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Dared to Bare
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Derek knows I want to talk to him about something, he keeps giving me his friendly and inquisitive look that invites me to open up. But I can’t, not tonight.

He’s fourteen years older than me and while that’s normally not an issue sometimes well... sometimes it is.

It’s all Cathy’s fault. She’s my work buddy and she kind of pushed me into agreeing to something that was funny at the time but now? Not so much. Derek might not approve. But a dare is a dare!

I work in the head office of a company that makes tires and our jobs are all clerical so almost all the staff are women. Departments is a grand word for our different sections since some, like mine, only have three people. But our lunch schedule is based on department so Cathy and Shelby and I share the staff-room with the Data Entry girls who are a young, rowdy bunch.

It’s impossible not to overhear their conversations and today’s talk was especially raucous. Their supervisor even had to come in to tell them to keep it down, the whole floor could hear their loud laughter.

Apparently one of their crew is getting married so they had a bridal shower for fun sexual gifts like dildos, massage oils, edible panties, that sort of thing. And they got talking about the entertainment they had which was watching that Fifty Shades of Grey movie on DVD.

Long story short, Cathy dared me to ask Derek if he’d ever thought about us trying spanking as foreplay, and if he would want to, and she promised she’d ask Guy, her husband, the same thing. Shelby’s off the hook because she’s single and not dating anyone right now.

So I agreed, but now I can’t bring myself to say anything to Derek. Cathy’s going to laugh her head off at me tomorrow for being such a chicken and backing down from the dare.

I could pretend I did ask and tell her Derek said No, not interested... but I’m lousy at lying. She’ll figure it out and that’ll just make her laugh at me even more. She and Shelby love teasing me about still being a newlywed.

When we settle into bed and kiss goodnight Derek asks: “Was there something you wanted to talk about? Or tell me, Polly?”

But I just say No Hon, nothing and turn my lying face away from him.
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I’m dragging my butt this morning because I had a sleepless night tossing and turning while trying to figure out what to say to Cathy. She’s such a strong woman. 

I’ll bet she said to Guy something like: Hey, this is a hoot – have you ever wanted to give me a spanking? Just like in that Fifty Shades movie? The girls at work want to know!

Maybe I could say it like that to Derek? I realize I have to say something, it’s almost eight-thirty and I have to leave for the office so I’m running out of time. There’s no way I can face Cathy if I don’t ask.

“Derek hon, um... at work yesterday? Uh, the girls from Data Entry were all talking about... um, have you heard of that movie Fifty Shades of Grey? I think it was a book, actually. Do you know it?”

“Polly, whatever you’re trying to say just say it. It was obvious all night that you have something on your mind.”

“OK, you’re right. It’s just well... it’s a stupid dare. Cathy said she and I both had to ask our husbands if they’d ever wanted to spank us, like in that movie? You know, as a sex thing. So, um, have you?”

“Have I heard of that movie? Yes. But, I’m not quite clear about what you’re saying. Polly, are you asking me to spank you?”

“No! Well, I guess... er, I’m asking if you ever thought about doing it.”

“Swatting a luscious ass like yours? Of course I have!”

Suddenly Derek has moved right up against me and is holding me close. I’m very aware of his muscular chest, his musky manly smell, his strong arms... 

My temperature has soared and my voice sounds breathless when I squeak out: “Oh!”

Derek pushes the hair out of my eyes so I can’t avoid his penetrating gaze and he smiles, asking: “I guess since yesterday’s conversation with Cathy you’ve been thinking about me spanking you, hmm? So, is that something you’d like us to explore, baby girl?”

I always get shivers when he calls me baby girl.

“Um, well I... I guess we could, uh, well if...”

Fortunately he rescues me from my inarticulate babbling with a kiss. A deep strong kiss. I melt into it and his smile widens when he says: “I think I’ve got my answer.”

I just stare up at him, obviously I’m incapable of coherent speech this morning.

“It’s just too bad you didn’t say something last night, Polly. Otherwise we could have really given you something to talk about with your coworkers. Although I’m not sure if I like the idea of you gossiping about our private lives—”

“Oh no, I don’t! I mean, we kid around. If I’m in a good mood Cathy or Shelby will say somebody got lucky last night!  and I usually answer by just waving them off or I say are you jealous?  But that’s it. I never get specific. They wouldn’t expect me to and vice versa. That would be embarrassing.”

“I’m glad to hear that because what happens between us is very special to me and it’s not something I want to share.”

“It’s special to me too, Derek. You know I love you.”

“I know, Polly. And you have my permission to tell Cathy and Shelby that I’m looking forward to putting you across my knee – someday.”

“Oh! Really?”

“Definitely! Now hurry up, you’re going to be late.”
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It felt good to let the girls know I hadn’t chickened out after all.

Cathy told us that Guy said: Sure thing sweetie, anytime you want to drop your drawers and bend over I’ll be happy to smack your ass. They’ve been married for eighteen years and she says she hasn’t had the urge yet so it’s pretty unlikely that anything like that will ever happen.

“Maybe if you watched the movie you’d be interested?” commented Shelby.

“You just want me to rent it and then lend it to you so you don’t have to be the one all embarrassed at the video store.”

“Ha-ha you’re wrong, I’ve already seen it. I saw it in the theater on the big screen.”

That got my attention and I asked Shelby to tell us about it.

“Well really it’s a love story. I mean sure there’s this whole discipline thing and signing a contract but overall it’s romance. He does put her over his knee but when he sees that she seems to like the spanking he stops. In a later scene though he hits her with a belt and that part was icky.”

“Were you on a date when you saw the movie?”

“No! But I wish I had of been. But only if it had been with a hot guy I was involved with, right? I mean it sure as hell wouldn’t have been a good idea for a first date!”

We all laugh at that then Cathy asks: “So what exactly did Derek say, Polly?”

“He said something about my butt being luscious so he’d probably like to spank me someday.”

“Oooh, sounds like you just need to provoke him and he’ll punish you.”

“I don’t want to be punished! I mean, if we did do something like that it would just be foreplay, right? Not some anger thing or some weird kinky thing. Just for fun.”

“Well, when it does happen you know you’ll have to tell us all about it.”

“Well, you know I’ll do no such thing!”

We all laughed when Cathy cried: “Spoilsport!” 
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Derek works from home so, as usual, he was already waiting with glasses of wine poured when I got in. I kicked off my shoes and joined him on the couch saying Cheers and then, after taking a drink Ahhhh.

I love this ritual of having a drink and ten or fifteen minutes of relaxing while discussing each other’s news. I often leave a casserole out to thaw and Derek will pop it in a low temperature oven so that dinner is waiting for whenever we’re ready to eat.

Tonight I curl up on the sofa and Derek pulls my legs up onto his lap so he can give my feet a massage. It feels so good. I sigh with pleasure and proudly tell him that I’d certainly held my own against Cathy today.

“And did you spend any time fantasizing about having your panties taken down and your bottom bared for a good old-fashioned spanking?” he asked.

I can feel my eyes widen and suspect my pupils have dilated with excitement just like his have. I know Derek has noticed my interest and that makes me feel shy so I don’t say anything.

“Because I found my thoughts drawn to this morning’s chat again and again. In fact, I found it difficult to concentrate on my work. Eventually I finished, and then spent some time surfing the Internet. I found a lot of blogs, websites, even chatrooms – although they’re private - all devoted to wife spanking.”

I’m still tongue-tied.

“Some of it, well frankly most of it, didn’t appeal to me. It was punishment, not play, and I would only be interested in spanking you for sexual pleasure. Of course any kind of spanking, by the very nature of the act, would involve some pain. The smacks must sting, and it must be sore when the skin turns red.”

I nod to show I’m listening which is totally unnecessary because I’m hanging on his every word.

“What surprised me was the number of wives who apparently enjoyed the feeling of release – especially if they were spanked to tears – in the aftermath. Now, when it’s a punishment spanking there is no sex, it’s simply an act of discipline or correction. But still, most of the women remarked on how aroused they got. Even though the punishment spankings are quite severe using belts or paddles or other implements. 

But I was just interested in spanking for sexual pleasure. Husbands hand spanking their wives is definitely a thing. But so is wives spanking husbands, bosses spanking staff – either person being male or female, mothers or fathers spanking sons and daughters... the vast majority of stories and books seem to be about using spanking to punish.”

We sit in silence for a few minutes but it isn’t particularly comfortable. There’s so much  unspoken conversation going on between us. Derek moves my feet to the floor and says that it’s time to eat.

As we head into the kitchen he suggests that tomorrow I should wear a dress or skirt with a thong and no hosiery.

“Spend the day being aware of your bare flesh, feel the cool air, enjoy the sensation of the unfamiliar fabric of your dress rubbing your skin, focus on the sexiness of near nudity, and, since it’s Friday, think about the hours and hours we'll have to enjoy our private playtime when you get home.”

I discover that I’m very hungry and I eat a good dinner. I feel turned on but I’m awfully tired after last night’s poor sleep so I go up to bed yawning.
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Friday’s are always easy since everyone’s in a good mood about the weekend. A lot of the staff treat themselves to lunch out on a Friday, especially pay-day Friday.

This particular Friday is especially fun for me because I have done what Derek suggested. Of course his suggestions always sound more like orders... he does have a very strong, dominant personality, but I like it.

So, I’ve enjoyed hugging the secret to myself that I’m practically naked, well, actually I am naked under my skirt. My thong leaves me with only the teeniest bit of fabric wrapped round my privates.

Thoughts of what awaits me – possibly awaits me - tonight have occupied my mind and left me excited and anxious. I’ve experienced a number of new and interesting sensations and discovered when I visited the ladies room that I’m moist and aroused.

I’m afraid I’m a bit of a prude about sexual matters, or maybe not so much prudish as just ignorant in my knowledge of them, so not being covered up is unusual and freeing. I feel quite daring. Actually, I feel quite slutty.

No! I feel naughty and slutty. I wonder what Cathy and Shelby would say if they knew!

Now I understand that Derek wants me to feel this way. He wants me to be the saucy, slutty, naughty wife who needs to feel the strength of her man’s firm hand teaching her a lesson. God, just thinking that phrase has me quivering. I know it’s just a game we’re playing but still.. great foreplay technique!

I’m feeling both anticipation and apprehension on the way home. My mind wanders until a blast from someone’s car horn - when I linger too long after the light turns green - brings me back down to earth. For the rest of the trip I’m careful to concentrate on my driving.

As soon as I open the front door and smell pizza I’m delighted. First, it’s a great idea; secondly, it’s a treat we don’t have very often since I’m supposed to be watching my weight; and finally, it doesn’t have to be eaten right away. Not if we’re... delayed.

We greet each other with a kiss and when Derek hands me a glass of wine I gulp it down. He raises an eyebrow but doesn’t say anything, simply pours me another.

Okay, I admit it, I’m a bit nervous about what’s to come.

But apparently nothing is coming because he suggests we eat the pizza while it’s still piping hot.

“Cold pizza is great for breakfast but dinner pizza has to be hot!” he declares.

I quickly set the table and put out the food. He’s also bought garlic bread which won’t be a problem breath-wise since we’ll both be eating it. The pizza, the bread, and the wine all taste wonderful.

“Let’s skip coffee,” Derek says, “and just enjoy the buzz from the wine. In fact, I’ll open another bottle.”

He leaves the room to do that and I stack up our plates and carry everything over to the counter. I just emptied the dishwasher this morning and want to run a cleaning cycle. I don’t want to load it again and since there’s very little washing up I fill the sink with hot water and get started by hand. 

Coming back with the bottle Derek tops up my glass and clinks it with his. He leans back against the counter, half-turned to he can face me. I feel his eyes travel over my body as he says:

“You’ve been teasing me with a hint of cleavage all through dinner. I want to see more.”

The top I have on has a lower-than-usual neckline, I can only wear it with a low-cut bra.  I noticed his eyes on me and have to confess I’ve been posing and preening to catch his eye since I walked through the front door.

Putting his wineglass down he reaches over to pull the scoop-necked t-shirt over my head. A few suds from the dishwater fly up and settle in my hair.

This bra I’m wearing is quite a flimsy affair that doesn’t really provide me with the support I need, and it’s so skimpy my breasts overflow. However it is the matching piece to my thong. 

Derek enjoys a long look at my mostly exposed breasts and smiles at the sight of my nipples growing hard and dark under his gaze.

Moving behind me he unzips my skirt and lets it drop, holding it open so I can easily step out. Now he'll see that I did follow his instructions about wearing next-to-nothing to work today.

The view he has of the back of me is almost entirely bare. I feel self-conscious, aware that I’m at least fifteen pounds overweight. Sure, he’s vocal in his admiration of my pleasingly plump derriere but can he also see the roll of fat over my bra strap? Or the extra swell over my hip?

When we’re in bed I know he can feel my overweight body, especially my squishy belly, but I also know that my skin is very soft and smooth and I warm him up nicely. However, I don’t like having him look at me like this, especially under the harsh kitchen light, and I feel uncomfortable. 

With a couple of fingers he traces lines right across both bare cheeks and I feel my flesh goosepimpling at his touch. I stand frozen in place up to my elbows in hot, soapy water while my husband ogles my near-naked body. A body that I think is far too fat.

Pressing up against me he gestures
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