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    To all those that take you to the place where your mind can clear

      

    


Disclaimer: Any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental. You will 


read about spanking, it is consensual, but if unconventional relationships and sadomasochism offends you then this is not the book for you.
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“You like positive pain”

James

––––––––

[image: ]


“On I went. I wanted the positive pain, I wanted my single years smashing that gym to give way to catharsis. I wanted James to hurt me, I wanted him to punish me, I wanted him to whip me until I cried, I wanted him to release my demons. I wanted to be spanked and spanked so hard I couldn’t sit down”

Bella

––––––––
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“do not explain. I will teach you, you will learn, and then you will cope better.”


James



––––––––
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" I’m floaty now, I’m in a different place as a new sensation ever so slightly makes itself felt, the nice, tinkly feeling in my nether regions, the feeling that is causing me to moisten and feel arousal, the arousal that is little by little growing as I grunt and scream.” 

Jules
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1  Introduction
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This is the second of my Suburban Spankers books (does that make it a series?) and like the first one it tracks back to a fascination with the forgotten lifestyle of old-fashioned domestic spanking including hard discipline between adults. This book documents the journey of two different women in the UK’s overlooked no-sex, no-kink lifestyle.

Jules was a have it all high-achiever career/super-mum who finds her marriage dying and career falling apart as it all becomes too much. She cannot think, she cannot clear her head, the noise of her inner voice and clutter overwhelms her mind. Jules is a wife verging on screaming in the street or setting about her fraying home with a hammer. She’s a stress case who knows that she needs to centre herself, knows what it takes to release the steam and she’s begging for help. 

Jules knows what she did when she first met Ian, she knows what he did to get her through university finals and later what he did to get her to pass the law exams, she knows that Ian can centre her and that he has the power to open the valve, and he refuses. Spanking is something he only did for fun to please the hot girl he met in class, and after years of marriage he refuses to return to the past and deliver what Jules needs to be done– the belt and freeing of her tears.

It was a petty argument, one that they shouldn’t have, but in a pique of sheer frustration Jules threatens to find another man who will provide what she needs – catharsis and release. And Ian in his anger tells her to crack on, his only stipulation being that she must never speak of the matter again. He’s sick of her and he’s sick of her depravity.

Ian doesn’t ask and she doesn’t tell. Spanking saves their marriage that much becomes apparent even to Ian, yet he says nothing. In time she escalates into bruises and lacerations, the benefits of a spanked wife still too great to prohibit. He never meets James or speaks of James, but he sees what his therapy does to his wife and he likes it.

Bella is a single girl drifting towards her late twenties working a menial job, merely existing and utterly numb inside following a series of bad choices including a failed relationship. A university drop out she lives inside her own head of disgust at her own inaction. consumed by the suppression of drive and ambition until she becomes intrigued and then infatuated with an older man. 

Something stirs inside her, she begins to push herself into his life as he sits at the back of the coffee shop authoring his stories and watching the people for inspiration. She draws on his strength and a longing inside her begins to grow.

Her friendly pestering and persistence uncovers the secret he hides, he is the author’s books about spanking, the likes of which she thought a man like him would be capable of. Bella begins to open her own eyes to a world of possibilities, and in time to the dawning realisation that this charming austere man, this man of manners and grace is living the life he depicts. This is a man who spanks women, this is a man who belts women, this is a man who canes woman, and this is a man whom she begins to wish would punish her.

Bella’s needs expurgation, she needs James to rebuild her into the woman she wants to be and she won’t let him go until he agrees to take her in hand and make her cry. Like Jules spanking brings a re-centering and like Jules it reveals confidence and resilience. She’ll feel the pain, the positive pain with James and he will make teach her.

Honestly, I love Bella, she’s worthy of an entire book as she’s so pesky, sexy and energetic once she meets James. He wouldn’t have sex with her, but she must have made him doubt his rules.

Author’s Notes: Why write About These Two Women?

I won’t be offended if you skip this part, but part of why I write is because I am interested in the hidden lives of ordinary people, the ones who live next door and we meet around us. 

Spanking between adults is very commonplace and I bet most couples you know have fooled around somewhat with it, yet with the rise of the internet the suburban spanker that previous generations understood, but pretended not to know has given way to the internet presentation of spanking as being elaborate and perhaps even mean. Porn fixates on the fetish or dungeon or hardcode submission and perhaps humiliation as it’s so visual but spanking without all that fuss lives on just as it always has.

What I mean by this, is that across the quiet suburbs there’s people who don’t do scenes or bondage or dungeons and often have no sub-dom play as shown by the internet economy of porn sites and professionals.

I’m saying that spanking is not what we now think, I believe it is still like the olden days when people came to spanking themselves as there’s something about it, a feeling that you get, a fantasy that grows because there’s something in people that needs it. I posit that no-frills, old-fashioned spanking is a massive thing that the internet has shoved out of view. 

The suburban spankers I have met thrive if they meet the right person they experiment and grow through trial and error, and researching history it appears that S&M is a very old human trait going back into centuries earlier. The number of homes with a seemingly innocent fly swot or belt or a hairbrush left waiting until required would surprise us all, and the seemingly dull repressed pillars of the community back in the era of black and white whom we kid ourselves were vanilla that kept a strap or riding crop or a cane under the bed would too.

I find it interesting that if we look back to the generations that we see as uptight or sexually naive at their popular culture then we find tropes about adults being spanked as common place yet absent in today’s liberal society. 

Look at old films, comedy sketches, novels through to housewife magazines and sometimes even in advertising and you’ll find spanking mentioned. And in Britain, perhaps due to corporal punishment in schools, popular culture included references to naughty girls or naughty boys (as in adults) getting the cane, wink wink all over the place into the 1970s and maybe later. A costume party would more than likely have one of more couples show up as naughty teachers and pupils in uniform wielding a cane or wooden ruler, with jokes and a wink wink about what they’d do with them back home once a few drinks had loosened lips, and perhaps even a knowing look from other couples at what they had back home for later. The population knew that adults spanked each other and was more open about it than the modern permissive society is today, a contradiction.

My books usually stem from an experience, something I found by chance or meeting someone and this one was begun when three things combined in a thought and set me off to find sources.

Firstly, was an old lady that turned out to be a perve (that is a compliment). I’d see her in the local park and over time got talking to her, must have been heading towards eighty and it didn’t take long before I had to give my head a wobble as I thought I’d heard her commenting on the attractiveness of the men passing by. I thought I misheard a few times, but she was a lusty old bird, and like everyone I’d written her off because ‘obviously’ old people never lived a life and never had dirty sex. London of the past remained alive in her memories shall we say. I moved away so I never knew what happened to her, but ever since then I’ve wondered what kinky secrets the people we pass by and work with every day live out.

.

Second was a newspaper column about a woman who regularly visited an older gent to have her bottom spanked. No sex involved, no dressing up or roleplay, she just went into his house, lifted her skirt and he spanked her harder and harder with his hand or a paddle until she was done. They might have a cup of tea afterwards on occasion, but other than that she’d get back in her car and drive back to her life. The point was about the catharsis, the emptying of her mind as she got walloped. The domesticity and simplicity leaping out.

In trying to re-find this article I found several others of a similar ilk including one from a man who provided no-sex spanking and had women of all ages drive miles to visit him or he would travel to them to do the same. This all chimed with my vague memories of the old forums and message boards in the early internet, there was a hidden world of the amateur (I say this with respect) spanker where women were seeking it out before everything got commercialised and swamped in noise.

And finally, a popular women’s forum, one that Jules uses to explore her feelings. Spanking for stress relief and again for catharsis is a theme (in amongst the noise of kink or sex), some of the woman taking serious damage. The high of the endorphins purging them of their mental load and providing the reset that they need. 

Again, for a liberal age the pile-ons and judgement of women who post about enjoying spanking is a contradiction, perhaps a modern puritanism. It was here that the theme of no-kink and sometimes no-sex spanking flared up again. An echo from the old internet.

Jules
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2  Pilates
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The girls are singing happy birthday, the parents are hovering around cameras in hand jostling a little to get an angle around the odd (mostly) mums blocking their way with their fussing over each of their daughters. The slummy mummies like me stand well back enjoying some wine, whilst the higher strung spend their time trying to get their precious to perhaps eat something healthy when all they desire is the coming cake, or flap about with napkins fruitlessly trying to soak up some spilt juice before it runs down the disposal tablecloth onto a ‘best’ dress. I’m smiling, Ian is smiling, the shrieking girls in their high-pitched voices singing are cute, it's fun, the mums I like are fun, I want to stay in today’s euphoric feeling forever, I want to bottle this sensation to savour later.

I flinch causing Ian’s hands to fall away. In his emotion he had moved to kiss my neck and instinctively placed his hands onto my arse. My buttocks hurt, my glutes are on fire and everything is tender. I put my hands behind me, pull him in to indicate that he is to kiss my neck as I guide his fingers onto my hips, I don’t want him not to touch, I just need him not to touch my bottom. He won’t be offended; the flinch was reflex just as his desire to hold me was reflex and he’d momentarily forgotten my class that morning. Cheryl catches my eye as she lowers her camera, she’s seen the discrete kiss to my neck and my move to pull in him, just for a moment, a little family-safe affection that might, two more glasses in, get interesting, before I break away ensuring that we are boring parents again. The mum group have commented before on our energy towards each other, a request for the secret was said by quite a few and some jealous double-meaning remarks from the mean girls. I liked that resentment more, I enjoyed that it stemmed from envy.

Ian gets a little nudge away, he’s lingered too long, it’s a children’s party, but I know why he’s whispered and made me quiver with his husky breath tickling my neck exciting me. He knows that when we get home we’ll go upstairs ‘to get changed’, he’ll strip before laying on the bed, I’ll wait in silence just watching until he is in place, then I’ll lift my pinafore, pull my thong to one side and slide down on top of him. I won’t need to play first, I won’t need him to moisten me as Pilates has taken care of that, I am wet and he knows it, but what he doesn’t need to see is the existing stain on my thong. I’ll ride him and for a while I’ll muffle myself, so our little girl doesn’t hear me over the sound of the TV, he’ll keep lay back with his hands under his head like he’s by the beach as I up the tempo. He’s not allowed to touch after Pilates, he knows that my muscles are too sore, tendons too tested, but he’s okay with that as he appreciates what’s coming. I will ride harder and harder despite my plan to go slow, my gasps will lose their discretion and gain in volume and desperation and then I’ll release, and I’ll release hard. And nine times out of ten the squeezing of my pussy on his member and my urgency of noise will tip him over, and he goes over the edge hard too when I’m his bad girl. He will grunt, and maybe even sound like he’s hurt, and I will keep riding until he's tapping me to stop, his long series of spurts now done leaving him drained. Now my thong will have two stains, that pleases me.
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