Fashioned Way’ and Christine thought it was
just about the stupidest book that could have been chosen.

“Why was this title selected?” She asked the
group of women.

“Well,” Suzanne began explaining, “since
there are at least half of us in this group who are having
relationship troubles, Lani thought it might be fun to read this
and then talk about it. Maybe it’ll help some of us.”

“But I’m not having any relationship
troubles,” Christine responded. “I joined the book club to read
mysteries, thrillers, and love stories; not advice or self-help
books.”

Lani made a face and said, “It’s very hard to
find a book that every member of the club will be happy with. I’m
sure we’ve had a few books you might have loved and others were
less than pleased with the choice.”

Christine rolled her eyes and conceded that
Lani did have a point. Not everyone agreed with every choice the
club voted on. She let it go, telling herself it would be read,
discussed, and discarded in six weeks.

The members of the club agreed to read the
first three chapters by the next meeting which would be held in two
weeks.

When Christine got home, Alex was dozing in
the living room with the TV on. She sat down on the sofa and began
reading the first chapter of the new book.

It was almost like reading a description of
her marriage. In the introductory section the author described a
couple who worked at successful careers, loved each other, but had
grown distant. Even though they lived together and did some things
together, they each had their own group of friends, their own
activities.

This fictional couple had grown far enough
apart that they seldom talked of anything more serious than the
weather or what movie they might see if they both happened to be
free on a weekend night. When they did discuss more important
matters they often argued and came to no agreed upon solution,
leaving these matters unresolved and placed on the back burner for
another time.

The book was going to take this couple
through a one year trial period of a marriage dynamic referred to
as Domestic Discipline. The main concept of this relationship
dynamic was that the man would have the role of being Head of
Household (HoH), and the woman would be ‘taken in hand’; she would
be the submissive follower of the HoH. The words used to describe
this type of relationship were enough for Christine to know it was
not something she would ever want to introduce into her
marriage.

She was considering skipping this book and
not attending any of the meetings that related to this particular
selection. It was all just too old fashioned for her life.

The couple in the book had issues that
Christine and Alex didn’t have, but there was enough there for her
to be able to say they were very similar. That was what changed her
mind and caused her to continue reading.

Alex woke up shortly after she finished the
introduction and had just begun reading the first chapter.

“What are you reading?” He asked as he
straightened up from his somewhat slumped sleeping position.

“Oh, just the new book club choice.”

He read the title and gave a short laugh.
“What exactly is the old fashioned way to save your marriage?”

“I’m not really sure yet, I just finished the
intro and started the first chapter. Luckily our marriage doesn’t
need saving since this method deems the man as the head of the
house and little wifey is apparently his submissive follower.”

“Keep reading, honey. I think I like the
sound of that,” Alex joked.

“Ha! You would,” she replied as she closed
the book. “I’m ready for bed, how about you?”

Alex agreed while playfully making his
eyebrows jump and down in a suggestive manner. Christine laughed,
put the book down, and they went to the bedroom where they had some
not too exciting sex before falling asleep.

 


The following day was Friday and they both
went to work. Christine thought about the book on and off all day
as she worked. For some reason, she was looking forward to getting
home and continuing reading the new book. She wasn’t sure why it
occupied her mind so much; the whole idea of Alex being the head of
the household while she submissively went along with whatever he
decreed wasn’t something she could ever be interested in. Besides,
he was hardly ever home and barely knew what was happening in his
household.

When she arrived home, Alex was already
there. He had taken off early after he was finished in court. With
no more appointments scheduled for the afternoon it was a perfect
time to go home early. Especially since Saturday was shaping up to
be filled with appointments.

Christine was surprised to find him sitting
in his easy chair reading the new book when she walked in.

“Hey, is that my ‘save your marriage’ book
you’re reading?” She bent down and kissed his forehead in
greeting.

“Yeah, it is. I just picked it up and it
looked interesting so I started reading it.”

“What do you think of it so far?”

Alex gave her a look and said, “I’m all the
way into the third chapter and I know you wouldn’t be interested in
this.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much what I thought last
night. I guess I’ll be the one that denounces everything in the
book at the meetings.”

It never occurred to her to ask Alex if he
might be interested in such a change to their marriage.

They went out for dinner and then to a movie.
On the ride home Alex started talking about the book again.

“I can’t wait until you get to chapter three.
It’s a humdinger and I think you’ll flip over some of the
suggestions.”

“Really? Well, don’t tell me about it. I want
to read it in order without knowing what’s coming up in the next
chapters.”

“Okay, but will you let me know when you get
there? I’d like to know what your reaction is. If it’s okay with
you, I’m going to keep reading the book too.”

“Sure, no problem. I’ll read some tomorrow
while you’re at work. I’ll probably get through the third chapter.
That’s as far as we need to read for the next meeting.”

 


Christine finished the entire book by the
next meeting. It repelled her even while it fascinated her. Were
there really couples living their lives in this way? Did women
truly submit like this book talked about? She had a hard time
believing it.

The first chapter was about taking a hard
look at your marriage. It explained what marriages were like in the
past. How men were always the head of the household and how they
made all the major decisions. The author suggested that one of the
reasons divorce rates were so low years ago was because women knew
their place, they knew their husbands were in charge. With the
advent of Woman’s Lib, no one knew what their role was anymore. Men
had been emasculated and no longer even thought about taking their
rightful place in the home.

Christine got out her book club notebook. She
made notes for discussion in the notebook and was able to refer to
it at the meetings. She began scribbling her thoughts on chapter
one.

The next chapter was all about how to begin
changing the dynamic of your marriage; how to start on the path of
turning your currently unsatisfying marriage into a happy, peaceful
relationship that oozed harmony and love. Honesty, obedience, and
respect were the foundation of a happy marriage and these were the
first items to tackle. The book suggested making lists of things
you were happy with and things you would like to change. The wife
should also include one or two things she would like help with.
These could be things like quitting smoking, stop swearing, or time
management. Later, once the couple was on the road to their new and
happy life, the wife could add other things she might like to
improve on. Once lists were made the husband and wife should talk,
compare, and agree what they’d like to work on together. It was
suggested that they start slowly and work on just one or two items
to begin with.

Christine busily wrote comments in her
notebook. She printed in big capital letters: WHY DOESN’T THE
HUSBAND INCLUDE ONE OR TWO THINGS HE NEEDS TO IMPROVE ON? WHY IS
THE WIFE THE ONLY ONE THAT NEEDS TO WORK ON THINGS?”

She moved on to the third chapter and
discovered what Alex had been talking about. It was all about
consequences if and when the wife messed up on those items to
improve upon. Say the wife was trying to quit smoking, for example,
and had made a plan to cut back from a full pack a day habit
(twenty cigarettes) to only smoking fifteen per day for the first
week. Perhaps all went well for the first four days, but on day
five she smoked eighteen cigarettes. When her husband, her head of
household, came home and inquired how her smoking plan had gone for
the day, she’d have no choice but to be honest and confess that she
messed up and smoked three more cigarettes than she should have. If
he failed to ask then she must bring it up and confess her
transgression to him.

Her husband would then give her a lecture,
telling her how they agreed upon this plan and how disappointed in
her he was. He would remind her about the consequence they had
agreed upon if she blew her daily cigarette allowance twice in one
week. He would go on to tell her this was for her own good, to
improve her health, and that if it happened again in the same week,
he’d have no choice but to carry out the agreed upon
consequence.

On the second infringement for the week, the
agreed upon consequence would be put into effect. For Christine,
this was where the problems arose. Consequences could be any of a
number of things, but the recommended one for a cease smoking habit
which fell into a health and safety category, was a spanking.

Yes, she read that correctly. A spanking. To
be carried out by the HoH. Along with the spanking there would be a
lecture about why the wife was receiving the spanking, why she was
trying to quit smoking, and the benefits to her. Once the spanking
was concluded, the husband was to administer ‘aftercare’ which
consisted of hugging, holding, assuring her everything was all
right, and she now had a clean slate with which to move
forward.

The quit smoking plan would continue in this
way until success was reached. Hopefully there would not have to be
many spankings once the wife realized that they would in fact
happen. If however, more spankings were necessary, then the
intensity and length of additional spankings should increase to
reinforce the wife’s desire to not allow another slip-up to
occur.

Christine put the book down when she saw it
was time for lunch. She went into the kitchen and made a sandwich
before sitting down again to continue reading the book.

The following chapters discussed submission,
letting go of control, giving yourself over to your HoH, letting
him make the decisions and learning to trust him and abide by his
decisions. They covered obedience, honesty, respect, and many other
aspects of a marriage.

There was a chapter devoted to spankings. It
listed several types of spanking and the purpose of each type.
There were suggestions of how many strikes for a low-level spanking
as opposed to a mid-level or high-level one. Instructions were
included on how to give a spanking and the best positions to
use.

Immediately after the spanking chapter was
one devoted to the best implements to administer the spankings.
Aside from using the hand, suggestions included paddles, hair
brushes, bath brushes, floggers, belts, spatulas, wooden spoons,
large paint stir sticks, and many more.

One chapter discussed various non-spanking
punishments for minor infractions. These included standing in the
corner, quiet time in the bedroom to reflect upon your misdeeds,
writing lines, a loss of privileges, being sent to bed early, and
more.

Christine had stopped making notes for the
meeting. The book had so engrossed her thoughts that she forgot
about taking notes. She knew she would have to read the whole thing
again so she could write down her thoughts.

Alex came home and Christine heated up some
leftovers from during the week. While they ate, Alex wanted to know
if Christine had read the third chapter.

“Yeah, I did. I actually read the whole damn
book. They’re nuts, total whack jobs. I have a hard time believing
people actually have marriages based on this domestic discipline
thing.”

“So you read the stuff about
consequences?”

Christine shook her head and grinned at him,
“You’ve just got that spanking stuff in your head! I think you like
the idea of being in charge, being the head of the household! Yes,
I read it, and I can tell you now, that’ll never happen here.”

Alex laughed and said, “Why not? We’ve both
enjoyed a little playful spanking in the bedroom.”

“I know, but that’s not what they’re talking
about. They’re talking about spankings as punishment, as discipline
for not following some plan or dumb ass rule the HoH put in place.
They’re definitely not talking about sexy spanking.”

Alex shrugged. Secretly he was intrigued by
the whole idea and thought it might not be a bad thing to try out.
But he knew Christine would never agree to such an arrangement.




 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


Christine arrived at the next meeting armed
with her notebook filled with notes of why she was against this
type of relationship. She didn’t get a chance to voice her
objections. She had arrived a few minutes late and everyone was
talking about the unique aspects of this dynamic. Every time she
started to say something against it, one of the other ladies would
interrupt her and tell of an advantage.

It took Suzanne, the chairwoman, another half
hour to get everyone to sit down and be quiet for a few minutes so
she could talk and try to lead the discussion in a coherent
manner.

“Ladies,” she began. “I don’t think we’ve had
such excitement over a book since we started this club! May I have
a show of hands of how many of you did complete reading the first
three chapters?”

There were ten members of the club and it was
a rare meeting when all ten were in attendance. This was one of
those rare times. All ten had their hands raised.

“Oh my, that’s very good! Did anyone read
more than the first three chapters?” Suzanne asked next.

All ten women raised their hands again.

“I’m very impressed! Let’s go one by one and
each of us tell how far into the book we’ve read. I’ll go first and
say I read the entire book.”

Lani was next and she too had read the whole
book. One by one, each woman said she had completed the book. A few
had already read it twice and two women had read it three times.
Christine was one of the women who had read it three times.

“But only so I could make notes for our
discussion,” she told them. “I’m not sure how all of you feel; but
I think this type of relationship is degrading to women. It treats
them like mindless idiots and then if they don’t follow the man’s
rules there are childish consequences.”

Erica, one of the other members, piped up
with, “I disagree, Christine. When you think about it, marriages
used to last a lifetime. Now, when things aren’t going smoothly,
people just give up and go their separate ways.”

“Honestly, Erica,” Christine responded. “The
only reason marriages used to last a lifetime is because women had
no choice. They had no training in any kind of vocations other than
teachers and governesses. With no way to support themselves, there
was no choice but to stick it out to the end.”

Amanda spoke up next and said, “Well, one
thing I read in the book that struck me as very true, is that we
treat complete strangers kinder than we treat our own spouses.
There isn’t a lot of respect for one another anymore and I think
this book could help in rectifying that.”

“But why do you need this kind of
relationship to fix that? If you’re aware of the problem now, why
can’t you just begin to work on correcting it? Change your behavior
towards your husband. You don’t need to become a doormat.”
Christine was adamant in her condemnation of the ideas in the
book.

The meeting was almost getting out of hand.
It appeared that nine of the members had good things to say about
the book; at least they were willing to give it some merit.
Christine was the only one who was convinced it was nothing more
than a ploy to bring women back to the Stone Age. Suzanne felt she
needed to calm everyone down and get the meeting back on track.

“All right, ladies. I think that’s enough for
this week. Let’s review the next three chapters for next time and
see if we can’t talk about this a little more calmly. For now, I
have refreshments for us in the dining room.”

Christine went home after having a glass of
wine. She was very disappointed in these women who seemed eager to
embrace one giant step backwards for all women.

 


Two weeks later, at the next meeting,
Christine was not really surprised when Lani announced that not
only had she read the whole book again, but had decided to embark
on beginning a domestic discipline based relationship with her
husband.

“Are you serious?” Christine asked. “Are you
going to actually allow your husband to hit you?”

Lani gave a huge, exaggerated sigh and
answered, “Not hit me; spank me if he feels I need it. It’s not
abuse, Christine. And it is consensual. We’ve agreed to have a
thirty day trial and then evaluate the results.”

“Oh, that’s a great idea!” Erica exclaimed.
“I’m going to bring it up to Jim and see if he’s willing to do a
trial period.”

“You know what?” Suzanne asked excitedly.
“Why don’t we all bring it up with our husbands and see what they
think? It could be a group activity; trying out domestic
discipline. What do you all think?”

Christine rolled her eyes when all the women
agreed to give it a try. She couldn’t believe nine modern women
were willing to give all control to their husbands and become
submissive little Stepford wives.

“What’s the matter, Christine?” Suzanne
asked. “Are you afraid to give up a little control? Are you afraid
Alex would become abusive?”

“Of course not,” Christine was quick to
defend her position on the issue. “It’s just that I see no reason
to become submissive. I run a textile manufacturing plant, how can
I be submissive and still do my job? It just doesn’t make any
sense.”

“Erica is an attorney and she’s willing to
try it. You don’t have to be submissive on the job. Just at home,
with your husband. You and Alex can talk and decide on the level of
submissiveness that you are willing to accept.”

And so it was that Christine was almost
browbeaten into giving the domestic discipline dynamic a try. The
women agreed that they would discuss things with their respective
husbands and work out a plan that suited their lives and
relationships. They would compare notes at the next meeting and
move cautiously forward while they tried to put the various
recommended steps in the book into practice.

 


Alex was already in bed when Christine
arrived home but he was not asleep. As she got ready for bed she
told him about the meeting and that everyone except her had thought
it was a wonderful idea to give this thing a try.

“In fact, I ended up agreeing to try it just
to get them to leave me alone.”

“You’re joking, right?” Alex asked while
secretly hoping Christine would be willing to give it a try.

Christine looked at him in surprise. “You
were all for it a few days ago when you read the book. I thought
you’d be thrilled that I agreed to give it a shot.”

“Well, while I was kidding around then, I did
find it interesting. I don’t want to control you or have to
discipline you, though sometimes I would like to turn you over my
knee. I can see the sense of having a head of the household. I
don’t think we have a bad marriage or one that needs to be fixed,
but I’d be willing to give it a try.”

She climbed into bed and snuggled up next to
him. “Let’s talk about it over the weekend. I’m going to read the
book again and see what the first recommended steps are. Then we’ll
figure it out. And what do you mean, you’d like to put me over your
knee?”

Alex leaned over to kiss her and gave her ass
a few playful smacks before rolling her onto her back and
positioning himself between her legs and taking a breast into his
mouth.

“Hmm...” She murmured as he began to enter
her. “That kind of spanking makes me hot.”

“Me too.” He said as he reached down and
cupped her cheeks while driving his cock into her.




 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


“Let’s talk about the three D’s of domestic
discipline.” Christine said. “These are disrespect, dishonesty, and
disobedience. There are two more categories of safety and health
and these are often lumped into a fourth D called danger.”

It was Sunday morning and they were sitting
at their kitchen table with a notepad and the book. Alex nodded his
head.

“I read about that in the book. But we don’t
really have any problems in any those areas.”

He was not fighting the idea of domestic
discipline, but he didn’t really know where they could improve
other than getting Christine to keep the house cleaner and less
cluttered. He had no interest in controlling her activities, but if
it took a couple of spankings to get her to clean house and do the
dishes, he was in.

Christine had read the testimonials in the
book from women who lived with this kind of relationship and they
seemed so in love with their husbands and so happy since they gave
control to their husbands. While still doubtful, she was ready to
give it real try.

“You’re right; we don’t normally have
problems with any of those.” Christine replied, “But I’m trying to
be honest here as we talk about this. Aren’t there times when one
of us is less than thoughtful when we’re busy with our own thing?
Wouldn’t that fall under disrespectful?”

Alex shrugged and said, “Yeah, I guess so.
Last week I interrupted you when you were reading and you told me
to go away and leave you alone. And you weren’t really very nice
about it.”

“Oh, I forgot about that. Sorry, I guess if
nothing else this exercise will remind us to treat each other a
little better. Now what about dishonesty? I don’t think we have a
problem there at all.”

“No, we don’t. That’s not an issue.”

Christine went on to disobedience, the third
D. “I have to admit I have a problem with this one. I would feel
like a child if you asked me to do something and then told me I was
disobedient if I didn’t do it.”

“Me too, it does seem a little childish. I
think the subject of disobedience doesn’t really apply to us.”

“So that just leaves danger, or health and
safety. Whatever you want to call it.”

“Christine, that just seems kind of silly to
me.” Alex wanted to concentrate on changing behaviors, not worrying
about safety issues or things that weren’t a problem in their
marriage. “What kind of health and safety? We both exercise and
watch what we eat. I can’t think of anything we do that’s
unsafe.”

“I do tend to speed a lot when driving,”
Christine ventured. “And I know you text sometimes.”

“Yes, but I do it only with my Bluetooth so
there’s no danger there.”

“Okay, let’s add speeding and texting to our
list. I’ve read this damn book so many times now and it seems that
people are happier and closer in their relationships with it. So
let’s just pick a few things we can work on to start with and we’ll
try this thing.”

“Okay,” Alex sighed. “Tell me what you think
you’d like to choose.”

Christine looked at the table as she said, “I
know there are areas that I can improve. I’m not perfect. I’m lazy
about keeping the house as clean as it could be. You’ve complained
about that more than once. I procrastinate with things I don’t
really want to do. And I should eat less chocolate and other
goodies.”

“Fine, then let’s just start with both of us
being more aware of speaking to each other respectfully and you’ll
work on keeping the house cleaner. I’ll help with that on
Sundays.”

She nodded her head in agreement and then
asked, “And what will the consequences be if I don’t keep the house
cleaner or if I speak disrespectfully to you?”

“Do we really need to decide that now? Can’t
we deal with it when it happens?”

“Well, no. We do have to decide now. If we’re
going to do this, it has to be consensual and we both have to know
and agree on the consequences.”

“All right, what do think the consequences
should be?”

“The book suggests a warning the first time,
and if it happens again within a short period of time then you
would spank me.” She had a little trouble getting that out. A
spanking to correct her behavior would undoubtedly not be quite
like their little erotic sex spankings.

“And if I speak to you disrespectfully? I
hope you don’t think you’ll get to spank me; that’s not going to
happen.”

Christine thought he sounded very stern and
like a head of household should sound. He made it clear he wasn’t
going to be spanked. She smiled a little bit and thought he had
come across kind of sexy with that firm tone.

“No, you don’t get spanked. You just admit
you were disrespectful and apologize.”

Alex agreed and gave her a grin. “Maybe I’ll
get to like being the head of the household. Is this where I tell
you what I want done as far as house cleaning goes?”

“I guess. Or you can just leave it to me and
I’ll have to deal with the consequences next weekend if I haven’t
done the cleaning.”

“How ‘bout this; get one room cleaned up
every day of the week. If I see you haven’t done any cleaning by
Wednesday night I’ll give you a warning. That’ll give you time to
make it right by the time I come home from work on Saturday or get
spanked.”

That made sense to her and she wrote it down
in her notebook to have a record of it as the book suggested. Then
if there were disagreements later as to what they had both agreed
to, they could look at the notebook.

When she was done writing what they had
discussed and agreed to, she looked over at Alex and said, “I guess
that’s where the disobedience comes in. If I don’t get the cleaning
done even after a warning, then that’ll make me disobedient and
I’ll have to face the consequences.”

“Good,” Alex said. “I’m glad we’re done with
that for now. Let’s go to that craft and food festival that’s
downtown this weekend.”

 


And so their new relationship dynamic began.
Christine made herself a little chart with general cleaning that
needed to be done. On Mondays, when she got home from work, she
would dust and vacuum the living room and family room. On Tuesdays,
it’d be the dining room and master bedroom; Wednesdays would be the
den and guest bedroom, and on the weekend she’d wash the kitchen
floors and clean the bathrooms with Alex’s help. Dishes would be
done nightly after dinner. This would still allow her time for her
pottery classes, painting, and book club. She could always adjust
the schedule to fit in her activities.

On Monday she was tired and didn’t really
feel like dusting and vacuuming when she got home from work. She
had a pottery class on Tuesday but that would still leave Wednesday
and she could easily dust and vacuum most of it and finish up on
Thursday.

Wednesday proved to be a tough day at work
and she came home exhausted and the last thing she wanted to think
about was cleaning house. With just the two of them and no kids,
the place didn’t really get that dirty. She went into their bedroom
and saw the pile of Alex’s dirty clothes. Christine picked them up
and took them to the laundry room.

Alex came home close to eight o’clock and
they had their usual late dinner and then sat together on the sofa
to watch a little TV.

At ten thirty they got ready for bed and
snuggled in together. Alex was caressing her breasts as they lay
there spooning on their sides. He kissed her shoulder and then her
neck.

“You haven’t done any of your cleaning,
hon.”

“Hmm...I know. But don’t worry, I’ll get it
done. You won’t get a chance to spank me this weekend.”

She turned around so she was facing him. He
kissed her and slipped his hand between her thighs. She was moist
and he slid a finger inside her as she reached down and grabbed his
hard cock in her hand.

Later, when they were both sated, he gave her
a firm warning.

“I don’t want any misunderstandings on the
weekend. You get that house cleaning done or I’ll have to spank
your bottom.”

“I said I’d get it done; don’t start nagging
me about it.”

He pulled back and looked at her in the dim
light of the bedroom.

“I’m not sure you said that in a very
respectful way.”

It sounded almost like another warning to
her.

“Well, I didn’t mean it the way you took it.
I just meant I will get the cleaning done.”

He kissed her and they fell asleep.

 


Thursday evening was another pottery class;
no house cleaning was done. On Friday evening, Alex came home
earlier than usual and they went out to dinner.

Saturday morning, after Alex left, Christine
got out the vacuum cleaner and dragged it into the den. She planned
to start there and work her way through the house.

But upon entering the den, she saw the
painting she had started a few weeks ago and suddenly had the urge
to paint instead of doing the vacuuming. Time seemed to fly by.
Before she knew it, it was the middle of the afternoon and she
hadn’t eaten lunch or done any of the cleaning. She quickly cleaned
her brushes and put her palette away in the box that kept the
paints from drying out.

She heated a can of soup for her lunch and
just as she finished rinsing out her bowl and placing it in the
dishwasher, she heard Alex come in the front door.

The first thing Alex did was run his finger
over the table in the foyer. He looked at the clean swipe his
finger had left on the table. It hadn’t been dusted for weeks. As
he walked through the living room he could tell the carpet had not
been vacuumed, the furniture was still dusty, and the sofa had a
small mountain of magazines at one end.

He had hoped that Christine would have had
everything done when he got home. Initially he was hoping he’d have
to spank her, but now he was a little nervous of taking charge and
actually giving her a punishment spanking. He’d done some research
online and read that once a couple began this type of relationship,
one of the biggest keys to making it work was consistency from the
HoH.

Christine seemed to really want to give this
thing a shot and he was going to do his part to try and make it
work. Alex had not been very busy today at all for a Saturday. He
could have come home hours earlier. Instead, he had gone on the
internet and looked up domestic discipline and found an
unbelievable amount of blogs and websites about it.

He was surprised how many women kept blogs
and told the ongoing story of their domestic discipline life. He
had even found three or four websites that gave advice and hints on
how to get started. There was advice on how to conduct a spanking
and how to punish in other ways besides spanking.

He strode into the kitchen and found
Christine making two cups of tea. He sat down in his chair as she
brought the tea to the table and then she sat across from him.

Alex took a sip and wondered how to begin
telling her that she was getting spanked. From the websites he’d
looked at earlier, he knew he should tell her what she had done
wrong and then take her to the bedroom where he would give her a
short lecture before putting her over his knee.

Christine started the conversation before he
could get his thoughts together.

“I’m gonna start cleaning as soon as I drink
my tea. I’ll be done in just a little while.”

He looked at her and shook his head. “The
agreement was you’d have it done by the time I got home from work
today. You had your warning on Wednesday. I’m home and you haven’t
done any of the cleaning at all, have you?”

“Well, no, but things just kept coming up and
then today when I went into the den I was just inspired to paint
and next thing I knew the day was almost gone. But I can get it all
done in just a little bit. I have been keeping the kitchen cleaned
up all week so there aren’t any dishes to wash.”

“It’ll take you well into the night to get it
all done. We’ll do it together tomorrow, I’ll help you. But right
now it’s time for you to go the bedroom.”

“Why? It’s almost time to start fixing
dinner.”

“Christine, you asked me to be the HoH. I’m
telling you to go the bedroom now and wait for me. I’ll be there in
a few minutes.”

Her belly clenched at the stern quality in
his voice. Did he intend to really spank her? She’d asked for this
so she got up and did what she was told.

Once she was in the bedroom she wasn’t sure
what to do. Should she sit on the bed? Stand and wait for him to
enter the room? Was he really going to spank her now? She was
nervous and had butterflies in her stomach.

Alex walked in and sat down on the edge of
the bed. He patted the space next to him and said, “Come and sit
down.”

He put his arm around her shoulders and
started talking.

“Since we decided to do this thing, I think
we should try and do it as right as we can. We started out with two
very simple items. We’ve both done well on the respect thing. But
the house cleaning didn’t get done. None of it got done. And we
agreed that if it was not done by the time I got home from work
today, you would get a spanking.”

Christine just sat there looking down at her
hands that were folded in her lap. She couldn’t believe after all
her protestations at the book club meetings; here she sat with her
husband lecturing her on what she had done to earn a spanking. She
had to try one more time and ask him to let her do the cleaning
now.

“Honey, please let me do the cleaning now. I
did do the dishes every night. If I can’t get it done by nine
o’clock tonight, I promise I will not argue about a spanking.
Please, I know I can have it all done by nine.”

“I’m not the one that pushed for this,
Christine. You said you wanted me to step up and be the HoH. That’s
what I’m doing. I’m going to spank you and I’m going to do it now.
I just want to make sure you know why.”

“Yeah, I know why; because you refuse to give
me a little more time to get the cleaning done.”

“Babe, I think your tone is just a bit
sarcastic and I hope you’re not being purposely disrespectful.
Let’s get this done and over with now.”

With his arm still around her shoulders, he
guided her over his lap. She squirmed and tried to protest again,
but he held her firmly.

“Don’t make me have to give you extra swats.
This is what we agreed to.”

“How many swats do you plan to give me?” She
asked in a high squeaky voice.

“I’m not sure yet, but as the HoH, it is my
decision. When I think it’s enough, I’ll stop.” He spoke in that
firm, stern voice that just a short week ago she had thought was
sexy. Right now it was more scary than sexy.

Alex began rubbing her bottom through the
thin knit pants she had on. He reached under her waistband, and
pulled them down along with her panties.

“What are you doing?!” She squealed as she
tried to wiggle away.

“I’m baring your butt so I can give you a
proper spanking. Now be quiet and hold still or I’ll give you extra
swats.”

He gave her the first smack on her right
cheek, followed immediately by another one on the left cheek. Then
he paused to tell her again that she needed to get the house clean
in the agreed upon time.

Each cheek received another firm swat,
followed by a pause so he could tell her how she could have avoided
being spanked.

After the next two smacks he asked her if she
thought she could get the housework done in the future without him
having to spank her again. When she didn’t answer, he landed two
more slightly harder whacks on her butt.

“I suggest you answer me.” He said as he
rubbed her red bottom.

Another smack on each cheek, again slightly
harder, caused Christine to answer.

“Yes! Yes, okay! I’ll get the housework
done!”

Two final strikes, for a total of twelve, and
Alex pulled her up so she was sitting on his lap. He stroked her
back and kissed her head. He rubbed her red, slightly stinging
bottom.

“That’s it, babe. It’s all over. You know I
love you.”

She didn’t say anything. The spanking hadn’t
been all that bad, though it did sting. It was not the same as a
sexy spanking, but she did feel she was a little wet between her
legs. And she had felt Alex’s cock get hard while she had been over
his lap.

Christine let him hold her and tell her
soothing things. She knew it was all part of the “aftercare” that
was supposed to happen once the spanking was over. But she was a
little angry that he had actually followed through with the
spanking. She was angry at herself for not getting the cleaning
done, and for not being able to persuade him to give her a little
extra time.

After about ten minutes he patted her still
bare bottom and said, “Let’s go out for dinner and go see a
movie.”

 


Sunday was spent cleaning the house together.
Alex cleaned the bathrooms while Christine dusted and vacuumed. It
was early afternoon when she finally finished mopping the kitchen
floor and could say the job was done.

She made them sandwiches for lunch and they
sat on the living room sofa eating them. They were tired from all
the work but Christine was very glad to have it done.

“Thanks for helping me, honey. I feel like
now it’s all caught up and it should be no problem for me to
maintain it.”

He leaned over and kissed her neck. “Happy to
help. You’re not still mad at me for the spanking yesterday?”

“No, I think I was madder at myself than you.
I’m kind of wondering if any of the other book club members were
spanked this week. Guess I’ll find out at the meeting on Thursday
night.”

The rest of the day they spent being lazy and
then ordered pizza for dinner. Alex put an old DVD on and they
watched a movie while making out on the sofa.

When the movie credits were running on the
screen, Alex picked up Christine and carried her to the bedroom.
Their clothes had been mostly discarded during the movie and all
that was left was her bra and panties, and his boxer shorts.

He set her down on the bed and stripped off
his boxers, and then he slid her panties off and rolled her over so
he could unfasten her bra. Alex ran his hands over her ass and gave
her a playful slap.

“Hey, what was that for?”

“I just couldn’t resist.” He answered as he
nipped at her left cheek with his teeth while he parted her
legs.

“Ow!” She rolled back over and pushed him on
his back. Then she bent down and took his hard shaft into her
mouth. She licked and sucked him, then moved down to his sac and
sucked his balls into her mouth as her hand slid up and down his
cock.

Alex moaned and pulled her up so she was
straddling him. She lowered herself onto him and began moving up
and down while he took a breast in each hand and rolled her nipples
between his fingers, turning them into hard, tight little buds.

Christine began moving faster and she leaned
forward a bit so she could get some friction on her sensitive clit.
Alex sucked at one of her nipples and lifted his hips to drive
deeper into her with every one of her downward thrusts. Faster and
faster, until they both came and Christine buried her head in the
crook of his neck as she collapsed on his chest.




 


 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


The book club meeting was in full swing with
all the women trying to speak at one time. They all had a story to
tell; six of them had been spanked, three of them knew they had a
spanking coming, and one (Suzanne) had been pulled over for
speeding and received a ticket. She hadn’t told her husband yet and
didn’t want to because she knew it would mean a spanking. Now she
was afraid to tell him even more because not only would she be
spanked for the speeding ticket, but also for not coming to him and
confessing it.

The three women who had spankings coming
wanted details from the six that had already been spanked. They
wanted to know what the transgressions were that had brought on a
spanking and wanted to know how it was done.

Erika went first; she'd been spanked for
being a little too sassy with her husband. She claimed that she
hadn't really been disrespectful but her husband thought her tone
was sassy and that she needed a few smacks. He had grabbed her
right there in the living room, put her over his knee and gave her
five or six sharp whacks through her clothes. Then he hugged her,
told her he loved her, and they went downstairs to watch TV.

Lani had gotten mad at her husband and told
him to go fuck himself. He had sent her to their bedroom and told
her to think about what she had said. He came in ten minutes later
and gave her a short lecture about how disrespectful it was to
swear at one’s husband. Then he told her to take her jeans off and
drop her panties. He pulled her over his lap and blistered her butt
until she cried. If that hadn't been enough, he then made her stand
in the corner with her panties still down around her knees and her
burning butt on display. After five minutes in the corner he called
her back over to him and he hugged her and kissed her, told her he
loved her and that everything was all right. He also told her that
if she swore at him again like that, next time he would be taking
the belt to her ass.

The rest of the women who had been spanked
had a very similar experience to Christine's. Their husbands had
all been a little unsure of themselves and slightly hesitant about
the whole thing, but had followed through. Out of the six women,
Lani had the worst experience by far.

Suzanne was fearful that her husband would
react similarly to Lani's husband. She was seriously considering
just letting the whole speeding ticket episode remain a secret. The
other women tried to tell her that that would be going against the
domestic discipline rules of honesty but Suzanne said she didn't
care.

They talked about punishments other than
spanking for a little while and some of them thought they would
suggest a few to their husbands to use instead of spanking.
Christine made a comment that all the non-spanking punishments
seemed even more childish than getting spanked. Lani pointed out
that at least they weren’t painful. After coffee and refreshments,
the meeting broke up and everyone headed home.

Because the meeting had run longer than
usual, Christine decided to send Alex a test message letting him
know that she was on the way home now. He responded with a simple
okay.

 


On Sunday it was time for Christine and Alex
to sit down for their weekly discussion and go over their domestic
discipline plan and decide if there were any changes that they
wanted to make.

“I can't really think of anything that I want
to change at this point,” Christine said. “So far I'm good with the
way things are going.”

“Me too, for the most part. I really did
appreciate the way you texted me on your book club night to let me
know you were on the way home. I was just starting to wonder where
you were when you called because you’re usually home by that time.
I think I'd like to make that a rule. When you're running later
than usual it would be nice if you could send me a text or call me
and let me know.”

Christine was fine with that, she thought it
showed how much Alex loved her and worried about her when she was
running late. It was more than reasonable and she agreed. She wrote
the new rule in her notebook and then put it away in her nightstand
where it would stay until their next discussion the following
week.

A few days later, Alex announced that he'd
like to change the new rule he had put in place.

“Honey, I think it would be a good idea if
you would start texting me and letting me know when you leave work,
and then again when you arrive home.”

Christine looked at him and asked, “Why? I
mean, is it really necessary?”

“I think I would just feel better knowing
that you’ve left work and are on the way home and then know that
you have arrived safely.”

She shrugged and said, “Okay, if that's what
you want. No problem.”

The following day when Alex arrived home, he
called out, “Hey, Christine? Are you home?”

“Yeah, I'm right here, what's wrong?”

“You didn't let me know when you left work or
when you got home. I thought we agreed that you would text me.”

“Crap! I'm sorry, I guess I forgot. I'm going
to have to work on getting into that habit.”

“Yes, you will. I think it’s important that I
know when you’ve left work. Especially since I work late most
nights; it’ll ease my mind to know you’re safe.”

Christine didn’t consider this request to be
controlling on his part. It sort of made her feel loved that he
wanted to know that she arrived home safely. She thought it was
sweet. This domestic discipline thing was actually making her
marriage better.

Alex had not spanked her again. Well, at
least not for discipline. There was usually some kind of playful
smacks when they made love. So far she’d had a few warnings about
her tone of voice or that she wasn’t keeping up with the house
cleaning as well she should. It was going well and she noticed that
they both seemed nicer to each other.

There was more caring. Not just on her part;
Alex often went into the kitchen to grab a beer and would ask her
if there was anything he could get her. It had become routine
whenever one of them got up to ask the other if there was anything
they wanted.

She also noticed that they snuggled more on
the sofa now when watching TV. Most of the time they ended up
necking and making out on the sofa. Sometimes they made love on the
sofa, but more often than not Alex would carry her to the bedroom
for the finale. Christine loved it. She had never been happier.

 


The next book club meeting for the domestic
discipline reading selection was much like the last one. All the
women had now been spanked at least once. A few of them had been
spanked two or three times. Once again they compared notes and went
around the group telling of their infractions and what sort of
punishment they had earned.

Christine didn’t have anything to report
other than a few warnings Alex had given her and the new rule to
text him when she left work and then again when she arrived
home.

Suzanne had finally been spanked for her
speeding ticket and for keeping it from her husband. She claimed
the spanking was a doozy; her ass was bruised and sore for days.
There was no way she’d consider this as a permanent way of life.
Her husband had a new rule as well; he would not allow Suzanne to
swear anymore. This was not easy for Suzanne. Her favorite words
were fuck and shit. Her butt was getting whacked a couple of times
every evening. Every time she let loose one of her favorites she
got three quick smacks on the butt. The previous evening, she had
let a few words slip three or four times and her husband had not
said a word.

“I was so wrong to think that he hadn’t heard
me or that he was going to let it pass. When I got up to go to bed
he followed me and I ended up with a full blown spanking to cover
all the swearing for the night. Then I had to stand in the corner
for five minutes.”

Lani’s tale was again the worst one of the
group. Her husband had put on the HoH hat and he didn't want to
wait any time at all before diving in and making domestic
discipline a serious part of their marriage. She was getting
spanked four or five times a week. Standing in the corner was
ordered after nearly every spanking for a minimum of five minutes
and sometimes ten minutes. He had gone online searching for
spanking implements and had ordered a wooden paddle and a leather
strap. She didn't think she wanted to continue and was pretty sure
she would end it at the end of the trial period.

The rest of the meeting was spent talking
about punishments other than spanking and the use of spanking
implements. None of them wanted to think about any implements other
than a hand. All of them would prefer non-spanking punishments.

Their next meeting in two weeks would be the
last one concerning this book and after that they would all be on
their own to decide whether or not they wanted to continue with
domestic discipline. Suzanne asked them all to come with a new
suggestion for the next book selection and the club would vote to
pick the winning book.

 


Christine arrived home at her normal time for
a book club evening. When she walked in Alex was pacing back and
forth in the living room and looking at his watch.

“Hi, honey,” she greeted him. “What's wrong?
Why are you pacing?”

“I thought I asked you to call me when you
left and were on your way home.”

“Oh, I thought that was only for leaving
work. I didn't realize you wanted me to call you when the book club
meeting was over as well. I'm sorry, I'll be sure to remember next
time.”

“Christine, I think I made it clear that I
wanted you to call me and let me know what you're doing. That means
calling me when you leave work, when you leave your book club
meeting, or your pottery class, or whatever. I was worried that I
hadn't heard from you and knew by now you should've been on your
way.”

Christine walked over to him, gave him a hug,
and said, “I'm sorry I misunderstood, I'll be sure to remember next
time. You should have called me if you were so worried.”

“This is the second time you forgot and
caused me to worry. I think it's time for a little reminder
spanking.”

“What? You're going to spank me for
forgetting to call you?”

“Yes, Christine, I am going to spank you.
You're obviously having trouble remembering to call me so I think
this will help reinforce it in your mind that you need to
call.”

“Well, I hardly think that's fair. It was a
simple mistake that anyone could make. I think I deserve another
chance before you resort to a spanking.”

“You asked me to be the HoH and part of that
means that I make the decision when to spank. I've made that
decision, and we’re going to go to the bedroom now and handle
it.”

Christine was surprised; this was not what
she had expected when she came home. But she wasn't sure if she
should continue to try and get out of the spanking. After all, Alex
was right. He was the HoH and these things were his decision. She
decided to make the best of it and followed him to the bedroom.

“Take your clothes off please,” Alex said.
“You understand why I'm spanking you, don't you?”

“Yes, you explained it and I do understand,
but I think it was a misunderstanding or a miscommunication that I
was also required to call you upon leaving the book club meeting or
anywhere else. I thought you meant only work, and you didn’t say
anything on Tuesday night after my pottery class.”

“I feel I was pretty clear,” Alex stated. “I
should have said something on Tuesday but let it slide since I
figured you just forgot. To make sure that there are no further
misunderstandings, I want you to call me whenever you leave any
place you have gone and again when you arrive home if I’m not
home.”

Christine was standing at the end of the bed,
naked now. Alex sat on the edge of the bed and motioned her to come
to him. She obeyed and he immediately took her hand and guided her
over his knee. Then he caressed her legs, running his hand up over
the smooth mounds of her buttocks.

This spanking was a little different from the
first one Christine had. Alex began spanking her lightly and slowly
built his way to a higher degree of intensity. It wasn't long
before Christine was squirming, yelling out “ouch” and asking him
to please stop.

Alex lectured throughout the spanking,
reminding her that this was to help her remember that she was to
call him and let him know where she was and that she was safe. He
told her this was not a controlling measure on his part, but that
he wanted to know that she was safe.

This was a longer spanking than the last one.
Christine hadn't counted, but she estimated that he had smacked her
butt at least 25 times. She was becoming very uncomfortable.

“Alex, please stop,” she begged. “I'm sorry I
misunderstood you, it won't happen again. I promise I will call you
and let you know where I am and where I'm going. Please stop, it's
enough, I'm sorry.”

Finally, he stopped and gathered her into his
arms and held her tight. He rubbed her hot ass, her back, and told
her he loved her. He shifted to lie down on the bed, pulling her
with him so they were now lying on their sides facing each
other.

Christine was close to crying, but controlled
herself. She still did not believe that she had deserved the
spanking. It was a misunderstanding not an intentional breaking of
a rule. She thought Alex could have exercised a little bit of
leniency with her on this issue.

“Are you okay, honey?” Alex asked her.

She nodded her head, sniffled and said, “I
still think it was unfair of you to spank me.”

“I know you do, but you have to let me make
the decisions and trust that I’m doing what I think is right for
you, for us.”

“I do, but in this case I don’t think a
spanking was warranted.”

“Do you know that your book says that when
the wife is still arguing against the spanking even when it’s over
and done, it means the spanking was not effective and that she
probably needs to be spanked more?”

Christine didn’t answer him. She definitely
did not want to be spanked anymore. Alex felt her stiffen
slightly.

“I’m not going to spank you again. But I want
you to go stand in the corner and think about why you were spanked
and what you can do in the future to prevent being spanked for the
same reason.”

He waited for her to get up, but she didn’t
move.

“Christine? Are you going to go to the
corner? Or would you prefer that I spank you some more?”

She still didn’t answer. Alex felt he had no
choice but to believe she was testing him and he knew this was when
he needed to be firm.

“Last time, Christine.” His voice was very
stern now. “Either you get up right now and go stand in the corner
or I will put you over my knee and spank you again. When I’m
finished, you will still have to stand in the corner. Now, what
will it be?”

Christine stood up and went to the
corner.

“How long do I have to stand here?”

“Until I say so. And no more talking.”

She stood there and started counting in her
head. Three hundred seconds would be five minutes. She didn’t
really have to think about why she was spanked or what she should
do to prevent future spankings for this. She was just going call
Alex for every little damn thing. She was going to call him so
often that he’d want to abolish the stupid rule.

Christine had lost count somewhere around
four hundred thirty when Alex said, “All right, sweetheart. Come
here now.”

She turned and went to him, determined not to
let him see she was still feeling resentful.

“Do I need to spank you again?” He asked
her.

She shook her head. “No, I know I was spanked
because I didn’t call you when I left the meeting. I will remember
to call you and then this won’t happen again.”

“Good girl.” He brushed his lips across hers.
When she didn’t move he deepened his kiss. Her lips slowly softened
and moved against his. Her arms wrapped around his neck, and his
tongue pushed its way into her mouth.

She felt him grow hard against her belly as
he turned her around and tumbled her onto the bed. His hands inched
up towards her breasts, skimming over her ribs on the way, and then
finally reaching their goal. He fondled her breasts and lightly
pinched her nipples. She sucked in a sharp breath, but kept kissing
him. Her fingers ran through his hair as the kiss became even more
passionate.

He groaned and broke the kiss so he could
begin working his way down to the apex of her thighs. He slipped
his fingers inside her hot, moist core. She sighed and moved
against his hand and mouth. He circled her throbbing little nub
with his tongue while his fingers stroked in and out.

She was on the verge of coming and he thought
he was going to explode right there on the sheets if he didn’t get
his hard shaft inside her right then. He rose up over her and
suckled on a swollen nipple as he drove himself deep into her heat.
He thrust into her, his balls slapping her ass with each stroke;
then faster until they came together and she crossed her ankles
behind his back, pulling him in further and felt him throbbing as
he poured himself into her.

 


Christine woke up the next morning feeling
wonderful. Her ass still had a slight burning sensation from the
spanking, but it felt good. She was sore from the vigorous
lovemaking, but it was a good kind of soreness. For reasons she
didn’t understand, and didn’t really care about, she felt loved and
cared for. She felt like she belonged to Alex and he would always
take care of her.

She looked at him sleeping next to her and
thought how handsome he was with his dark hair contrasting against
the bright white of the sheets. He had a strong, square chin, with
chiseled cheekbones. His chest was deep and well muscled from his
workouts at the gym.

Christine reached out and curled the sparse
hairs on his chest around her fingers, then gently caressed his
nipples until they were hard.

He opened his eyes and smiled at her.

“How are you feeling?” Alex asked.

“Wonderful! Last night was fabulous!”

He chuckled and asked, “Even the spanking and
corner time?”

Christine pouted her lips and replied, “That
I could have done without, but I understand why you felt I needed
it. I was talking about afterwards, that was some ‘aftercare’ you
gave me!”

Alex leaned over and kissed her. “How ‘bout
some breakfast before we go to work?”

Christine kissed him back and they got up to
get ready for work.

 


Sunday was another discussion on how the
domestic discipline plan was working. It was the end of their
thirty day trial and they had already agreed to continue on with
this thing. Christine wondered how many of the other members of the
book club were going to continue and was looking forward to the
meeting on Thursday.

Since she and Alex were continuing for a six
month period now, they needed to talk about several things. First
they talked about other forms of punishment. They agreed to use
corner time and writing lines to start with. While Christine
thought they were childish consequences, she had to agree with the
girls at the book club - at least they didn’t hurt. Christine had
nothing she wanted to add to the rules but Alex did.

Christine teased him and said, “You’re always
adding rules, I think you’re looking for excuses to spank me!”

She made sure to say it in a playful, teasing
manner so he wouldn’t think she was being disrespectful. She’d
already racked up two warnings this week for disrespect; the next
one would mean a spanking. Thank goodness a new week was starting
and those two warnings would fall off.

“I have to admit it does seem to add
something to the sex.” Alex smiled at her. “But seriously, if we’re
going do this, then I think we should give it a real try.”

“You’re right. So tell me, what did you want
to add?”

“You mentioned when we first started that you
need to cut back on your chocolate and other sweets. So I thought
we’d put something in place to help you with that.”

“I do not want to be spanked for eating
chocolate, Alex. I don’t think I can agree to that.”

“All right, then how about we limit you to
one piece of chocolate or other candy per day? If you go over that,
you’ll have to stand in the corner for ten minutes.”

Christine thought about it and agreed that
one piece per day was a good place to start, but corner time was
too much for a punishment. She suggested she write lines
instead.

“If I eat more than one piece I’ll agree to
write ‘I will eat only one piece of candy per day’ for three pages
of notebook paper.”

“Hold on,” Alex said. “As the HoH, I’m the
one that decides which punishment to use.”

“Oh, yeah, I guess you’re right. I meant to
say that my opinion is that the chocolate rule is not a huge issue
and I think writing lines might be a more appropriate
punishment.”

“Now that you put it that way,” Alex said, “I
think you’re right.”

They moved on to discuss spanking implements.
Christine’s stomach did little somersaults at the thought of being
spanked with anything other than Alex’s hand. She was hesitant to
bring it up at all, but Alex had it on his list for things to talk
about.

“Did you have anything in mind to use besides
your hand?” She asked him.

“My hand feels the sting as much as your
butt. I wouldn’t mind using something else at least part of the
time. Maybe we could try a wooden paddle or a leather strap like
the one Lani’s husband ordered.”

Christine was sorry now that she had told him
about that. Her butt tingled at the thought of being whacked with a
paddle or strap. She wasn’t sure if the tingle was in excitement or
in dread.

“Um...I think I’m a little bit afraid of
trying a paddle or strap.”

“Don’t be afraid, babe. It’s not like I’m
going to just jump in and start whaling away on your behind with a
paddle. We’d take it slow, get a feel for it.”

“Yeah, but I don’t think we even have a feel
yet for regular hand spanking. We’re not ready to move on to whips
and chains. At least, I’m not ready.”

“All right, we’ll take it slow. We can try a
couple of things we have at home first. Your book suggests wooden
spoons, spatulas, a large paint stir stick, and we can try my
leather belt.”

“Uh...I don’t know about the belt, Alex. That
just seems a little too much like a whipping to me.”

“Honey, you’re getting all worked up for
nothing.” He spoke in a soothing tone. “I’m not going to ‘whip’ you
with the belt. I’d wrap it around my hand so it wouldn’t be too
long, or double it over and we would start gentle and work our way
up within your tolerance level. We’d do that with any of the
implements we decide to try.”

Christine still wasn’t sure. She was afraid
they were moving too fast and the belt was definitely off limits as
far as she was concerned.

“I’ll agree to try the wooden spoons and
other things. But no belt. Maybe down the road if we continue this,
but for now I’m not agreeing to the belt.”

Alex was a little surprised to find that he
was slightly disappointed in her unwillingness to try the belt. He
would try again at a later date on that. The belt as a punishment
implement was something that definitely appealed to him. But this
needed to be consensual so he agreed.

 


 The
book club meeting was the final one for the ‘Save Your Marriage
the Old Fashioned Way’ title. Christine was eager to find out
what everyone else had decided. Once she was settled in a chair and
looked around at the other members, she could tell they were all as
eager as she was to hear what everyone was going to do. All ten
members were in attendance and Suzanne called the meeting to
order.

“This is our last meeting on the Domestic
Discipline book and I think we should go around the room and have
everyone tell us how they’ve done with their trial period and if
they plan to continue. I’ll start to get the ball rolling.”

Suzanne said that while she and her husband
had noticed a certain closeness in their relationship that had not
been there before, they chose to stop all punishment aspects of
domestic discipline. Her husband would continue to be the head of
the household and they would discuss all major issues together and
then he would make the final decision. They had agreed to
maintenance spanking every week to ten days to remind Suzanne that
she needed to be respectful and honest.

She told them, “I really don’t mind the
maintenance; they don’t hurt that much and invariably lead to a
great session of sex.”

Erika and her husband were going to continue
with it. Like Christine and Alex, they had added rules and
different forms of punishment. It was going well for them and they
thought the benefits to their relationship were fantastic.

Lani had discovered that she was an outright
spanko. She loved the lighter maintenance and reminder spankings.
Like Suzanne and her husband, Lani’s spankings usually ended up
with great sex. She wasn’t overly fond of the serious spankings
when she messed up, but she had found that even those had benefits
and made her feel good.

Four of the woman had ended their trial at
the thirty day mark. One hated it and couldn’t live with it, the
second said her husband just didn’t want to be a HoH, and the other
two said it just didn’t do anything for them at all.

That left six women who were planning to
continue in some way. It made Christine feel that she and Alex had
made the right choice. If six couples out of ten found value in
this type of relationship, then it had to have some merit.

 





 


 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


 


Six months later Christine and Alex were
having their monthly domestic discipline meeting. It was the end of
the six month trial period and now it was time to decide if they
were going to continue.

Alex was all for it. He was feeling more in
control of his home, his work, his life. He felt more confident in
everything he did and he attributed it all to the practice of
domestic discipline. While there had been plenty of ups and downs
between them, they had managed to work it all out and their
marriage was stronger. He saw no reason to stop when it was going
so well.

Christine wasn’t quite as eager as Alex, but
she didn’t want to quit. It was true that they were so much closer
than ever before in their marriage. They held hands when they were
out in public. If they went out to dinner Alex would touch his feet
to hers under the table. There was so much more touching between
them than what used to be before they started this thing.

She loved how he would come up behind her
while she was working in the kitchen, put his hands on her waist,
and kiss the back of her neck or just nuzzle her. They made love
much more often now and it was so much better than it ever had
been. They had ventured into some previously unknown areas,
exploring different little things. Things that might be considered
just a tad on the kinky side.

No, she did not want to quit doing this thing
they were doing. But at the same time, she was a little concerned
that Alex was slowly becoming more controlling over her life. She
felt as though he expected her to be completely submissive in all
things. It sometimes caused a problem.

That problem, she admitted, was mostly within
her. She was not a naturally submissive person. She didn’t like it
when she felt she was being treated like a child. She hated it when
Alex made her feel as though her opinions or input on any decisions
were meaningless. As the head of the household he made the final
decision, she got that part, but sometimes she didn’t even get to
voice her thoughts.

During the past several months Christine had
done a lot of research on domestic discipline. She followed several
blogs that were written by women living in DD households. There
were a few written by men and she followed those as well. It was
good to get the perspective of a HoH.

In these blogs most of the women wanted to be
submissive. Some had difficulty getting there, but they made it a
goal to be submissive to their HoH in all things. Sometimes they
slipped back into what they referred to as their ‘old ways’ and
then they needed a ‘correction’ from their HoH. They didn’t always
agree and they claimed they didn’t like the punishment, so they
worked hard at becoming more submissive. Christine had a hard time
wrapping her head around that. That wasn’t how she wanted to
be.

She understood the head of household concept.
She liked that the major decisions weren’t hers to worry about
anymore. It was nice coming home from her job and knowing all she
had to do was a little dusting or vacuuming. Cooking had always
been on her, she enjoyed it, and if she was too tired Alex didn’t
complain if she ordered out some Chinese food or a pizza.

She did not like it when Alex made decisions
without even asking for her input. Since the final decision was
his, sometimes he felt as though there was no need to even discuss
it with her. Especially if he suspected her opinion might be
different from his.

What kept her going was the knowledge that
domestic discipline was consensual, that she could end it at any
time, and that it could be practiced in any way a couple saw fit
for them.

As they sat at the kitchen table, Christine
tried to make Alex understand what she was having problems with and
she hoped he would adjust some of his thinking.

“Alex, I’m willing to agree to continue this
thing we do, but I would like a little more of a partnership
between us. I still want you to be the head of our household, but I
want to have some say in the decisions.”

“Honey, you always have a say; you know
that.”

“No, I don’t. Sometimes you decide what to do
without even discussing it with me. I know we agreed that as the
head of the household the final decision is yours, but I still want
to talk about things and be able to give my opinion.”

“Okay, no problem. I’ll be sure to give you
the chance to chime in.”

Christine shook her head. “I don’t want to
‘chime in,’ I want you to listen to my opinion and consider it
before you make up your mind that your way is the way it’s going
be.”

“I think I do that, honey. But if I don’t, I
want you to let me know.”



“I can only do that if you talk to me about
things before you decide and then act on your decision.”

Alex sighed as if he thought she was
nit-picking.

“All right, I’ll be sure not to make any
decisions before talking to you. Anything else you want to
discuss?”

Christine smiled and said, “Not right now.
Let’s agree to continue but if there’s something either one of us
wants to talk about or clarify; we’ll talk about it without waiting
for the monthly meeting.”

“Great, and let’s not put a time limit on it.
We’ve been doing this for a while now and we both want to keep
doing it. Let’s just talk about things when we need to.”

Christine was satisfied for now. She would
tackle issues as they came up and they would make this thing work
for their relationship. She was sure that was the key. Every couple
had to find their own version of practicing domestic discipline and
it took time and patience.

She had to admit that Alex did not look for
reasons to spank her. They mostly spanked for fun foreplay. In the
past seven months she had been spanked for punishment five or six
times. And every one of the spankings had been for disrespect.
Christine had a tendency to snap at Alex when she wasn’t feeling
her best. He did give her one or two warnings, but then he would
take her to the bedroom and spank her bottom quite a bit harder
than an erotic spanking.

While he had purchased a paddle and a leather
strap, he had so far used them only for the erotic, sexy spankings.
Neither one of them had cared for the homemade implements like
wooden spoons and spatulas. So far all her punishments had been
only with his hand.

 


Two weeks later Alex came home on a Saturday
afternoon and found Christine in the bedroom trying on the new
clothes she’d bought on a shopping spree. She was checking out how
her butt looked in the new tight pencil skirt she’d bought.
Looking pretty damn good!

“Uh...did you go shopping today?” Alex asked
as he stood in the doorway admiring his wife’s ass in the new
skirt.

“Yeah, I did. What do you think? You like
it?”

“I do like it. But I thought we agreed that
you wouldn’t go on any shopping sprees without talking to me about
it. How much did you spend?” He looked around the room at the
numerous store bags and items of clothing strewn on the bed and the
chair.

“I know, Alex. But really, I didn’t spend
that much. Less than a thousand bucks and everything was on sale.
And you have to admit I haven’t been shopping at all for quite some
time.”

“That’s not the point, Christine. We agreed
we would curtail our spending and work on getting debt free and the
house paid off. You don’t need all these new clothes.”

She pouted and said, “Every girl needs new
clothes sometimes. Don’t be mad. What does it matter if I spend a
hundred dollars a month for ten months or do it all at once?”

“Because we agreed on not spending large
amounts without having a discussion.”

“Actually, the way I remember it,” Christine
said. “You decided and I just went along to keep the peace. I like
shopping; I can’t just not ever shop.”

“Enough,” Alex said in what Christine had
come to think of as his HoH voice. “We agreed and this stuff is
going to have to go back to the stores.”

“You can’t be serious! I’m not returning
these things!”

“Either you return them or I will.”

“Alex, please. I haven’t shopped in ages. You
can’t expect me to take everything back.”

“Fine, pick one item and then return the
rest. That’s the end of this discussion.”

Alex left the room and Christine stood there
fuming. Who did he think he was? Ordering her to return the
clothes just like that. She worked everyday just like he did and
she had the right to spend some of the money she made. She wasn’t
going to return any of the clothes.

She changed into her jeans and a tee shirt
and went to the kitchen to start making dinner. They did not
discuss the clothes again. Alex felt no need to talk about it any
further, he had made the decision and that was the end of it as far
as he was concerned. Christine was not going to beg, her closet
would just absorb the new clothes and Alex would never know.

 


On Thursday, when Alex got home and they were
having dinner, he asked about the clothes.

“Did you return all those clothes you bought
last weekend?”

“Uh...no, not yet. I’ve been working.” She
didn’t want to lie, but she’d removed all the tags and hung the
clothes in her closet.

“Okay, just be sure you return them this
weekend.”

Christine nodded her head and changed the
subject. All she could hope for is that he would forget to ask
about them on the weekend and then forget all together.

But no such luck. On Saturday night Alex
asked again.

“Did you get to the mall today and return the
clothes?”

“No, I was cleaning house all day and
forgot.”

Alex looked at his wife. He knew what she was
doing and he wasn’t going to have any of this game playing.

“You have no intention of returning the
clothes, do you?”

“Uh...well...I...uh...took the tags off so
they really can’t be returned.”

She was afraid to look at him and see the
anger in his eyes. She knew she was in trouble.

“Tell me, Christine, did you remove the tags
before or after I told you to return the clothes?”

“After,” She said in a small voice.

He put down his knife and fork, patted his
mouth with his napkin, and then said, “You’ve been deliberately
trying to make me think you will return them while you have no
intention of doing so. Go to the bedroom and wait for me. Now.”

“Alex, please,” Christine tried to protest
but didn’t really know what to say. He was right; she’d had no
intention of returning the clothes.

“Don’t even try, Christine. Do as you’re told
and go to the bedroom. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

“Am...am I...are you going to spank me?”

“What do you think? You’ve defied me, you’ve
tried to deceive me, and now you want to know if I’m going to spank
you? Last time, Christine. Go to the bedroom and take your jeans
off.”

She swallowed hard and pushed her chair back.
It had been almost two months since he had given her a punishment
spanking. She knew this would be a hard one.

Once she was in the bedroom she took her
jeans off and stood by the corner of the bed. This was how she
always waited for Alex to come in when she was going to be
punished. He had never asked her to stand there, but the first time
she hadn’t known what else to do and it had become part of their
ritual prior to punishment spankings.

She stood there and thought how stupid it had
been for her to think she could get away with not returning the
clothes. She would have ended up feeling guilty anyway since it was
the same as a lie. Now she was going to have to pay for her
defiance and she wondered if this was going to be the time that he
used the paddle or leather strap for punishment.

Christine heard Alex walking down the hall
and she also heard the jingle as he unbuckled his belt. It didn't
concern her too much because he had never used his belt on her. He
respected her wishes that he not use the belt. She was sure he was
only getting ready to take his pants off so that he would be more
comfortable and that meant that he was probably going to take her
over his lap to spank her rather than make her bend over the chair
or on the edge of the bed.

He paused when he entered the bedroom and
looked her over. She was standing there in her T-shirt and panties.
His belt was doubled over in his hand. Christine's breath caught in
her throat for a moment at the sight of the doubled over belt.

“Drop your panties to your knees,” he
instructed her as he sat on the edge of the bed.

“Alex,” she stammered. “We agreed you
wouldn’t use the belt to punish me.”

“Drop your panties to your knees and come
here.”

His voice was hard and his tone unyielding;
she was sure she would be in even more trouble if she asked
anything else. She dropped the panties and took two shuffling steps
and stopped at his side.

Alex took her hand and pulled her down over
his lap and began lecturing her as he always did before a
punishment spanking.

“Do you understand why I'm spanking you?”

Christine nodded her head to indicate that
she did understand.

Alex rubbed her bottom with his hand and
said, “Tell me why, Christine. Why are you being spanked
today?”

“Because I didn't return the clothes when you
told me to and because I tried to hide it from you so that I could
keep all the new clothes.”

“That's right, and isn't it the same thing as
telling me a lie when you do not follow directions and try to hide
it from me?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

He began to spank her with his hand. He did
not start off lightly like he usually did. These were sharp smacks
with absolutely no pattern whatsoever. She didn't know where the
next spank would land. Normally Alex would alternate between her
cheeks; hardly ever landing more than two smacks in a row on the
same cheek. But tonight he smacked one cheek five times and the
other three times and then back to the first for another six times.
It was much more painful than any of her other punishment spankings
had been. But she knew that what she had done was wrong and she
deserved the spanking, and she was grateful that he was not using
the belt.

After a few minutes, Alex stopped and rubbed
her bottom some more, giving her a little break. While he did that
he lectured some more.

“What you did was disrespectful, and I am not
going to tolerate disrespect from you. You will not lie to me and
you will not go on shopping sprees without speaking to me first.
That is what we agreed to. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” she answered. “Can I get
up now?”

“No, you cannot get up now. Now I am going to
spank you with my belt.”

“No! We agreed no belt for spankings!” She
squirmed to try to get up, but he held her firmly in place.

“I know what we agreed to, and you knew we
agreed to no shopping sprees and yet you did it anyway. I want to
make sure that this gets through to you and that you understand if
you don't abide by what we've agreed to then the consequences are
going to be more severe.”

With that he picked up his doubled over belt
and began striking her already red ass.

She gasped at the stinging pain the belt
caused. It was completely different from the paddle or the leather
strap. Of course, those had only been used for fun spankings. This
was entirely different, and Alex was making sure that she felt the
difference between those fun spankings and this serious
spanking.

Christine cried out several times as Alex
continued to strike her with the belt. She begged him to stop and
promised that she had learned her lesson, but he turned a deaf ear
to her pleas and kept on with the belt.

“Stop, please! Alex, you have to stop now! I
can't take anymore!”

“You can take more, and you will take more. I
am not finished with you yet. When I am done, I can assure you that
you will not be going on another shopping spree soon.”

He continued raining blows on her sore
bottom.

“Please! I promise I won't go shopping again
without talking to you. You have to stop now, Alex!” She was
sobbing openly now and squirming on his lap.

Finally, Alex put the belt down and began to
gently rub her very red bottom. She sniffled into the pillow, still
crying, and now wondering why she ever thought this lifestyle would
be good for their marriage.

Alex spoke soothingly to her, telling her
everything was all right now, he loved her and would always love
her. He brushed her hair away from her face and then lifted and
turned her around so she was sitting in his lap. He continued to
caress and rub her back and her legs. She buried her head in his
chest and cried.

“Shhh...shush now, everything is fine.” He
kissed her temple and his fingers wandered between her legs where
she was hot and wet. He slid a finger deep inside her and felt her
tremble in his arms.

Alex moved and laid her down on the bed and
then undressed. He leaned over to remove her t-shirt and then got
in bed with her, pulling her close to him.

Christine reached for his cock, wrapped her
fingers around it and began stroking it. He was already stiff and
hard. Her fingers skimmed over the tip and she felt the tiny
droplet of moisture. She smoothed it over the head of his throbbing
shaft, massaging the drop of moisture into the skin and then ran
her finger over the rim.

Alex had two fingers deep inside her hot
pussy and a nipple was in his mouth. He couldn't wait any longer;
he moved between her legs and drove himself into her. She arched
her hips upwards to meet his thrusts and was shocked at the
intensity of her sudden release. A few seconds later she felt him
coming inside her with an equal intensity.

Christine lay in Alex’s arms and wondered if
it was the spanking that had made the lovemaking so much more
intense. There was always an extra zing to their lovemaking when
they spanked for fun but it seemed like every time they had sex
after a serious spanking it was just so much more intense. Was it
due to the connection that all the domestic discipline blogs
talked about? All those women blogging claimed they felt relaxed,
protected, forgiven, and most of all loved after their husbands
spanked them. She fell asleep thinking that she was feeling all
those things right now.




 


 


 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


About a month later, they were sitting down
having their monthly discussion about how they were practicing
domestic discipline and how it was working for them. Alex had been
reading the blogs and he wanted to introduce a new tool that he
felt would help them.

“I think we should consider maintenance
spankings,” he began. “I feel it would help you remember to speak
to me with respect when you start getting a little snippy every now
and then.”

Christine knew what maintenance spankings
were; it was a hot topic on the blogs. They were not as severe as
punishment spankings and some of the bloggers referred to them as
role affirmation or reminder spankings. Many of the women writing
the blogs claimed that while they didn't like maintenance
spankings, they realized that they needed them. In fact, if they
didn't get a regular role affirmation spanking, some women said
that they began to try to take control away from their husbands and
got into more trouble.

She didn't know how she truly felt about it.
While these types of spankings might not be as bad as a punishment
spanking, they certainly were not meant to be fun. She did know
that after Alex spanked her for discipline she was always the model
little wife for several days. Then, as time went on she began to
slip up. She would snap at him when she was tired, sometimes she
would sigh as if he were bothering her if he asked her a
question.

Even though Christine felt maintenance
spankings were more or less a light punishment spanking without
having done anything wrong, she could see there might be some
benefit to them.

“I guess I might be willing to try them,” she
cautiously ventured. “But I don’t want this to turn into something
you start doing every day just because you want to. Were you
thinking of some sort of schedule, or just when you feel it might
be needed?”

“Honey, I don’t spank you just because I feel
like it. You have to know better than that.”

“I do, but sometimes I do feel like you take
opportunities to spank when I feel talking would work just as
well.”

“You do? Really? I don’t know how you can
feel that; you get spanked less than once a month on average.”

“I know. Maybe it’s just me. Let’s try it for
a month and then we’ll talk about it again.”

Christine wanted this to work and she had to
admit that Alex was generally more respectful to her than she was
towards him. Where she would snap and give him a sharp comment,
he’d usually just walk away and let her have some space and time to
calm down. She was willing to give it a try.

“So you haven’t answered about when or how
often yet.” She reminded him of her earlier question.

“Maybe once a week or so. How does that
sound? Do you want a scheduled day?”

“No, I don’t think so. Then I’d be dreading
it, knowing it was coming, and I think it’ll be better if you just
tell me when you think it might be time.”

“We’ll start now. It’s almost time to go bed
anyway.” He was waiting for her to protest simply because she
always tried to get out of a spanking.

But she just nodded her head. Then she wrote
a few comments in her notebook about how maintenance was to begin.
She pushed away from the table and headed to the bedroom with Alex
following her.

It wasn’t a bad spanking at all. It almost
had a feel of one of their sexy foreplay spankings. She could tell
her pussy was getting wet and she squirmed a little on his lap.

Alex had the same feeling and he tried to
overcome it by spanking her a little harder, but in the end his
cock was hard and all he wanted to do was bury himself in her.

He stopped after about twenty smacks and they
cuddled in bed for the aftercare portion which turned out to be
more foreplay before sex.

Christine thought if this is what maintenance
spankings led to, she’d be willing to submit to them every
night.

 


Less than a week later Alex announced it was
time for a little maintenance. Christine was surprised but she went
along with it mostly because she wanted to see if the same thing
would happen.

Alex had different plans for this
maintenance. He told her to bend over the bed instead of getting
over his lap. This wasn’t a new position for them; though she’d
usually wind up over his knee, sometimes he had her bend over the
bed or chair. Alex wanted to be sure this time didn’t lead to
sex.

He gave her a small lecture telling her this
wasn’t punishment; it was just to maintain their dynamic that
seemed to be working so well.

“I love you and want our marriage to be the
best it can be.”

He used the leather strap and gave her about
fifteen spanks with it. She didn’t count, but that’s what it felt
like. When they were done, Alex held her in his arms, told her
again how much he loved her, and they went to sleep without having
any sex.

As the weeks went by, Christine noticed it
was almost every Saturday night that Alex felt a maintenance
session was needed. Sometimes they had sex afterwards; sometimes
they just went to sleep. She did notice that more than two months
passed without a punishment spanking and she concluded that Alex
was correct when he thought it would help their marriage.

Little by little Alex began putting in more
rules for Christine. First he thought she wasn’t getting enough
sleep during the work week and said he wanted her to be in bed by
10:30. Weekends were excluded from the bedtime rule. It didn’t
bother Christine; she knew she stayed up late too many nights and
it was sweet that Alex cared enough to make it a rule.

The next rule was to be sure the kitchen was
cleaned up after supper before going to her pottery classes, book
club meetings, or just settling down to watch TV. The house would
look neater and it was nice not to have to face a sink full of
dirty dishes before she went to bed so she didn’t object to that
rule.

Soon Alex set up a schedule for keeping the
house in tip top shape. He made a chart that showed the different
housecleaning tasks and when they were to be done. Everything from
dusting, vacuuming, washing floors, laundry, and cleaning windows,
was on the chart. Christine didn’t mind, it kept the house clean
and if anyone popped in for a visit she never had to worry that her
house was too messy. She’d been cleaning with her own chart anyway
so it was no big deal.

The chart also included chores for Alex. It
covered the yard work that was his responsibility and general
maintenance of the exterior of the house. His section of the chart
included things like when to clean the garage, when to clean the
gutters, and other do-it-yourself items. He often chipped in on
Sundays to help Christine with cleaning.

Christine often had bad days at work and she
was able to take them in stride on the days she had her outside
activities to go to. By the time she got home from her pottery or
art classes she was usually back in her regular good humor. On the
days she didn’t have any outlet for her bad moods she usually took
it out on Alex when he got home.

She was crabby, short with her responses to
him, snippy, and not very nice. Alex would give her a warning and
then he’d put down his book or turn off the TV.

“I think maybe we need a little maintenance.
Let’s go into the bedroom.”

Christine would protest, but she knew he was
right. And she’d rather have maintenance with twelve to fifteen
smacks on her ass than a full blown punishment spanking any
day.

 


She never was able to put her finger on when
exactly things started to go wrong. But about nine months after
they agreed to continue domestic discipline (after the first seven
months), she began to realize that Alex was micro-managing her time
and her activities. Almost every moment of her time was accounted
for and Alex knew where she was every minute of every day.

He expected her to text him if she went out
for lunch during the week with her coworkers. She had to let him
know when she left work, when she arrived home, when she left for
her classes, and when she arrived at them, and again when she left.
It seemed as though she was spending a lot of time on informing him
of her every move. When she forgot to let him know, he would give
her a warning and ask that she not forget again. The second time
she forgot he would say it was time for a little maintenance. The
third time meant a punishment spanking.

Usually she didn’t forget again for several
weeks but then the cycle would start over again. It wasn’t long
before maintenance was happening three or four times a week. And
punishment spankings were no longer spaced far apart. She was
receiving at least two a month. Sometimes she felt like she was
getting spanked nearly every day.

Then Alex stopped warning her and began
taking her by the arm and leading her to the bedroom for a spanking
anytime she didn’t do something right or if he thought she was
disrespectful. Sometimes if she snapped at him in the kitchen, he
would grab her, put her over his knee as he sat on a chair, throw
her skirt up or pull her pants down, and give her a spanking right
there.

He began using more other punishments as
well. Corner time was something Christine hated and Alex rarely
used it because he knew how much she detested standing in the
corner with her ass on display. Writing lines had been used a few
times, but now Alex had decided to use these more often.

“Honey, I don’t want to have to spank you for
every little thing. Isn’t five minutes of corner time better than
being spanked? Writing a few pages of lines has to be better than a
spanking.”

At this point, Christine was so sick of being
spanked so often she went along with it. She didn’t mind writing
lines; it was definitely preferable to being spanked. The problem
now was that Alex always ordered ten pages of lines and usually
wanted them done in twenty-four hours.

When Alex suggested he was going to put a
stop to her book club meetings or pottery classes as a form of
punishment, Christine dug in her heels.

“If you do that, I’ll withdraw consent. I’m
not giving up the things I enjoy.”

Alex backed off and Christine was now often
sent to the corner for anywhere from five minutes to fifteen
minutes. When she received a punishment spanking Alex would often
stop and send her to the corner for ten minutes. She had to stand
there with her nose to the wall and her reddened bottom on display
with her panties still bunched around her knees or ankles. Then
Alex would call her back and spank her until she was sobbing,
begging him to stop, and promising that she would be good.

The time after punishment that was supposed
to be ‘aftercare’ had become almost nonexistent. Alex would hug
her, tell her he loved her, and then go back to what he’d been
doing or go to sleep. Sometimes Alex would become aroused by the
spanking and aftercare became an almost rough lovemaking session
that Christine was hard pressed to think of as lovemaking.

 


Alex had bad days at work as well and
sometimes came home crabby. He was even less tolerant of
Christine’s slipups then and often he snapped at or spoke sharply
to her. On these nights she was almost always spanked even thought
it was Alex who had been disrespectful towards her.

It wasn’t long before Christine began to feel
that the respectfulness he demanded from her was not reciprocated
by him. She tried to bring this up at their monthly domestic
discipline meeting.

“Alex, I sometimes feel that I’m the only one
trying to be respectful. You know, sometimes you come home pretty
crabby from a hard day, and you’re not always as respectful as you
demand me to be.”

“Are you serious? I might come home in a bad
mood, but I don’t think I’ve ever been disrespectful.”

Christine had expected this response from him
and she had her reply all ready.

“Then will you be upset if I point it out to
you the next time it happens?”

He had no choice but to agree and he said, “I
don’t think you’ll find the opportunity to point it out, but of
course I want you to tell me if it happens.”

Since that had gone well, Christine had one
other thing to talk about.

“I think I’m being spanked too often. Six
months ago I rarely was spanked for punishment and now it’s at
least a couple of times a month and maintenance has become three or
four times a week. Either you’re micro-managing me or you’re just
being too strict.”

Alex didn’t say anything for a few minutes;
he seemed to be thinking about it and Christine waited patiently
until he finally spoke.

“I don’t think I’m micro-managing you or
being too strict. I think we have more rules in place and that
gives you more chances to mess up. If you mess up, my job is to
discipline you. Remember, this is called domestic discipline. If I
let you get away with things, then what would be the point of doing
this?”

It was Christine’s turn to gather her
thoughts before speaking. She wasn’t sure what to say. She
was the one who brought this whole idea to their
marriage.

Things sure have changed from the days we
both scoffed at this thing.

“I want fewer spankings, less maintenance and
less punishment spankings.”

“What type of punishments would you suggest?
You hate corner time and I don’t think writing lines is much of a
punishment other than for very minor things. Are you willing to
lose privileges? No internet or a month of no art classes?”

“I will not agree to no internet or my
classes being suspended.” She was adamant about that. There was no
way she was giving up the things she loved.

“You know the guidelines in that book that
started this thing we do say it is the HoH who determines what type
and how the punishment is carried out. I can decide this without
your input.”

She was beginning to get angry now and she
told herself to stay calm. She had to respond respectfully and
rationally or she’d find herself over his knee; yet she had to make
it clear to him that she wasn’t backing down from this.

“You’re right; you can decide this without
any input from me. But I can withdraw consent.”

Alex paused before responding. He didn’t
think she’d do that. She loved the results this domestic discipline
thing had brought to their relationship. He was surprised how it
changed everything and was very happy with the closeness they now
shared. Every aspect of their life together had improved and he did
not want things to return to the way they had been.

Not that things had been bad. But they had
been sort of indifferent. There had been no excitement in their
marriage. Sex had vastly improved since they started this thing. He
was more confident and felt more like a real man - like the man of
the house and in charge of his life. He liked that feeling and he
liked the responsibility of it. The major decisions were on him in
the end. Even if they talked about things, the final decisions were
his to make. If he made a bad choice, it was on him. No, he didn’t
want this to end and he didn’t think she’d be willing to give up
what they now had.

“All right, let’s work on how we can have
less spankings and see what else we can come up with for other
punishments. We both know this has worked wonders for us overall
and I don’t think either of us wants to quit.”

Christine made notes in her notebook and
hoped things would improve.

 


They didn’t improve. They got steadily worse.
Alex had a few legal cases that were causing him a great deal of
stress and it seemed his way of dealing with it was to take it out
on Christine’s ass.

He did at first make an effort to spank her
less frequently, but it didn’t last long. Soon she was being
spanked nearly every day and sent to stand in the corner after most
spankings. She usually had lines to write a couple of times a week
and if she didn’t get them done in the allowed time she could be
sure another spanking was coming her way.

If Christine disagreed with anything Alex
said she was being disrespectful. She felt like she was walking on
eggshells. Before speaking she had to make sure she knew exactly
what she was going to say and that her tone of voice could not in
any way be considered disrespectful, snippy, or challenging. She
could never let anything just pop out of her mouth; every word and
the tone of her voice had to be carefully controlled.

Alex had recently put a new rule into effect.
Christine didn’t have much of an appetite and had lost weight. She
usually skipped breakfast, had a light lunch and rarely ate more
than a few bites at dinner. Alex’s new rule was for Christine to
keep a food diary and she was to eat at least twelve hundred
calories per day. At the end of the week, if her daily average did
not calculate out to the twelve hundred calories, she would have to
write lines. If it happened for two weeks, then she would be
spanked. She started to make up the things she recorded in her food
diary. It made her feel guilty, but she was not going to be spanked
because she didn’t have an appetite.

She put up with the whole miserable situation
for a few months more, trying to talk to Alex whenever he seemed to
be in a good mood. Their monthly domestic discipline meetings had
ended. If she reminded him it was time to talk about things, he
said he was too busy or had too much on his mind.

Christine spent a lot of time on the domestic
discipline blogs, but they didn’t help much. With most of them
written by women who wanted to completely submit to their husbands
in every way, there was little she could find to help her. In her
opinion, some of those relationships were abusive. Some of those
women were forced to kneel in front of their husbands after
punishment and service them orally. Others had to refer to their
husbands as ‘Master’ or ‘Sir.’ While she felt that was fine if
that’s what those women wanted, it wasn’t what she wanted.

There were a few blogs that she did like.
These women seemed to have more of what Christine had hoped for and
expected. She had just wanted Alex to be the head of the household;
to take charge of things, lead the way. She had hoped for some
structure and a better, closer relationship. She loved the idea of
a relationship that was built on respect, trust, honesty and
love.

She remembered when Alex had told her he
didn’t want her to be submissive, he didn’t want to punish her, he
was happy with the way she was. Things had not turned out quite the
way she had expected.

 





 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


Christine sat across from Alex now and said,
“I’ve withdrawn consent. I no longer agree to this situation. I
will no longer agree to punishments of any kind. No spanking, no
corner time, no writing lines.”

“Explain yourself,” Alex demanded. “What the
hell has happened that you’re so upset?”

“It’s not just one thing, Alex. But do you
hear yourself speaking to me? If I used that tone of voice with
you, I would be punished. We are supposed to both be respectful to
each other and lately it’s only me that is being held accountable
for that.”

He ran his hand through his dark hair and
sighed. “I’ve been under a lot of stress at work, honey. I’m sorry
if you feel things are not working the way they should.”

Alex didn’t want her to withdraw consent. He
liked things the way they were. Okay, maybe he was a little
overboard lately; but he just needed to get these few cases out of
the way and things would be back to normal.

“It’s more than that, Alex. I’m almost afraid
to talk to you. I have to worry that you’ll take what I say the
wrong way or read something in my tone and decide I’m being
disrespectful. I’m tired of having to text my every move to you. I
feel like I can’t do anything without checking in with you. I’m
constantly worried that I’m going to be punished and it’s causing
me stress. That’s why I have no appetite and have lost weight. Your
latest rule on that is not helping either.”

Alex listened to her and while it upset him
that she was withdrawing consent; if he was honest, he had to admit
that he had taken things a little further than he ever intended
to.

“So what do you suggest we do?”

Christine had expected much more resistance
from him and she wasn’t really prepared to answer that question.
Her thought process had only taken her as far as withdrawing
consent.

“I still want you to be the head of the
house. I need time to think things through and now that I don’t
have to worry about punishments, I think I’ll figure it out. I want
to be able to come to you and talk to you without you getting angry
or thinking I’m disrespectful.”

“Okay, if that’s how it has to be - no more
punishments. But I do want you to text me when you get home from
work and let me know if you’re going to one of your classes. I do
worry about you when I haven’t heard from you and don’t know where
you might be.”

“I’ll agree to that.” Christine said.

They both got up from the table and hugged.
Alex kissed her lightly.

“I love you, Christine. We’re gonna make this
work.”

“I love you, too.”

 


They started from scratch. Christine didn’t
stop doing all the things that had been put in place over the past
eighteen months; she liked the house being clean and the dishes
done. Now that she didn’t have to worry about be spanked, things
didn’t always get done on schedule, but they did get done.

They both spoke nicely to each other. When
they had a slight disagreement one evening and Christine called
Alex a chauvinist pig, his eyebrows went up in that HoH warning
look that she always found so sexy. She knew there was no reason to
worry about punishment, but she apologized and his dark look
vanished.

She texted him every evening telling him she
was home from work and letting him know if she was going to one of
her classes or staying home.

Her food diary was thrown away and she began
eating more because her appetite returned as her stress level
decreased.

Alex had to admit that things were going
along much more smoothly and Christine seemed happier. Even he was
happier and felt less stress. Alex liked giving Christine
spankings; he found he liked giving any kind of spanking. Whether
they were erotic, maintenance, reminders, or outright punishment;
he was a spanko. He knew she enjoyed the erotic spankings and for
now it looked like that was the only kind of spanking that would be
taking place.

They went out on a Saturday night a few weeks
later. They had dinner at a noisy Mexican restaurant and Alex told
her one of the cases he’d been stressing over was finally
settled.

“I should be a little more available now, and
hopefully less grouchy.” He said it with a teasing smile. He knew
he hadn’t been exactly the easiest person to get along with. He
also had admitted to her that he knew he had gone way over the line
with the domestic discipline and he intended to take it slow now
and get them back on track.

Christine smiled back at him. “That would be
nice. I kind of like the way things are going now between us and it
will be nice if you don’t have to work so many hours. Maybe we can
go someplace for a short weekend.”

“Yeah, let’s plan on that after this other
crazy case gets settled. It shouldn’t be longer than a couple of
more weeks.”

Back at home they snuggled on the sofa and
watched a movie on TV. They soon were kissing and caressing one
another and the movie was forgotten.

Alex had undressed Christine and she was
working on getting his pants off. He helped her and then stood up
with her in his arms and carried her to the bedroom.

“Let’s take a shower,” he suggested as he
nibbled on her earlobe.

“Mmm...okay,” she whispered back to him.

In the shower, Alex and Christine soaped up
and ran their hands up and down each other. The soap made their
skin feel slick and silky. Christine wrapped her fingers around his
cock and moved her hand up and down, feeling it grow stiff and
hard.

Alex cupped a breast in each hand and gently
squeezed, then tweaked her nipples. The muscles in her abdomen
clenched and she felt her pussy respond with a mild contraction.
When she moved her head towards his chest and licked one of his
nipples, it caused his cock to twitch in her hand.

She giggled at the response and did it again.
Alex pinched her nipples lightly and then turned her around so her
back was to him. He bent her over slightly and entered her from the
rear while his hand snaked around her hip to play with her
clit.

Christine put her hands on the wall of the
shower for support as she drove her hips back to meet his thrusts.
He suddenly pulled out, slapped her ass three times and then
plunged back into her, bringing her to an immediate orgasm, which
was followed by Alex reaching his release as well.

Alex turned her back around and she clung to
him since her legs felt like wet noodles and she wasn’t sure she
could stand on her own. He lifted her out of the shower, wrapped a
large towel around them both, and walked her to the bed. Placing
her in the middle of the bed, with her legs dangling over the edge,
he knelt down on the carpet and kissed the insides of her knees,
then her thighs, and finally reached her core.

Alex spread her legs further, parted her
folds and took her into his mouth, suckling on her swollen clit.
Her hips bucked against his lips and he slipped two fingers inside
her and felt the spasms as she came again.

He moved her further up on the bed and began
working his way over her belly, leaving a trail of kisses over her
ribs, kissing and gently sucking on each breast, then her collar
bone and neck, along her jaw line, and finally he captured her
mouth with his as he sank his hard, throbbing cock deep into her
moist warmth.

Christine arched her back, thrust her hips up
as her arms circled around him and her nails dug into his back as
they came together.

 


The next morning Christine woke up with her
head on Alex’s shoulder and her arm across his chest. His arm was
under her and he was gently drawing circles on her back with his
fingers.

“Last night was nice,” he said, kissing her
forehead. It was the first time they had made love since Christine
had withdrawn consent more than two weeks before. He wondered now
if she was going to have an attitude over the slaps he’d given her
wet ass during the great shower sex they’d enjoyed.

“Mmm...it was nice; very nice,” she murmured
as she tweaked the hair on his chest.

“You’re not mad over the little spanks in the
shower?”

“No...it kind of caught me by surprise, but I
have to admit it took me over the edge. So I guess I can’t really
be mad, can I?”

Alex gave a little laugh and said, “Good, I
wouldn’t want you mad over it and your ass looked so good with the
water streaming down, I just couldn’t resist. How ‘bout we hop in
the shower and have a repeat performance?”

Christine was all hot again just from talking
about it and she was ready for another session in the shower. She
moved to get up and head that way, but Alex pulled her close to him
and kissed her. His hand cupped a breast and rolled her nipple
between his fingers. She felt his cock grow hard as it pressed
against her hip.

“Let me spank you now, Christine. Before we
get in the shower, let me spank your fine ass.”

She stiffened for a few seconds, wondering if
this was going to be Alex’s way to bring spanking back into their
life after she’d withdrawn consent. But this was fun spanking; it
was erotic. It was hot. It was exciting. This wasn’t a punishment
or maintenance spanking. And she did want to feel the sting of his
hand coming down on her ass. It added that extra yummy goodness to
their sex.

Christine nodded her head in acquiescence,
but didn’t say anything. Alex sat up and pulled her across his lap.
He rubbed her gorgeous bottom and ran his hand down the backs of
her thighs.

Then he spanked her lightly at the top of her
thighs, moving his way up to her ass. He spanked a little harder
and her cheeks squeezed together.

Alex rubbed her ass again to make her relax,
then spanked her some more. He was very careful not to spank her
too hard. The last thing he wanted was for her to pull away and say
no more. He watched her skin as it turned pink, and then a deeper
pink. He gave her two more slightly sharper smacks on each cheek
and then pulled her up and carried her in the shower.

She was wet between her legs. The spanking
had been perfect for getting her hot and ready; now she wanted him
inside her. Alex turned the hot water on and pushed her against
wall. She lifted one leg and hooked it around his hip as he guided
his hard shaft into her pussy. Christine was holding on to him with
her arms wrapped around his neck as he devoured her mouth while
their hips moved together. They reached their peak together and
only then did they notice the water was no longer hot and rapidly
headed towards cold.

Alex turned the water off and grabbed the
towels hanging just outside the shower. He wrapped one around
Christine and said, “I love you.”

He kissed her, wrapped the other towel around
himself and said, “Let’s have breakfast, I’m starving. I’ll make my
famous omelets and you can do the hash browns and toast.”

An hour later they were sitting at their
table, enjoying Alex’s omelets. He wanted to talk to her about
returning to their domestic discipline lifestyle, but wasn’t sure
how to put it to her in a way that she’d agree to.

When Christine started to get up to clear the
table, he stopped her.

“That can wait. I want to talk to you
first.”

She tilted her head and looked at him
questioningly, “About what?”

Alex thought he detected a bit of wariness in
her eyes and knew he’d have to tread lightly if he was going to get
her to agree to try it again.

“I want to start over.”

“Start over? You mean the domestic discipline
thing?”

“Yes, I want to start again and do it right
this time.”

“Alex, I’m not ready for that. It went
completely over the top and I just can’t deal with that kind of
control from you.”

“I know; it’s my fault it didn’t work. But
when I think back to when we first started, and how it brought us
closer together, I want that again. Ever since you withdrew consent
we’ve been drifting apart, going our separate ways, doing our own
things. We need that dynamic to stay close and I want you to know
that if you agree, I promise I will do things differently this
time.”

Christine didn’t know if she was ready to
risk trying it again. She understood what he was talking about. She
had missed the closeness too. What she didn't miss was the
punishments. She did not miss the maintenance spankings, the
impromptu swats that he used to give her if he thought she was
being sassy or smart-mouthed; she didn’t miss any of the
non-spanking punishments.

“I'm afraid, Alex. I'm afraid it's just going
to get out of hand again. Everything will be fine in the beginning,
just like it was at first, but then little by little you will try
to take more control and more authority.”

Alex looked pleadingly at her and said,
“We’ll start slow, honey. And I won't put any rules in place unless
we both agree that we need them. You can always withdraw consent
again at any time.”

“What about punishments?” Christine asked.
“What will the consequences be if I break any rules?”

“I really thought about this, and I want to
tell you what my plan is. But to answer your question about
punishments, I'm thinking the only time there will be punishments
is for something dangerous and unsafe.”

Christine looked up at him and said, “Okay,
I'm listening, tell me your plan.”

Alex began talking and he talked for a long
time. He told her he had read the book again and he had done more
research on the Internet. He felt he had made his biggest mistake
in thinking that he had to react the same way as other HoHs did. In
reading the book again he was reminded that domestic discipline was
different for every couple; that every couple had to make it fit
for them, not for anyone else. How one couple practiced domestic
discipline was not necessarily the way another couple should
practice it with their marriage.

He proposed following the same original four
D's; dishonesty, disobedience, disrespect, and danger or safety. If
either one of them broke a rule under these headings, they would
agree to tell the other what they had done as soon as possible and
then apologize. Again, just like in their very first discussion,
they agreed that obedience was not a major issue. Alex was not in
the habit of making demands of Christine. Dishonesty was also not a
huge concern; the only dishonesty infraction that Alex could come
up with was when Christine had refused to return the clothes after
her shopping spree.

That left disrespect and danger. Both of
them, at one time or another were guilty of speaking in a sharp
tone; though Christine was more often guilty of this than Alex.
When that happened, if the guilty party did not recognize it
themselves, then the other would point it out and apologies could
be given.

“So are you saying that there really won't be
any punishments? We just admit that we were wrong and apologize?”
Christine was having a hard time believing that Alex would be able
to accept a simple apology and then move on with no further
repercussions.

“Yeah, that's pretty much what I'm saying,”
Alex replied. “But I want to talk about danger now; safety and
health. I think we have to handle that a little differently.”

“Uh...how different?”

Alex outlined his plan for safety rule
violations. His suggestion was that they be handled in exactly the
same way as disrespect, admit what you did and apologize. But since
it was Christine who usually drove way too fast and often had
speeding tickets, he thought that after three tickets within a
six-month period, they should sit down and have a serious
discussion about her driving habits and they would agree together
on those consequences. His reasoning was that her speeding tickets
caused their insurance rates to be very high and so far neither the
fines or high insurance costs seemed to be a deterrent.

“And what do you think those consequences
should be?” Christine asked warily.

“We would decide that together if and when
the time comes.” Alex assured her.

Christine got up, poured them both another
cup of coffee and then sat down again and took a sip. She didn't
say anything for a long time; she just sipped at her coffee and
thought about everything Alex had said. He was right that they were
drifting apart again; each of them busy with their own interests
and activities. Sundays were really the only day they had to spend
any time together and there were always so many things to do around
the house that it hardly could be considered time they spent just
to be together.

She thought back to eighteen months ago when
they had first started domestic discipline and how sweet she
thought Alex had been when he wanted her to phone him and let him
know where she was and that she was safe. And then it had all gone
so bad when every little thing he didn't approve of was a reason
for him to punish her. She didn't want to repeat that.

Alex sat across the table and waited
patiently, knowing she was thinking everything through. He hoped
she would make the decision he wanted her to make.

“You'll always have the option to withdraw
consent again if you agree to try this one more time.” He reminded
her.

“All right, we’ll try again,” She answered.
“No punishments; just admission and apologies. Right?” She had to
clarify.

“That’s right,” Alex confirmed. “If anything
seems to be a recurring problem, then together we’ll decide what
the consequences will be.”

“Do I need to write this down? You know, keep
an accounting like we did last time? The book suggested that, but
it didn’t really seem to help.”

“It’s up to you. I think I’m at fault for
things not working last time, so if you feel you need to have it
written down, then go ahead.”

“I’m not going to bother,” she decided. “But
there’s one more thing...I want to have input on major decisions.
Even though the final decision is yours, I want to be able to
express my opinions and ideas. And I want you to listen and
consider them even if you don’t agree.”

“Absolutely, that’s the way I want it too.
You have good ideas, and I want to talk things over with you.”

“Okay, then.”

“Good, let’s clean up the kitchen and take a
drive to the lake. It’s a beautiful day.”




 


 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


Six Months Later

 


Christine glanced up at her rearview mirror
and saw the Highway Patrol car behind her, lights flashing and the
officer gave a short hit on his siren. Crap, he was pulling her
over.

She pulled into the emergency lane and
stopped. She reached into the glove compartment for her
registration and then her purse for her license. She lowered her
window halfway to hand the items to the officer when he approached
her door.

“Good evening, Ma’am. Do you know how fast
you were driving?”

“Uh...I think I was going maybe five miles
over the speed limit.”

The officer shook his head and said, “No,
Ma’am; you were doing eighteen over the limit. I’m gonna have to
cite you.”

“Oh, please, officer. Can you let me off with
a warning? I promise I’ll pay closer attention and drive
slower.”

He shook his head again, “Sorry, I can’t do
it. That’s more than fifteen over and I’ve gotta cite you.”

Christine worked up some tears and said,
“Please, my husband will be so angry with me.”

He looked over his glasses at her, “I take it
this isn’t the first time you’ve had a speeding ticket?”

“No, it’s not,” she sniffed. “And he’s going
to be really upset with me.”

“Well, I think maybe you better start paying
more attention and drive slower. I’ll tell you what I’ll do, I
write this up for just fifteen over. That’ll give you a lower fine,
but you’ve got to slow down.”

She nodded her head, resigned to the fact
that she wasn’t going to get out of the ticket. She waited in her
car while the officer went back to his vehicle and wrote the
citation.

Christine thought about how Alex was going to
react. Things had been going so well since they restarted their
domestic discipline dynamic. They were close again, spending time
together, making love more often, and she thought they both were
happier.

Christine still kept the house clean; she was
accustomed to doing it now and it was so nice to have a clean
house. The best part of that was that it was a lot easier to clean
a house regularly rather than every six months or so. Alex did his
part of maintaining the home repairs, the yard work, and other
heavier duties.

She still had trouble keeping her mouth under
control, but Alex would give her his HoH look and she’d realize
immediately that she either had said something hurtful or used a
disrespectful tone.

“I’m sorry,” she’d say. “That wasn’t nice of
me.”

He always let it drop, and she always felt
bad afterwards. Alex was rarely short with her. He almost always
spoke quietly to her, never raising his voice or saying nasty
things.

The officer came back to the window and
handed her the citation and her documents, thanked her for her
cooperation, and warned her to slow down.

She drove back into the flow of traffic and
set her cruise control to be sure she didn’t speed again. Her mind
wandered back to how she was going to tell Alex about this.

Last week had been a tough week at work, and
she had been out of sorts nearly every night. Unfortunately, it was
Alex who took the brunt of her bad moods and stress. She had yelled
at him one night over something ridiculous that she couldn’t even
remember now. Sure, she apologized, but she had felt like it wasn’t
enough. On a couple of other nights, she’d been pretty bitchy or
just not as nice as she could have or should have been.

Now this ticket was looming over her and it
was the second one in two months. She had gone four months without
a ticket and now she had two in just two months. In the back of her
mind she wondered if she was pushing the limits to see if Alex
would stick to their new agreement of no punishments.

They had agreed if she had three speeding
tickets in six months, they would have to talk about consequences.
That meant that now she’d have to go another four months without
one. Which shouldn’t be a problem. She really did need to slow
down, their insurance costs were sky high because of her numerous
tickets.

Christine dreaded going to Alex and telling
him about it. Maybe she should be spanked. In fact, since she had
first withdrawn consent, she sometimes missed those maintenance
spankings that she had not wanted originally. But they had sort of
grounded her when they happened only every week or two. When Alex
administered them three or four times a week, they did nothing for
her other than cause her to resent him.

She wondered if she would be giving Alex too
much control again if she agreed to maintenance spankings. They had
also helped to relieve stress sometimes. She didn’t know what to
do. The damn book that started this whole mess talked about
surrendering yourself to your HoH, how once you gave him your
submission it was up to him to determine what consequences were
needed and when. Was she controlling too much of this domestic
discipline thing?

The book also talked about making this
lifestyle fit your marriage, your relationship, your personalities.
It made it clear that all techniques were not for everyone and that
each couple had to find their own way. As long as respect and
honesty were the cornerstones of the relationship, there was no
right or wrong if it worked for you.

They had been doing fine for the past six
months since they started over. There had been no spankings other
than the erotic ones. There had been no real disagreements either.
A few differences of opinion, but no real fights.

Christine was happy with the way things were.
While she remained respectful of Alex’s position as HoH, she didn’t
feel like a doormat. She didn’t have to answer to him for every
little thing, he wasn’t nearly as controlling as the last time they
tried this thing. If she followed the book and the various blogs on
the internet, there was no such thing as giving your HoH too much
control - he was supposed to have full control.

But it was obvious that she needed something,
some sort of consequence to her speeding. What would it take to get
her to slow down? She was going to have to go to him and put the
problem in his hands.

 


When she hit the garage door opener and the
door lifted up, Christine was surprised to see that Alex was
already home. It was early for him to be home and she was almost
disappointed that she wouldn’t have another hour or two to get her
thoughts together before having to speak to him.

“You’re a little late,” Alex said as he
greeted her at the door with a kiss. “Was traffic bad?”

She looked at him with a small smile and
shook her head. “No, traffic was pretty light. I just had a slight
delay.”

“Well, I got the grill going and I pulled out
a couple of steaks for dinner. Are you hungry?”

“Yeah, I guess so.” She didn’t want to ruin
his good mood before she had to so she didn’t tell him she had
little or no appetite after her speeding ticket.

“Is something wrong? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, just a little tired.” She half
lied. “Can we talk after dinner?”

“Sure, but now you’ve got me worried. I can
tell something’s up. Do you want to talk now; before dinner?”

“No, after dinner will be soon enough. Why
don’t you put the steaks on while I change and then I’ll make a
salad.”

“Okay,” he replied. “But you’ve got me
nervous now.”

She gave him a quick kiss and said, “Nothing
to be nervous about. You’re going to like what I have to say. At
least some of it.”

He gave her ass a slight slap and turned to
go see about the steaks. He wondered what she wanted to talk about.
Something about her job maybe? He supposed he’d find out soon
enough.

Christine walked into the kitchen ten minutes
later and got busy with making a salad. She looked out the sliding
door at Alex tending the grill. He looked relaxed and confident. He
wouldn’t be happy about another speeding ticket, but she was sure
he’d be relieved when she put the problem of her speeding into his
hands for a solution. She knew exactly what she was going to do,
though she wanted a long talk with Alex first.

Alex was taking the steaks off the grill just
as Christine came out on the patio with the salads. She put them on
the table and went back inside for plates and silverware, then she
made another trip for glasses of water and some wine.

Dinner was quiet, the steaks were delicious
and they were busy enough eating that they had very little small
talk. Christine ate a little more than half her steak and then
declared she was full and offered the remainder to Alex. He wolfed
it down and then claimed he’d eaten too much.

She laughed at him and began clearing the
dishes. In no time at all the kitchen was clean and she found
herself in the living room, sitting on the sofa with Alex, and no
excuse to put off the talk that she had said she wanted.

Alex waited patiently with his arm around her
shoulders. He sensed her nervousness and had a feeling the talk was
going to be about something she had done that she shouldn’t have.
He was thinking along the lines of her having blown the budget on a
shopping trip. They had talked about their finances and all the
things they hoped to save for. While no set rule was in place, they
had agreed that they would discuss any purchases over three hundred
dollars that either one of them wanted to make. She must have gone
over the limit and maybe she was nervous because she remembered his
reaction the last time she had gone overboard on a shopping
spree.

“I got another speeding ticket today,” she
announced suddenly.

He hadn’t expected that; though he didn’t
really know why he hadn’t thought about that possibility. Christine
got more speeding tickets than anyone he had ever known.

“Okay, that’s your second one in six months,
right? So no problem. We agreed we’d talk if you got three in six
months.”

“I know,” she replied. “But I think it’s time
for some consequences. I feel terrible about our insurance rates,
it’s all my fault they’re so high. And I think we should change it
to three speeding tickets in a year.”

Well, this was unexpected, Alex thought. He
wondered what kind of consequences she had in mind since spanking
was off the table for anything other than erotic foreplay.

“I agree three tickets a year would be
better. I know our insurance costs would drop dramatically if you
didn’t get any tickets for two years, so that would be a good goal
to try for.”

“Yes, it would,” she agreed. “But I still
think there should be some sort of consequence for this ticket. I
feel bad about it, and maybe it would help if I could somehow feel
like I had a clean slate.”

Alex thought this was sounding suspiciously
like she was asking for a spanking. But that couldn’t be, spankings
were no longer part of their dynamic; at least not punishment
spankings.

“Do you have any suggestions for these
consequences?” He asked cautiously.

“Remember when we first started this thing
two years ago? I don’t remember exactly how long into it before you
decided we should have maintenance spankings, but it was something
that I thought worked. At least it worked until they started
happening five or six times a week.”

“Uh...I don’t think they were happening five
or six times a week,” Alex protested. “Though I will admit that I
perhaps was overdoing things a bit.”

Christine gave a short laugh and said,
“Overdoing things a bit?? Yeah, I’d say so.”

She went on to tell him that back then she
was getting punishment spankings only every couple of months and
the maintenance sometimes helped with stress relieve; they helped
keep her at a certain calm level. She had a hard time describing
exactly what she felt.

“Back then, it let me know that you were in
charge. That while I can run the whole damn production department
at work and order around everyone under me; here at home you ran
things. I never resented maintenance spankings when they were
spaced out every week or so.”

She explained that sometimes she did resent
the punishment spankings, especially when she felt they were
unfairly given.

“I think my head is in a different place now
and I understand that if we're going to make this thing work than I
have to give you more control. Actually I think I have to give you
all, or at least most, of the control. But I'm still afraid of
things getting out of hand again so I want to talk about it and
make sure we understand each other and how we want to do this
thing. We need to figure out how to make it work for us.”

Alex was pretty sure at this point that what
she was talking about was bringing punishment and maintenance
spankings back into the picture. He knew he had really blown it
last time; all his rules and micro-managing accomplished nothing
but putting a huge rift in their relationship. He had never
intended for things to get so crazy. Yeah, at first it seemed like
being in charge, being the head of the household would make him
feel more like a man. And it had; unfortunately he had let all that
power go to his head and he ruined the whole thing.

Now it seemed like Christine was ready and
willing to try again and do this thing right. He was sure they
could make it work if they did it like they had in the very early
days of their first attempt. If they kept the rules reasonable he
knew they could make a success out of it this time.

But first he had to make sure that they were
on the same page, that they were talking about the same thing. Was
she giving consent again? It sure sounded like it but he needed to
hear it directly from her.

“I think I understand what you're saying,
Christine. But I don't want any misunderstandings, so you're going
to have to spell it out for me. Tell me exactly what you're
thinking.”

Christine had shifted on the sofa and she was
now laying with her head in his lap and his arm was around her
waist. She took his hand in hers and held it tightly.

“I'm saying I give you the control. Not all
the control because I don't want to account for every little minute
of my life to you. But you are head of the household, you are in
charge, and you make the final decisions after we've had a rational
discussion. I'm saying I would like the basic rules to remain in
place and that I am...I am...I'm giving consent again.”

Alex knew what she meant; by saying she was
giving consent again, she was agreeing to spankings. He knew he was
being overly cautious, but he wanted those specific words to come
out of her mouth. He didn't want to get to a point somewhere down
the road where he felt she needed to be taken over his knee just to
be told that she never said she was giving consent to be
spanked.

“You're giving consent to what?” He asked. “I
get what you mean about the basic rules, exactly what are you
consenting to?”

Christine sighed. He was going to make her
spell it out word for word.

“You're not making it easy for me, Alex. This
is hard for me to get out; I was hoping you'd understand what I've
been trying to say.”

“I know, hon.” He said. “But I don't want any
misunderstandings down the road so I need you to tell me exactly
what it is you are consenting to.”

She took a deep breath and in one long ramble
said, “I'm giving consent to spankings, punishment and maintenance,
but I don't want you to get the idea that you can just go crazy
like you did before or I'll withdraw consent again. I know as head
of household you're the one that decides when they happen and how
often they happen and what they happen for, but I want to know that
this time it's going to work, going to be better, that it's not
going to be like it was last time.”

Alex gently pulled his hand from hers,
brought it up around her hip and caressed her bottom. He slipped
his other arm under her shoulders and scooted her up so she was
sitting on his lap. Then he took her face in his hands and kissed
her forehead, her nose, her cheeks, and finally her mouth. It was a
long and gentle kiss.

“I love you, Christine. I promise that this
time there will be no craziness, there will be no micro-managing,
and I will do my job as head of household as responsibly as I can.
We will talk things out, we will discuss things, we will treat each
other with respect, and we will make this work.”

She kissed him back and said, “I love you
too, and it will work this time, I know it will.”

It was getting late now so Alex kissed her
again and suggested they go to bed. He realized that Christine
still hadn't answered the question of what she thought the
consequence for the speeding ticket should be; but they had covered
a lot of ground tonight and he felt they could talk about
consequences later.

“I'm going to take a quick shower,” Christine
said as she headed for the bathroom. She thought she needed the
extra time to prepare herself for what was coming next.

She showered quickly, keeping her hair dry,
and then put on a white lacy thong and a matching nighty. When she
stepped out of the bathroom she went to the vanity, brushed her
teeth, and applied her nighttime moisturizer. When she was done
with that, she went to the drawer on Alex’s side of the bed and
withdrew one item. Then she sat there and waited for him to come
out of the bathroom.

When Alex saw Christine sitting on his side
of the bed he wondered if she wanted to talk some more. He sat down
next to her and put his arm around her shoulders.

“Is everything okay?” He asked. “Was there
something else you wanted to talk about?”

Without saying a word, Christine picked up
the item that was half hidden under her hip and held it out to
him.

“What's this?”

“You know what it is,” she answered with a
short little laugh. “It's time for my ‘consequence’ and that’s the
leather strap you're going to use. At least you’re going to use it
if you decide that’s what my consequence should be.”

Alex knew she didn't like the leather strap.
He knew she preferred his hand, especially for punishment
spankings. She liked to reserve the leather for lovemaking
spankings.

“Are you sure? We don't have to do this now
you know. We can take this a little slower if you need to.” He knew
as the HoH he shouldn’t be asking her; he should take charge, make
the decision and then see it through.

“I'm sure,” she replied. “You're in charge
and you decide when. I trust you.”

Alex saw that trust and the love shining from
her eyes and he was sure that she could see how much he loved her
in return.

“Okay, let's take care of it now.” He cleared
his throat and then began a short lecture on the dangers of
speeding.

“You know you shouldn't speed, don't
you?”

“Yes,” she whispered in response.

“It's particularly dangerous on city streets
where you have less time and space to come to a stop. In addition
to the danger, your speeding tickets are causing us to spend a
small fortune on auto insurance. You have to slow down.”

“I know, and I'm sorry.”

“So we’ve agreed that your consequence for
getting another ticket is this spanking.”

Christine was looking down now; she was
feeling bad, guilty that she gotten another ticket that was going
to cause their insurance rates to remain high or go even higher.
She nodded her head that she understood the reason for this
spanking.

Alex rubbed her back and then gently guided
her over his lap. Her nighty was short and her round cheeks were
exposed. He tugged her thong down and pulled it to her knees. Alex
gently rubbed her bottom with his hand and continued his lecture
about the dangers of speeding, and what a waste of money their high
insurance cost was.

As he lectured he began swatting her bottom,
first lightly and then steadily increasing in strength. When her
ass was a nice pink color and warm to the touch, he picked up the
leather strap and put it on her skin so that she would know what
was coming next.

When Christine felt the cool leather on her
warmed skin, her butt cheeks quivered involuntarily. She told
herself to relax; it was going to be all right.

She felt the strap lift and then the sharp
slap as it struck her ass. She gasped, even though the pain was not
unexpected. Then another smack, and another.

Alex was alternating between her cheeks, but
sticking with the same smallish area of her sit spot.

“You will stop speeding, Christine,” He
said.

Smack, Smack, Smack.

“You will drive at a reasonable speed so as
not to get any more speeding tickets.”

Smack, Smack, Smack.

“Do you understand?”

Smack, Smack, Smack.

“Yes, I understand,” she answered
breathlessly. It was beginning to hurt more and she wanted to beg
him to please stop. Her fists were clutching at the bedspread and
she was trying not to squirm.

Smack, Smack, Smack.

Alex stopped then and set the strap to the
side. He began rubbing her bottom in long, soothing strokes.

“It’s all right, honey.” He gently told her.
“It’s all over now.

She wasn’t crying; he’d actually gone easy on
her. It hurt; but not that much. She figured she had about fifteen
smacks of the strap. Probably the same amount, or maybe a little
more, with his hand.

Alex pulled her up so she was sitting in his
lap and kissed her temple.

“Are you okay?”

Christine nodded her head, and snuggled in
close. She was somewhat embarrassed, though not entirely sure why.
They agreed to this so why be embarrassed? And she had asked for
it; she had handed him the leather strap. Maybe that’s why she was
embarrassed. She had admitted that she deserved and needed a
spanking.

She felt good sitting there wrapped in Alex’s
arms, listening to him murmur sweet words of love and comfort.
There was no longer any feeling of guilt or shame. She made up her
mind to use the cruise control in her car at every opportunity to
be sure she kept her speeding under control.

Alex turned down the bedspread and set
Christine down on the bed and lay down beside her. He pulled her
close to him and rubbed her back. When his hand reached her ass he
could feel the heat radiating from the spanking. He gently massaged
the area, eliciting moans from her.

She hooked her top leg over his hip and his
hard cock pressed against her. With her leg lifted his hand easily
slid down her cleft and found her hot, moist center. His finger
entered her and she felt her muscles contract. Another finger
joined the first one and Alex began to slide them in and out while
she moved her hips in sync. He rolled her onto her back and moved
her legs further apart so he could kiss the silky skin of her inner
thighs. Slowly he worked his way up and then took her clit in his
mouth and sucked on it, gently at first, and then harder.

Christine clasped his head between her hands
as her pelvis jerked against his mouth and she came suddenly and
explosively.

Alex quickly positioned himself above her and
slid himself inside her still throbbing pussy. He paused and felt
the little spasms surrounding his cock and then he began to slowly
thrust in and out taking her to the peak again. Christine's back
arched as she went over the edge of the peak and her cry was
muffled when Alex took her mouth in a passionate kiss as he tumbled
over the peak and found his release.

They lay on their sides, looking at each
other until finally Alex asked, “How are you feeling?”

“Mmm...I feel good,” she answered. “I feel
like we’re on the right path and that everything is going to be all
right.”

“Me too,” he said. “No regrets? You're all
right with everything that happened tonight? No resentment?”

She smiled at him and kissed him lightly. “No
regrets, no resentment. I think what happened tonight is exactly
what should have happened; what needed to happen.”

“We’ll talk more tomorrow,” she went on
sleepily. “But we’re going to treat each other with respect,
honesty, and dignity. I’m going to slow down my driving and get no
tickets for two years so our insurance goes way down. You are the
head of the household and in charge. And I must be very tired
because I just broke the most major rule of domestic discipline by
telling you how it’s going to be instead of asking.”

Alex chuckled, gave her ass a light smack,
and said, “That’s okay this time. You just said exactly what I was
thinking. We will talk more tomorrow. We’re going to be fine.”

He kissed her once more, then they drifted
off to sleep with Christine feeling loved, cherished, free of
guilt, and well spanked. What more could any woman want?

 





 


 


 


~ The End ~
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	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



