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Sometimes a wife has to go to extreme measures to save her marriage. Cissy Holden isn’t happy. Her husband Len doesn’t help out around the house and shows little respect for her. Even worse, their sex life leaves much to be desired. The chemistry they enjoyed when they first met has faded and Cissy is at her wits’ end.

She decides to take matters into her own hands—literally—and introduces her wayward husband to the concept of a Female-Led Relationship (FLR). At first he’s all for it since he’s getting sexual favors for doing chores, but as Cissy ratchets up the control, Len starts to wonder if he’s less of a man if he lets her. Even more confusing is the fact that the sex, another area where Cissy has taken control, is through the roof. What does that say about him? Only time will tell if Len will fully jump on board, or if Cissy has made the biggest mistake of her life.
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Dedication

 

To Kelli Collins, because she wanted a femdom story. This is the closest I could do…

 









Chapter One

 

The bathroom door slammed, rattling on its hinges, and Cissy Holden winced. Her marriage was in big trouble, and this latest attempt to spice up their sex life could only be called an unmitigated disaster. She and her husband Len had grown further and further apart, sexually and otherwise, over the past year or two, and Cissy had no idea how to fix the problem.

Len poked his head out but didn’t so much as glance in her direction. “I’m taking a shower.” No “why don’t you join me” was implied in the sentence, more like “stay the hell out”.

Cissy rolled onto her side and curled up, fighting tears. Again.

She’d suggested they try dominance and submission after reading about it in the erotic romances she loved, but Len clearly hadn’t been into the idea. Trying to make the experience as authentic as possible, Cissy had gone to the local sex shop, sweating profusely and face as red as a fire hydrant, to buy a set of fleece-lined cuffs and a blindfold. After she’d presented the items to Len earlier in the evening, he’d scoffed at the cuffs and ignored the blindfold.

Then he’d done the same thing he’d been doing for the last couple of years of their twelve-year marriage. Woman on bottom, man on top. Perfunctory foreplay. Quick penetration. She missed the days when he’d spend time kissing her, touching her and making sure she was as aroused as he was before entering her. Tonight, after ten minutes of him rutting on top of her and her not responding—what was there to respond to—he’d come and immediately climbed off her before stalking into the bathroom.

The shower turned off and she feigned sleep. It was better than having to face her husband. Did he not want her anymore? Cissy loved Len. She could hardly remember a time she hadn’t loved him. They’d met and begun dating in high school, and after she’d graduated from community college with her accounting degree, they’d married.

Len had been older than her twenty-one years and had been out on his own with a great job in quality assurance testing by the time they’d taken the plunge. She’d hardly been able to believe her luck when the football quarterback with his All-American, blond-god looks had even noticed her, and when they got married and didn’t have to scrimp and save like their friends, she felt even more blessed.

Now it was twelve years later, and although Len wasn’t in the same shape he’d been in during his younger years, he still looked damn fine, whereas Cissy had filled out some from working a full-time desk job. Her extra weight had settled on her thighs, ass and belly, as it did for so many women. She certainly wasn’t ugly, with hair that was still thick and wavy, tumbling halfway down her back the way her husband had said he liked it years ago.

Cissy frowned. Maybe it wasn’t enough anymore. Maybe Len didn’t find her desirable and only had sex with her because it was his duty as her husband, kind of like taking out the garbage or paying the cable bill. They were childless by choice, but now Cissy felt a bone-deep loneliness. Without Len to share her life with, she had nothing.

Len padded back into the room and was soon asleep, but Cissy lay awake for hours, going over and rejecting idea after idea to save her marriage, her stomach churning as her fear it was too late grew with every passing minute.

* * * * *
 

As they sat at the kitchen table together the next morning, Cissy trying to force down cottage cheese while she read another of her erotic romances and Len chomping on his third bowl of cereal as he did the crossword, Cissy stopped dead. Perhaps this was one of the problems. She and Len didn’t talk anymore. It wasn’t as if they hated each other. It was more…friendly at this point. When had that happened?

Setting down her spoon, she then closed her book and asked, “What’s on tap for you today?”

Without looking up, he answered, “I need to mow the lawn before it gets too hot.”

“Do you want to go see a movie or something later?”

Now he looked up. “What movie?”

“That new action movie about the guy who finds out he has the superpower to stop the sun from melting the Earth is out.”

“You’d go see that?” One of Len’s thick eyebrows rose and Cissy took a moment to study his face. He wasn’t hostile, just surprised. Besides the frustrating sexual experiences lately, they got along for the most part, but Cissy wanted more. Obviously marriages cooled off over the years, but she didn’t want to be married to a guy who was more of a friend, a buddy. She wanted to be married to a guy who would want her forever. If she’d wanted a friend, she would’ve married her best friend Shell. At least she’d put down the toilet seat.

“Sure,” she answered quickly. “Maybe we could grab some dinner after that. There’s a new fondue place in the mall.”

Which would force us to be together for hours since it’s a multi-course meal.

“Um, yeah, okay.” Len folded the paper and then stood. “I’d better get out there. Looks like a scorcher.”

“Yeah, turns out you can get a tan in Buffalo.”

Len smiled and his gorgeous brown eyes lit up. That was a private joke between the two of them since so many people assumed it was always cold in Buffalo. Her heart caught as she stared at him. She really did love him and couldn’t imagine her life without him, but was that enough to save her marriage? Did he still love her back? Did he even want to fix things? Cissy bit her lip. He’d agreed to go on this date.

That has to mean something.

With a lighter heart, Cissy began her daily chores. On a whim she decided to stop by the mall to buy a new outfit. Who knew if Len would even notice, but she had to try. Besides, the infernal cottage cheese diet she’d forced herself to keep at had helped her lose nearly eight pounds. It was time to show off her new, though still far from perfect, body.

While she was there she got a manicure and pedicure, and when she got back, Len was watching a baseball game, a beer in his hand as he lounged on the recliner. Cissy took a moment to appreciate his body. Len was clad in a pair of cargo shorts, which she happened to know showed off his ass beautifully, even if she couldn’t see it at the moment, and one of those tight, breathable t-shirts.

She wanted to take a shower before they had to go, but considered surprising Len by sucking his cock. He never turned that down—what sane man did? But then she remembered how Len had acted the night before and shook her head, feeling tears well in her eyes again. Before she got more upset and ruined the entire evening, she left the room to get ready.

They had a good time on their date, though not surprisingly Len didn’t seem to notice her new clothes. During the movie she’d tried to take his hand, and he’d held hers for a few moments but soon pulled away to grab his soft drink. Disappointed, Cissy dropped her hand back into her lap and tried to concentrate on the movie, which she knew Len was enjoying. It wasn’t her kind of thing though, and she found her attention wandering. All that time she’d spent staring at the ceiling the night before caught up with her, and she fell asleep before the end of the movie. When the house lights came up she woke with a start, looking around groggily.

Len looked at her sideways. “Man, you’re a pretty dull date.”

Sometimes it was hard to tell if he was joking, and she gave him an uncertain smile. She hated feeling like this, as if she was constantly walking on eggshells, afraid to say or do anything that might make everything worse. But the way he had begun to treat her recently, with distant politeness, indifference or, at the worst of times, barely concealed contempt was a stab to her heart. Cissy didn’t even think he noticed when he was putting her down. Len wasn’t a cruel man by nature. If she had to put a name to the whole situation, she’d say Len was bored, and that was almost worse than if something more overt was going on.

They left the theater, and when they got home Len turned on some late-night TV while Cissy retired to their bedroom to read. She didn’t want to push the sex thing, and if she was honest with herself, she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to take another rejection. By the time Len came in, Cissy had fallen victim to emotional exhaustion and was asleep.

Len went fishing with a friend the next day, and Cissy sat down at the computer. She’d woken up determined to figure out what was wrong with their marriage and had come up with some actionable items to fix it that she hadn’t thought of yet. This was what Cissy did best—plan. Her job as a project manager for a large bank in the area made the skill come naturally.

After putting various search strings into her browser, she finally hit pay dirt. Apparently there was an entire faction of women who felt unappreciated and that their men didn’t care enough to try to keep their relationships working. But what she saw when she started clicking through the links on a bunch of websites related to the matter caused an involuntary guffaw to burst free. These women had decided to take charge of their men. And how.

As she read more she was surprised to learn there were so many women who played the dominant role in their households. Through her erotic romance reading, she knew how many women were submissive to men, but had no idea so many women had submissive guys.

Leaning her chin on her hand, she read about how the women made rules and expected their men to abide by them. That in itself intrigued her, since she was constantly doing things like waiting for Len to come home from work so they could eat dinner, and of course he never called to tell her he was going to be late. That was just the beginning. At this point in their marriage, they were basically living two separate lives. He had no accountability toward her, and she was getting tired of being so low on his priority list.

Cissy was even more shocked as she clicked on another link. Several pictures of what were obviously men’s asses came up on the screen, each bright red and showing other kinds of marks. What was this?

She read the first caption and gasped. When their men broke rules, this particular group of women spanked them. Part of their punishment was having a picture of their spanked asses posted online in this group, along with a journal-type entry about what they’d done to earn the spanking and what had transpired during the actual punishment.

Her breathing sped up and her pussy gushed with juices. “Holy shit. I wish I could do that to Len. I bet he’d think twice about his behavior if he knew an ass blistering was coming.” And based on the pictures she saw, ass blistering was an accurate statement. These women didn’t go easy on their men, and the guys’ asses were bright red, marked, bruised, welted—she couldn’t believe it.

Scrolling down, she saw other pictures, including several of men’s cocks, some caged in some sort of funny-looking contraption, others reddened and with a kind of a whip included in the picture. Did these women whip their men’s cocks? What man would put up with that?

Cissy snapped the lid of the laptop closed, her mind reeling. Sure, she’d read about women being spanked, and she’d wondered what it would feel like if Len put her over his lap and spanked her. But the opposite? It wasn’t like Len was huge, but he was obviously much stronger than she. How did these women manage to spank their men without the guys simply refusing or stopping the punishment? Her brain was racing, along with her heart, and she jumped when the side door from the garage banged open.

“Stupid fucking rain,” Len grumbled. “Maybe the fish don’t mind it, but I sure as hell do.” He deposited his equipment on the hardwood floor in the kitchen despite the face Cissy made as the house began to fill with the smells of fish and lake water. “I said I’d check the radar on the laptop to see when this storm is gonna end and then call Dave back. I suggested to Dave that we just go to a bar and catch the game instead of running all over the fucking place trying to get away from the storm.”

Len walked toward her and she snatched the laptop off the table. She hadn’t closed that website window before she’d slammed the computer shut and she could just imagine what Len would say if he saw it.

“No, you can’t.”

His eyebrows knitted. “Why the hell not?”

“I’m, um, I’m in the middle of looking at something. For you.”

Len made to grab the laptop. “Look for it later. I told Dave I’d call him.”

Jumping up, Cissy nearly knocked over the chair. Hugging the laptop to her chest, she said, “No. Go look on your work computer.”

“What the fuck’s going on with you?” Len made another grab for the laptop, his eyes narrowing and a snarl forming in the corners of his mouth.

Cissy crossed the room, still clutching the computer. “Haven’t I asked you not to swear so much?”

He rolled his eyes. “Yes, Mom.”

“There’s no need to make every fifth or sixth word a swear word.” It wasn’t as if she were some sort of nun, but she didn’t see why an intelligent man like Len would have to curse constantly.

“What-the-fuck-ever,” he tossed back as he left the room, leaving all his stuff in a pile next to the garage door and not even removing his muddy boots.

At that moment Cissy envisioned going after him, dragging him into their bedroom by his ear and making him bend over the bed for a paddling. They didn’t even own a paddle like the ones she’d seen online, and there was no way in hell Len would ever let her do that, but the thought of reddening his bare ass for his attitude was highly satisfying at that moment.

Len left the house again shortly thereafter, not taking his fishing gear with him or making any move to put it away, and to get away from the smell, Cissy went upstairs. After climbing onto the bed, she opened the computer and went back to that website, devouring every inch of it, fueled by her anger at first, but then something else took over. She was getting aroused reading about how these women punished their men for their bad attitudes and poor behavior. The members of the website recommended easing the man into giving up control, starting in the bedroom and working out from there, since in their experience most men didn’t seem to care who did what in the bedroom as long as they got laid.

Cissy snorted. That was true enough. Of course, right now, she wanted to get laid, but for now her BOB would have to do. She was still too angry at Len to have sex with him. Pulling out her trusty rabbit vibrator, she stripped off her shorts and panties, and, with the backdrop of these guys’ spanked asses on the laptop screen fueling her, brought herself to a furious orgasm. By the time she’d come down, she was breathing hard and her clit was pulsing. Maybe there was something to this control thing after all.

* * * * *
 

She was still going through the links and other associated material on that website when Len came home again. Glancing at the clock, she was shocked to see it was almost seven. She’d spent almost five hours online.

He stood in the doorway to their bedroom. “You didn’t make dinner?”

Feeling her blood pressure rise, Cissy said, “Why do you assume I’d make dinner? I didn’t even know where you went or if you were coming home.” She didn’t want to fight with Len tonight, but these assumptions he made about her taking care of the house were wearing on her. They both worked full-time jobs. Why should she be responsible for the majority of the housework too? Cissy made a note to include chores in her list of rules if Len ever agreed to let her take him in hand.

“I told you I was going to the bar with Dave to watch the game, and now it’s dinnertime, so I’m home. Aren’t you hungry?”

Cissy tamped down her annoyance. “Let’s go see what’s in the fridge.”

Len followed her into the kitchen and after viewing the contents of the refrigerator, Cissy decided to have leftovers, which of course Len wasn’t happy about. He hated leftovers. With dinner finished, Len retreated to the living room, leaving the dishes undone. Cissy knew Len was by far not the only man who behaved like this, and she hated harping on him like a shrew. But if she wanted to attempt taking control in the bedroom tonight like the website had suggested, she needed to keep her wits about her, so she did the dishes without complaint and then went into the bedroom to plan.

Knowing Len, if she offered to get on top he’d willingly let her. After all, it was less work for him and he still got off. She was planning to hide the cuffs underneath the pillow, fastening them to the headboard ahead of time to make things easier. When he was all worked up she’d ask if she could cuff him and play. Satisfied with her plan, she got everything ready and then went back to the living room.

“Hon?” Len looked up from the television, the pinched lines of his face betraying clear irritation at the interruption and she nearly lost her nerve.

I can do this. I have to do this.

“Do you think maybe you’d be interested in, you know…” She gestured vaguely toward the stairs.

Stop being such a pansy and just tell him what you want. Do you expect him to respect you enough to control him if you act like this?

Len’s brow furrowed. “What?”

Cissy walked closer and reached out a hand. “I want you.”

“Oh. OH.” He rose with a grin, clicking the TV off as she tugged on his hand.

She walked him up to their bedroom, not letting go of him even as it seemed he wanted to yank his hand away. “Take off your clothes and get on the bed. I want to play a little.”

Despite her firm tone, he didn’t object, quickly peeling his clothes away and then scooting up on the bed before lying on his back. She turned down the lights, both so her imperfect body wasn’t glowing in the harsh overhead lights and because she didn’t want Len to have an exact idea of what she was doing when she pulled out the cuffs.

Starting at his neck, she kissed, licked and sucked her way down his body. Len laced his hands behind his head as if he were some sheik expecting to be serviced, and while that normally would’ve annoyed her, at the moment it played into her hand perfectly. Cissy flicked his nipples with the tip of her tongue before moving lower, placing wet, open-mouthed kisses along his abdomen.

Len’s cock was already hard. Reaching down, she grasped it and stroked from root to tip. He jerked with a hiss and Cissy had to school her expression as a Cheshire smile threatened to break free. God, men were so easy to figure out in bed. She scooted down farther and took him into her mouth, licking and sucking in turn, and as usual, Len grabbed her hair, guiding her.

When she got him all worked up and knew he was pretty close to coming, she pulled off and straddled him. “I want to play some more. Would you let me use the cuffs so I can have my way with you?” She smiled and tried to look non-threatening and playful.

Len’s expression darkened and Cissy held her breath. “Why do you need to cuff me to do that?”

Cissy shrugged, hoping the action looked as casual as she wanted it to. “I thought it might be fun to just pleasure you without you having to worry about reciprocating.”

He grinned and she knew she had him. “When you put it that way…” Before he could change his mind, she reached under the pillow and pulled out the cuffs. “Feeling pretty sure of yourself, huh?”

She smiled again. “Hopeful.”

Len allowed her to snap his wrists into the cuffs with not even a whisper of protest. Then, since he couldn’t stop her, she grabbed the blindfold and secured that around his eyes as well.

“I’ve never done this before,” he told her, his voice thin and reedy. Cissy wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement.

“You just let me take care of you.”

Much as she wanted to roll him over and burn his ass for the way he was behaving lately, she knew she had to go extremely slow for this idea to work. He had to trust her enough to give up control in the bedroom, and then they could move on to other things. The more she thought about it, the more she was convinced it was the only way to save their marriage. Hopefully Len would respect her more, and she’d at least feel appreciated and noticed. They would both get what they needed, in and out of the bedroom. The thought ratcheted up her arousal another notch.

Len moaned as she licked up the shaft of his cock, but she didn’t take him into her mouth again, instead bypassing the now-leaking head entirely to focus on his balls. She moved his legs this way and that as she pleased on purpose to assert her control, but he complied without comment each time, probably just grateful she was actually lavishing attention on his full sacs, since it wasn’t a favorite activity of hers. Finally, after several minutes, she pulled away completely.

“Where are you going?” He sounded panicked and it was hard not to snicker.

“Not far.” Reaching into her nightstand, she withdrew her vibrator and turned it on. After briefly touching it to his balls and eliciting another hiss, she kneeled over him and fucked herself with it.

“What’re you doing?” His tone belied his rising frustration level. “Take the blindfold off so I can see.”

“Not right now.” Pulling out the vibe and hearing the sound it made as it left her soaked pussy, she ran it up one side of his cock and down the other before reinserting it into her body.

Working it in and out faster and faster, Cissy couldn’t hold in a long groan. “Shit, are you fucking yourself with that thing? I’ll fuck you,” Len growled.

Removing it once again and touching the head of his cock, making it slap against his stomach, she said, “Say please.”

Len snarled and Cissy had to concentrate not to laugh. Through clenched teeth he managed to bite it out. “Please.”

She lined up his dick with her passage and plunged down until he was balls-deep inside her. Her pussy clamped down on him and with a roar, she felt him come inside her. Cissy found her own release taking over, plunging her into a maelstrom of sensation unlike anything she’d felt before. It was long moments before she could think enough to climb off him.

As Len came down from his own orgasm, she ripped off the blindfold, wanting to see his eyes. Len could never lie to her and she wanted to know how he felt about what had happened. She stared at him and saw lust mixed with genuine surprise. Thankfully he wasn’t running screaming, because with this newfound knowledge of what turned her on—when Len gave her control—she wasn’t sure she could go back to the “old” way they’d been having sex.

Cissy uncuffed him and he rolled onto his side. “Holy shit, baby, you killed me.”

With as much nonchalance as she could muster, she answered, “It looked like you were into not having control.”

He wouldn’t meet her eyes. “Maybe.”

Good enough for me.

With a little smack to his ass that she just couldn’t resist, she said, “I’m gonna go take a shower.” He grunted, whether from the blow or the lingering effects of his orgasm she didn’t know, and Cissy walked into the bathroom, thinking how different the end of this night was than the previous night. As she stood under the hot spray, she thought about the encounter and what she should do now. Cissy knew some of the women used sex as a reward and decided to go that route.

When she came back into the bedroom, Len was propped up, flipping through channels on the small television on his dresser. Without taking his eyes from the screen, he asked, “Feel better?”

“Yes, much. I’d like to talk to you about something. Can you put the remote down?” He lowered it to his lap. “I think we should discuss some things, like how you don’t help around the house enough.” She put up her hand when he started to argue. “I’ve come up with a solution I think you’ll like.”

“Okay…” His voice betrayed his suspicions, and she plowed on, not wanting to give him too much time to think.

“I’m going to make a list of chores, and attach rewards to them. If you do the chore to my satisfaction,” Len made a face, which she ignored, “you’ll get the reward.”

“What if I don’t do it?”

“No reward. Pretty simple.”

“What are these chores and the rewards?”

Cissy anticipated he’d ask this, and she had a few examples ready to go. “Well, you mow the lawn when you’re supposed to, but you leave grass clippings all over the sidewalk and hardly ever weed whack. So if you mow and weed whack, then clean up after yourself, I’ll suck that cock.”

Len’s eyes widened and she grinned inwardly. Maybe these women were onto something. “You’ll blow me if I do yard work?” He sounded incredulous, and she could see his throat working as he swallowed.

“Yep. If you do the dishes, including emptying the dishwasher, refilling it, running it, cleaning the pots and pans by hand and wiping down all the surfaces, I’ll give you a hand job.”

“Every day?” His voice broke on the last word.

God, men are so freaking easy. She could get him to do the chores and fulfill this newfound want. No doubt after she started stroking him he’d want to have sex, which sounded like a win-win situation to her.

“Every day.”

“So, wait a minute, let me make sure I understand. If I do the dishes every day like you said you’ll give me a hand job?”

“If you do them to my satisfaction, yes.”

“Well, shit.”

“Oh that’s one thing. If you swear more than twice a day within my hearing, any rewards are null and void. I really hate your potty mouth and I’ll take away rewards for it.”

Amazingly, he appeared to take the possibility of losing a reward in stride and she let out a relieved breath.

“Let me make sure I understand. Even if I do all this yard work, but then swear, you won’t give me my reward?”

“Correct.”

Len appeared to think about it for a moment and Cissy swore her heart stopped. Then, he nodded with a small smile, obviously feeling confident. That was fine, as long as he did what she asked of him. “Okay. I can live with this deal. Where’s the list?”

He sounded like a kid asking for his Christmas list and it was difficult not to roll her eyes. “I’ll make it tomorrow and put it up on the fridge, along with the associated rewards.”

Len grinned. “I can’t wait to figure how I can get my dick sucked every day.”

Little does he know…









Chapter Two

 

Cissy spent a couple of hours the next day concocting The List, as Len had referred to it that morning. She didn’t put every chore in the house on it. That wouldn’t be fair. All she wanted was for Len to start doing his share, not all of it. So on went the daily, never-ending chores like dishes, as well as a few chores that were hard on her, like cleaning the bathrooms, since she was asthmatic. As she finished and put it up, Cissy wondered how Len would take it, and how he’d feel once he found out the rewards would be harder and harder to get as she placed more rules and restrictions on him.

After she finished The List, Cissy took some time to do more research into this whole control thing, and found an interesting definition—Service Top. A Service Top was someone who only topped when it benefitted both the top and the bottom, or the dominant and the submissive. Even though at times the idea of tanning Len’s hide appealed to her, and she was doing this for both of them, she didn’t consider herself a hardcore, natural Domme.

She was more like a switch, she supposed, someone who could top or bottom depending on the situation. The term Service Top seemed to have some negative connotations in the BDSM world, but what did it matter if it worked for her and Len? The way she looked at it, her being a Service Top meant she “topped” Len for both her own purposes and to fulfill a need she suspected he had after recent events, even if he hadn’t recognized it yet.

There was also an entire lifestyle they called “Female-led Relationship” or FLR, which sounded a lot like what Cissy wanted. Basically, it revolved around one person being in charge—in this case, the female, obviously, and making some form of rules that the male agreed to abide by. There was a system of rewards and punishments that varied from couple to couple. Many reported their marriages were saved when the man agreed or asked his wife to engage in an FLR. It was worth a try.

Cissy definitely didn’t want Len to be her slave, or call her Mistress or anything like that. He didn’t need to lick her pussy three times a day, though wouldn’t that be something, or wear a dog collar like she’d seen in some of the videos online. She didn’t want to emasculate him, and she didn’t think he yearned to be emasculated or humiliated like some of these male submissives online did. There wasn’t anything wrong with that. Who was she to judge? But overall, Cissy just wanted him to start respecting her and their marriage.

Len got home from helping a friend move a few moments after five and made a beeline for the fridge. Cissy had purposely left several chores undone, things Len should be helping take care of anyway but never did, which left her to do them and resent him. Not this time. Nope, the trash wasn’t collected and out to the curb, the recycling wasn’t sorted, and the returnable bottles hadn’t been brought to the store.

She’d even let some of the things she’d normally do slide, like folding the three loads of laundry sitting in baskets on the family room floor and loading the dishwasher. Cissy sat on the couch with a cup of tea and waited for him to decide what he wanted to do. The way she looked at it, even if she had to blow Len a couple of times that night, the house would be clean. A sore jaw was a small price to pay, especially since she knew it was only the first phase of her plan.

Besides, as she was finding out, it was pretty freaking hot to take away Len’s control. The way he responded to it, to her—there was no way to describe it that actually caught the essence of how it made her feel. All she knew was that she wanted to feel that more often.

Soon she heard banging and then Len walked past her with a bag, presumably to collect garbage upstairs. Cissy smiled, hiding her grin behind her tea mug. A few moments later, Len returned.

“I did the garbage and recycling.” He began to unzip, but Cissy stopped him with a wave of her hand.

“Remember, I inspect, and you only get your reward if you’ve done the job to my satisfaction.”

Len grunted but backed up a step. Hopping to her feet, Cissy went outside and then made a show of checking out the job he’d done, though really, how could someone mess up garbage and recycling? She stayed out on the street for a few moments, making Len sweat, before returning.

“Was everything okay?” The amount of trepidation in his voice made Cissy want to chuckle, but she fought to keep a straight face.

“Yes.”

“Can I have my reward then?”

“Well, it depends.”

Len’s face fell. “On what?”

“If you do the dishes too, I’ll blow you instead of giving you a hand job.”

“But I thought—”

“Take it or leave it, Len. I don’t have to do any of this.”

He looked about to say something, but then nodded. “Let’s eat and I’ll do the dishes. But then I want my dick sucked.”

“And if you’re a good boy, you’ll get it.” Cissy left the room and went to check on the dinner she’d put in the Crock-Pot earlier. “Can you set the table?”

Len grumbled something about there being no reward for that, but Cissy ignored him. After dinner was over, Len quickly gathered the stuff on the table and loaded everything into the dishwasher. He was jamming things in haphazardly, obviously anxious to get on with his night, and Cissy stopped him.

“What?”

“Honey, you can’t just throw everything in there. Things will break, or they won’t get clean.”

“You’re never happy with how I load the dishwasher,” he groused, and Cissy suppressed a sigh. Really, how freaking hard was it to load a dishwasher in a manner where all the items could be properly cleaned?

She moved a couple of things around, showing him why the dishes would be better cleaned in that setup than the way he’d been doing things, then left him to it again as she wrapped the remains of dinner and put it away in the fridge. Cissy had no intention of getting on her knees right there in the kitchen to suck Len’s cock, so she retreated to the bedroom, where Len joined her a few moments later.

“I started the dishwasher.” Cissy wouldn’t be able to inspect his work that way, and she suspected he knew that, but still she went out to the kitchen and checked that he’d hand-washed the Crock-Pot properly and wiped down all the counters.

“You did well tonight,” she remarked as she entered the bedroom. Sliding onto the bed, she lay down on her back. This way was more comfortable for her than kneeling on her bad knee and she doubted Len would care what position she was in. Cissy crooked a finger at her husband and it didn’t take him long to catch on. Unzipping his shorts so quickly Cissy was afraid for the viability of the erection tenting them, he then dropped them to the floor along with his boxers. With a grin, Len climbed onto the bed.

“Reward me, baby.”

She met his stare levelly. “I keep my promises.”

His hands fumbled with his cock until he finally managed to take himself in hand, guiding the fat head toward her waiting mouth. When she took him inside, he let out an agitated hiss and she sucked a little harder, eliciting a groan. Cissy didn’t care what conventional wisdom said, when a woman was sucking a man’s cock she was the one in control. Sure, he might be the one getting pleasured, but even on her knees she firmly believed the woman held the reins.

Urgency guided his movements as he thrust shallowly in and out of her mouth, never going very deep before withdrawing most of the way again. Cissy gave herself over to him and felt a small surge of fluid as his pre-cum began to flow. With another groan, Len began to drive relentlessly inside, pushing farther and farther into her mouth until the head of his cock hit the soft palate. He knew from experience not to try to go farther. It didn’t matter. Len was still losing his mind and her panties were soaked with her juices. She couldn’t believe she got off this much from controlling him, but it was obvious she did.

His face was contorted and it was difficult to tell if it was in pleasure, pain or a mixture of both. “Fuck…”

She would’ve chuckled if her mouth wasn’t full. Men were so easy. Sure, all he’d done was the dishes, garbage and recycling, which some women might not think was worthy of a blowjob, but it was way more than he’d ever have done in one night. Already she was achieving her aim of getting him under her control, of taking him in hand. Granting a few sexual favors was well worth it to meet her ultimate goal.

Len clutched the headboard and a sharp creaking noise proved how tight his hold on the wood was. He was very close. Normally Cissy wasn’t much of a swallower, but she figured if she was going to do this she’d need to bite the bullet, as the case may be. He looked down at her, his face taut with tension.

“Close.” Cissy didn’t pull off and his eyes widened. A litany of swear words streamed from his mouth and a few seconds later he came in a roar. She had to concentrate to swallow as stream after stream of hot, salty cum landed on her tongue. Never one to enjoy swallowing, she found it ratcheted up her arousal even more to know she was doing this for Len, whereas before she would’ve pulled off. Surely he’d been expecting her to.

 

Len’s head blew off, almost literally, when he came in Cissy’s mouth. His brain was certainly nowhere to be found. She hadn’t let him do that in years. He’d venture to say they’d still been dating the last time she’d allowed it. What had come over his Cissy?

As he withdrew and collapsed on the bed next to her, an image of how she’d cuffed him to the bed the other night came rushing back. He’d gone lightheaded holding his breath, feeling helpless and waiting to see what she’d do next. Len had always been the aggressor in their sexual relationship, but that night Cissy had taken over, and fuck, was it sexy. He couldn’t wait until she pulled out the cuffs again.

If all he had to do was a few chores to get treatment like the cock sucking tonight and the sex before, he was in. After he’d caught his breath, he had a debate with himself. If he did the vacuuming and sweeping tonight, there was another blowjob to be had, but would it be worth it? Could he even come again? At thirty-five, he wasn’t able to snap his fingers and get a second erection. Of course, if it took a little longer to orgasm this time he’d have the prolonged pleasure of Cissy’s mouth wrapped around his cock.

Decision made, he climbed out of bed.

“Where are you going?”

He grinned at his wife. “To do some more chores.” One sculpted eyebrow rose, but she said nothing and he pulled on his boxers before leaving the room. Soon he returned, though. “Um, where’s the vacuum cleaner?” Len’s face went hot with embarrassment.

Cissy sighed. “In the hall closet.”

Len exited again and as he thumped down the stairs, he wondered how long it had resided in that location. He really should’ve known where the vacuum cleaner was, and he was chagrined it had been so long since he’d vacuumed he’d had no idea where the damn thing was.

After hauling it out, he looked around the bottom floor, trying to decide which room to do first. With a shrug he pushed the vacuum cleaner into the dining room and started there. By the time he’d finished the living and dining rooms, his neck was starting to ache and he felt even worse he hadn’t been helping Cissy do stuff like this. She had a long-standing, chronic neck problem and he couldn’t imagine vacuuming helped her condition. If her aim was making him feel like an asshole for not being more helpful, it was working.

He finished up with the downstairs and was about to go upstairs when he remembered the stairs were carpeted too. Stopping, he looked over the attachments and had to go ask Cissy which one would work best. By the time he got the proper attachment set up he felt like a complete idiot. Len did the stairs and then got the bedrooms done before tackling the sweeping. He ached all over by the time he was finished with both chores and he hoped Cissy did them in smaller increments.

After putting away the vacuum and broom, he debated whether or not he should even collect his reward. Len knew Cissy had asked for help with cleaning the floors before and since he knew it was a pain in the ass, or, more accurately, the neck, he usually ignored her request until she did it herself. Looking back now, he saw how selfish and stupid he’d been. He didn’t deserve a reward. If anything, he deserved the opposite, the pain from doing the chores and the shame from knowing he should’ve been doing them before now.

Len watched some television and had a snack before going upstairs to bed. After completing his evening routine, he climbed in beside Cissy. She turned to him.

“Aren’t you going to take your boxers off? You have a reward coming.”

His face heated again and he looked down, unable to meet her eyes. “I’m not going to take a reward for that. Vacuuming and sweeping the entire house is hard, and I should’ve been helping you do it before now.” He chanced a glance up and found Cissy’s mouth hanging open. “I’m sorry, honey. I’ve been a selfish jerk.” With a quick kiss to her lips, he then snuggled down in bed and tried to fall asleep even as the guilt about his behavior threatened to swallow him whole.

* * * * *
 

The next day when he got home from work, there was a steak thawing in the fridge. Cissy wasn’t home yet, and he took it out, turning it in the marinade before going outside to start the grill. Making dinner would get him a hand job, and after the horrible day of dealing with unreasonable suppliers he’d had, he could certainly use the stress relief.

Cissy got home as he was pulling the steak off the grill. Smiling, she leaned in for a kiss.

“What did you make for side dishes?”

“Shit! I totally forgot.”

“Never mind, I’ll do them. I need to change…” Cissy’s voice trailed off and Len felt like a clueless idiot again. He’d only done what he’d normally do if they were having something grilled for dinner without even a thought there was more to the meal. Cissy always did everything else.

“I’ll do it. You go change.”

“Are you sure?”

“Go.” Len took the steak inside and rooted around for some sides that wouldn’t take long to cook. He found the makings for a green salad and decided that would be enough, since the steak was large. Just as he was setting everything out on the table, Cissy came down the stairs. They sat and began to eat, but she soon made a face.

“Did you wash the stuff for the salad?”

“I thought you did that when you bought it.”

“It goes bad quicker if you do. You have to wash it right before you use it. The lettuce tastes funny.” She dumped the entire contents of her salad in the trash and then grabbed his. When he protested, she told him, “You can’t eat it. There are probably still pesticides all over everything, which would account for the chemical taste. I use a special veggie washing formula.”

“If vegetables are so full of pesticides, why the fuck are we supposed to be eating so many?” Cissy narrowed her eyes at him. “What?”

“That’s the second time you’ve sworn just since I got home not a half hour ago.”

“Oh, so now I get nothing?” Len wasn’t sure why he was so angry. And it wasn’t even really at her, he just felt as if he couldn’t do anything right.

“I told you. You swear twice and any reward you’ve earned is null and void.”

“Fantastic,” he deadpanned.

“You knew the rules.” Reaching into the freezer, Cissy grabbed a bag of frozen vegetables. “These will take a couple of minutes. Eat your steak.”

“You’re not my goddamn mother.”

She turned to him, and a look he’d never seen in her eyes silenced him. “No, I’m not,” she said quietly. “If I was I would’ve spanked you for your language.”

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Spanked me?” A strange sensation stole through him.

“Yes. Sometimes I think you’d be a lot better off if someone disciplined you properly.”

“Disciplined me properly? What the fuck?” He knew he was in trouble as soon as the words came out of his mouth and he found himself wondering if she would make good on her threat to spank him. Would he let her? Could he?

Cissy threw the bag of veggies into the microwave and started it. Stalking to the corner of the room and the small stool she kept her purse on, she said, “I’m tired of listening to you swear at me. I’m going out.”

Len watched, speechless, as Cissy flew out of the room, her steak untouched. A little while later he heard her car start. Had she really just left?

When the microwave dinged Len got up and grabbed the steamer bag, wincing when the hot plastic burned his fingertips. Grabbing a hot pad, he brought the vegetables over to the table and gingerly cut open the bag before dumping about a third of it onto his plate. A small pool of water leached into the sauce for his steak and he felt his blood pressure rise.

How fucking incompetent am I that I can’t even make and eat a simple dinner?

He wolfed down his food and then did the dishes before getting a beer out and slumping in front of a ball game, his mood dark. Len hated being treated like a child, and sometimes that’s how Cissy made him feel, but he could admit sometimes he gave her good reason to. His mother had been a traditional stay-at-home type. She’d taken care of him and his brother until they’d gone away to college, and even then she’d done their laundry and cooked for them when they came home on breaks. Len hadn’t learned how to use a washing machine or the stove until he and Cissy had married.

His wife finally arrived home at nearly ten, and went upstairs without a word to him, which was fine since most likely all they’d do was fight. Len debated sleeping on the couch like he sometimes did when he fell asleep in front of the TV but decided the bed was as much his as it was Cissy’s. If she wanted to be pissy she could do it on her own side.

* * * * *
 

After a few days of stony silence on the part of his wife, Len couldn’t take it anymore. It was Friday night and he wanted to do something. He’d called a few buddies, trying to get a card game going, but everybody was busy. It was about time Cissy talked to him, and he cornered her in the bedroom.

“Wanna go out tonight?”

Her face betrayed surprise mixed with annoyance. “Where?”

“To dinner?” He figured he should start with something easy and work his way up.

“Why?”

Len sighed to himself. “Because I want to. Honey, this is ridiculous. We’re married. We live in the same house. We need to talk to each other.”

“I know,” Cissy replied. She turned away and Len heard her sniffle.

“Oh baby, come here.”

Pivoting, she slid her arms around his waist. “I’m just so tired, Len. Tired of fighting, tired of having to tell you—usually more than once—what chores need doing, what appointments you have, what errands should be run. I’m tired of feeling like your maid and your secretary. I’m your wife.”

He couldn’t help pushing her away. “You haven’t acted like much of one lately. Besides that one reward, you haven’t initiated sex in God knows how long, and when we do have sex you just kind of lie there as if you’re waiting for it to be over.”

Cissy winced and Len felt like a bastard. What he’d said was true, but he knew he wasn’t always the most tactful person on the planet.

She shook her head, her mouth pulling down into a frown. “Did it ever occur to you I’d be more interested in sex if you bothered to learn what I like?” She pulled on a t-shirt and said, “I don’t really want to talk about this.”

“Oh no,” Len answered. “You can’t throw something like that out there and then clam up.”

She sighed and sank onto the side of the bed. “Do you pay attention when we’re having sex? I know that sounds harsh, but do you? Because if you did, you should’ve noticed I haven’t climaxed from penetration in years.”

“But you always look like you’re having a good time.”

Len knew going on the defensive wasn’t a good idea, but his very manhood, his virility was being attacked.

“Sure, sex feels good, but it’s not enough to make me have an orgasm on its own.”

“Then what the hell—” He caught himself and started again. “What the heck do you want?” Len felt stupid that he had no idea, but it wasn’t all his fault. Communication, as they said in those stupid corporate rah-rah speeches, was a two-way street.

“Well, there was a reason I bought those sex toys. I thought they might help both of us have more fun. You ignored them.”

“So you want to tie me up again?”

“Not necessarily. But the fact you completely disregarded it when I did make an effort to show you what I wanted made me feel like you didn’t care. It’s hard to feel sexy and aroused when your husband is more interested in his pleasure than making sure you have yours.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me you wanted to use them?”

“I suppose maybe I should have, but I felt like if they were sitting there next to us on the bed you should have been able to surmise I want to use them.”

“I’m not a mind reader.”

Cissy rubbed her temples. “I know.”

“Do you,” he motioned toward the bed, “you know, wanna try them now?”

“Not feeling too in-the-mood at the moment.”

“Then let’s go out to dinner. We’ll have some fun and then come back here and see if we can’t figure some of this stuff out. I do love you. I hope you know that.”

“I do.” She didn’t sound awfully certain. Cissy rose and went into the bathroom and Len lowered himself to the spot she’d just vacated. Was she right? Did he not pay attention? Did he not care about her pleasure? He loved Cissy. It was just so damn difficult to know what made her happy. Maybe he should suggest that next time she restrained him, she also told him what she wanted. A thought chilled him to the bone. If he didn’t try harder, if he didn’t figure it out, was he going to lose her?









Chapter Three

 

Cissy gave Len four sexual rewards of different types over the next three days as her husband worked like a demon around the house and watched his mouth. She wondered if he was feeling guilty about their fight last Friday night, but it seemed like this reward system was working. Len was helping out with chores a lot more, and even when she wasn’t giving him a reward he paid better attention to her.

His lack of a potty mouth was refreshing too. Everybody swore now and then, but Len had gotten to the point where he was replacing words in his speech with curses regularly and it had to stop. If he was like this at work he couldn’t be making a good impression on his bosses and coworkers.

It was time to implement phase two of her plan. Len had some other annoying and rude habits it was time to end, such as leaving his clothes strewn all over the bedroom, not putting away his clean laundry and dropping his wet towel on the comforter after showering. As a result, their bedroom often looked like a bomb had hit it.

To the bottom of The List, Cissy added an area for “things that get rewards taken away”. She was sure Len would bitch when he saw the new additions, but she wasn’t about to back down now. Besides, she planned to soften the blow with some time in bed that night. Over the weekend she’d cuffed Len again, even adding the blindfold. Just like the first time she’d restrained him, he came like a man possessed. After that he’d even taken the time to put his mouth on her and she had her first orgasm without the help of her vibrator in quite some time.

Sure enough, Len got home and came charging into the bedroom while she was changing out of her work clothes. “What the fuck is that on the fridge?” She supposed she shouldn’t have been surprised he’d abandoned his attempts to clean up his language given the recent event, but a surge of annoyance rose up anyway.

“I assume you’re talking about the additions to the list?”

“Yeah, more rules? Are you freaking kidding me? Now I have to clean up my room like I’m some naughty kid?”

“When you behave like a naughty kid I’ll treat you like one.”

“I’m your husband,” he retorted.

“Then act like it.” She stalked out of the room before he could say anything else, but he followed her.

“You can’t do this.”

“I’m the one who instituted the rewards, I’m the one who can take them away.” Once at the bottom of the stairs, she spun to face him. “Besides, why is it so much to expect you to keep our bedroom clean? Do you see my clothes all over the place? Did I leave my dresser drawers gaping open for so long all the tracks are broken? No. Because I’m an adult and I pick up after myself. Now I expect you to.” On her way to the kitchen, she called back, “I’m starting dinner.”

Len snorted. “I’d do it, but since I’m not getting my cock sucked anyway, why bother?”

She ignored him. Cissy had read that many men didn’t take kindly to the control being increased, but with time most of them realized how much more harmonious their marriage was. Len wasn’t a bad man by any means, he’d just been allowed to take her for granted. And like Eleanor Roosevelt had famously said, no one can take advantage of you without your permission, and this wasn’t just Len’s fault. She’d allowed it to perpetuate. Now it was time to end it.

When dinner was ready she put it on the table. Len ate quickly, not making conversation, and then went outside. She heard what sounded like the hedge trimmer start and smiled to herself. Trimming the bushes was on the list, and it appeared Len wasn’t so angry he refused to do a chore that would get him a reward. And she didn’t plan to refuse him. She’d made those additional stipulations with the idea it would take him a few days to clean up the bedroom. If he trimmed the bushes, he’d get his reward.

After he’d finished, he came into the house. “I assume you want to inspect?”

Cissy put down the dusting cloth and followed him outside. He’d done a good job, both with the trimming and with cleaning up afterward. She leaned in to give him a kiss and he didn’t pull away, which, after their earlier spat, she took as progress. Taking Len in hand was both one of the most difficult but most rewarding things Cissy had ever done. The fact it was improving their marriage only made her more sure this was the route to take.

“Come inside.”

Len cocked his head. “Why?”

“To get your reward.”

“But I thought—”

“I’m willing to give you a couple of days to get your clothes and stuff in order. Trimming the bushes was a big job and you deserve a reward for it.”

His face lit up. “Really?” Cissy nodded, doing her best to hide a smile. “Lemme take a quick shower and I’m all yours.” Several moments later, he exited the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist. Cissy looked up and started at his expression, which could best be described as calculating. “So…”

“Yes?”

“If I clean up some of these clothes can I upgrade my reward?”

Cissy barked out a laugh. “Upgrade?”

He grinned. “I don’t know what you were planning, but yeah.”

“Sure.”

“Suuu-weet!” Pulling off the towel and folding it on the rack in the bathroom, which alone almost caused her to weep with joy, Len then ran around the room naked, picking up clothes and depositing them in piles, some in the hamper and others on the bed.

She eyed the pile on the bed. “What’s this one for?”

“Those aren’t dirty. I need to either hang them up or throw them in the dryer to get out some wrinkles.”

“And you’re going to do that right now, correct?”

“Slave driver.”

A little while later, Cissy cuffed Len again and spent a long time teasing him with her lips, tongue and teeth before finally swallowing his cock to the root. His back bowed and he bit his lip, most likely to hold in the swear word fighting to break free. He was trying, and she was proud of him. When he began to thrash again, she stopped, coming to a quick decision.

“I’m going to tie your legs down too.”

She didn’t need to see his eyes behind the blindfold to know they were wide as saucers. “What? Why?”

“Because if I hadn’t moved so quickly you would’ve just clocked me in the head.”

She grabbed two of her long scarves and tied each of his ankles to a corner of the bedframe. Her husband was now spread like her personal buffet, and she found herself licking her lips. Even though he’d initially reacted negatively to the idea of being completely tied down, the pre-cum leaking freely from the head of his cock told her he was enjoying the experience.

Leaning down, she sucked it into her mouth again and he threw his head back, rattling the cuffs and banging the headboard against the wall. His jaw was tight and she knew he must be trying hard to keep his mouth shut, afraid if he swore she’d stop. Cissy wasn’t that cruel, but he didn’t need to know that.

Len spoke through clenched teeth. “Please, baby, make me come.” She tightened around him and bobbed her head, taking him all the way inside. He cried out and she worked her tongue over the bulbous head, flicking it to catch more pre-cum. “So. Good.”

Cissy continued to work him, until with a roar that seemed to come from deep within him, Len came and she swallowed everything he gave her. Still spread out by his restraints, his body slackened and he gave a contented sigh. She took the opportunity to admire her husband—his long, lean body slick with sweat.

There was no doubt she loved this man. He was the only man she’d ever loved, in fact. There were so many good things about him, and she hoped he would recognize how much his recent behavior had hurt her and their marriage. Much of it came down to common courtesy—something he could fix if he paid attention to detail.

She untied him and went to take a shower. Stepping underneath the hot spray, Cissy let the pounding water soothe her sore muscles. Prowling over her husband was certainly fun, but it did result in some twinges in her injured neck. Never in a million years would she complain though.

Cissy jumped when the shower door opened and Len stepped inside. She couldn’t recall the last time they’d showered together. He looked at her and she saw uncertainty in his eyes. Did her husband think she would reject him? A pang of profound sadness hit her like a bullet to the chest.

“Is this okay?”

“Of course, honey.”

“I can wash your back.”

Giggling, she handed him her body wash. “Is that code?”

He waggled his eyebrows. “Maybe. Turn around or I’ll wash your front, not that it would be a hardship.”

She pivoted and Len ran his soapy hands up and down her back, occasionally reaching around to her belly or her breasts. Sticking his hands under the spray, he then directed her under it and after she was rinsed grabbed one of her legs, propping it up on the small shower seat. He dropped to his knees and she watched him, mute.

Len’s tongue speared into her folds and her hands flew out to the sides, gripping the wet tiles as best she could as he used his wicked tongue to slowly drive her crazy the way she’d been craving for years. Cissy wanted to watch the show, but it was too much effort, so she closed her eyes, leaning her head back on the wall of the shower. Len continued his ministrations, adding a finger and then two inside her, curling them until he found the small bundle of nerves that made her breath quicken.

“Come for me.”

Her pussy clenched at his tone, but she knew she wasn’t close enough yet. Whimpering, she pushed closer to his face. Len licked and sucked her, but still it wasn’t quite enough. He removed his face from between her legs and she had to stifle a scream of frustration.

“Why’d you stop?”

“Hang on.” Rising, Len left the shower, returning shortly with her vibrator. She was sure he’d left a dripping trail all the way to her nightstand, but couldn’t bring herself to care as he turned the device on and used it on her clit in conjunction with his tongue and fingers in her pussy. Soon Cissy was writhing, panting out a release as stars formed in front of her eyes. When she’d come back to earth, she opened her eyes to Len’s rueful grin. “I figured if your vibrator was what’s been giving you orgasms I could use it to help. Next time I’ll do better and we won’t need that thing, but that will require some time and communication.” Pulling her to him, he then moved them both back until she bumped up against the tiles behind her. “I wanna fuck you.”

“Here?”

“Let’s get out. I’m not as young as I used to be and my knees are killing me.”

Cissy chuckled. “I hear you on that.”

They got out and dried off in record time. Cissy slid onto the bed on her back, but Len rolled her over. Spreading her, he pushed inside quickly and immediately began to thrust. She wasn’t feeling the high from before, and debated whether or not to tell him, but when he grabbed her hips and pushed even farther inside before freezing and coming, it wasn’t worth it. He withdrew and went back to the bathroom, and Cissy sat up to braid her still-wet hair. Tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She’d hoped Len would be a more caring lover, and in some ways he was, but that coupling had been anything but caring. That had been him getting off, just like he had before she’d tried this control stuff. Maybe she wasn’t getting as far as she’d thought or hoped.

Stifling tears, she curled up in bed and pulled the covers over her, feigning sleep when Len came back to the bedroom. This one step forward, two steps back pattern was killing her.

* * * * *
 

Len was driving to work the next morning and couldn’t shake a vague feeling of unease. He and Cissy had ended up having a great evening, but he couldn’t help but feel as if he was missing something important.

He thought back to how she’d tied down both his hands and his feet, and his cock twitched inside his khakis. Len had never considered that he’d like to have his wife dominate him in bed, but he did. In fact, he now craved it. What did that say about him? Weren’t men supposed to be the dominant ones? If his friends found out he liked having Cissy restrain him during sex, would they think he was less of a man?

The feeling lasted through the morning, and when he went out to lunch with his buddies, he tried to picture what they’d say, how they’d react if he told them his wife was taking charge during sex. Besides last night in the shower, everything that had happened sexually between the two of them in the past couple of weeks had been controlled completely by Cissy.

While they were waiting for their food, one of his friends told a story about a porno film he’d watched the night before. Apparently the woman had been getting gang-banged, and though Len thought it sounded hot, he found his mind wandering back to his own problems. He perked up, though, when the guy mentioned they’d also taken turns spanking her. What would that be like? He began to imagine the scenario, but found himself as the one being bent over, his pants around his ankles as a bunch of women went to town on his ass. Shaking his head, he tried to clear it.

What the fuck? I don’t want that.

His dick jumped.

Or maybe you do, the treacherous little beast taunted.

Shifting in his chair, Len tried to discreetly adjust himself as his friend continued to talk, describing how the woman’s ass had gotten redder and redder as the men had taken their turns with her, using both their belts and their cocks to drive her wild. His traitorous cock wasn’t cooperating, though, and all he could think about was Cissy standing over him with a belt just like the one his friend said the guys were using in the video.

His ass, still firmly planted in the chair at the café, tingled.

Shit. Dammit. Fuck. What the hell is going on here?

There was no way he could stand up or walk right now. Len tried to think unsexy thoughts, but his prick staunchly refused to calm down. Luckily he was able to get back to the office seemingly without any of his officemates seeing his erection, and went directly to a seldom-used bathroom on an empty floor in his building.

Closing the door firmly behind him, he went into a stall and locked it. It took far too long to free his raging hard-on, but with a sigh his zipper finally slackened. Shutting his eyes, he gave in to his fantasy.

Cissy was wearing one of those corsets he liked so much, along with a short skirt and high heels, and she looked sexy as hell. But she wasn’t happy. She’d used their cuffs to restrain his hands behind his back, and now he knelt before her while she yelled at him about his swearing and a bunch of other stuff. Then, after forcing him to stand, she undid his belt buckle, tossed the belt aside and opened his pants, pulling them and his boxers to his knees.

His cock was already starting to leak, and he let his pants drop farther before tucking his dress shirt under his chin.

She turned him around and made him bend over the end of their bed, his face in the floral comforter and his shoulders straining from his wrists being held behind his back. He felt something cool touch his ass and a few seconds later pain exploded through it as Cissy gave him the first stroke with his own belt. Things began to blur as she used all her strength to make that wide, supple belt bite into his defenseless ass cheeks again and again.

Len’s hand blurred too, stroking his dick faster and faster.

All Len could feel was pain, though a strange sense of peace was mixed in. Most of all he was regretting letting Cissy down. His ass seemed to double in size as Cissy laid on stroke after stroke with the evil piece of leather. Finally he cried out and she stopped, telling him he’d get the same thing again the next time she heard him swear or he broke another rule. He promised to be a good boy and she left him there, his bright-red ass on display as he lay on the bed. The pain was absolute, but in an odd way, he loved it. It meant Cissy cared and he was forgiven.

He bit his lip to the point of blood. Len’s eyes flew open and he came all over his hand, the floor, and even hit the stall wall in front of him. He saw stars and his knees buckled, but luckily he was able to hold himself up with one hand and the help of the other stall wall behind him.

He was panting as if he’d just finished a triathlon and as he drew his cum-covered hand away from his spent cock, it was shaking. Len closed his eyes again as shame set in. Why the fuck did that fantasy turn him on so much? Then the guilt got worse as he realized he’d just sworn inside his own head, had done one of the very things that had gotten him punished in his fantasy. Half expecting Cissy to barge in with that infernal belt, he listened for a moment but heard nothing.

Finally he was able to grab a bunch of toilet paper and clean himself off. When he realized small drops of cum dotted his pants and even his shoes, he groaned and did the best he could with those. Luckily his suit jacket was in his office. Even though he detested wearing suits and it would be hotter than hell in the office with the jacket on, Len didn’t have much of a choice if he couldn’t get the cum out of his clothes.

With still-shaking hands, Len exited the stall, grabbed paper towels and watered them down before wiping off the floor and the wall of the stall. He washed his hands and straightened all his clothing. No one who saw him would know he’d just come like a fucking rocket to the thought of his wife belting his bare ass. He hoped.

Len went back to work, but his mind continued to swirl. Later that night, Cissy had gone to her friend’s house, and Len decided to do some research into this spanking thing—see if there were other men who were turned-on by the thought of a woman spanking them bright red.

As he was typing a URL into the address window, several other addresses popped up to autofill the entry. Curious, he clicked on the first one and found it was a website devoted to dominant wives. Again his cock stirred, but before he could lose himself in that site, he looked at the others and found similar things, plus a website about men taking their women in hand. It appeared Cissy had been doing some research on her own. He continued to explore and one website in particular caught his eye. On it, women talked about exactly how to control a man, and Len noticed some of the things Cissy had been doing lately were outlined there.

The men being controlled each had a journal of sorts online where they talked about their experiences, and included in those journals were pictures of their asses after punishments. He swallowed thickly as he saw pictures with obvious belt marks, some sort of raised welts and all manner of other things. Those punishments must’ve been really painful and he felt sorry for the guys who’d had to endure them. But then he started reading their journals. None of them felt sorry for themselves. Their wives had made rules, and when they broke those rules their wives punished them. It seemed so simple.

But he had so many questions. Why were the wives the only ones allowed to make the rules? What happened if one of them broke a rule? And why did the husbands agree to ceding control to their wives? And he’d seen that FLR website. None of the men there were submissive to their wives—it was exactly the opposite. He was so confused. One thing couldn’t be denied though. The more he read, the more turned-on he got.

Jumping up, he closed the laptop and went to The List. He needed to come like he needed his next breath and Cissy would be home soon. What chore could he complete to get a reward?

As he was finishing up with mopping the kitchen floor after having wiped down all the cabinetry, Cissy walked in and raised a brow. He couldn’t help the sheepish grin, but Cissy just laughed and tiptoed across the room in her bare feet so as not to disturb his mopping. A few minutes later Len found her in the bedroom waiting for him. She put him on his back on the bed and tugged his shorts and boxers off, throwing them in the hamper and then returning to him.

“Do you want me to cuff you?”

Fuck yes.

“No.”

“Okay.”

Len blew out a loud breath. Honesty, dude. Man up. “Yes, tie me up.”

After restraining him, she first licked his dick like a lollipop for long moments, and he was about to complain how she was teasing him when she swallowed him whole and he nearly swallowed his tongue.

He barely held in a “fuuuuck” and instead let out a groan as her lips closed around his cock head. Everything he’d been thinking about and all the stuff he’d seen online came rushing back and despite his earlier orgasm he came quickly, bowing off the bed and trying to force his dick farther into Cissy’s mouth. It was only a little after nine p.m. when they finished, but he was asleep within seconds, still half dressed.

* * * * *
 

The next morning, he woke refreshed and rolled on top of his still-sleeping wife. During the night she’d shed her clothes, as she tended to get hot as the night went on, and he nuzzled into her breasts. Reaching between them, he gently guided his morning wood into her pussy and she stirred, her eyes fluttering open.

He smirked at her surprised expression. “Good morning.”

“Morning. Feeling horny?”

“Yep. And look, there’s a nice, warm female right on the other side of my bed.”

“How convenient for you.”

“I thought so.” He began to thrust slowly, letting her natural lubrication ease his way. As he continued to thrust, though, and she counteracted his actions, he didn’t feel that familiar stirring in the small of his back. Usually it was easy for him to come early in the morning. Was it because of the two orgasms he’d had yesterday? He tried not to panic as he moved faster and harder in and out of Cissy’s tight sheath.

Len glanced at the clock. They’d now been going at it for almost ten minutes and would be late for work if he didn’t get a move on. His cock was still hard, but he wasn’t even close to an orgasm. What the fuck was going on?

Cissy threw him a strange look and he knew his frustration must be showing. Why couldn’t he come? Cissy felt good. What was wrong?

With a sigh, he pulled out. What could he say to her when he didn’t have any idea what was happening?

“We’re running out of time. Why don’t we try this again later?” Avoiding her eyes, he turned and headed for the bathroom.

“O-okay…”

Len felt horrible. He’d never walked away in the middle of sex before. And Cissy hadn’t come again. No wonder she was pissed off at him. He knew she had a vibrator, but part of his job as a husband was seeing to his wife’s needs, and it was becoming increasingly obvious he wasn’t doing that.

After taking a quick shower he grabbed a granola bar and was out of the house before Cissy had even come out of the bathroom from her own shower. He just couldn’t face her, feeling like such a fucking failure as a man and a husband.

On the way to work, Len turned the incident over and over in his mind. What was different about this time versus all the other times he’d had sex with Cissy?

Len swerved, nearly taking out a parked car when the answer came to him. He’d been in control, much like most of their other sexual encounters before the past couple of weeks, and that was the problem. What the fuck? Did it really mean that much to give up control to Cissy? Wasn’t he the man, the one who was supposed to fuck the woman?









Chapter Four

 

Len slogged through work that day, weighed down by that morning’s events. As five o’clock approached he sent a text to Cissy that he was going out for drinks with some clients and not to expect him until later. He knew it was cowardly, but he just couldn’t face her right now.

He didn’t have drinks with clients, of course. No, like a loser he went to a sports bar alone and sat there watching a baseball game while he nursed a beer. His mood got darker and darker, and he caught the bartender’s eye.

“Shot of JD, please.” Without a word, the bartender poured the shot. Len downed it. “Another.”

Now the man glanced at him with that patented “sympathetic bartender” look. “Bad day, bud?”

“You could say that.” He pounded the second shot and reached for his beer to chase it down. While the guy probably would be sympathetic—it was practically in his job description—Len wasn’t about to go telling some stranger he hadn’t been able to perform. And maybe it was a one-time deal. He’d been telling himself that very thing all day, but his stupid brain kept arguing it wasn’t.

The other man nodded and gestured with the bottle in his hand. “Want another one?”

“Nah, I’m good for now.”

“Might wanna eat something.”

Len grunted and the man replaced the bottle on the shelf behind the bar before moving away to take care of other customers. Eating would defeat the purpose of slamming two shots in a row. He was in the mood to get a good drunk on and he wasn’t about to let food destroy that.

He had one more beer and two more shots and knew he shouldn’t be driving home. Looking at his watch, he saw it was almost eleven. Too late to call Cissy to come pick him up.

“Hey, man,” he addressed the bartender with the universal greeting for dudes he didn’t know, “could you call me a cab?”

“Sure thing.” The guy made the call and then cashed Len out. “Cab’ll be here in a few minutes.”

“Thanks.”

“Sorry you had a bad day. That sucks. Hopefully tomorrow will be better.” Len snorted and the bartender gave him a small smile. “Well, if not, I’ll be here then too.”

The cabbie honked his horn outside and Len sent the bartender a brief salute as he left. On his way home, he debated what to say to Cissy. He could hardly tell her the truth he wasn’t even willing to admit to himself.

By the time the cab pulled into his driveway, Len was no closer to figuring out a good way to approach his wife. When Cissy opened the door before he even reached the porch, a strange look playing across her features, he stumbled and she darted out to grab him.

“You took a cab home?”

“Yeah.”

She studied his face and Len resisted the urge to squirm. “How much did you guys have to drink?”

Len jerked away from her. “Does it matter? I was a good boy. I didn’t drive.”

“What’s going on? Are you angry about something?”

He’d made it halfway across the room and was about to mount the stairs, but he pivoted, grabbing the railing for support. “I don’t have to explain myself to you. I’m the man of this house and I can do what I want.” Len knew he sounded like a petulant child, but between the alcohol and his general state of mind, he wasn’t in the mood to be quizzed.

“Where is this coming from?”

“You wanna control me.” When Cissy’s face went blank he plowed on. “Yeah, I found those websites you’ve been looking at. Giving me all those sexual favors is your way of controlling me, your way of getting me to do what you want. Well, fuck that. I’m the man, not you.”

“Oh you’re the man all right,” she answered with deadly calm. An alarm went off in the back of his head but he was too fuzzy to pay it much heed. “You’re the man, and you do what you want. That’s true enough. But there are two of us here, Len. Two of us in this marriage, and I’m tired of being the one who’s expected to not only work full-time but also to do most of the housework, the grocery shopping and the laundry. I’m not your maid, I’m your wife, and it’s time I got the respect I deserve. So yeah, I was trying to reward you for doing stuff for me in order to encourage you. How is that a bad thing? We both get something we want.”

“I don’t want to be controlled!”

Her voice remained quiet, but the color was high in her cheeks. “I’ve tried a million times to ask you to do more around the house, to cajole you, even to nag you. None of it worked, so I took more drastic measures. And it’s not just about the housework. That’s what I started with because it seemed like the easiest thing to fix.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

She gestured toward him. “This. I’m talking about this. The swearing. The disrespect. Did you ever notice that when we have sex—on your timeframe, I might add, not mine—I hardly ever come? I give you a blowjob almost every time, but you almost never go down on me. Then when you get ready to go, you rut on me like a bull on a cow. Have you even noticed I haven’t had an orgasm during sex in years?”

Len was stunned into silence even as his mouth hung open.

Cissy wasn’t done. Her tone turned vicious and he felt about two inches tall. “The look on your face tells me everything I need to know. So yes, I tried to control you. I did it to save our marriage. I can’t go on like this. I feel like I’m down around number five or six on your priority list.” Her hand slashed the air when he tried to speak. “I thought maybe if we started with something that was easily fixable we could move on to the harder stuff. But right now I’m tired and I’m going to bed. I have to work tomorrow. If you think you’re going to puke you’d better get a pan to put by the bed.”

She rushed past him and up the stairs before he could unlock his jaw. Was it really as bad as Cissy said? Was their marriage in trouble? He’d always taken it for granted Cissy would be with him forever. She was one of the only women he’d ever dated, and the only one he’d ever wanted to stay with.

Len actually smacked himself upside the head. Then, as the realization of exactly how much he’d had to drink dawned on him, he swayed. Yeah, he’d taken her for granted, all right. What had he been thinking? Through his own fucking stupidity he was throwing away the best thing that had ever happened to him. He guessed he’d figured she’d always be there, no matter what.

He followed Cissy up the stairs slowly, his tread heavy. Len was exhausted, but surprisingly sober. Hearing Cissy go off on him had shaken off the alcohol buzz pretty quickly. She was already in bed, her back turned to him. When he came around the end of the bed and spotted the tears tracking down her face, he sobered even more.

Dropping to his knees, he crooned, “Cissy, baby.” Len gently pushed her hair out of her face. “Don’t cry. I’m an ass. Or, well, a jerk.” She sniffled but didn’t contradict him. “We’ll work this out. Don’t give up on me. Can you take tomorrow off?”

She nodded and he leaned forward to kiss her head. Cissy grabbed the back of his neck and held his lips to hers. “I love you,” she choked out.

“Oh honey, I love you too. And I’m so sorry. We’ll figure this out. I promise.” Pulling the thin coverlet up, he tucked it around her. ”Get some sleep. We’ll call in sick in the morning and then talk as long as we need to, okay?”

“Yeah.”

Satisfied the crisis was at least temporarily averted, Len went into the bathroom, exiting a few moments later and climbing into bed next to his wife. He had to fix this. He had to. Life without Cissy was just too horrible to contemplate.

* * * * *
 

Cissy lay awake for a long time, listening to Len’s slow, even breathing. No doubt the alcohol was helping him sleep. She had no such luck. Could she believe Len was sorry and wanted to fix things? It felt as if their entire marriage predicated on what happened in the morning.

When that morning came, Cissy gave up on sleep and rose, padding into the bathroom to shower. That task completed, she stepped into the bedroom to get dressed and call in sick to work, expecting to see Len still sound asleep, but the bed was empty. Turning toward the door, she sniffed. Coffee and something else. Was Len making breakfast? The mind boggled.

Throwing on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, Cissy then walked downstairs, not sure what she’d find. She nearly fell over when she took in Len with an apron over his bare chest and a pair of shorts, turning eggs in a pan. Cissy couldn’t remember the last time he’d made breakfast. Had he ever made breakfast?

“Hey. Did you call in yet?”

“N-no. I’ll go right now.”

“Don’t take too long. I’ve got bacon too and the eggs are almost ready.”

Who are you and what have you done with my husband? And when did you learn how to cook breakfast?

“I’ll hurry.” In a daze she walked out of the kitchen. She couldn’t get over it. Len had made breakfast. Of his own volition.

Maybe he was serious about trying to fix their marriage.

A spark of hope rose within her, but she forced herself to tamp it down. Unless and until Len proved to her he was serious, that this wasn’t a one-time thing because he felt guilty about drinking too much the night before, she couldn’t put too much stock in it.

She called her office and then returned to the kitchen just as Len was setting two laden plates down on the table. He’d already fixed her coffee, and when she took a sip she was surprised he’d gotten the proportions right.

He cocked a brow at her. “You think after, what, fifteen years with you I didn’t know you take your coffee with a lot of half-n-half and a little bit of sugar?” Cissy blushed and Len smiled. “Sit and eat before it gets cold.”

“It looks great,” she ventured, still not sure what to make of this man. Maybe he’d been abducted by aliens during the middle of the night. Aliens who, instead of doing gross tests on his person, taught him to be respectful and thoughtful. If she found out that was the case she’d probably kiss the poor things no matter what they looked like.

They ate in silence, each of them probably waiting for the other to start what might very well be an uncomfortable discussion. When he finished, Len stood and began to clean up and Cissy continued to eat, watching him in silence. By the time she took her last sip of coffee, Len was drying the frying pan from the eggs.

After putting it back in the drawer with the other pans, he leaned on the counter. “Want to talk outside?”

“Sure.” Together they went out onto their back deck, an area Cissy loved and one of the reasons she’d wanted to buy this house. They’d always known they weren’t going to have children, but Cissy had fallen in love with the large stamped-concrete patio that led into a landscaped yard, complete with perennial beds bursting with flowers. People said she was crazy, but Cissy found pulling weeds and tending to her beds very therapeutic.

“Sit with me.” Len indicated the porch swing and Cissy sank into it, grateful they could be close without having to look at each other. After her husband sat and began gently rocking them with one foot, he said, “I think we’ve both made mistakes, but I want to fix our marriage. You’re the most important thing in the world to me, and if I’ve made you feel any other way I’m sorry. I could make excuses, but I’m not going to. I do think both of us are lying to the other. Lying about what’s going on inside our heads, what we want and what we need.”

“Okay…” Cissy drew the word out, not sure where Len was going with this.

“I think if we’re going to move forward, we both have to be totally honest, no matter how stupid or embarrassed either of us feels.” He took a deep breath and Cissy chanced a glance at him. His face was red and he was rubbing his palms up and down the front of his shorts. “Here goes…I lied last night. About a lot of stuff.”

Bile rose in Cissy’s throat. “Lied?” The word came out as little more than a squeak.

“Yes.” He must’ve looked at her, because he rushed on. “But probably not what you think. I’m not cheating or anything.”

Cissy let out an audible breath. “Go on.”

“I didn’t go out with clients last night. I went to a sports bar by myself and drank myself silly.”

“Why?”

“Because I was totally freaked out. We had sex yesterday morning and I couldn’t finish.”

That’s what all this was about? Cissy wanted to laugh and scream in turn.

“That happens to everyone, hon. We were in a hurry—”

“That’s not why it happened.”

“Then why?”

His next words came out in a rush and she had to concentrate to understand him. “I think it was because I want to be tied up in bed. I don’t…I don’t want control in bed. Or maybe even out of it. And yesterday I was on top, I was the dominant one, and it just didn’t work.” Len swore softly, but it hardly registered. “I feel like such a wimp.”

She turned to face him. “You’re not a wimp.”

“Easy for you to say,” he grumbled, raking his hands through his hair. “You’re not the one who wants your wife to tie you up and blindfold you and spank—” He swore again and Cissy knew her eyes were practically bugging out of her head, but try as she might to school her expression, there was just too much information coming at her to properly process everything.

She latched on to his last word. “Spank?”

“Okay, so I said we needed to be honest, and I’m going to be. Please don’t laugh at me.”

“I would never—”

“I know, it’s just…it’s weird.”

“Tell me.”

He finally looked up from the spot he was boring into the patio. “I went out to lunch with the guys and one of them was talking about this porno he’d watched. It was some sort of gang-bang or something, and the guys were taking turns with the girl, not just having sex with her, but spanking her too. All the other guys were talking about how sexy it would be to fuck the girl tag-team style and stuff like that, but the images flooding my mind were of me being the one there, having a bunch of women spank me and take advantage of me. I tried, Cissy, I tried to forget it, but I couldn’t.”

Her heart was beating a staccato in her chest. Who knew Len had desires like this? And could she fulfill them?

“Keep going.”

“So I went back to the office, found a bathroom on an abandoned floor and jerked off. I blew in about ten seconds and I’m pretty sure I lost consciousness, I came that hard.” He looked away, staring out over the lawn. “I’m not supposed to feel like this.”

“Like what?”

Len threw his hands up. “Like I want this stuff.”

“What’s wrong with wanting sex a certain way?”

“Because I’m the man. I’m supposed to be in control, be the one on top. I’m not supposed to need my wife to cuff my freaking hands to the bed to get off.”

“Who says? And anyway, you mentioned you’d been to those websites. Did you see how many other guys are like you?”

“Yeah, but—”

“But nothing. There’s no reason to feel ashamed.”

“So, what, you want to spank me now?” It was hard to tell if his tone was excited or wary.

He’d been honest, and she owed it to him to be honest back. “Yeah, a couple of times when I was on those websites and reading about those men, I wanted to spank you. But I don’t know if I’m dominant like those women are.”

“And I have no idea if it’s just the idea of you spanking me that gets me so hot or if I’d freak out if it really happened.” He shifted and Cissy saw his cock had hardened inside his shorts. “I do know that I want you to control me, to take me in hand.” Her eyebrows rose and he gave her a half smile. “Yeah, I saw those websites too. Anyway, I want you to keep giving me rewards when I do stuff around the house, and if I piss you off, like if I swear like I know you hate, I want you to take away my reward. Maybe even spank me. I don’t know. That would certainly be considered taking me in hand.”

She counted to ten before speaking. It was important to get this next part right. “What do you truly want? You have to tell me what you want and need from me. I need to hear the words directly from you.”

Cissy was pretty sure her heart was now beating out of her chest like one of those cartoons when the boy cartoon sees the girl cartoon. It had taken an extraordinary amount of courage for Len to admit all this.

“I need to think about things for a little while.”

“That’s fair.”

“You scared the shit out of me last night. When I realized what you were saying and what was actually happening in our marriage—” He broke off and Cissy pushed her hand into his as he swiped at a tear. “I’m so sorry. I really didn’t know. I feel like such an idiot.” Len bent his leg, pivoting to fully face her on the swing. “I love you. I don’t ever want you to doubt that, and if you do, just remind me I’m being an ass.”

She couldn’t help her burst of laughter. “I’ll try.”

“Just one more thing. I think one of the reasons this happened is because I always figured you were so competent and I didn’t know how to do anything. I didn’t want to screw everything up just because I had no idea what I was supposed to be doing. Because of the way my mom was I don’t have much experience doing things like managing a household. And you did it so well that I just let you. It wasn’t fair, and I know that now.”

“That’s the important thing.”

“Okay, I’m gonna do some stuff out here and think.”

“I’ll get some things done inside. Come in whenever. We have some cold cuts for lunch whenever you’re hungry.”

Len leaned in and kissed her with a gentle brush of his lips as if he was afraid his advance would be unwelcome. Cissy remembered he wanted to be controlled and grabbed the back of his neck, pulling him closer. He let out an unintelligible grunt but readily opened his mouth. She dove inside, dueling with Len’s tongue. It was so strange to be the one doing the kissing rather than the one being kissed and she wasn’t sure how she felt about it. That was one thing she’d have to think about today.

After a few moments she let Len up for air. His erection was tenting the front of his shorts, but he made no motion to do anything about it, and with a smile, she went inside. Turning, she watched as he adjusted himself, briefly palming and squeezing his dick, but he went no further. Instead, he rose and made his way to the shed in the back corner of the yard, and she continued inside to assess the house.

She needed to dust. Len was allergic to dust, so she hadn’t put that on The List, and she decided she’d dust with the windows open to get some fresh air into the house. With that task completed, she went upstairs to sort laundry and pull the sheets off their bed. From the upstairs bedroom window, she saw Len with the weed whacker and couldn’t help but smile. The man might not relish doing yard work, but he also hated it when the stuff he couldn’t get with the mower got out of hand.

By the time she’d sorted the laundry and started a load, Len was coming back inside. He’d never put on a shirt, and it looked as if his shoulders were burning.

“Did you put on sunscreen?”

He looked chagrined. “No.” Cissy sighed. Her grandfather had died of skin cancer and he knew how she felt about sunscreen. “I’m sorry. I was preoccupied.” Len shifted his weight from foot to foot. “So, um, I was thinking…”

Cissy’s eyebrows rose. “Yes?”

“I, um, I want you to spank me.”

Her vision went fuzzy and all she got out was, “Really?”

Way to make him feel comfortable…

“Yeah. I feel really bad about everything and I think I’ll feel better if you do this. I need the pain. I need to feel it, you know?” He bit his lip briefly, looking at her and then at a spot over her left shoulder. “Do you think you’d feel better? I mean, do you want to?”

“If you think this is something you need, I can try.” She thought about those pictures on the website of all the guys’ asses after they’d been punished and wasn’t at all sure she could do that to Len. “But I need a little bit of alone time first. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” he answered quickly as if he was relieved she didn’t want to haul him over her lap right then and there. That was not happening. “I’ll clean the downstairs bathroom. Just, um, let me know when you’re ready.” In what was surely an unconscious move, he briefly ran his hand over his ass and headed for the downstairs half bath.

Never in a million years did Cissy think she’d be in this place in her life. She knew she was as much to blame for letting their marriage get out of hand by not standing up for herself sooner. Cissy was glad she had now, but was afraid their marriage would be totally different after today. She wanted different, but did she want this kind of different? Would Len agree to an FLR? Would spanking him be a one-time thing? What would happen whenever he broke any rules she set forth? They had so much to talk about.

After thinking everything through Cissy still wasn’t sure how far she wanted to take this, but Len had specifically asked her for a spanking and she couldn’t let him down. She glanced at the clock. Fifteen minutes had passed. With a deep breath, she left the room.









Chapter Five

 

By the time she thoroughly perused that website and a few others, her pussy was throbbing and her breathing was shallow. She wanted this to work for so many reasons. With a deep breath, she went downstairs. Len was sorting the recycling, which was scheduled to go out that night.

“Hey.”

She bit her lip. “Hey.” Taking another deep breath, she then asked, “So do you still want to do this?” He nodded. “I need you to say it, Len. I need to have no doubt this is something you want, something you asked me to do. This isn’t going to be easy for me, despite what you might think, and I need things to be really clear.”

Len pulled out his phone and showed her what was on the screen. It was a BDSM website, and the page he was on talked about dominance and submission. “When I finished with the bathroom, I pulled this up on my phone. It makes me uncomfortable as all hell to admit this, but I think our marriage will be better if we try this. I work a lot better with rules and structure, I think, and if you can give me those I truly believe our marriage will improve. Part of those rules and structure is consequences when I break them. I hate the silent treatment you give me when I’ve done something wrong. I’d much rather have you tell me how pissed you are and then spank me. After that, I’d be forgiven and we could move on.”

“I’m not sure how dominant I really am.”

“That’s okay. The website said the level of dominance is different with every couple.”

Cissy blew out a loud breath. “Okay. If you want to try this we’ll have to talk a ton and get things out in the open about what we both want and what we’re willing to do.”

“Agreed.”

“Well, you asked me to spank you, and I’m going to.” She saw Len’s throat work as he swallowed. She was sure he was nervous, it was a natural reaction, but she wondered if he’d realize he was crazy and stop her. “There are three items they recommend we try since we’re both beginners.” Knowing she needed to take control, at least for right now, so she didn’t frustrate either herself or Len, she said, “Go upstairs and get my hairbrush, and then go into the office for a ruler. Meet me back in the living room.”

He startled but then moved toward the stairs. “Be right back.” She saw him swallow thickly once more, and her own stomach was churning. All she could do now was pray this brought them closer together, rather than tearing them apart. Cissy very much feared if that happened, the next step was divorce.

Spotting her utensil holder on the counter near the stove, she chose a medium-sized wooden spoon and took it into the living room. Sitting on the couch, she waited for Len, who returned a moment later with the hairbrush and the ruler. He handed them to her silently and then stood in front of her, wringing his hands and shifting from foot to foot like a little boy sent to the principal’s office. Cissy figured this wasn’t far from that, actually.

“I’m going to spank you with each of the three implements.”

God, I’m already using the lingo.

“O-okay. All three?” His voice cracked on the last word, and Cissy nodded.

“Then afterward we’ll talk about the differences between them and about your feelings about the spanking itself.”

Len cleared his throat. “You’re the boss.”

I am the boss. Cissy was startled to fully realize it, but she was. And she couldn’t wait to see how Len responded to her taking him truly in hand.

“I’m going to spank you on your bare ass so I can easily see the effect the spanking is having.” Len snorted, but she ignored him. They had also said the man should be made to expose his own ass. It was part of getting him in the submissive mood he’d need to be in to take the spanking, and she thought it was an important step for Len. With a deep breath, she said, “Take down your shorts and boxers and lie over my lap.”

He looked as if he wanted to cover himself up as he did as she bade, and appeared to be struggling not to. Cissy’s eyes narrowed as she assessed him. His cock was hard. Huh. Gingerly he lay over her lap, putting much of his weight on the plump couch cushions and keeping his feet on the floor.

Placing a hand over her rioting belly, she picked up the wooden spoon with the other. Lifting it about up to shoulder height, she brought it down in the middle of Len’s right ass cheek. He jerked and she drew in a breath. Was that too hard?

“You okay?”

“Yeah. Yeah, it just startled me.”

A very small pink blotch bloomed on his ass, and she struck in about the same place on the other cheek. Another pink spot appeared, and she began to pepper him with smacks, sometimes alternating cheeks, sometimes repeating on the same cheek and even a few on the same place. His ass blushed to pink quickly, but his only response was a small grunt as the spoon hit each time. She decided to switch implements. Clearly the spoon wasn’t having the desired effect. This spanking needed to be painful for Len, both to feel remorse and to relieve stress. Cissy had never felt so much power over someone else’s physical and emotional reactions, and it was a huge turn-on.

Picking up the ruler, she gripped it firmly, not wanting it to fly across the room and take out something breakable. She landed the first smack, and a longer vertical line appeared right on the fleshy part of Len’s ass, eliciting a louder grunt. Cissy spanked him several more times, moving more methodically with the ruler, down over the curve of his ass and onto the tops of his thighs. When the ruler bit into the crease between his ass and thighs three times in a row Len hissed and tried to move away. Cissy grabbed him around the waist with her free hand, knowing if he wanted to get away he still could, but maybe the psychological factor of having her hold him down would be enough.

He immediately stopped struggling but turned his face into the back of the couch. She glanced down. His eyes were squeezed shut and his face was frozen in a grimace. Was she really hurting him? She didn’t know how far she should go, and she hadn’t even started on the hairbrush yet. If she didn’t keep her word and spank him with all three implements it would be hard to get him to accept her as his disciplinarian.

Abandoning the ruler, Cissy got a good hold on the hairbrush and smacked it down on the fullest part of his ass. Len cried out and she repeated the action on the other cheek. Between the spoon and the ruler, his ass was now turning a darker pink, and the hairbrush left even darker marks. But she had a feeling she shouldn’t end the spanking just yet. Though Len was obviously in pain, he wasn’t crying or making promises or any of those things the website talked about.

Cissy’s arm was starting to burn, but she continued on, laying the brush into every inch of Len’s ass and a few inches down the backs of his thighs. He was gasping and groaning at each contact, and when his ass started to turn from pink to crimson and she heard a strange noise, definitely involuntary, leave his mouth, she stopped.

Len turned and hugged her, wincing as he put weight on his spanked ass. He was crying. She hadn’t seen it or even heard it since he’d tried to bury his face in the couch cushions, but he was. He burrowed into her neck and she felt his lips skim over her skin. “Thank you.”

Her head snapped up and away so she could look at his face. “What?”

“Thank you.”

“I-I hurt you.”

“I asked you to. And I needed it.”

She felt tears well up in her eyes despite her best intentions to remain in control. “Are you sure?”

He turned more fully, wincing again. “Yes, I’m sure. Honey, I need you to be strong. There are so many freaking emotions running through me, I can’t handle you breaking down. You didn’t hurt me. Well, I mean, the spanking hurt like a, well, I know how you hate hearing me swear, so let’s just say it hurt a lot. But you didn’t injure me. I’ll no doubt feel this for a couple of days, but with how much I’ve hurt you, I should feel some of it back. And more.” Len swiped at the tear starting to streak down her cheek. “So am I forgiven? At least a little bit?”

Cissy took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. “Yes, honey.”

“Good, because I’d really like to make love to my wife if that’s okay. If you don’t want to so soon after spanking me, that’s okay too, but for some reason even though you spanking me hurt like the dickens it kinda made me horny too.”

Cissy looked down. Either Len’s erection hadn’t flagged during his spanking or it had recovered quickly. Truth be told, she was puzzled how he could’ve gotten off from something like a spanking. It had to be humiliating, didn’t it, not to mention painful? Her husband had been over her lap with his shorts and boxers down around his ankles, his ass bared, getting spanked by his wife. What was sexy about that? She knew there were different types of spanking, but she hadn’t intended for this one to be a sexy spanking. It was a punishment. Maybe it didn’t matter to him.

For her part, in some ways it was exciting sexually to see her husband finally get his comeuppance. Cissy had spent so much time trying to get him to do his part around the house, to pay more attention to her, and as she’d turned his ass red, it felt like vindication, but it was also such a heady feeling to have him under her control.

* * * * *
 

Len stepped into the bathroom and dropped his shorts and boxers off his scalding ass. Turning, he looked over his shoulder. Cissy had blistered his ass good. It was bright red with some angrier-looking dark lines. He wasn’t sure which implement had caused them, but even as he probed them gently with his fingertips they hurt like a motherfucker. Try as he might, he hadn’t been able to hold in the tears. He was sure Cissy thought they were because of the spanking, and while that had hurt like hell, hurt worse than anything else he could think of in recent memory, it was the fact he’d let her down, he’d let their marriage down, that had really upset him.

Now he wanted to show Cissy how much he cared about her, how much he loved her. His dick felt as if it could be a third leg, since despite the pain of the spanking, knowing his wife was dominating him had been one of the hottest experiences he’d ever had. He decided he’d do whatever it took to make Cissy come, preferably more than once. The knowledge he’d been failing her in bed all these years and hadn’t even realized it cut a swath through his heart, not to mention how much less of a man he felt like. He needed to prove to both of them they could make this marriage work, and as Cissy had said in regards to controlling him, the bedroom was a good place to start.

Len heard her ascending the stairs and quickly shed the rest of his clothes. He considered showering, since he’d sweat like a pig during the spanking, but decided the idea of hot water on his already-burning ass was too much to contemplate. By the time Cissy entered their room he was lying on his side on the bed, his erection already leaking pre-cum.

She frowned and headed into the bathroom, and he was hit with a bout of insecurity. Did she not want to have sex? Maybe she thought it would be like the other times. He hoped he could convince her he’d try harder, that he’d do anything to make her feel good.

She came back into the room and approached him. “Lie on your stomach. And no, I’m not going to spank you again.” He eyed his erection and she rolled her eyes. “It’ll only be for a minute, and I promise you’ll like this.” In her hand was a vial of aloe vera lotion. He turned over. “Good boy.”

His dick jumped, slapping against the sheets underneath him. Why did that turn him on? After all this, he was going to have to do some serious rethinking about his sexual needs. With a sigh, he settled his face on his hands and tried to accept her touching his scorching skin stoically, but it wasn’t easy. Even the cool gel felt like lava on his ass and he wondered how long he’d feel the spanking.

He’d said a few days downstairs, but was now betting it would be longer. Despite how humiliating it had been to pull his pants down and bare his ass for a spanking from his wife, he’d felt at peace once the spanking had begun. It had been cathartic, and crazy as it seemed, he could see himself asking her for another one. Just not soon. Of course, if he broke a rule he might not have a choice about when the next spanking was coming. The thought made him clench his cheeks, whether with anxiety or anticipation he wasn’t sure. There were so many emotions flitting through his brain he could hardly make head or tail of them.

Cissy finished and went to wash her hands. When she came back he rose, pulling her down until she was underneath him. Even just for a little while, he needed some control, and being on top would serve that purpose. Plus then his searing ass cheeks would be exposed to the cool of their air-conditioned bedroom rather than rubbing on the bed sheets. “You’re wearing too many clothes.”

Grinning, she said, “So change that.”

“With pleasure.” Carefully he peeled her clothes off, finally paying attention and discovering how much she probably hated it when he pawed at her. When his beautiful wife was finally, blissfully naked, he sat back to look his fill. What kind of an idiot was he to not appreciate what was right in front of him?

Granted, he’d never wanted to cheat, but he hadn’t treated her like she deserved, and for that he was sorry. His ass was very, very sorry, and no doubt would be again. Strangely, the thought didn’t terrify him. Oh he wasn’t relishing another spanking, but he did really like this feeling of contentment, as if he’d paid for his sins.

Len spread Cissy’s legs and pushed between them, keeping her thighs spread with his shoulders. After taking a good look, he speared his tongue into her pussy and she gasped. He fucked her with his tongue, continuing long after his throat was burning and his jaw was sore. The pain was more penance. Len had so much to make up to her.

Zeroing in on her clit, he took it into his mouth and Cissy moaned. Any blood that had left in other parts of his body beelined for his groin and he shifted, trying to take some of the pressure off. He was drowning in her heat but paid no quarter to his pleasure as he fought for hers. Using every trick he’d ever heard of to get a woman off orally, Len worked his wife with lips, teeth and tongue.

When she began to writhe, he slipped one finger and then two inside her pussy, angling them until he felt her G-spot. Len rubbed the bundle of nerves without mercy while continuing to suck hard on her clit. She was obviously enjoying herself, her features taut as she tossed her head from side to side, but he still wasn’t sure she was going to come. With trepidation, he pulled away from her and opened his mouth to speak, willing her with his mind to agree to his suggestion.

“Would you let me do something?”

Cissy looked down her body at him, suspicion clear in her gorgeous hazel eyes. “What?”

He squirmed and he knew it had nothing to do with the continued discomfort from the spanking. They’d talked about this a long time ago, but she hadn’t seemed into it and he hadn’t brought it up again, but now he wanted to try it. “I was thinking we could maybe try…” Could you be more of a pussy? Just say it. “Um, I thought we could do some anal stuff.”

Len was still slowly pumping in and out of Cissy’s pussy with his fingers, and he imagined what it would be like to have those fingers instead lodged in her tight ass. Since he and Cissy had gotten together so early, he’d never had the chance to fuck a woman’s ass, but from what he’d seen in pornos it looked pretty fucking hot.

“Anal stuff?” she repeated, and he wondered if he’d gone too far.

“Yeah, you know, maybe just a finger or two.” At Cissy’s raised eyebrow he plowed on. “I think you might like it and I really, really want to make you come.”

She laced her hands behind her head and contemplated him. “Tell you what. I got a butt plug with all that other stuff at the sex store. If you wear that I’ll let you try what you want in my ass.”

“Y-you want me to put something up my ass?”

Hasn’t it been through enough today?

Cissy smirked, and Len didn’t feel comforted in the least. “Are you afraid? Do you honestly want me to turn my ass over to you, no questions asked, without reciprocation? Prove to me you think it would be pleasurable. Put the plug in your ass. Or I could restrain you and do it for you…”

He knew when he was being challenged and it was pretty arousing that Cissy was willing to stand up to him like that. How badly did he want Cissy to come? Already it looked as if she was losing that just-before-orgasm edge. While the thought of Cissy tying him down and forcing him to take the plug made his cock throb, he figured the first time he tried it he should probably be in control.

“Okay. But I’ll do it.”

She smirked again, and he really didn’t trust that look. He felt a little like he’d been conned, but he knew Cissy wouldn’t do anything that would injure him. Besides, she’d gotten the plug to be used on her, from what he could gather of the motivation behind her going to the sex toy store to begin with.

He felt a bead of sweat roll down his temple. Maybe he should’ve asked how big the plug was, though, before agreeing. But then she reached into the nightstand and he let out a relieved breath when he saw the package and the plug itself. It was labeled small and wasn’t much thicker than his index finger. Cissy also removed a small bottle of lube and he wondered what else she had in there that she’d never shown him. He couldn’t blame her; he’d been a royal ass when she’d tried to introduce the toys, thinking he was enough for her by himself and that he didn’t need toys.

What a conceited fucking jerk he’d been. His gaze shot to Cissy’s as though she could hear his thoughts. If he was going to curb his swearing he was going to need to start in his own head. He had no doubt whatsoever Cissy would spank him for his mouth one day soon. The habit had formed long ago and would be difficult to break, even with his ass literally on the line.

He waited, more sweat trailing down his back and his chest as she slicked the silicone plug with lube and then handed it to him. This had to rank as one of the weirdest things he’d ever done—weirder even than baring his ass for a spanking a short time ago, and that was saying something. Figuring the plug would go in easier if he was on his back, he rolled over. As soon as his ass came in contact with the sheets, he groaned from the combination of pleasure and pain the movement inspired. Not wanting to delve into that too quickly at the moment, Len hurried to pull his legs up. Spreading his thighs wide, he took a deep breath, remembering he was doing this for Cissy.

As the slickened plug began to slide into his body, he tried not to freak out over the notion of something going inside a place only meant for things to leave. Obviously tons of people had anal sex, a lot of people loved it, so it must not be that bad. Hell, he wanted to try it with Cissy, but as the plug slid in farther and his ass clenched against the invasion, he could see how a woman might not be too keen on this. To say he felt full would’ve been a colossal understatement, and this thing wasn’t even half as wide as his cock.

The plug seemed to not want to go in any farther but there was still a lot of length left. “Fuck!” He instantly looked over at Cissy, who was frowning.

“I’ll give that a pass. Try unclenching. I think it will help.”

At least she hadn’t decided to spank him for swearing. The moment the word had left his mouth he’d been really afraid she was going to go at his already-sore ass again. With a profound sense of relief, he consciously tried to relax the muscles in his ass and then pushed harder. The plug slid past whatever had been impeding its progress, providing him with the absolute oddest sensation he’d ever felt. Finally the damn thing was seated and he let out a long, slow breath.

“I think it’s okay.”

Now she gifted him with a genuine, warm smile. “You did great, honey. Thank you for doing that.”

Len gingerly rolled over, feeling the plug shift as he did so. Man, that was a weird feeling. Not bad, but weird. He’d never had anything in his ass before and it was as if his brain was still fighting the idea but the part actually plugged was on board. He looked back at her. “I wanted to make you happy. I owe you so much. Thank you for not giving up on me. I promise I’ll try to be better, and if I’m not, well, you’ll spank me again and I’ll deserve it.”

“That’s right. I will, and you will.”

She lay back down and he swallowed thickly. No words could get past his tied-up tongue, which felt huge in his mouth, much like the silicone beast lodged in his ass. Before Cissy could change her mind, Len squirted a dollop of lube on two fingers and then attached his mouth to his wife’s clit once more. First he circled her tight bud, slowly pressing inward until the ring gave way and he sank in with one finger to the first knuckle. Cissy groaned but said nothing.

Yeah, I know how you feel. It’s so strange but so arousing.

Using his other hand, he dipped a finger into her pussy, keeping his mouth latched to her clit and giving several long pulls while he worked the single finger of the first hand into her tight, hot channel. He could only imagine how it would feel if or when it was his cock inside her ass. At that thought the stupid thing jumped again and he willed it to calm down. Hopefully Cissy would let him make love to her, but he wouldn’t blame her if she turned him away once he’d made her come.

With one finger inside her ass and another two in her pussy, he pushed and pulled in counterpoint, flicking his tongue over her clit. Len had to keep at it for long minutes, but was finally rewarded when Cissy’s thighs clamped over his head and her pussy and ass both clenched around his fingers. She let out a sound he’d never heard before and it was extraordinarily difficult to keep a smile of pure male satisfaction from taking over his face.

After she came down, she looked at him, her gaze heavily lidded. “I need you.”

“I want you too, baby. I want you to come again.”

“I’m not sure I can, but I need you inside me.”

Len bit his lip. “I think you’ll have to restrain me. I mean, I’m pretty keyed up, but if we had a repeat of yesterday morning I might actually explode.”

Cissy giggled and his heart swelled. It had been far too long since he’d made his wife laugh like that.

“How do you want me to tie you?”

“Uhh, do I need to keep the plug in?”

“I’d like it if you did.”

He nodded wordlessly. “Much as it literally pains me to say it, on my back will work the best.” He put his arms over his head and Cissy attached his wrists to the headboard. Her great tits were right in front of his face and he reached out, capturing one nipple and nibbling. She laughed and batted his face away.

“Behave.”

“Or what? You’ll spank me?”

She looked down at him. “I might.” Her expression was dead serious and he cleared his throat. His Cissy like this was so fucking sexy. His dick was throbbing and he closed his eyes in a vain attempt to get it under control.

“I’ll be good. I’m sorry.”

“I know you will be.” Her praise made his dick twitch again and he kept his eyes closed. He wanted to last awhile for Cissy, and picturing him over her knees again wasn’t helping keep his orgasm at bay. Len was startled out of his reverie when Cissy asked, “Do you want me to blindfold you too?”

“No, but um, what else do you have?”

A wicked grin lit up his wife’s face and Len’s balls drew in tight. “Let’s see, shall we?”

Cissy pulled a couple items out of her nightstand and dumped them on the bed. One was a flogger. “Did you buy that to spank me with or for me to spank you with?”

“I guess you’ll never know, will you? But now that you mention it, a flogger like this one was another of the implements they mentioned would be good for beginners. We’ll have to see how it works.”

He groaned, squirming. “Good for you or good for me?”

“No punishment spanking is going to be good for you, I’m afraid.” She dropped the flogger and picked up a ball gag. “This has possibilities. In fact, since you obviously can’t keep your mouth under control, this is an excellent idea.” Before he could even protest, not that he would’ve anyway, she’d slipped the ball into his mouth and attached the two pieces of Velcro together on the back of his head. This side of Cissy was ridiculously sexy. Why hadn’t he realized how much fun it could be to give up control?

She held up another thing, a small round piece of leather. “What’s that?” he tried to say, but of course it came out garbled. Cissy stared down at his still-erect cock.

“Hmm.” Taking him in hand, she fit the leather over him and slid it down to the base of his dick, where she tightened it.

Oh fuck, a cock ring.

“Uhnh…”

Cissy’s eyebrows knitted. “Do you need me to take the gag out?”

He shook his head, but he did need her to move things along before he blasted all over himself. As if she sensed his inner turmoil, she pushed everything else back into the drawer and straddled him. Slowly she lowered herself onto his hard, aching cock and he let out a harsh breath through his nose. With the plug, sex was an entirely different feeling from any other time Cissy had been on top, and Len found he loved it. He was already starting to drool around the gag, but Cissy felt so good rocking on his dick there was no way he was gonna stop her.

“You know what the cock ring’s for, right?” He nodded and she grinned. “This one will not only keep you harder longer, but from what I read you won’t be able to have an orgasm until it comes off. And considering you’re handcuffed to the bed, you won’t be coming until and unless I decide you should.”

He groaned and could swear his cock swelled in her tight, hot pussy.

“You like that idea, don’t you?” She flicked his nipples and a strangled cry worked its way past his gag. “You like knowing I can do anything I want.”

Len nodded. He was beyond the point of caring if he looked like an idiot. The cum in his balls felt as if it was approaching the boiling point and he was worried that, cock ring or no, he was about two seconds from shattering into a million pieces. Not knowing how Cissy would react if he came before she gave her say-so ratcheted up his arousal even more.

He couldn’t believe the freedom that accepting this part of his sexuality was providing him. Sure, he’d always loved sex with Cissy, but this was a whole other dimension, one he wasn’t even sure he’d survive, but who the hell cared? Now he knew what people meant when they said sex was mind-blowing. Len couldn’t have recited his own street address if pressed right now.

Cissy kept him on the edge for long minutes as he drooled and moaned around his gag. If his balls got any tighter to his body they’d disappear inside altogether, but he’d never felt so alive. He would do anything to feel like this again and wondered if he would feel this sort of heady, spacy feeling if she hadn’t spanked him or made him take the plug. No doubt he’d need to take some time alone to go back through everything that had happened in the past few hours. Right now he couldn’t wrap his brain around anything.

She drew up and then reached down and unsnapped the cock ring before slamming onto his cock again. Len screamed and saw stars as jet after jet of cum pulsed out of his dick. His back was bowed and he nearly threw Cissy off as he continued to buck through his orgasm. The cuffs, despite their soft lining, were biting into his wrists, but he didn’t give a damn. This was the best orgasm he’d ever had.

When he came back down, his wrists were free and Cissy was working the ball gag out of his mouth. He’d bitten down on it during his orgasm and now as it left his mouth his jaw cracked. Surely that would be sore in the morning too. Then Cissy slowly removed the plug and took everything into the bathroom.

“Sleep, baby,” she crooned, and he obeyed, his eyelids drooping and his forever-changed world going black.

* * * * *
 

Cissy stared at herself in the bathroom mirror while Len slept in the bedroom behind her. She could hardly believe everything she’d done and everything that had happened. At times recently Cissy had really believed her marriage was over. But where did they go from here? Yes, Len had confessed he liked being controlled, but how far did that extend? Honestly, she had no clue how far she wanted it to extend. Being in total control sounded exhausting and she was pretty sure Len wouldn’t want that either. If she could just get him to help out around the house, start being more considerate and respectful of her and break his habit of swearing she’d be a happy girl.

She turned on the water and stepped into the shower, thinking about how Len had come to her, asking for a spanking. They still needed to talk about that, but she had to admit it was satisfying on some level to see him willingly offer to duplicate some of the pain she’d been through with his benign neglect and laziness.

Cissy knew she wasn’t a Domme or even all that dominant in general. She didn’t want Len to call her Mistress or kneel for her or otherwise subjugate himself, and she didn’t want to have to spank or otherwise discipline Len all the time. It wasn’t so much the actual act of spanking him that bothered her, though that was weird as all get-out too.

It was more that she didn’t want to be responsible for that much. Len was an adult, and while she was willing to put forth some rules she’d like him to follow, if she had to constantly discipline him it would get old, no matter how much it turned her on to take him in hand.

Stepping out of the shower, she towel-dried her hair, grateful it was short enough she didn’t have to blow it dry every time she showered, and went to check on Len. He was on his stomach, dead to the world. Her stomach grumbled and she realized it was well past dinnertime. After throwing on a short robe, Cissy went downstairs to investigate dinner options. A few moments later a sleepy Len lumbered into the kitchen with a hitch in his step.

“I, um, I put more stuff on my ass. I hope that’s okay.”

“It’s fine, hon. I was just looking for something to make for dinner.” Closing the door of the fridge, she frowned. “We need to go to the store.”

“Why don’t I take you out for dinner and we can hit up the store on the way home?”

She raised an eyebrow. “You feel up to going out?” Even from her vantage point with a just a bit of his ass visible she could see it was still very red.

He sent her a rueful smile. “I’d prefer not to sit on any hard wooden seats, but I’ll live.” Approaching her, he slid his arms around her waist. “Come on, let me take my beautiful baby out.”

“Hey, if it means I don’t have to cook.”

Len laughed. “Let’s go get dressed. I want to show my beautiful wife off.”

Cissy smiled. Maybe this would work out after all.

 

The End
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