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    To the spankers out there in suburbia dishing it out good and hard. May your bottom hurt and your neighbours remain unaware.

      

    


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


read about spanking, whipping and caning and the receiver will be injured, but it is consensual even when it appears not to be the case. If sadomasochism offends you then this is not the book for you.
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For permission requests, contact permissions@JamieLeigh.co.uk

“A spanking marriage is a strong marriage”

Beth
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“The more you spank him, the more devoted he will become”

Caroline
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“Boys need strictness, they need a firm hand to feel secure.”


David’s Teacher
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" Your shame isn't about what you did to get to cum, it’s shame about what you revealed, it’s shame about you revealing to a woman what you really are.” 

Libby (the bitch)
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1  Serendipity Strikes and Strikes Hard
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I’ve come to believe that the focus of my books is based on a false premise, one I now believe remains a significant gap in the kink genre. The assumption is that if a person likes receiving a spanking or pegging that they are a submissive and that means the person wielding the whip is their dominant issuing orders and controlling events even when the session is domestic. Yet up and down the land loving couples frequently spank each other in the bedroom with minimal domination, many have a laugh or chat as they are doing it rather than run a ‘scene’. 

We know that men and women have been spanking each other forever because carvings and manuscripts give us insights into the past. Moderate spanking excites many (it does me) in bed and culturally it’s appeared all over the place in Victorian novels through to the golden age of Hollywood so even the most prudish seeming grandmother knows about spanking sexually, whilst S&M has been this niche alternative lifestyle locked in the box called ‘kink’ that ‘normal’ people knew about and surely didn’t do.

However, sales of spanking tools and pegging equipment is growing year on year too, it’s moved into almost acceptable conversation after a few too many drinks amongst (mostly women) who talk sex in some circles and the purchasing team of a well-known outdoor shop ensure a supply of dressage whips and riding crops in their much under used equestrian aisle even though we all know that how utterly niche dressage is. Even mainstream women’s retailers including ones for older clienteles’ stock leather skirts and knee boots even when you see very few women wearing them in public. We know, but we don’t know is widespread when you tune in

I came to this thought when this memoir landed in my lap via a circuitous route, that perhaps confirms the lesson that opportunity favours the prepared. Beth and David eventually gifted me their story when I was trying and failing to write something else. A seemingly dull middle-class professional couple who look and sound totally unremarkable (beige even) grew into hard corporal punishment practitioners yet appear to have no interest in domination. David is a husband beaten regularly who carries welts and bruising into his dull office job who is not in a female-led relationship and has a wife whom he ravishes aggressively in bed who wants him to be the man of the house. They don’t fit a template and would come last in some kind of weird police line-up to identify kinksters.

An absolute result meeting them of course, but since I heard their story I began to tune into the hints and clues around me amongst the ‘dull’ couples I know, and when I put this theory to a friend in the trades who visits many ‘boring’ homes in suburbia who confirmed just how common it is to see leather boots or collections of belts too numerous to be a fashion thing or the zipped up suitcase in the corner or perhaps a fly swot or belt left in the bedroom (he complains that he cannot unsee thanks to be ruining his innocence). There are, I contend, individuals up and down the land being spanked by their partners or fucked in the arse, yet their partners aren’t dominants, and the receivers aren’t submissive. The non-submissive who just likes to (or is it needs to?) bottom largely goes undocumented.

This hidden group of non-dom spankers I have come to believe exist aren’t doing dom/femdom scenes or roles, protocols, consent check-ins, or the alphabet soup of genres in BDSM; they are spanking each other hard because that’s just what people do, because spanking fills a deep inner need in many humans. 

I believe more and more that loving couples with very little interest in kink as usually represented punish each other because it’s great for a relationship and brilliant for their minds. They don’t need complication as the strap or the cane or the crop does the talking, then relieved and minds cleared they go back to doing the laundry and volunteering in their community. 

Perhaps there might be a gem of an academic study here as I think that this uncomplicated, no-nonsense, no-scene (maybe no domination) suburban group might be the largest community in kink. 

Meeting Beth and David

Ignoring my future PhD on non-domination spanking, how I found this story is just very uninteresting as I did no grafting and needed no introductions to people who knew people, at most some charm (maybe) and a good ear. This story came via serendipity (aka luck) when I took on an opportunity to house sit next door to Beth and David, their tale fell into my lap.

Helen my home-owning friend told them that I was minding the house before she left, and they appeared on the door step a few days after I moved in. Classic British neighbours, they waited to let me settle in, but not too long that it might have become awkward. I had them in for some tea and we did the getting to know you dance and then they were up and out having stayed long enough to be friendly yet gone quickly enough to avoid the risk of intruding. 

The next time we spoke was following the cooldown walk after a run when I got a wave as they bustled about their front garden doing jobs causing me to stop on their driveway for a chat where we shared a little more, and on like that it went. Eventually we got to the metaphorical fork in the road; the one where I was to either get a book or the one where I was to remain a neighbour forever kept in the realms of small talk. Beth as in so many moments was the instigator as she asked me to come over to help her move a heavy planter because David was at work and I stayed for lunch and out came the questions.

They had of course noticed that I was home during the day, but too young to have retired and clearly not rich (although she was far too polite to say that) and I explained that I worked from home a lot, and somewhere along the way I must have mentioned that I was also a writer causing her interest to be piqued. It’s not something I tell people at all, including my closest family as I write kink and that’s going to get awkward real fast. I would bet that few kink writers want supportive friends and family who read their books, and they definitely don’t want to discover that have a personal story to tell you, subsequently I was rather stuck having slipped up. I rambled somewhat about my writing being ‘rather adult’ and other euphemisms like ‘naughty’ then folded under some looks and probing. I confessed to penning kinky erotica therefore ‘all rather embarrassing’. 

Beth wasn’t letting that go though, she was very enthusiastic about my creative side and ‘not hiding my light under a bushel’ and other encouraging talk bigging me up for being ‘a real-life author’. Inevitably we got to the juncture where she probed what I was working on. I gave her enough strong hints to change the tack should she want to, including stating quite plainly that it was ‘kinky’, yet she didn’t relent and then bit by bit I ended up explaining that it was a spanking book involving a lot of whips and a dungeon. She didn’t flinch, she simply took a biscuit from the tin and nodded along. 

I don’t know, it’s something about Beth I suppose. She’s an older lady, perhaps near sixty and very elegant, very softy spoken and very mumsy inducing you to overshare like Kaa the snake hypnotising Mowgli in the Jungle Book. And here comes the teaching grandmother to suck eggs lesson, almost literally as I was to discover. I tried making out that I wasn’t a weirdo by explaining that lots of people were into spanking as demonstrated by thriving sales in the genre, followed by a lamer deflection via explaining that it wasn’t for everyone, so I wasn’t going to ‘put her in a spot’ by being graphic. And then came the awkward lull, the silence. I took a biscuit I didn’t want, just to wait it out.

“So, you think spanking is really common then?” she asked before looking down to sip her tea. The bob of her hair returned to fall around her face as her head rose from the china lip whilst the cup went back to the saucer with a clink.

“Far more than you can ever imagine” I replied, hamming it up so my writing would sound more mainstream. I was relieved that she had broken the awkward silence, but lowering my voice to add a little conspiracy I laid it on thick. “I’d bet anything that in this long street of detached houses where your neighbours cannot hear anything there are lots of secrets for a writer like me, if only people would tell me, I’d love to hear them”

“Like what, what sort of secrets would a writer like you be interested in?” she quietly half-whispered back joining in with my hushed intrigue. In my imagination she looked around before saying it, like a spy, but she probably didn’t.

“Well, if we take the number of houses and the types of people, the income level, the social status then I reckon there’s at least one serious dungeon with a few other hiding-in-plain-sight set-ups”

“Really” she exclaimed, her eyes widening before silence and then a slow pondering reach for the teapot to refill my cup, like she was analysing my point as if it were serious, as if trying to guess which of her neighbours were the most likely candidates “What’s in plain sight mean?”

“Not a full-on dungeon, not a dedicated room filled with whips and equipment. Perhaps a home office with a special spanking desk or dining room with a chez lounge that visitors would think innocent but open a cupboard or two and you’d be really surprised at what implements you would find. I reckon there’s a few of those on this street, it’s the quiet ones you’ve got to watch out for” before chuckling at a tired old cliché.

“Like David and I?” came her response, then more silence bar the placing of the teapot down on the tray, and I just sat there. I prevaricated, unsure what to say as it was fun to speculate about the other houses, but I didn't want to cause offence by bringing her into whatever this game now was, but she didn’t stop. 

“We use the office out back, that’s our ‘plain sight’ as you call it”. My brain finally processes what she just revealed, she wasn’t asking to get a story out of me, she was cueing me up for a confession.

“Really?” I said, but not as a question. More a holding pattern as I glanced over to the gold carriage clock and it’s spinning counterweights wondering where this was going.

“Who knew spanking was so popular? I mean I knew that they did magazines about spanking, David loved them when you used to be able to buy those. And the internet, we enjoy that, but I didn’t think it was common for people like us, not really. You think there’s more houses down this road with people into spanking? I’m not sure what to say, but it cannot be a no as she’s clearly got something to say.

“Definitely” I babble, “interest in my books is only growing” I stated, “and the people who email me are just like us, not like you see online in porn”.

“Maybe you should lend me a copy of your dungeon book then” with an unexpected dirty smile back before the passing over of the biscuit tin. Older ladies like this into knitting and crafting were not what I thought of when I imagined fans of sadomasochism never mind adherents, accordingly I didn’t know what to say. Thank God my phone rang, and I took the chance to mouth a sorry and with the hand over the mouthpiece I pretended that I had to get back to my desk for work - coward.

I can’t say that David looked me in the eye whenever I passed by their front garden after that. Beth must have told him about my visit and rather than getting the ‘I hear you are a writer’ opening I got the silent nod and eyes down of ‘hello I’m acknowledging you. but please don’t stop’. I began to feel like I’d done something wrong, well slightly off, sort of like a salesman signing up a housewife to some scheme when her husband was out. But it was Beth who had reeled me in, she’d suckered me in with her mumsy older lady ways and soothing confessional manner that got me to blab causing me to be a bit miffed about getting the cold shoulder like it was my fault combined with kicking myself for missing a lottery chance. I probably sounded like a right pervert (and I am) when she told him about my books and the strange turn in our conversation. David is a man of few words and one with gravitas so having his wife tell a stranger about a spanking room, well you can imagine just how well that must have gone down.

A week passed before I saw her again, I was steeling myself for the cold shoulder of regret. This time she was setting off down the road in my direction carrying a rolled-up Pilates mat and bold as brass she asked why I hadn’t dropped around my book yet. Whatever she’d told David clearly hadn’t bothered her, so in shock I promised to email a copy over next time I was online

“Don’t forget Jamie, I’ve been waiting a while now” she chided with a finger waggle like I was a child and naughty smile before marching off towards the village hall as I racked my brain for a clever comeback. A dilemma presents itself as my stories aren’t suitable for middle-aged ladies in the suburbs as they are too heavy on the BDSM and the protagonists go hard, it’s not raunchy bedroom fun like she’s imagining. In the end I emailed over vol one of ‘Ascent into Submission’ from a series that hadn’t gone too dungeon at that point. And unknowingly the opportunity door was reopened.

“I liked Stella, she’s very exciting” came my first review from Beth on the station platform “when do I get the next volume then?” so I emailed that over once I was at my client’s office albeit using a VPN as I thought ‘stuff it’. And on we went to a series of tea and sandwiches always ending up back to my kink writing and speculation about our neighbours, and ever so slightly the lightbulb went on as she delivered nudge after nudge to someone too closed-minded to spot the play. 

Beth wanted to share, she was bursting to confess all about her spanking life, she wanted to come out of the closet rather than be alone anymore and I was to be her priest.
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2  The Diarists
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First things first, the diaries, these are my primary source material, and my pub theory is that they are the keystone of their kink, not that they’d call it kink. Saying that I don’t think they’d see the act of diary keeping as that significant either even though what they write is rocket fuel powering further adventures. For them the diary keeping is foremost habit, perhaps a means to process, yet fricking arousing to me as a reader of them. Let’s be clear they aren’t all saucy, they are married couple noting thoughts about their day much of the time, but no work chat (against the rules), then scattered throughout are the sexy escapades.

Beth couldn’t initially tell me much more than hints about their secret life at that stage in our friendship, instead she handed me ‘a copy of her book’, a sort of reciprocal give-back having devoured my material and gotten to the point of very graphic ‘notes’ about my portrayal of the BDSM in them. It was a diary from last year and shocking. 

Of course, it only caused me to mercilessly quiz her about every detail as the entries were either cryptic or massively exciting yet brief, but it was her method to grant herself a ‘licence’ to share. She wasn’t yet ready to tell me directly, but she could be ‘forced’ to answer questions making their diaries my way in.

David is the cause of the ‘naughty diaries’ she claims yet she was the original diarist who got him to join in, so I am openly sceptical. Beth had kept a diary since her teen years full of the humdrum, crushes, complaints and dreams of teenage girls on through her awful first marriage and frustrating life in the civil service. 

She confirms the entries telling me that David had started staying over fulltime within weeks of them meeting, then he’d disappear off abroad for the bank for a week before coming straight from the airport late on a Friday to hers – he used to work away before he met her. It’s cute, but even after the spanking life they’ve lived I think she was sort of ashamed that a forty-year woman leapt into living with a younger man because of her lust, she’s supposed to be ponderous and cautious or something.

David quickly noticed her doing a little log of her day before bed along with notes about future plans or hobby projects in one of those A4, page per day diaries each evening as she’d make him wait. A little quirk, a little ritual that could delay even sex consequently he asked if he could take a look. She said no resulting of course in a growing curiosity, but he never sneaked a peek or made demands as he never would with her. That being said, David is smart, he deployed her kryptonite the sneaky bastard; during some long tease and denial she broke under ‘torture’ and agreed to let him read her archive – the diaries told me that he often gets his own way via her love of an orgasm, it’s their game. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
' SUBURBAN
~ SPANKERS

COREORAL
PUNISHMENT
FOR COUFRCES

, l JAMIE LEIGH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





