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Chapter One

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” my wife asked.

I nodded; my throat felt dry and my heart was beating fast.

“Okay,” she said. “Give me some time to think about it.”

After five years of marriage, I had finally gotten up enough courage to tell my wife, Justine, how desperately I wanted her to spank me. Oh, she’d done it plenty of times during sex and sometimes playfully around the house, like when we hugged or walked by each other in the kitchen. She knew that I liked it. I just didn’t think she knew how much I liked it.

Neither of us had really been into bondage, and we hadn’t really worked much kinky stuff into our sex life. But I wasn’t really looking for full-fledged domination or anything like that; I just needed a good spanking once in a while. I’d been hinting at it for at least a year and then talking more openly about it, but I think she still thought I was just talking about how much I liked it when we were in bed.

So I thought I should take things to the next level. I started looking at websites that dealt with this sort of thing, and I would “forget” to close the browser window when leaving our computer (or I’d “accidentally” minimize the window instead of closing it), so that Justine would get a glimpse of what I meant. I left open informative sites about light femdom, some with polls and interviews. One poll featured questions like “How often do you spank your husband?” (The multiple-choice answers varied from “once in a while” to “every day”—I wanted to give my wife an idea of how regular a thing this could be). I found places with F/M spanking stories, and I saved some of these to the desktop, knowing that Justine would be curious when she sat at the computer and saw new documents there.

This went on for a few months, but she only mentioned it on rare occasions, giving a playful smile when she did. I knew that she was thinking about it all, but taking her time, getting used to the concept. As I said, neither of us had done much of this kind of thing before, and while I had been fantasizing and daydreaming about it for years, she needed some time to catch up, internally. I knew that it wasn’t her natural inclination to just give me spankings outside of bed or to take on any sort of dominating role. But we loved each other deeply, were together for life, and would try with all our hearts to please each other. Knowing the intensity of our mutual affection gave me hope that she would find a way to fulfill my fantasies.

After some more obvious hints, I decided I should step things up again. I looked through F/M spanking pictures online and saved some onto our computer. There were countless images available, so I spent time looking only for the ones that really portrayed the things I wanted—the positions I wanted to be in, the positions I wanted her to be in, the implements used, and the level of punishment. I didn’t want to bleed or have scars or anything, but I did want to try both light, fun smacks and also more serious stinging. The asses in the images I picked ranged from ordinary skin tone to bright, shining redness. I didn’t know how much I could take—but I did want to try to find out.

Finally, after allowing a few weeks for the images to sink in, I went to an adult store and bought a paddle and a riding crop. The paddle was small and rounded, not too heavy; I thought it would be a good intermediate step between Justine’s hand and the crop. One afternoon, I showed her these items and explained how much I was hoping that she’d find some time and some way to use them on me. I pleaded with her. I couldn’t help the desperation in my voice. That’s what led her to ask, “Are you sure that’s what you want?” When I nodded, she asked for some time to think it all over. She also took the toys and said she’d hang on to them.

Many days passed without me pushing any more. I figured I’d already done all I could, and now I would just have to wait and see if my wife could find it in herself to be interested in this. We went about our routines and I let my desires fade into the background, deciding not to drive myself crazy wondering if this thing would ever happen.

Then, one Saturday morning, I was pleasantly surprised. We’d just finished breakfast, which we ate sitting on the couch in our living room, watching some crime dramas we’d taped on TV during the week. After finishing our food and the show, I brought our dishes to the kitchen and returned to the living room, where Justine remained on the couch, having shut off the television. She looked at me in a way I hadn’t seen her do before. It was suddenly very quiet in our house.

“Well, what should we do today?” I asked.

“I know what I want you to do,” she stated.

“What?” I asked, feeling just a touch of nervous excitement.

“I want you to go to the windows and pull down all the shades. We don’t want anyone looking into this room at the moment. Then I want you to go upstairs to my bedside table and get something out of the drawer for me.”

I began pulling down the shades, definitely more nervous now. I had an inkling of what was coming, and I had indeed asked for it—asked for it repeatedly and insistently. Why, then, should I be nervous? I didn’t know, but that’s how it was. “What do you want me to get out of your drawer?” I asked shakily as I pulled down the last shade.

“Oh, I think you’ll know,” she said flatly.

I walked slowly upstairs, no longer feeling as sure of myself. I went into our bedroom, walking almost as if in a dream, and watched my hand reach out and pull open the drawer on my wife’s bedside table. There, on top of all the other items she kept in there, was the paddle I’d bought and given to her. My heart was beating very fast. I picked up the paddle with some trepidation and headed back downstairs.

As I stepped back into the living room, now somewhat dim from the shaded windows, I saw that Justine had not moved from where she sat on the couch. “Ah,” she said. “I see that you found it. Now bring it to me.” Her voice was not exactly sharp or stern, but there was a commanding firmness there that was unfamiliar.

I approached the couch and handed her the paddle, licking my lips, which had become dry. She hefted it, looking at it and smiling briefly, then placed it on the low coffee table in front of the couch, where our breakfast had been only minutes before.

“Now come closer,” she said. “This side of the table. Stand in front of me. Hands on your head.”

“What...?” I asked feebly as I moved to stand only inches in front of her.

“You heard me,” she responded, looking up at me. “Get your hands on your head. I’ll have to add to your punishment for the hesitation.”

I quickly raised my arms and placed my hands on my head. Justine reached forward and undid my belt buckle, then unbuttoned my pants, which fell to my ankles from the weight of my belt. I felt a rush of excitement. I was wearing briefs that morning, and my erection strained against the fabric.

“Oooo, I see you’re a little excited,” she said and flashed a brief half-smile. “Now get across my lap.” I let my hands drop from my head and got myself into a position I’d been dreaming about for years, lying across the lap of my beautiful wife with my pants down. I was trembling with glee, but I also didn’t know what she would do, how far she would go. My whole being ached for what was coming.

“So,” she said and landed a swat on my underwear. “You’ve been wanting some of this.” She was timing her smacks to coincide with some of her words. “You need it, you told me. You want it. You’re just desperate for it. You need to be spanked. Spanked! Spanked! Well! And Hard!”

Her spanks were firm but still somewhat light. She paused and then went on speaking. “You asked for it, so you’re going to get it. I had to think about it for a long time, but because I love you, I’ve found it in my heart to understand just how much you deserve a thorough spanking. You’re so good, though, that it’s been hard for me to think of things to punish you for. I know it’s more of a reward for you than a punishment, but still... I’ve got to have some premise to work with here. I can think of a few things. Feel free to help me out and tell me some bad things you’ve done. The first thing that comes to mind is you hesitating when I told you just now to get your hands on your head. When we’re in spanking mode, you’re not allowed to hesitate or to question me. That will be one of our rules.”

“Okay,” I whimpered.

“I’m glad you agree,” she said. “Here’s another rule: No reaching back to rub your bottom. Yes, it’s going to sting, but you just have to take that. You’ve been telling me it’s what you want, so I’m telling you that you’ll just have to deal with whatever pain I inflict. And another thing: For certain bad things you do, you and I will agree on a number of swats you should receive. Because I’m new at this—and so are you—I’ll leave some room for negotiation when we come up with these numbers. But once we agree on a number of strokes, you must receive them all, no matter what. I won’t stop until you’ve taken them all, not even if you yell out or start crying. So be warned, and think carefully when you have the chance to help me decide on your punishments.”

“Okay,” I said again.

“Good. I see you don’t have much to say. That leaves me to come up with some things on my own. Now let’s get started for real.”

She grabbed my underwear then and yanked it down, then immediately brought her palm down hard on my right buttock with a loud smack! I gasped a little at the unexpected force. “What was that?” she said and smacked me just as hard on my left cheek. “I thought I heard a little sound coming from you.” She continued smacking, slowly and deliberately, about once a second, with a definite pause between each blow. “This is just to get the hang of things,” she said. “Is this what you like? Are you enjoying this?”

At this, I nodded. Suddenly, she gave me a bunch of swats very rapidly and a little harder. “I didn’t hear you!” she yelled, raising her voice for the first time.

“I... asked... if... you’re... enjoying... this!” she said sternly, while smacking me fast and hard.

I cried out, “Owww! Yes! I said yes!”

“Good,” she said, and stopped to rub her hands slowly over my butt, massaging the sting a little. “What a great ass you have,” she said softly. “Now that I think about it, I do enjoy having it perched on my lap.”

I panted a little, recovering from the first real barrage of spanks I’d ever received. It did hurt a little more than I’d thought it would—but I liked this.

“Now,” she said, “Let’s see what this paddle can do. You do want me to paddle you, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said loudly. “Please.”

“Good. First I must punish you for hesitating when I gave you clear instructions. A relatively minor infraction, I know. Shall we start with, say… ten swats?”

“Yes,” I said, and shortly afterward, the first blow landed on my already-sore right buttock. She waited for a few seconds before giving me the next one, but this time she kept smacking my right cheek instead of alternating. She hit slightly different spots, but the pain built much faster, and I clenched my teeth. She gave me the last three all in the exact same spot, and in quick succession, at which point I called out, “Ahhh! Fuck!”

“Ooo, that hurt, did it?” she asked in a flat tone. “I think it’s supposed to hurt. You wanted to get paddled, and this is what paddling’s all about. Don’t complain yet; your cheeks are only pink, not even red yet.”

“Sorry. It just hurt more than I expected,” I said, reaching back with my right hand to rub the sore cheek.

“Hmph!” she said, and I suddenly realized my mistake. “Now, I’m sure that I told you only minutes ago that you were not to rub your sore butt during our spankings. And here you are defying me.” I’d quickly taken my hand away, but of course it was too late. “Now defying me is a lot worse than merely hesitating when I tell you what to do. You know that I’ll have to give you more than the ten swats I just gave you since your offense is much worse. I’d say it’s at least twice as bad, wouldn’t you? That would mean... twenty swats. Who knows? Maybe it’s three times as bad...”

“Twice,” I said hurriedly.

“Ha!” she chuckled lightly. “You’re learning. Good. You had me worried. I’m glad we’re both on the same page about this. Now that you’ve felt this for real and not just as a fantasy, I’m sure you won’t ever ask for more than you can take.”

“No,” I said.

“But you do realize that you’ll have to take all twenty. No getting out of it now. Tell me you understand and that you want me to keep spanking you.”

“I understand,” I said. “I know I need more punishment. Please spank me some more.”

“Very well, my love,” she said, almost jokingly. The next swat that landed was no joke, however. It was the hardest one yet. The next came down a few seconds later. She was taking her time with this round. “Now I want you to think,” she said in a gentle tone that was in sharp contrast to the very firm smacks she landed on my stinging ass. “Think about how you broke the rules. I told you no touching your butt, and you did it anyway. Think about that. Think about the spanking you’re getting right now. Maybe you’ll think some more in the future before you act.”

“Yes,” I said. “I’m sorr—OWWW!” I yelped as the twelfth swat hit me with a painful SPLAT!

“Oooo, so I may be getting through to you,” she said. “I’m so glad!” And she gave another powerful SMACK!

“Oooooouuuuch!” I moaned through gritted teeth, squirming with a fiery pain… that was also wonderful.

“Ouch?!” she retorted. “I like it! ‘Ouch’ sounds good to me! And I know it’s good for you, too! You love it!” She kept making her spanks coincide with her emphasized words. “Tell me! Tell me you love this!”

“Owww-ww-ww! I love it!” I cried out.

“Convince me! Tell me you want it! Tell me you need it bad!”

“Ah! Ow! I need—ouch!—it! Oww! I—Ow! Ow! Want it! Need—OWWW!—need it bad!”

My legs were kicking. I really did love it, and it really did sting. I absolutely wanted and needed this, wanted her to do this for me, but I also couldn’t help the squirming. It was such a deliciously stinging agony, and I was more pleasantly thrilled than I’d been in a long time. My cock was stiff as steel from having my naked ass on fire, completely in Justine’s power, hurting like hell; but almost sobbing with my yearning for more. I was pretty sure we had gone past twenty swats, but I didn’t care. I would have loved for it to go on all morning. I was damn near coming from sheer masochistic delight when she suddenly stopped.

“Well, that’s all,” she announced. “Now get up.” I waited for a moment, and she said, “No, really, that’s all I’m going to give you for today. For many days, actually. I know you love it and that you don’t care about being hurt, but I’m in charge of these spankings, and I’m telling you that’s it for now. I’ll be the one to tell you when you’re getting it, how many you’re getting, and when it’s all over. Those are my rules. Okay?”

She spoke normally now, without any hint of pretended firmness from her earlier role. She had played it well, though, not overdoing it, but never slipping or being unconvincing. I got up slowly off her lap. “Oh, and you can rub your butt now,” she added. “We’re out of that mode.”

I did so and felt the heat rising from my stung skin. My cheeks throbbed, tender to the touch. I winced slightly, but at the same time, it was good. This was all soooo good.

“So... how is your ass? I can’t believe you really want that. It looks incredibly painful.” She placed a hand on my right cheek, caressing very lightly and soothingly, her voice worried and caring.

“It’s... it’s great,” I said, panting a little. “And I really do want it.” I turned around to show her how much I loved what she had done. My throbbing hardness pulsed in the air, swollen with unbelievable excitement and begging for release.

“I see,” she smiled. “Well, I can’t say I understand it, but now I’ve tried it, and I know what it does for you. We’ll do this again another time.”

“Promise?” I said with an excited smile, as if I’d just opened a great Christmas present. 

“Of course,” she said, looking up at me and smirking. “But now, hear the final part of today’s punishment. You have to put that away,” she said, gripping my dick lightly for a moment. “Pull those clothes back on. We have a lot of errands today, and I’m not sure we have enough time for all of them now.”

I longed for the enormous orgasm that was waiting just under my surface, but I began putting my clothes back in order. Despite the pressure in my crotch, I was certainly not disappointed by the day so far. I’d just had one of my deepest, strongest erotic desires fulfilled by the woman I loved. I knew that it didn’t really turn her on at all and that she was just doing it out of love, so I couldn’t really expect her to be automatically in the mood for sex right then. Still, what more could I possibly ask for? Once I had my pants back on and my belt buckled, I grabbed the paddle to put away upstairs and gave Justine a long, strong kiss, gripping her in a tight hug.

“I love you so much,” I said.

“And I love you so much,” she replied with a warm smile. “Now go put that back in the drawer, and let’s get ready to go.”


Chapter Two

A couple of days later, Justine mentioned the spanking and asked if I still felt okay with it, and if I still wanted more, if I wanted it to be included in our marriage. I said yes to both.

“I can’t pretend to understand why it turns me on,” I told her. “Whatever it is, I just love it. And I love you.” I kissed her then, and she smiled.

“I love you, too,” she said, looking into my eyes. “And you don’t have to explain it or understand it. I just want to make you happy. I can get into this. I’ll get better with time.”

“You’re already great,” I assured her. “You were wonderful the other day.”

“Oh, but I’ll make progress,” she said. “And so will you. You’ll see.”

A few days later, I got an e-mail from her while I was at work. Let’s not cook tonight, it read. I don’t have the energy, and we could use more time, so you should get us some take-out. I e-mailed back to say that I’d pick something up on my way home, but she replied: No. Come home first. You can go get the food later. I puzzled over this but wrote her a message that it was fine.

When I got home, I stepped into the kitchen and saw a note on the counter. Come to the bedroom, it read. I smiled and hastened upstairs, thinking that it was time for a quickie. I pictured Justine lying in bed in some sexy lingerie, perhaps with a bottle of massage oil or something.

When I opened the door, I saw that she was indeed in bed. But instead of lingerie, she wore the same clothes she’d put on that morning for work. She was propped up with a couple of pillows behind her back, and she was reading a book. I noticed a laundry basket in the middle of the floor; it contained my clothes, which I’d washed several days before.

“Ah, good,” she said when I entered, closing her book and sitting up. “This laundry of yours has been here for days. You said you were going to put it away.”

“I’ll do it right now,” I said, moving toward the basket.

“Stop,” she said, and I did. “You certainly will put away those clothes. But you will be punished for not doing it when you should have. Yes, you’re in for another spanking, my dear. Your little butt will regret being so lazy. First, you’ll put away the clothes while I watch. And since you seem to have trouble with clothes, you’re going to take all of yours off. Now.”

I hurried to comply, unbuttoning my shirt and tossing it into the dirty clothes hamper, then peeling off my undershirt. She stared admiringly at my muscled torso, but then her eyes went down and her look became stern. “You wore your shoes in the house?” she said. “You know you’re supposed to take them off at the door. Mmm, I’ll have to add to your punishment for that.”

I was once again nervous and joyously excited at the same time as I stripped before my wife’s hungry eyes. She sat on the bed and watched as I put all of my clothes away, and when I was finished, I returned to stand in front of her, hands at my sides.

“Now,” she said, “I’m going to give you a lesson about remembering to do things on time. Over my lap.”

I did as I was told, lying face down and feeling my erection rubbing against the fabric of her pants. “And these are clean pants,” she told me. “Don’t you dare come on them. Don’t even ooze.”

I nodded my assent, and without further ado, she began smacking my ass with her hand, using a slow and steady rhythm. None of the whacks were too hard, but after twenty or so, my cheeks were growing quite warm and began to hurt. I had no idea how long she would go on. After what seemed like fifty, she paused.

“I’m glad you got me this paddle,” she said, and I knew she must have picked it up from somewhere nearby—I hadn’t even noticed it. “My hands start to hurt after a while. Now your ass is getting pretty rosy, so we’ll keep the paddling part small. Say, ten smacks for each day you didn’t put your laundry away. That’s thirty by my count.”

“I agree,” I said.

“I thought you would,” she said. “You’ve felt the paddle now and know what it can do, so when you agree to thirty, I won’t have any qualms about you yelling and squirming in pain.” And with that, she began.

I started squirming after only five or six. She must have been practicing or something, or maybe doing more pushups, because these definitely felt harder than the last time. After the first dozen or so, I cried out at each smack. She just kept spanking and spanking, bringing the paddle down again and again, remorselessly. When I started shifting my hips around, vainly trying to avoid each smack in spite of myself, she quickly draped her right leg over both of my legs, about a foot below my stinging buns, and she kept on going. For good measure, she used her left hand to hold both of my wrists behind my back so that I was completely immobile and powerless in her hold. The swats kept raining down, and through the pain, I felt that mysterious elation that came from being in this position. My cock was hard as stone, and it was difficult to keep thinking about not coming on Justine’s pants. With every loud smack on my bare flesh, I felt like letting loose and shooting my huge load, but I didn’t dare.

Eventually I received all thirty of my smacks with the paddle, and Justine let go of me and told me to get up. My ass burned terribly, but I knew better than to rub it. Besides, I was rather enjoying the deliciously agonizing glow. I stood before her once more, my cock pulsing and jumping in the air in front of her.

“I’m glad to see you’re satisfied so far,” she smiled. “But I must tell you that we’re not finished. I want you to grab a few pillows and stack them in the center of the bed.”

I did this thing, trembling with anticipation. She told me to grab one of the towels we always keep by the bedside—our “come towels”—and drape it over the pillows. When I finished and looked up, I saw her holding the riding crop in her right hand, tapping its tip lightly against her left palm.

“Now this thing is going to sting,” she said. “I tested it a little on my own leg, and it doesn’t take much. So we’re going to do a little test round since it’s new to both of us. Before we determine how hard I’ll be swinging this, let’s discuss your strokes. I’ll give you two for each day you neglected your laundry. That’s six.”

She looked at me and raised an eyebrow inquiringly. I understood that this was my implicit chance to protest or dispute the number or just refuse any more punishment. I needed it, though. I simply nodded silently.

“It’s settled, then,” she said, her expression firmly resolved once more. “Six it is. Then, of course, there’s the matter of not taking your shoes off....” She drifted off, once again looking to me for confirmation.

“Another three,” I said chokingly.

“Very well,” she replied. “Lie face down on the bed. I want your ass propped up high by those pillows.”

I slowly complied, savoring the anticipation of the moment, aching to have the crop across my ass.

“First, our little test,” she said. The she flicked me lightly. “Too light?”

“Yes,” I said, and almost before the word was out of my mouth, I felt the crop again, much more solidly. I took a moment to think about it.

“And that?” she inquired.

“Just a bit harder,” I said, then thought: What am I saying? That last one really hurt! I’ve got to take nine more of these!

But it was too late. She did just as I asked, whipping me just a little harder, and it took a couple of seconds for the sting to fully ripen. “Owwwww...” I said in a slightly protesting tone, not feeling the pain go away.

“That sounds like it was just about right,” she commented. “And now that I know how much force to use, let’s begin your six strokes.”

I nodded, no longer sure that I was ready for this punishment. Then I heard a light swish through the air and felt the first stroke. “Ahh!” I said sharply. Then the second came down immediately, the line of the crop falling across both buns, just below the spot where the first had hit. The third was slightly lower than that. The sting was intense, always building after the hit. The fourth really hurt; when I winced, I felt a tear start to run down the left side of my face. 

“That hurts, does it?” she asked, and when I nodded, another stroke whipped across both buttocks. “Good,” she said as it fell, then, “Get ready for number six.”

I took some deep breaths and waited for the inevitable. Finally it came down, the hardest one yet, and I yelped. My ass was on fire. I wriggled my hips, somehow trying to relieve the pain without reaching back and touching my butt. It did not relieve the pain. It did, however, bring me very close to orgasm. Still I held back.

Justine paused and walked toward the head of the bed. She ran her fingers gently over my bottom as she spoke to me. “I just wanted to let you know that you have very definite welts,” she said. “I know you like this, or thought you would, but I want to take a time-out here. I just want to make sure that I’m not really hurting you too much. Is it more painful than you thought it would be?”

“Yes,” I said, in a voice slightly louder than a whisper. “But it’s OK. Really. I’m all right. I love that you’re doing this for me.”

“Are you sure? You’ll probably have marks on your butt for a day or two after this. I don’t want to damage you. I know that you have three more strokes coming, but I want to give you a chance to escape those. Or maybe you can just postpone them. I don’t need to whip you any more right now. It’s up to you.”

“Thank you,” I said. “But I really want to. I want to take my remaining three. You’ve got me electrified, and I really want release.”

She smiled. “Okay. As long as you want it. Get ready for your three strokes. This should teach you to take your shoes off when you come home.”

And then there was a Whoosh! I felt a renewed sting. I ground my hips against the pillow, and as the next stroke whacked my ass, I knew I would come. My balls tightened and my legs tingled, and I felt an enormous delight and warmth wash over my whole body. My cock spasmed and the last, hard stroke of the crop slashed into my ass as I shot my huge load, spurts erupting from my body, drenching the towel and spattering onto the blankets. I sobbed and gasped as I slowly came back to myself, still feeling the agony in my butt, and still loving it.

Justine stroked my head. “Are you OK?” she asked, looking concerned and kissing me. “Did I hurt you too badly?”

“I’m... okay...” I said, still panting. “I’m wonderful. Thank you. Thank you so much. God, I love you.”

I rolled over then, taking her in my arms and pulling her to me, careful to avoid pulling her into the puddles I’d created. We kissed long and deep, and finally she stood up and began taking her clothes off. “Before you get our dinner,” she said, “I think you’d better have something to eat.” And she jumped into bed, lying on her back, spreading her legs, and pushing my head down toward her crotch. I was only too happy to serve her, to give her whatever she wanted, this lovely wife of mine who had thrown herself into the unfamiliar role I had asked her to play.


Chapter Three

The next day, Justine grabbed my butt and asked, “How is it?”

“Still hurts,” I said.

“Hmm. Well, I’d say ‘poor thing,’ except I know that you wanted it that way. I’m inclined to feel a little sorry. But I’m working on that. And I know that you have some control over what you receive. I’m giving you chances to back out if something sounds too bad. Is that okay? Did you want to have less control?”

“No,” I answered. “You’re doing great. It’s a good system so far.”

“I’m glad,” she said, and gave me a kiss. “But I will tell you that we have to wait a while before doing it again. I know you can take the pain, but I insist that you heal fully first. I won’t do that kind of damage. I don’t want to see the slightest evidence of any marks when we do this next. You’ll just have to live with that, OK?”

“Sure,” I said. “Anyway, I’m just so happy that I finally told you about all of this and that you’re willing to accommodate. I know it’s not really your thing. I love that you’re willing to get into it. You can wait however long you want. You just tell me when. I’m almost always up for it. If I’m not, I’ll tell you right away.”

“Good,” she said. “And you’re right, it’s not really my thing, but it’s not that I don’t enjoy it. I’m just not practiced. But I’m getting the hang of it.”

“Yes, you are,” I said, embracing her.

***

“I’ve been looking at more of those websites,” Justine told me about a week later.

“You have?”

“Yes. I’ve been studying up, seeing what’s out there, what other people do, and putting it together with what you’ve told me you want.”

“Wow. You’re really getting into this.”

She smiled. “Just getting used to it all. Now, I know that a lot of people who do this also do a lot more, like with leather and gags and handcuffs. But that’s not your thing, right?”

“Well, maybe, in the future... but that’s not what it’s about right now for me. The spankings are really what I like best.”

“And some of the other sites seem to be about the women really being in charge of the marriage. Like, they talk about administering spankings, but in a larger context of being a little dominating all the time, telling the husbands what to do and demanding some level of service. These aren’t women who dress up in latex boots or anything; they just have an understanding that their husbands should be a bit submissive. Is that anything you want me to do?”

I thought about it. “Not really,” I said. “Well, at least not all the time. I don’t know. I guess it could be fun to try, but maybe just on special occasions. I don’t want to change our marriage drastically or live that way all the time. Maybe we could just do that once in a while, the way we do the spankings now. You could try mixing in a little of that power play, but in the same kind of way we’ve handled my punishment—you know, nothing set in stone, going slow, having some chances to back down and stop things. I don’t know. I’m not sure how to approach that, or exactly what it is you’d do.”

“Oh, I’ve got some ideas,” she said, winking at me.

“You do?”

“Yes. I’ve been doing my research, remember? Also, I’ve been asking for some advice.”

“What? From who?” I was more than a little surprised.

“Oh, online. I joined some newsgroups and checked out some chat rooms. I haven’t used our real names, of course. But I have found a lot of women who have husbands with needs very much like yours. The women are all very friendly and rational and matter-of-fact, and they all have helpful tips and suggestions. I’ve described to many of them what we’ve done and how you’ve approached me. A lot of them are naturally dominant women, and many of them went looking for submissive partners. But a surprising number of them were approached by their partners rather late in the relationship. Our situation isn’t that uncommon.”

“Wow... that’s impressive,” I said. “You really are getting the hang of this, aren’t you?”

She grinned. “Oh, yes. And I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”

***

About two weeks passed without any hint of our new games. One Saturday we slept late, as we usually did, opening our eyes for the first time around 11:00. We both got up early for our jobs during the week, and we always loved the luxury of staying in bed as late as we wanted to at the start of each weekend. We both began stirring around the same time and turned to kiss each other.

“Morning,” I said croakily, still heavy with sleep.

“Morning,” she said, smiling. Her smile was a wonderful thing, lighting up her whole face, and I could think of no better sight to wake up to.

I kissed her again, on the cheek, on her chin, then on her neck. I rolled into a comfortable position beside her and began running a hand slowly and lightly over her belly. She closed her eyes. I caressed her arms then, crossing her torso with the backs of my fingers to get from one arm to the other. I gave her shoulders light touches, sliding my hands down to her collarbone and just below. “Mmmm,” she hummed softly.

I stroked the whole length of her body on one side and then began caressing her legs. I touched the tops and outsides of her legs, but only went as high as the knees in touching the insides. She began sliding her legs around just a little.

I shifted a bit, moving my head under the blanket and softly kissing her ribs, her sides, her thighs. When she moaned a bit more loudly, I began using my tongue more, leaving wet trails across her body, drawing half-circles just below the lines of her breasts. I moved my own leg over hers, shifting my weight to massage her with my whole body. I placed her arms at her sides and began more long caresses, from her palms to her sides to her hips and then back. I brought my hands gradually closer to her breasts on each pass, finally lightly brushing her nipples as my fingertips slid by. She whimpered slightly, and I lowered my head to nibble at her breasts, starting on the outside and working my way toward the center as I shifted my hands back down to her legs. This time I dipped my hand into the insides of her thighs, rubbing a bit more firmly as I worked my way higher.

Justine was sighing now, her breaths heavy, and she twisted her torso a little, thrusting a nipple toward my mouth, its rosy stiffness pleading for the moist warmth of my lips and tongue. I hesitated a moment and a drop of saliva fell onto the nipple, her chest quivering in response. Then I bent forward and took the whole nipple in my mouth, sucking hard, and she let out a loud gasp.

I moved from one nipple to the other, mouthing her lovely breasts, groping them. She clutched the back of my head, pulling my face against her sweating bosom. I sucked furiously, at the same time sliding my hand up her thigh until it covered her pussy. The heel of my hand pressed gently just above her clitoris, and I drummed my fingers ever so slightly against the outside of her moist, delicate labia. Her legs moved further apart as if on their own, and I began massaging in circles with my whole hand. I felt wetness and slipped two fingers between those lips, not yet inserting them, but scissoring them back and forth. Justine’s moans were growing louder, and I let her nipple slip out of my mouth as I licked my way down her panting chest and stomach.

It was stiflingly hot under the blankets, but I didn’t care as I slithered further down until my face was between her legs. I lay on top of her and moved my arms so that I was hugging her thighs and holding them apart, savoring the sweetness of her scent and the lovely sight of her rosy, eager flesh. Then I lowered my face and began tonguing her slit slowly, down one side and up the other, in long, delicious ovals that made her begin bucking her hips against me, wanting more. I licked the insides of her lips with slow, short, delicate motions, then brought the tip of my tongue to her clit, where I made just the tiniest circles, our flesh sliding easily against each other’s in her fragrant juices.

I shifted slightly once more, pulling her right leg up further with my right arm. I moved my left arm over the top of her left leg. Then with my palm facing up, I extended two fingers and slid them slowly inside her as I licked. Her sudden loud moan was slightly muffled by the blanket and by my position, but it drove me to please her more. I fucked her more quickly with my fingers, inserting a third finger and then curling them slightly to rub against her G-spot. Her bucking and panting grew rapid, and I pressed my face firmly against her tenderly exposed flesh, flattening my tongue.

