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“You want me to bare my bottom, bend over your knee and let you spank me?”

Almost apologetic, she clarified, “You do have a choice.”

“Ah. No, thank you.” The beauty of good manners—they could solve anything.

“The choice is either you take the punishment, or I leave you.”

In marriage, what is the relationship between love and discipline?

Note: This story includes use of terms, as a means of portraying character development, which may cause offence to some readers. The characters’ views are not those of the author or publisher.


Saturday, 6th June: 9 a.m.

“You want me to drop my trousers?”

His cycling friends said Tom spoke with a plum in his mouth. If so, that morning the plum writhed with worms. Seated opposite his wife at the kitchen table, through hungover eyes he stared down at a neat, petite brunette while he, with rough stubble, curry-encrusted hair and a huge, chiselled head set upon vast shoulders, looked not so much a pillar of society as a disgraced boxer in a police photograph.

Maria tried her best to ignore the trickle of drool that hung from his chin. The drool, she could not help but notice, was being hauled thin by gravity, stretching down and down until it clung to the tabletop. As he spoke, the drool swayed like the bass string on a guitar.

“Seriously?”

“Yes.” Her voice was a husky blend of certainty and fear.

“And my underpants?”

“Yes.”

“And bend over your knee and let you spank me?”


Saturday, 6th June: 9:15 a.m.

Tom tried to swallow, but his taste buds were as sticky as a drying scab. He knew that the evening had started at The Cambridge Blue—he remembered the first few rounds—but afterwards, he feared, they might have wandered down Mill Road.

It had been him, the road race team, plus Maria. The drinks had been on the team, their apology for dropping him as their sprinter. Fair enough. From the state of his head, they must have been extremely sorry. Either that, or he had stopped en route at a workshop to have his skull crushed in a vice.

There was a vague recollection of it being wise to drink as much as possible, by way of compensation for the sporting slight. Maybe that had been unwise. Given Maria’s demand, he could not have behaved well.

“You want me to bare my bottom, bend over your knee and let you spank me?”

Almost apologetic, she clarified, “You do have a choice.”

“Ah. No, thank you.” The beauty of good manners—they could solve anything.

“The choice is either you take the punishment, or I leave you.”

He splayed his elbows onto the tabletop and scratched at his stubble, precipitating a snowstorm of dried curry sauce from a kebab he could not recall consuming. Then he slouched that handsome chin upon his mighty fists, his face for once low enough for him and his wife to exchange a level gaze. The bending caused a belch, but one he kept under control. The gas escaped silently through his nose. Maria did not flinch, so he guessed he smelled better than the taste of the fur on his teeth.

He tried to focus upon her huge brown eyes. The cycling chaps, not prone to great imagination, said she looked like a doe. What he saw was an intransigent doe, bravely standing its ground.

“So if I understand correctly—” He scratched again at the stubble, and the doe pretended not to see a second dandruff puff dust the table. “—if I do not, at this very moment, bend over like a naughty child, that’s it between us.”

“No.”

He exhaled. This time, she did flinch, but he missed it, too busy saying, “What a relief!”

Maria remained quietly factual. “I know this is hard for you, so I am not expecting you to do it now, particularly not in this state. You have until six p.m. tomorrow to decide.”

“Six p.m.?”

“Six p.m. tomorrow.”

“Why six p.m.?” He liked the practical question: it made the situation less surreal.

“I want to save our marriage,” she explained, trying but failing to keep her voice entirely dry of emotion. “Really I do. I want to spend my life with you. The thing is that I don’t want to spend my life with this horrid, new person.”

“Who?”

“The man I see on Friday nights and, increasingly, on weekday evenings.” She allowed a moment for the idea to settle. “I really, really hope you agree. That is why I have given you some time to think. The reason for the precise timing is that I have Monetary Policy Committee on Monday morning—it’s interest rate day—and if our marriage is not fixed by six p.m. on Sunday then I have time to pack, drive to my parents’ house, read the macro-data and still get an early night. I can’t make mistakes at the MPC. People’s jobs depend on me. Lots of people’s.”

“You are serious.”

“Yes.” She leant forward and stroked his cheek with the backs of her fingers. It was like kicking a puffball. She resisted the urge to wash her hand.

“Why spanking?”

“I thought it best to prepare an explanation for you to read. You can open it once I’m out of the house and it won’t turn into one of those disagreements that end with your voice louder than mine.” He winced. On the table, she placed a sealed envelope, marked H.M. Treasury. “This way, you can shout as much as you like without making me cry.” He tried to speak, but again those maggots burst forth from the plum on his tongue. She smiled like one comforting the bereaved. “It’s all in the instructions.”
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