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My Arranged Marriage: Vernon's mother is a feminist and strict disciplinarian who keeps her son on a tight leash, until her friend Helena comes along to be his wife. Tired of being alone, Vernon agrees to the marriage and the conditions and targets his new wife sets for him. Helena proves to be even stricter than Vernon's mother, but Vernon is happy with the arrangement - even though he often has a very sore bottom.

She Married Her Boy Toy: Jeremy is hurt and disappointed when none of his family bother to come to his graduation, but is pleasantly surprised when his former English professor asks him out for a drink. The two quickly establish a relationship, leading to Jeremy marrying Elaine, 19 years his senior. And all he needs to do is obey, get spanked, and have sex!

Coping with Early Retirement: Mike isn't sure what he's going to do when he retires, but his second wife has her own ideas and plans to do what Mike's first wife did - spank him! She proves more than capable with the paddle, and it's exactly what Mike needs.

Matt's Advice to Men: Successful divorced businessman Matthew meets a gorgeous woman called Elena, who is very sure about what she expects from the man in her life. But can Matthew obey all her demands, when to fail results in a painful paddling?

Reversing Roles: Jillian finds Wayne on a dating app specialising in domestic discipline. Wayne feels he's being the head of the household but Jillian doesn't agree. In fact, she feels she would make a far better dominant than Wayne, and sets about proving it.
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1. My Arranged Marriage

When a boy grows up without a father and has a feminist icon for a mother, what kind of man does he become? The short answer is - at least for me - a sad, lonely, and confused loser.

My mother, Hilda, was - and still is - an esteemed professor of women's studies at Freiberg College. Being an avowed feminist, she never wanted a relationship with a man, any man. However, as she once explained it to me, when she turned thirty, in spite of her ambition to sprint up the ladder of academic success, she thought she needed to be a mother.

She further explained that, in order to achieve motherhood, she recruited what she considered to be a suitable male partner. And by suitable, she meant an attractive and intelligent man who was not interested in pursuing a relationship with either her or his offspring. Apparently, she had no trouble finding such a man because eleven months after she began her 'quest,' I arrived and my father promptly disappeared.

Now, I have always suspected that my mother was disappointed to have a boy instead of a girl. However, if this was the case, she never expressed it to me - at least, not outright. Rather, she raised me as well as she could, falling back on what she knew best: feminism and strict discipline - which included, at times, doses of corporal punishment, especially when I entered my high school years and began to look seriously at members of the opposite sex.

For many years, Mother strongly discouraged any kind of relationship with a female. Quite often, that discouragement took the form of a sound hairbrush spanking, administered on my bare backside while bent over her bed - and with her telling me, while she was spanking me, that boys/men had no business asserting themselves with women. Intercourse for the sake of procreation might be a natural necessity, but to tout any other purpose was the product of a paternal social order which she was working to destroy. She was - and still is - on a crusade.

This crusade resulted in the worst spanking she ever administered. It happened not long after I turned twenty and was beginning my junior year at college. Contrary to Mother's wishes, I started to date a sophomore named Emma. After our third date, she invited me to her apartment. After smoking a joint, we had sex on her Salvation Army sofa. The experience was incredible, better than I had imagined it could be. It must have been pretty good for Emma too, because we did it again two days later.

I should have known Mother would find out, as she had eyes and ears everywhere on campus. When she did, there was hell to pay. I don't know what she said to Emma, but whatever it was caused Emma to break off all contact with me. I would occasionally see her on campus, but only at a distance. I never spoke with her again.

As for me, Mother confined me to my room for two days. When she allowed me to come out, she once again bent me over her bed and paddled me until I cried, begged for mercy, and vowed never to touch another woman. And when she concluded the horrible paddling and the accompanying lecture, she threatened to lock my penis into a male chastity device. Believe me, I got the message.

For the next seven years, I lived like a monk, dedicating myself to my education. I earned a PhD in medical microbiology and obtained a prestigious position as a research associate in the medical school. This was a position that afforded me a good salary and interesting work, but also limited my contact with any human, female or otherwise.

At first, I was okay continuing to live a life of absolute celibacy. However, after I turned thirty, I had an epiphany of sorts. Quite simply, I had outgrown this constricting lifestyle. I probably could have resigned my position, move to a new location away from my mother, and dated as I pleased. But my mother's hold over me was strong.

I decided that perhaps I could satisfy my biological urges by occasionally discreetly hiring a female companion. And I did this several times. But each time was more disappointing than the one previous to it. I needed a relationship, something permanent. I needed to get married.

Afraid to face Mother, I brooded about this for several months until I finally worked up the courage to approach her, risking her wrath. She hadn't spanked me in ten years, but I had no doubt she still could if she felt she had to. I would have to be careful in my approach.

For another month, I contemplated my best strategy. I practiced different lines until I came up with one I believed wouldn't provoke her. I decided to appeal to the maternal instinct I knew she had. I went to her on a cool Sunday evening and explained that I was miserable, that I no longer found my life satisfying.

For her part, Mother did express concern. "What's wrong?" she asked.

I took a deep breath - moment of truth. "I've thought a lot about this, and I've tried to fight it," I said. "But I need something more in my life."

She looked me up and down. "You have a great position. You make a good salary. We have a good life together. What more do you need?"

I took another deep breath. Either she'll listen to me and be sympathetic or she'll get the paddle and I'll have to go to plan B. "Mother, I won't feel fulfilled until I have a partner in my life. I want to find a woman, get married, settle down, perhaps even have a child. Don't you want to be a grandmother?" I thought that question might turn the trick.

Once again, she looked at me with what I thought to be sympathetic eyes. She touched my cheek and managed a small smile. "You're right," she said. "Perhaps I've been too hard on you, keeping you for myself. And, yes, I think I might like being a grandmother." She paused and her expression changed slightly. "But, Vern, I can't just stand by while you find and marry some bimbo who doesn't fit into our family. I will give you my blessing only if you let me arrange a marriage for you. I think I can find someone for you. Will you agree to that?"

I thought about that for a moment. I had met many of the feminists with whom Mother associated. They all struck me as being, at best, women who preferred women, and, at worst, absolute man-haters. I couldn't imagine any of these women agreeing to marry me and consummate the marriage.

Still, I felt myself growing desperate and at least this was an offer; my mother wasn't paddling me for making the suggestion. "Can I at least meet her first?"

Mother smiled. "You've already met her," she said. "Let me talk to her and see if she agrees. If she does, we'll go from there. Okay?"

"How soon?" I asked.

She huffed. "I'll let you know by Friday afternoon."

I'd waited more than ten years. I figured I could wait another five days. I managed a smile. "Thank you." And that was the end of the conversation.

*  *  *

Mother was true to her word. On Friday after work we met at Amber Lee's, the only vegetarian restaurant in the area, owned by women for women. They tolerated my presence because I was Hilda Corsair's son. And, as such, I generally ate my salad and finger sandwiches, and kept to myself.

We finished our meal and were working on our second cup of green tea when a woman approached our table. She appeared to be early middle age with a trim but sturdy body. She wore a purple dress and low heels. Her long, brown hair was secured in the back in a prim ponytail. She waved.

"Hi, Hilda," she said in a cheery voice.

My mother smiled and shifted her gaze between the woman and me. "Hello, H K," she said. She pointed to me. "This is my son, Vernon. Vern, this Dr. H. K. Bingham, Professor of Women's Studies at Coppinger State."

I rose from my chair and extended my right hand. "Pleased to meet you," I said.

H K didn't take my hand. Rather, she remained where she was, her brown eyes running up and down my body. After about thirty seconds of silence, she smiled and asked, "May I join you?"

Mother nodded. "Of course."

H K took a chair next to me while I resumed my seat. She looked at once more. "Vernon, I've heard quite a bit about you from Hilda."

I flushed slightly, wondering if this woman was the one Mother had picked out for me. I wasn't sure how to respond, so I hesitated. Was this an interview of sorts? I settled for nodding.

She eased back in her chair. The server brought her a cup of tea. "Hilda tells me you're a microbiologist doing research at the med school," she said. "Must be interesting work."

"It is if you like studying different kinds of cells," I said.

She nodded. "And you do, I suppose."

"Yes. Especially if my work potentially contributes to a breakthrough."

H K shifted her gaze to Hilda. "Hilda, I think this can work," she said. She took a sip of the tea and pushed back her chair. "I'll call you and we can work out the details." She rose from her chair and flashed me a smile. "Vernon, it appears your mother raised you properly. See you soon." She pivoted and disappeared out the door of the restaurant.

I took a deep breath. "Mother, is she the one, then?"

She nodded. "I told you I'd get you fixed up," she said. "H K - short for Helena Kay - was a student of mine. I was on her dissertation committee. We've stayed in touch over the years. She's an ardent feminist and champion athlete - swimming and lacrosse. But she can't shake her attraction to men. Last year, she admitted she wanted to have a baby. She believes a child should be the product of a marriage and have two parents. I'm not sure I understand it, but it is what it is. When I told her about you, she thought you might make a good partner." She paused and gave me a hard look. "What do you think?"

For a moment, I considered the question. H K appeared to be an attractive woman, one that an ordinary-looking guy like me would be lucky to have as a partner. The fact that she wanted to have a baby indicated that she would be receptive to sexual relations. As an ardent feminist, she would, no doubt, want to be in charge of our household. However, I was used to that.

"Like she said, I think it can work. Thank you."

"Good," Mother said. "I will get together with her and arrange the details. I doubt she'll want a big church wedding. The semester ends in two weeks. Perhaps you two can marry over the break. She'll probably want you to move in with her. Or maybe you can get a place together." She paused and dabbed at a tear. "Vern, I'm going to miss you."

I looked at her. I hadn't fully realized how much she depended on me. "Mother, it's not like I'm moving to Europe," I said. "We'll still see each other. And now you'll have a daughter-in-law, and hopefully in a year or two, a grandchild."

"That will be nice," she said.

*  *  *

While I went to work every day, Mother and H K worked out the details of our upcoming marriage. Mother was right: H K didn't want a church wedding, large or otherwise, so she recruited a female justice of the peace to perform the ceremony.

H K had a small, one-bedroom apartment. We decided to pool our resources and buy a three-bedroom condo half way between her work and mine. We - or rather she, with mostly my money - bought furniture and accessories for our new home. This included a king-size bed which would be ours. I got a little excited thinking about it - I would be sleeping with an attractive woman - my wife - every night. This was the embodiment of a dream.

The wedding ceremony was brief and to the point. Mother and a few of H K's colleagues served as witnesses. We exchanged vows but not rings. As a feminist, H K believed that a wedding ring symbolized the oppression and objectification of women. I wasn't about to argue with her. She also didn't change her last name to mine or ask me to change my last name to hers. She made no argument for that whatsoever, and I didn't press the issue.

After a celebratory dinner at Amber Lee's, we drove to our new condo, which neither of us had yet to move into. When we arrived, my new wife immediately changed out of the tan dress she had worn at the wedding, replacing it with a purple jogging suit. She got herself a glass of red wine and took a seat at our new kitchen table. She invited me to do the same.

Once I was seated and sipping wine, she gazed at me. "Vernon, I know this is our wedding night and, being a man, you have certain expectations. Right?" She paused.

I blushed slightly, but said nothing. Of course, I had expectations but knew better than to admit it or attempt to take the lead.

She took a deep breath. Her eyes never left me. "Vernon, it's okay, because I have similar expectations that I fully intend to act on." She paused again and took a sip of her wine.

I tried to relax but couldn't. The day had been long and tense and H K wasn't making it any easier. However, I was gratified to learn that the day may end well.

"Anyway," she resumed. "Before we do anything, let's get to know each other better. Okay?"

I nodded. "Good idea."

She smiled. "First, it's important for you to know that I am not like many of my colleagues. I am sexually attracted to men and I'm not gender confused - my pronouns are she and her, not they and their. I'm proud to be a woman in every sense of the word. I see myself as a twenty-first century Mary Wollstonecraft. Do you know who that is?"

Having grown up with a woman who taught, among other things, the history of the feminist movement, of course I knew who Mary Wollstonecraft was. "Yes," I said. "Mother of Mary Shelley and author of A Vindication of the Rights of Woman."

Her smile widened. "Very good," she said. "But then, I should've known, being the son of Hilda Corsair." She took another sip of her wine. "Anyway, I wanted to clear the air on that. Any questions or comments?"

What a strange question, I thought, but I was smart enough not to say it. As I looked at her, I became more and more anxious to get to the wedding night part. "No," I said.

"I have a question for you," she said. "Do you find me attractive?"

I sat back in my chair, realizing the question to be a dangerous one, even with my limited experience with women. "Yes," I said carefully. "I am indeed a very lucky man that you wanted to marry me."

"Thank you for that," she said without a trace of sarcasm in her voice. "And, likewise, I think you are reasonably attractive - perhaps not as built up or athletic as I would normally prefer, but altogether not bad."

I figured that was about as close to a compliment as I could hope to receive. "Thank you."

"Vernon, you should know that before I completely agreed to the marriage, I discussed a few things with your mother."

"What things?" I had a sudden vision of my mother and H K discussing my virtues and weaknesses as though I was a prize bull H K considered buying.

"First, your mother said you have very limited experience with women. Is that true?"

I thought for a moment. Of course, Mother knew about my brief relationship with Emma so many years ago. I don't think she knew about the call girls. But they hardly counted as experience - at least, not in the context of a relationship. "Yes, it's true."

She smiled again. "And it's okay," she said. "Because I don't have much experience either. And the experiences I did have were very unsatisfying. The few young men I allowed into my bed may have been nice to look at, but they knew next to nothing about how to please a woman. Nor did they seem to care." She paused and her eyes became hard. "Vernon, if we're going to have the kind of relationship we both hope to have, I will need to be fully satisfied in bed. This is something we will need to learn together. Are you willing to do that?"

I hadn't gotten that far into the relationship with Emma to really focus on sexual technique. And naturally the call girls didn't worry about their own satisfaction. But I did understand what my new wife was saying. I too wanted our marriage to be long lasting and satisfying for both of us. "Of course," I said.

She leaned forward in her chair. "Good," she said. "Your mother also told me that she occasionally spanked you to keep your behavior under control. Is that true?"

I blushed. Clearly, Mother didn't hold back. "Yes," I said in a near whisper.

She drained her wine. "Well, from what I've seen of your behavior, the spankings obviously worked." She paused and shifted her eyes around the kitchen. "Now, as long as you remain well-behaved, I don't think we'll have to do any spanking. However, I don't want to rule it out as a form of discipline. After all, there's no such thing as a perfect man. The problem is that I've never spanked anyone before. I've never even been spanked." She paused again. "However, lack of experience is not a deterrent."

I tried not to look at her, realizing that, to a certain extent, I had probably just married a younger version of my mother. It turned out I was wrong about that.

"Like you, I'm an academic," she said. "And as an academic, I like to do research. So, in the last couple of weeks, I've done a lot of it. You would be truly amazed at how much information exists regarding sex and spanking, even female/male spanking. As a feminist, I was very gratified to see women dominating their men.

"Anyway, I learned quite a bit watching videos and reading. Still, as you well know, passive learning does not make you a pro. Only hands-on experience can do that. In short, we need to practice."

I shuddered at that. She needed to learn how to spank, and guess who her subject would be.

She smiled and looked away. "There's one more thing," she said. "I have to admit that while I watched the videos of women spanking men, I got very turned on." She paused and blushed. "So turned on that I had to sort of take of myself."

For an instant, I tried to imagine my new wife bringing herself off. Did she use her fingers or a vibrator or something else - a cucumber perhaps? I didn't want her to spank me, but at least we were communicating.

"Anyway, Vernon, what I'm saying is: If you want to fuck me, you'll have to get me turned on first... and now you know what turns me on. What about it? Are you in?"

Moment of truth, I thought. One of those defining moments that come in every person's life. I took a deep breath, a little surprised by her choice of words. "I'm not sure what you have in mind exactly, but I want to please you and make you happy you married me."

She looked me in the eyes. "I'm talking about experimenting until we find what works best for both of us. Vernon, you're a scientist - and a very good one, from what I've been told. Certainly, you believe in the value of experimentation."

So, she'd been checking up on me. For an instant, I wondered if she'd even spoken with my supervisor, Dr. Claire Roper. I didn't ask. I returned her look. Her eyes were wide with anticipation. She leaned forward in her chair, and I could see, almost smell, her eagerness. I felt an uncomfortable twitch in my pants. My penis seemed to be telling me to agree to anything just to get the show started. I nodded. "Yes, I do believe in the value of experimentation. You're right, we need to find out what works and what doesn't."

She smiled and pushed back her chair. "Are you ready to get started?"

I rose from my chair. I was more than ready. "Yes," I said. "I am ready and anxious. What do we do first?"

She stood and seemed to think for a moment. "Well, I think we'll start with the spanking," she said. "But first, I want to see the man I just married. Take off your clothes."

I blushed, even though I should have anticipated this. After all, we were now married. Seeing each other naked was inevitable. "All my clothes?"

H K huffed. "Vernon, don't go stupid on me," she said. "Of course, all your clothes. Are you embarrassed?"

I was a little embarrassed. "Yes," I said. "I don't think I'm much to look at."

"I'll be the judge of that," she said. "And if you're right about your appearance, we'll work on getting you in shape."

I suppressed a shudder. I'm a microbiologist. I spend the majority of my time sitting at a lab table. I don't like exercise, never have. Still, my body was only a few pounds overweight, thanks to all the healthy eating my mother insisted on. While my wife watched, I stripped out of my wedding clothes and, in less than a minute, I stood before her completely naked, my face red.

She nodded and walked around me as though evaluating me. She touched my chest and arm muscles. She felt my carotid pulse. Finally, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around my semi-erect penis. It responded immediately. She smiled and retracted her hand. She nodded. "You'll do," she said with a flourish.

I remained where I was, confused and very horny. My penis refused to droop.

"Now we experiment with the spanking," she declared. "Stay there until I'm ready."

I had to suppress the temptation to salute. I really didn't want to get spanked, but if spanking me turned her on and that led to the bedroom, I would endure it.

While I watched, H K went into the kitchen, opened a drawer, and extracted a wooden spoon with a long handle. "I know your mother said she used a hairbrush. But I saw several videos of women using a wooden spoon. Let's experiment with that first." With the spoon clutched tightly in her right hand, she moved to our new sofa and sat in the middle. Once she was settled, she patted her lap. "Come over my lap with your head facing my left side."

In all the times Mother spanked me, she never put me over her lap. This would be another new experience. And I had agreed to it. I approached the sofa and lowered myself until I was over her lap with my bottom directly under her right arm.

She shifted me a little. "Okay," she said after a few seconds. "This looks like what I saw in the videos." She felt the pristine flesh on my backside. "I think I'm going to enjoy this. Don't move until I give you permission."

Never having been spanked with a wooden spoon before, I couldn't imagine how bad it would hurt. It didn't look as bad as my mother's solid-oak hairbrush. I tried to relax. I'm no masochist or pain freak. I've hated every spanking I've ever received. But at least there was the hint of a reward at the end of this one.

H K raised her right arm and the spoon along with it. "Well, here goes," she said mostly to herself.

With a loud snap, she accelerated the spoon down until it met the flesh of my left cheek with a resounding thud. Stinging pain rippled through me. I gasped and squirmed. The pain was different than that caused by the hairbrush, but no less significant.

She paused, no doubt to assess the result of her one stroke. "Not bad," she said. "But not nearly enough. And stop squirming. You need to take your spanking like a man if you're going to impress me."

Take my spanking like a man was something my mother never said to me. I wasn't even sure how a man should take a spanking, as I had never before talked to a man who had been spanked. But I did want to impress her, at least enough so she would want me in bed.

She retracted her right arm and brought it back down again with a flourish, this stroke impacting my right cheek. The result was the same, and I forced myself to remain still.

She didn't pause this time. Rather, she launched an all-out flurry of strokes, one after another after another. I lost count at twenty or so. I don't know if she was testing my limits or assessing my masculinity. Or just turning herself on at my expense.

The spanking went on for what seemed like an eternity but was probably only a minute or two. For someone who had never spanked anyone before, she seemed very proficient. What kind of woman did my mother fix me up with?

Besides the whistle as the spoon cut through the air on its way to my backside, I began to hear her breathe, faster and deeper. I felt some moisture in the vicinity of her crotch. She had succeeded in turning herself on. I stifled the protest that had formed in the back of my throat, convincing myself that this ordeal would be over very soon.

I was right. She issued a volley of about ten more strokes, then stopped and set the spoon down beside me on the sofa seat. She gently patted my wounded flesh. "That was amazing," she declared in a breathless voice. "So good I nearly had an orgasm." She lifted her legs and shoved me roughly onto the floor.

I landed in a heap, igniting a fire in my backside. I looked up at her. Her face was bathed in a glow that was otherworldly. As I watched, wincing and attempting to choke down the pain, she lifted her bottom off the sofa and stripped down her pants and spread her legs. She glanced down at me. "Bring me off," she ordered.

I looked at glistening labia covered by a thin patch of dark hair and my heart rate accelerated. Yes, I had seen a few other women with whom I had had sex. But never this close - close enough that I could smell her eagerness.

Although to this point, my experience had been limited to straight intercourse, I understood that wasn't what she meant by 'bring me off.' She put her foot in my face. "Vernon, hurry up."

Drawn by the scent wafting from her vagina, I got on my knees and thrust my head between her legs. I fell back on my knowledge of female anatomy and recalled that women have clitorises and that, when stimulated, are a source of pleasure. Okay, go for it, I told myself. I extended my tongue and tasted first her labia then the little knob.

H K began to moan. She put her hands on my head to hold me in position. I continued to swirl my tongue until she just let loose with a shriek. Her legs clamped around my head like a vise.

It took her at least a minute to relax her legs. When she did, I took a deep breath and lifted my head. She looked at me with a gigantic grin on her face. "Wow," she said. "That was much better than what I've seen in the videos. I guess you've earned your reward."

She pushed me backward with her legs, lifted herself off the sofa, got down on her knees, spread her legs, and rested her upper body over the sofa seat. She looked over her shoulder. "Fuck me!"

No woman had ever said that to me before. For an instant, I had a vision of my mother, who detested that word. But with my erection crying out for attention, I wasn't about to make an issue of it. Rather, I got to my knees, positioned myself behind her, and plunged into her. I thrust for all I was worth while she became more and more animated. I came in less than five minutes.

I slipped out of her and slumped to the floor. She also slumped onto the sofa seat, breathing heavily. A rivulet of semen trickled down her right thigh. Somehow, she managed to pull herself together and joined me on the floor.

She touched my cheek and smiled. "That's what I've been waiting for," she said. "I think this is going to work out just fine... as long as you stay well-behaved. You will stay well-behaved, won't you?"

It hadn't occurred to me to do otherwise. "I'll do my best."

She nodded. "And if you slip, you know what you'll get."

Yes, I knew. The spanking had been bad, but the reward after had been great. I realized I might have to misbehave in the future. "Yes, I know."

She rolled away from me. "Vernon, I should tell you that I'm not using any birth control, so this marriage needs to work."

I smiled at her. "It will work."

When I awoke Sunday morning - the day after my marriage to H K Bingham - I felt slightly sore but refreshed. I opened my eyes and glanced at the woman sleeping next to me. It was a glorious vision. Admittedly, I hadn't had much experience with women over the years. However, this was the first time I had actually slept with the woman I had had sex with.

I rolled out of bed and went to bathroom. While I relieved myself, I remembered the spanking, the painful encounter with the wooden spoon. When I finished my business, I glanced at my backside in the bathroom mirror. It was mostly clear but with a few red marks to serve as reminders.

As I turned to leave the bathroom, I nearly ran into my new wife, who stood just outside the door. She smiled. "Good morning," she said.

I returned her smile and ran my eyes up and down her naked body. She looked even more beautiful in the soft morning light than she had yesterday. "Good morning."

Her eyes narrowed slightly. "Turn around. I want to see your butt."

Once again, I was a bit surprised at her choice of words. But I did as I was told and turned away from her.

She reached out and gently touched my bottom. "Not too bad," she said. "At least, not as bad as some of the videos I watched."

Never having watched a spanking video, I could only imagine what kind of marks the spanking recipients featured. Probably pretty bad - or at least bad enough to impress the viewer.

She retracted her hand. "How do you feel this morning?"

I gathered my breath and thought for a moment. "Like I'm the luckiest man on earth." And, at the moment, my words were sincere.

She smiled again and touched my cheek. "Get back in bed and we'll see if you can get lucky again."

Lucky again. I liked the sound of that. My penis must have liked the sound of it too, because it stiffened almost immediately. I turned toward the big, king-size bed.

"When I return, I'll tell you what I want you to do," she said as she disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door.

I nodded. I had, more-or-less, assumed she would take control because I understood that as long as she was happy, I would be happy, and being happy was all I had ever wanted. I lay down on the bed and waited.

Helen - I had asked her the night before if I could call her that instead of her initials; she agreed - emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later. She approached the bed. "Stay on your back," she said.

Once again, I saw her natural beauty. She wore no clothing and no makeup. What I saw was the real Helena Kay Bingham, and I wasn't in any way disappointed. I silently gave thanks to the female deity my mother always said controlled the universe.

She climbed onto the bed. "Don't move from that position," she ordered. "And don't come before I do, or else I will give you a spanking much worse than the one I gave you yesterday."

She straddled me and lowered herself onto my fully erect penis. And when she impaled herself, I thought about her warning. That was a tall order because the sensation of her tight vagina engulfing my penis was exquisite. It was all I could do to keep myself from spurting while I watched her finger her clitoris and massage her breasts as she bounced up and down like a machine.

Desperately, I unleashed a flood of memories of earlier spankings, especially the one I received yesterday. I didn't want to repeat that experience any time soon. Fortunately for me, Helen came to bed very aroused. She took less than five minutes to climax, coming in a flurry of moans and body movements.

For a few seconds, she closed her eyes. Then she reopened them and nodded toward me, presumably giving me permission to have my own orgasm, which I did less than a minute later. She shrieked and slumped onto my body. I slipped out of her. She rolled off me and cradled herself in my arms while my heart rate and breathing inched back to normal. In this position, we both fell asleep.

We awoke to the noon sun flooding in through the bedroom window. She disengaged from my arms and looked at me as she asked, "Vernon, can you cook? I never thought to ask your mother."

It was an odd question, coming as it did just after awakening. I moved my arms to restore the circulation and tried to pry my eyes open. I nodded.

"I'm no chef," I said. "But I can do basic cooking."

She sat up in the bed. "Good. Cook us some breakfast while I take a shower. I want a ham and cheese omelet, three eggs, wheat toast, lightly buttered, and two strips of bacon. Also, coffee and orange juice. Have you got all that?"

I had a quick vision of my life from now on, serving Helen as though she were a queen. So be it. This is better than being alone. I considered her request: three-egg ham-and-cheese omelet, toast, bacon, etc. I recalled we had the ingredients and I knew I could cook eggs and bacon. I nodded. "Yes, I've got that."

She smiled and touched my cheek. "I'll be ready in about twenty minutes." She got out of bed and padded off to the bathroom.

For a moment, I watched her, admiring the way her bare backside swayed from side to side as she walked. I remembered the pleasure that part of her body had just afforded me, and I was smitten. It's truly amazing how that works. I guess men think with their genitals more than I had previously been willing to concede. I had no doubt that she wasn't smitten with me. Rather, I suspected I was on some kind of probation.

Once she disappeared from my view, I got out of bed and put on a robe. As I turned toward the door of the bedroom, I wondered if I should make the bed. In my mind, it wasn't so much a matter of wanting or not wanting to do it - I'd made my own bed for as long as I could remember - but rather, do I dare take the initiative or should I await Helen's instructions.

I felt oddly conflicted. But when I glanced at the clock, I understood my priorities. Helen had given me a twenty-minute window to get her breakfast ready. I had no time to waste making the bed or standing in the doorway trying to decide what I should do. The bed could wait.

I proceeded to the kitchen and assembled what I needed, grateful that we had thought to thoroughly stock abundant food and supplies in advance of the wedding. I worked quickly and had just finished when Helen appeared, wearing shorts and a white tee shirt. She smiled and took a seat at the island. "Smells good," she said.

I set the plate in front of her and she attacked it as though she hadn't eaten in days. I had never before seen a woman eat like that as my mother and her colleagues seemed to pride themselves in slow, deliberate eating.

When she had finished off the second strip of bacon, she looked up from her plate and smiled. "Vernon, that was excellent. You saved yourself from a spanking."

I blushed slightly. I hadn't realized there were potential consequences attached to my cooking - probably just as well. "I'm glad you liked it," I said.

She pushed aside her empty plate and drained her orange juice. "Let's talk."

I took a sip of coffee. "Okay."

She gazed at me. "First, even though we've only been married for a day, I want you to know that I'm very happy I agreed to this arranged marriage. What about you?"

I wasn't quite sure how to answer that question. In many ways, Helen was the woman of my dreams - except for the spanking, of course. I took a deep breath. "Like I said earlier, I feel like the luckiest man on earth."

She reached across the island and took my hand. "Good," she said. "And I hope you still feel that way when you hear my vision for our future."

Our future. I liked the sound of that. "I'm listening."

She cleared her throat. "As you already know, my primary goal is to have a child as soon as possible. I'm thirty-four and know my biological clock is ticking. I know I'll make a good mother, and with my guidance, I am confident you will make a good father. Your mother said you wanted to give her a grandchild."

So far, so good. I wanted to be a father and had already assumed that our offspring - boy or girl - would be brought up in a feminized world. "Yes," I said. "I want to be a good father and a good husband."

"Okay. Since I'm not using birth control, it's good we agree on the child issue." She sat back on her stool. "But that's not my only goal for the future."

I took another sip of coffee and waited for the other shoe to drop.

"From what I understand, you have an excellent position - a great salary and stable work that you enjoy. Am I right?"

As a senior research associate, my salary approached six figures and I loved my job. "Yes." Where was this going?

She nodded. "That's good to know. And from what I understand, you primarily work a forty-hour week, Monday through Friday. Right?"

I nodded. "Mostly," I said. "Sometimes, I work longer hours and have to go in on Saturday mornings if the research is progressing."

She shifted her eyes back and forth between me and the window. "This is important because I want to take a sabbatical next year to write a book and I'll need your support, especially if we have a baby. Can you do that?"

So, that was it - her primary reason for agreeing to marry me had nothing to do with me as a man but what I could do for her in support of her goals. I began to feel a tiny flicker of resentment ignite inside me. But the sensible part of me held firm: What did you expect, Vernon? At least you're not alone. I gazed at her, her unadorned face radiant in the early afternoon light. Careful, stupid.

"Yes, I can do that," I said. "What are you writing your book about?" I looked away, hoping I hadn't overstepped by asking the question. Having spent my life in the world of academia, I understood how protective scholars can be of their work.

Helen took a deep breath and let go of my hand. She leaned back on her chair once again.

Uh oh, I thought. I'm in trouble for asking such a direct question.

But she surprised me. Instead of ordering me to bend over for a spanking, she smiled. "Are you familiar with the book of Genesis, particularly the Adam and Eve story... you know, the Garden of Eden?"

As an avowed agnostic, my mother had never - to my knowledge - aligned herself with any particular religion or church. She had always said to me that religions were created by men to subjugate women. And from what I had seen of the major world religions, I thought she had a good argument. Still, I had a vague, layperson's knowledge of the Adam and Eve story. "It's been awhile since I read Genesis, but I think I know the story."

"Are you familiar with the concept of original sin?"

I had heard of the concept, probably in some philosophy class I took as a required humanities elective. "Yes," I said, mostly to cut the discussion short. I was already sorry I had asked the question.

"Christian doctrine ascribes original sin to Adam for eating the forbidden fruit," Helen said. "However, I am reinterpreting the story from a woman's perspective. I believe there were two sins committed in the Garden of Eden. The first involved Eve listening to the serpent and catering to Adam's request for food. The second, and most significant, sin was Adam being a wimp and a coward when he tried to blame Eve for giving him the fruit when he should've had Eve's back. Men have been committing that sin ever since, and they should be punished for it."

I had no idea how to respond to that. As a scientist, I had no grounding in theology and very little actual interest. She gazed at me, and I felt like I had to say something. "That sounds very interesting," I said. "How do you start?"

She huffed. "One man at a time."

And I guess I was elected as the first man in her crusade. I had a vision of being spanked frequently to atone, in some small way, for Adam's sin.

She took my hand again. "Do you still want to stay married to me?"

I could tell she was serious, giving me a way out if I didn't buy into her philosophy and the potential consequences associated with it. A lot of men probably would run, not walk, at this point. However, I would not be one of them. She wasn't telling me anything I hadn't heard all my life - women are good, men are bad. Toe the line, take your punishment, and you'll be rewarded. I nodded. "Yes, I want to stay married."

She smiled again and squeezed my fingers. "Vernon, there is a third thing, and this one will hit a lot closer to home."

"I'm listening."

"As you already know, I was an athlete in college. I still work out several times a week and help coach the women's lacrosse team." She paused.

I nodded, wondering where this was going.

"Vernon, how tall are you and how much do you weigh?"

I wasn't actually sure, as it had been a while since I weighed myself. "Uh... five feet eleven, one eighty-six."

She pulled out her cell phone and swiped some numbers. "That puts your BMI at twenty-five point nine." She swiped some more numbers. "You're overweight by about ten pounds. I can't abide that. My husband is going to be physically fit. I won't have you being sick or dying young. You need to keep up with me and our child."

I swallowed hard. I was never a big eater, but I had a relatively sedentary job and I never enjoyed exercising. This sounded like more trouble. "So, what do you want me to do?"

"First, you will lose ten pounds over the next three weeks. I believe it's not unrealistic for you to lose about three pounds a week. In order to track that, we will weigh every Friday evening. If you haven't lost at least three pounds, I will whip you with your belt. And any backsliding will result in additional whipping. Okay so far?"

I grimaced, as I knew she was deadly serious. But, then, it was for my own good. "Okay."

"There's more," she said. "After we're finished with our discussion, I want to see how many pushups you can do and how many times in a row you can run up the stairs. Once we establish a baseline, we'll set goals, and there will be consequences for not reaching those goals. Okay?"

Crap, I thought. This marriage is turning into a nightmare.

Helen must've read my mind because she flashed a wicked little smile. "I also believe in positive reinforcement. There will be rewards for achieving the goals."

I felt a little better as I noted the eagerness in her expression. The choice was simple enough: achieve the goals and obtain the reward or not achieve the goals and face the punishment. Still, I had a feeling I was going to get punished a lot, especially in the beginning.

She rose from her seat. "Are you ready to start?"

I scanned the kitchen. "As soon as I get the kitchen cleaned up."

She pivoted toward the stairs. "I love a man who knows his place. You've got twenty minutes." She disappeared up the stairs, leaving me with kitchen duty.

I finished with the kitchen just as Helen descended the stairs. She had changed her clothes and now wore a skin-tight, black leotard. My eyes practically popped out when I saw her. She was absolutely stunning; my penis stiffened immediately.

She approached the kitchen. "Nice job," she said. "Now, let's see how many pushups you can do."

I grimaced. I hadn't done a pushup since my freshman year in college. I wasn't even sure I remembered how.

She looked at me. "Oh, take off your robe first."

I blushed, suddenly feeling like an ancient Greek competing in the Olympics. I moved into the family room and slowly sank to the floor. I put my hands on the hard wood and pushed myself up into the classic pushup position. I'm in trouble, I thought, as just holding myself up felt like a strain. I lowered myself so that my face touched the floor, then painfully pushed myself up. One.

Helen clapped. "Good start," she said. "Keep going."

I repeated the action four more times before my arms gave out and I collapsed onto the floor. She put her bare foot on the small of my back.

"That's five altogether," she said. "Not very impressive. You should be able to do at least twenty." She removed her foot, sank to the floor, and proceeded to reel off twenty-five pushups in less than a minute. She rose from the floor easily. "Vernon, get up."

With some effort, I got myself up from the floor. My penis was now flaccid.

"Okay, Vernon, here's the deal. You will exercise every day. By Friday, you will be able to do ten pushups or I will whip you." She paused and gazed at me. "Now, let's see how many times you can run up the stairs."

I took a deep breath, as I realized my ordeal was far from over. Now I knew why Helen insisted on buying a two-story townhouse. I moved to the bottom of the stairs and counted. There were ten steps to the second floor. I could walk it, but could I run it without tripping? I could and I did. I gasped for breath when I reached the top.

Helen looked up at me. "Now come back down and do it again."

I gathered my breath and descended the stairs. I looked at her; she nodded. I ran up the stairs, nearly tripping on the fourth step.

She beckoned to me. "Again."

My legs already felt like jelly after only two trips up the stairs. I wasn't even sure I could walk back down. But I did. And I ran up the stairs. Twice before collapsing in a heap at the top. Altogether, I made four runs up the stairs.

She watched me for a moment, then came up the stairs and sat down next to me. She stroked my sweating brow. "We've got some work to do," she said. "You need to increase the number of times up the stairs by at least two each week. Plus, we're going to walk every evening after work." She pushed herself up from the floor and stripped off her leotard. She held out her hand toward me. "I have a feeling your butt's going to be perpetually sore for the next couple of weeks, but now you have other work to do."

I took her hand; she pulled me up from the floor. She wrapped her fingers around my penis, getting it hard in a matter of seconds - the only part of my body that wasn't tired, the traitor. She gave my bottom a couple of hard slaps and off we went to the bedroom. She was right, I had work to do.

*  *  *

The following Friday evening we had our first weigh-in. I had lost two pounds. Already in trouble as the standard was three pounds. However, before Helen punished me, she put me to the test. I did eight pushups and ran up the stairs five times. Not bad, I thought. But not good enough.

She scowled. "Get your clothes off and bend over the bed. Let's get this over with."

I hung my head. I certainly didn't want Helen to whip me, but I knew I deserved it for falling short. And as I caught a glimpse of her face, I suspected that secretly she had hoped I would fall short. In some way or another, I would probably always fall short, giving her an excuse to spank me.

I shuffled off to the bedroom, shed my clothes, and bent my upper body over the bed, as instructed. Helen came in behind me, picked up my discarded pants, and pulled the big, leather belt from the loops. She was serious about using my belt.

She doubled the belt and approached my left side. "I can't say I'm all that surprised," she said. "You did make some progress, but not enough. You need to work harder." She launched the belt. It impacted my right cheek with a sharp crack that sent ripples of pain up and down my spinal cord. "And this is what happens when you don't work harder."

She struck again, this time concentrating on my left cheek. As I processed the pain, I decided that the wooden spoon wasn't so bad. She swung and struck again and again and again with a few strokes bouncing off my sensitive upper thighs. What would be the penalty for being a pound short of the goal? I vowed that next week I would practically starve myself in order to prevent another experience like this one.

I lost count of the number of strokes she administered - somewhere around fifty, I'm guessing, although it seemed like a hundred. Fifty or a hundred - my bottom was on fire. Tears flooded my eyes.

She patted my scorched flesh and set the belt on the bed. I could hear her breathing and smell her female scent. She was definitely aroused. She took a step back. I dared a glance over my shoulder and watched her stick two fingers inside her panties. She gasped. "Well, I guess you did make some progress," she said in a near whisper. "Get up on the bed on your back and get yourself hard."

After punishment comes reward, and I would accept it gratefully. I did what I was told, although I didn't really need to do much to get myself hard. No sooner had I assumed the position than Helen was on me. She hadn't bothered to undress. Rather, she simply hiked up her dress and pushed aside the crotch of her panties. She quickly impaled herself and climaxed almost immediately.

But she didn't stop. With her hands on her breasts, she bounced up and down on me with reckless abandon. I believe she climaxed a second time before I too came. She shrieked; her body stiffened. Then, she collapsed onto me. I could feel her heart pounding in her chest.

After a moment, she came to her senses and rolled off me. "I will expect some progress before next week," she said. "Now, get up and cook us some dinner." And with that declaration, she got off the bed, adjusted her clothing, and went into her office.

I opened my eyes and got control of my breathing. My body felt like jelly. When I scooted to the edge of the bed, a flame ignited in my backside. I went into the bathroom and looked at my bottom. I had a few purplish marks that I figured would last a day or two. But it was worth it.

I put on a robe and went downstairs to prepare dinner.

*  *  *

I approached the next Friday's weigh-in with confidence. I had maintained a strict diet and exercised whenever I had the chance. Helen got out the scale. I stripped down to my underwear and mounted the scale. We both looked at the same time. The scale read 181. I had lost three pounds, meaning I had met the standard for the week.

Helen looked at me with a half-smile creasing her face. "That's pretty good," she said. "But you should've lost at least another pound. You still need to lose five pounds by next Friday. Do you think you can do it?"

I swallowed hard. I had almost forgotten the end-goal was ten pounds in three weeks. I had worked pretty hard to lose the three pounds. Could I lose another five in seven days? I wasn't sure. "I can do it," I said with as much confidence as I could muster.

"We'll see," she said. "Now, let's see how close you are to meeting the exercise goals."

With my confidence and bravado ebbing, I got down on the floor. I managed ten pushups. She scowled. "Vernon, that was last week's goal," she said. "This week I expected fifteen. Try the stairs. See if you can somehow redeem yourself."

I took a deep breath began my ordeal. When it was over, I had made it up the stairs nine times - not bad, but still short of the goal.

She touched my sweating cheek. "Vernon, I know you worked hard this week," she said. "But you need to work even harder." She paused and gave my bottom a pat. "But to show you that I am pleased with the progress you've made, I won't whip with you the belt."

I had to suppress a smile and a sigh of relief. She wasn't going to punish me?

No such luck. "Instead, bend over the back of the sofa with your underpants down. I will only use the wooden spoon this time." She pivoted toward the kitchen, then turned back toward me. "However, if you haven't met the goals by next Friday, I assure you it will be the belt."

I nodded and quickly got into position. I lowered my briefs to my knees, closed my eyes, and waited. I could handle the wooden spoon.

Helen obtained the largest spoon in our collection, approached my left side, and proceeded to spank me with abandon, one stroke after another after another in rapid succession. By the time she finished, the pain roared through me like a freight train and I thought I might have actually preferred the belt.

She put the spoon back in the drawer. "Let's go upstairs," she said with a seductive smile on her pretty face.

I wasn't about to argue with that. The pain in my backside subsided immediately as I followed her up the stairs and into our bedroom.

This time, she did strip out of her clothes. Then, she surprised me by lying down on the bed and spreading her legs. She beckoned to me. "Come up here and fuck me," she ordered.

I almost couldn't believe it, both the order and her choice of verbs. But as I looked at her glistening labia and her erect nipples, I knew she was serious. She was more than ready. And so was I. I mounted her, inserted myself, and thrust. It was over in less than five minutes.

Later, when we cuddled, she told me that she had read somewhere that the missionary position was a good one for getting pregnant. I don't know whether or not that's true, but I wasn't about to argue the point.

*  *  *

Another week went by, meaning another Friday evening weigh-in and exercise test. I had worked very hard during the week, skipping breakfast and lunch in my quest to lose the required five pounds. Alas, I fell one pound short.

During the exercise test, I managed fifteen pushups and ten trips up the stairs. Not bad, especially considering my starting point three weeks ago. But still not good enough to avoid the dreaded punishment. Would Helen go easy on me?

The answer to that question was yes. She did go relatively easy on me - another spanking with the wooden spoon and another week to meet the goal. And of course, this was followed by a makeup session in the bedroom. Spanking me definitely served as a catalyst for my wife's lust.

We spent a quiet Saturday together, with her working in her office for several hours. We did take a walk together at a quick pace. I kept up with her for the first time, which impressed her. We went to bed early and had leisurely sex.

The following morning, Sunday, while I made breakfast, Helen called out to me from the upstairs bathroom. "Vernon, come up here."

My first thought was that I was in trouble for some reason. But I couldn't think of what I could've possibly done or not done. Well, no point in exacerbating the problem by avoiding it. I ascended the stairs and joined her in the bathroom. She stood in the middle of the floor, completely naked. She had a huge smile on her face.

She looked at me. "I'm pregnant," she declared. Before I could respond, she held out her arms. "Come here, Daddy."

I returned her smile and accepted her embrace. We stood together locked in each other's arms for at least a minute. Then, she released me and kissed me on the lips. I was shocked. Even though we had had frequent sex since the wedding, we had never really kissed or hugged.

She took a step back. "Vernon, thank you," she said.

I gazed at her. This avowed feminist actually said thank you to me. "Thank you," I said. "I'm very happy."

She kissed my cheek. "You know, I never ever thought I would say this to a man, but I have fallen in love with you. I am so glad we got married."

Now, I almost had a heart attack when I heard her say that. I had loved her from the beginning; I had just been afraid to say it. "I love you too."

She smiled again. "But don't let it go to your head," she said. "Now that we're going to be parents, I fully intend to keep you on a short leash and expect you to reach the goals we've set."

"I wouldn't have it any other way," I said, and I meant it. Even though I didn't - and still don't - like the spankings, I actually thought I would miss them. Or at least, I would miss the aftermath.

"Get your clothes off. We need to celebrate," she said.

That answered the question I didn't dare ask: sex wasn't just for procreation. "What about breakfast?"

She retracted her right arm and slapped my bottom four times in rapid succession. "Vernon, don't be an idiot," she said. She grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.

Later that day, we visited my mother and thanked her for bringing us together. I had never seen her so happy. She embraced us both and said she was proud of us and that she looked forward to being a grandmother.

Now, as I reflect back on those early days, I have become a fan of arranged marriages, even ones in which the husband gets spanked a lot. Sometimes, parents really do know what's best. I also wonder if Adam felt the way I do, especially after the Fall and the expulsion from the Garden of Eden. If Adam and Eve hadn't committed the sin, would they have experienced the joy of working things out for themselves and becoming parents?

Perhaps Helen will answer that question as she writes her book.


2. She Married Her Boy Toy

Jeremy Crispinetti mounted the first step of the long dais, nearly tripping over the hem of his overlong black gown. He pushed the hem out of the way with his foot and successfully made it up the three steps. He paused briefly and scanned the large crowd seated in front of and around the dais. He saw no-one he recognized. Neither his parents nor his older sister, Carmen, had bothered to travel to his graduation from Stark River Community College.

The reader called his name, and Jeremy strolled forward. He shook hands with the college president and received his diploma. No-one in the crowd applauded or called his name. With his head lowered, he walked back to his seat. The young woman to his right didn't look at him. In a venue filled with more than a thousand people, Jeremy felt totally alone.

After the brief closing remarks, the small band played the recessional. Jeremy joined the line of graduates as they paraded proudly out of the stuffy gymnasium and into the bright sunlight of a Saturday afternoon in mid-May.

He quickly stripped off his cap and gown and handed these to one of the attendants. As he pivoted away from the retrieval area, he spotted a young woman he recognized from his last American History class. Emily-something, he remembered. He approached her. "Hi, Emily," he said as cheerfully as he could. "Congratulations."

The young woman turned toward him and gave him a thin smile. "Oh... Jeremy. Thank you."

Jeremy took a deep breath. He had hoped for a more enthusiastic greeting. But he decided to take a chance anyway. "Uh... do you have any plans?"

She gazed at him for a few seconds. "Well, I thought I might transfer to BU for next fall."

He lowered his eyes. Not the answer he was looking for. "No... I meant, plans for later today."

She sighed. Her eyes drifted around the area as though looking for someone. "Oh. Actually, my boyfriend and I are going to a party at his parents' house."

Jeremy tried to smile but couldn't. "Well," he said, "I hope you have a good time. And good luck next year at BU."

Emily nodded and turned toward a tall, young man walking toward her. "Thanks."

Jeremy took a step back and watched Emily hug the tall, young man. He looked around the crowd. It seemed everyone was hugging someone - but not him. Might as well go back to your cheap, studio apartment. Or better yet, call the store and see if they need you to come in.

He took two steps toward the exit when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw that the person who tapped him was an older woman wearing a black dress with a hem that stopped just below her knees. His eyes widened. "Oh, Professor Broadmoor," he said. "I didn't see you in the crowd."

She flashed a smile at him. "Most of us in the faculty try to remain as invisible as possible."

He wasn't sure how to respond to that. He dared to look at her - a reasonably attractive woman, he thought, and a woman and professor he admired enough that he'd taken three of her English classes. "Well, I'm glad you came." It was all he could say.

Her smile widened. She glanced around the area. The crowd was beginning to thin. "Anyway, congratulations. You don't have anybody here to cheer you on?"

He shook his head. "My parents couldn't make it."

Elaine Broadmoor lost her smile and put her hand on Jeremy's arm. "That's a pity," she said. "I saw that young woman sort of rebuff you. Too bad."

Jeremy took a deep breath. "I have heard the mermaids singing each to each. I do not think they will sing to me."

She smiled again. "I see you remembered something from your poetry class," she said. "But I hope you're not going to wallow in as much self-pity as T. S. Eliot did."

"Oh, I don't know," he said. "Prufrock sort of speaks to me, I guess."

She nodded. "So, do you have any plans for later this afternoon?"

"Not really."

"Neither do I," she said. "I was thinking about going to Stebbin's Tavern for a drink and a late lunch. Care to join me?"

His eyelids shot up. Never in his wildest dreams did he ever think this professor he had admired would invite him to join her for a drink. "Are you serious?"

She huffed. "Of course," she said. "We're both all alone. And you're done with school so there's no conflict of interest. I assume you're over twenty-one."

"By seven months," he said. "Thank you, Professor Broadmoor. I would appreciate joining you - as long as it's my treat. I owe you that for putting up with me."

She huffed again. "First of all, Jeremy, please call me Elaine. I'm not your professor anymore. Second, how much do you make working at that dollar store? Fifteen, sixteen dollars an hour? As a tenured faculty member with a doctorate, I make a pretty good salary. And, since my husband left me, I don't have anyone to spend it on." She gave him a hard look. "I'll take care of the check; no protesting. Okay? Understand?"

Jeremy immediately adjusted his posture and felt like saluting. Even his store manager had never been that assertive. "Yes, ma'am."

She chuckled. "Good. Now that we've got that settled, let's head for Stebbin's. Do you know where it is?"

"Yes, I know where it is."

"Then I'll meet you there," she said. "Don't dawdle."

It never entered his mind to dawdle. At this moment, he couldn't think of anything that would be better than spending the afternoon with Elaine Broadmoor.

*  *  *

An hour later, Jeremy and Elaine sat across from each other at a window table in the semi-crowded Stebbin's Tavern. She had a glass of red wine in front of her while he took occasional sips from a mug of lite beer. A server had removed their empty plates.

Elaine took a sip from her wine. "So, Jeremy, now that you've graduated, what are your plans?"

He eased back in his chair. "I don't know," he said. "My mother thinks I should move to Florida to be with her. My sister thinks I should enlist in the Navy, like she did. My district manager wants to promote me to assistant manager."

Elaine's blue eyes narrowed. "Okay. You know what everyone else wants you to do. What does Jeremy want to do?"

A sudden cloud of depression descended over him. He slumped in his chair and wiped his eyes. "It's all so confusing," he said in a near whisper. "I know I'm young and supposedly have my whole life ahead of me, but…" His voice trailed off.

She reached across the table and took his hand in hers. "Do you want to be a store manager?"

He huffed. "Probably not," he said. "I guess I'm leaning more toward the military. I think I'm better at taking orders than giving them."

She squeezed the ends of his fingers. "Sounds like you need someone to help give you direction. I don't want to be alone this evening. Come with me back to my condo and we'll talk further." She flashed him a sly smile. "That's an order, by the way."

Jeremy couldn't believe it. Instead of lamenting his loneliness and feelings of despair, this attractive, middle-aged woman had just ordered him to come to her house. For an instant, he wondered if perhaps he was dreaming. If so, he didn't want to wake up.

When he didn't answer immediately, Elaine squeezed his fingers hard enough to make him wince. "Of course, if you have other plans for this evening, I would understand. Do you have other plans?"

This got his attention. "No other plans."

She released her grip on his fingers. "Good. Then it's settled." She looked at the check, took some money out of her purse, and laid it on the table. "Let's go," she said. "You can follow me." She pushed back her chair, rose, and turned toward the exit.

He followed, remaining two steps behind and admiring the way she looked in her dress.

*  *  *

Elaine Broadmoor lived in a two-story townhouse at the end of a row of townhouses in an upscale condominium complex. Once they were parked, she escorted Jeremy inside a large, well-appointed living room that opened to a kitchen with an island.

Jeremy scanned the room. "You have a nice house," he said.

She smiled. "Thank you. My ex and I bought it together five years ago."

Jeremy wanted to ask what happened to the ex-husband, but he didn't. Either Elaine would tell him or she wouldn't. It was none of his business.

"Jeremy, make yourself at home," she said. "I'm going to change into something more comfortable. In the meantime, at least take off your tie. Okay?"

He'd forgotten he wore a tie and a dress shirt. Normally, he wore khaki pants and a black polo shirt at work. "Okay," he said.

Elaine disappeared up the stairs. He heard a door close and imagined that she was removing her dress and maybe even her underwear. He tried to imagine her naked but couldn't quite conjure an image. In truth, he didn't have much experience with members of the opposite sex, especially with women only a few years younger than his mother. He took off his tie, loosened his shirt, and settled onto the plush sofa.

A few minutes later, Elaine re-emerged. She was wearing a loose-fitting, white tee shirt with no bra underneath and a short, denim miniskirt. Jeremy's eyes bulged when he saw her. In this outfit, she appeared much better looking than he had originally thought. He immediately forgot about the age difference.

She sat down next to him on the sofa. He breathed in her scent, now enhanced by some kind of perfume. She gave him a small smile. "Now, let's talk about your future."

He tried to ease back on the sofa and concentrate. But he realized he had an erection that wouldn't quit. If she was attempting to seduce him, it was working. He remembered reading something about older women - cougars, he thought - and younger men. He tried to will himself to relax, just go with the flow and see what happens.

She arranged herself on the sofa so that the hem of her skirt rode up on her thighs. She did a half-turn toward him. "Jeremy, you said earlier you thought you were better at taking orders than giving them. Do you still believe that?"

That's the way his life had been so far; he didn't think that would change. "Yes."

"Do you really want to join the Navy?"

Did he want to follow in his sister's footsteps? "Not really."

Elaine looked back and forth between him and the ceiling as though she was ticking off items on a checklist. After a few seconds, she took his hands in hers and directed them to her legs. "If I gave you an order, would you obey it?"

He glanced at her silky-smooth thighs and inhaled her sweet scent. Think, fool! "I guess... it would depend on the order."

She scowled, released his hands, and scooted over a few inches. "That is not a very satisfactory answer," she said. "So, I will ask again. If I gave you an order, would you obey it?"

A part of him thought this whole scene was too weird. However, the part of him that was lonely and horny overrode that part. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled again and spread her legs. "Good. I order you to get down on your hands and knees in front of me and bring me off with your tongue." She paused and gave him a hard look. "And, Jeremy, if you hesitate or don't do a good job, I will give you a spanking you won't forget."

This can't be happening, he thought. But when he glanced at the clearly visible space between her legs and saw she wore no panties, he didn't care. "Yes, ma'am." He wanted nothing more than to put himself between her legs. He wasn't quite sure about the spanking part.

He slipped to the floor, rose up to hands and knees, and thrust his head between her legs. Although he had no experience with cunnilingus, he knew what he had to do. He extended his tongue and found her vagina and clitoris. He swirled his tongue, allowing her reaction to be his guide.

After a minute or so, she clamped his head between her thighs. "Jeremy, stop."

He retracted his tongue and glanced up at her.

"Take off your clothes," she ordered

For an instant, he hesitated, gazing at her in apparent disbelief.

She clapped her hands. "I gave you an order, young man," she said. "I warned you that I would spank you if you hesitated. Strip and get over my lap. Now!" She clapped her hands once again.

Jeremy flushed. He certainly hadn't meant to hesitate. It was just that he couldn't believe this was happening. He was no stranger to spanking. His mother had spanked him dozens of times when he was a teen. It was always her intent to keep him' pure' and on the straight and narrow.

He dared another glance at Elaine. She wore a scowl on her pretty, unlined face. Gripped in her right hand was the handle of a wooden spoon - where had that come from? He flinched. The wooden spoon had been his mother's implement of choice. He knew very well how bad it hurt.

Okay, Jeremy, he thought, you could just get up and run-out the front door, into your car, and back to your little apartment. Leave this weird scene and this obviously perverted professor behind forever. Go back to your lonely, one-room existence. And never know what could have been.

The last thought was the most compelling. He didn't want to run. Rather, he wanted to stay and discover everything this strange-but-sexy woman could offer him. He rose from the floor, nodded, and quickly stripped out of his pants, shirt, socks, and shoes.

Her scowl deepened as she looked at him. "Jeremy, you're not naked," she said in an eerily calm voice. "I thought my order was clear. What part of take off your clothes don't you understand?"

Jeremy flushed again. "Uh, I thought-"

She huffed. "Young man, when I give you an order, don't think, just do. Clear?"

"Yes, ma'am." Yes, the meaning was very clear.

"So, why are you hesitating? Are you ashamed to show me your penis?"

By now, he had a raging erection. Was he ashamed of that? For an instant, the face of his puritanical mother flashed before him. She would have spanked him mercilessly for what he was now thinking. He shook his head to dismiss the image. Elaine wants to see my penis, so let her see it. He stripped off his briefs.

She smiled. "Jeremy, you have no reason to be ashamed," she said. "But you do need to be punished for hesitating. Get over my lap. I'll wager you've been spanked before. Am I right?"

He gave Elaine his hand; she skillfully drew him down across her denim-covered lap. "Yes, ma'am."

"And I'll wager it was your mother who spanked you. Right?"

His flush deepened. "Yes, ma'am."

She raised the wooden spoon high over her head. "Okay, let's get this over with so you can finish what you started - which was pretty good."

Jeremy closed his eyes. He too wanted to get this over with so he could once again get his head - and then maybe his penis - back between her luscious legs.

She snapped her wrist and launched the spoon. It landed in the center of his right cheek like a bolt of lightning, imparting a sharp sting that instantly brought back memories of earlier spankings. He winced and clenched his fingers and toes.

She struck two more times, both on his left cheek, leaving behind two red splotches. She paused. "You know, Jeremy, obeying an older woman - or any woman, for that matter - is simply the natural order of things. I'm guessing you believe that more than you think you do. Unfortunately, my worthless ex-husband could never accept that little bit of truth. But you know the truth, don't you?"

He dared to look up at her. He wasn't sure what the truth was. But he did know he was letting her spank him, just like he had let his mother spank him when she thought he needed it. All his life, he had taken orders from assertive women. At least for him, it really was the natural order of things. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

She nodded and struck again with the spoon. Then, she launched an all-out assault, delivering a stroke every second or so. Tears filled his eyes. He began to raise his legs. He had to will his arms not to move in an attempt to cover his bottom. Elaine was definitely no slouch when it came to spanking, at least on an equal par with his mother.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she stopped. She set the spoon down beside her and gently rubbed his scorched flesh. "I have to say I kind of like seeing your bottom all red and marked up." She stopped rubbing and nudged him off her lap and onto the floor. "But now you have work to do." She raised her backside and lifted the hem of her skirt to above her waist. "So, get to it - unless you want more spanking. Do you want more spanking?"

He looked up at her from his position on the floor. Stinging pain radiated throughout his body. There was only one thing he wanted, and it wasn't spanking. "No, ma'am."

She smiled down at him. "Get to work."

He rose up on his hands and knees and thrust his head between her spread legs. He extended his tongue and swirled around her genitals, which were now well-lubricated. She put her hands on his head and moaned. Her entire body became more and more animated until she pressed on his neck, let out a shriek, and slumped back against the sofa cushions.

Jeremy started to raise his head. She stopped him. "I didn't tell you to stop," she said in a breathless voice. "One more time - slowly, if you please."

He went back to work, moving his tongue back and forth between her vagina and her clitoris and occasionally allowing it to stray into her rectum. Her moans became louder and louder, her movements more and more animated. As before, she let out a shriek and nearly fell over on her side.

He remained where he was, locked into position, awaiting instructions and nursing the largest erection he ever remembered having. The pain from the spanking had all but disappeared.

After a minute or so, she sat up, took a deep breath, and looked at him. Sweat dripped from her forehead down her face. She smiled. "That was very good," she said. "Now, let's see what you can do with that penis you tried to hide."

He rose; they exchanged looks. He knew what he wanted to do at this moment, which wasn't very gentlemanly. However, he restrained himself. "Uh... what do you want me to do?"

Her smile widened. "Good boy," she said. She lifted herself off the sofa and removed her skirt. "Sit down on the sofa with your feet on the floor and your backside shifted forward."

Jeremy didn't hesitate this time. In a flash, he assumed the indicated position. His penis stood straight up.

Elaine glanced at him. "Don't move," she said. "And don't you dare come before I do. If you do, I swear I will spank you until you're begging for mercy - which I won't give."

Keeping her eyes firmly on her target, she spread her legs, squatted, and impaled herself on his penis, driving it deep inside her. She closed her eyes and put her right index finger on her clitoris. She rocked back and forth and moaned loudly.

For Jeremy, the sensation was exquisite, like nothing he had ever even come close to experiencing. It took every ounce of willpower he had just to keep from moving. In his head, he thought about the store, about football stats, about his parents - anything to distract him, as her threat to spank him again loomed large.

Less than five minutes after she impaled herself, Elaine climaxed in a gush of orgasmic fury. She put her left hand over her mouth to stifle a scream. She managed several deep breaths, then removed her hand. "Do it, Jeremy, do it," she ordered in a breathless voice.

That was all he needed to hear - permission to come. He stopped thinking about other things while she raised and lowered her pelvis like a cylinder. He came in less than a minute, an orgasm more powerful than any he had ever experienced in his young life.

"Oh, my god," he shouted as he splashed semen deep inside her.

For a moment, they remained locked together until his penis wilted and slipped out of her, taking a strand of semen with it. She raised herself up and gazed at him. She smiled. "Now, that was worth waiting for."

He wasn't sure what she meant by that, but he didn't ask the question. Why spoil the moment?

Elaine took a step back and held out her hand. "Let's get something to drink."

Jeremy took her hand and allowed himself to be pulled up onto his feet. At first, he was a bit unsteady, but soon gained control. "I would like that," he managed to say.

Naked from the waist down and flashing small rivulets of semen on her upper thigh, Elaine went to the refrigerator and extracted two bottles of water. She gave one to Jeremy and took a long swallow from her own bottle. "Well, Jeremy," she began, her eyes never leaving him. "Was this your first time fucking an older woman?"

Jeremy flinched. He hadn't expected to hear that word coming from an English professor, especially a female. He nodded. "Yes," he said. He gazed at her. With the late afternoon sunlight streaming in through the living room window, he thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

"How was it?" she asked.

Jeremy, who had never been good at expressing himself, wracked his overwrought brain for the right thing to say, to somehow put this strange but incredible experience into words she would appreciate. He took a deep breath. "I... uh... don't know how to say it," he said at last. "So, I'll just say thank you."

"You're welcome," she said, smiling. "Now, I have two more questions for you. First, do you have to be somewhere later on or can you spend the night with me?"

"You want me to spend the night?"

"Yes. I think we've only just begun to explore what we can do together," she said. "So, are you free to spend the night?"

He didn't have to be at work until Monday. "Yes... if you're sure that's you want. I don't have a change of clothes."

She huffed. "You won't need any clothes," she said. "Now, to my second question. Can you cook and clean?"

Very strange question, he thought. Was she interviewing him for a job? "Well, I'm no gourmet chef, but I do cook for myself. Also, my mother insisted I learn how to cook and clean. I do most of the custodial work at the store."

"Your mother sounds like a woman after my own heart," Elaine said. "I intend to put you to the test. And if I find you lied, I will paddle you with my old sorority paddle and throw you out on your ear. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Do you still want to stay?"

At this moment, as he looked at her and remembered what they had just done, he couldn't imagine being anywhere else. "Yes, ma'am."

*  *  *

As the afternoon transitioned into evening, Jeremy cooked a modest dinner for them, cleaned the kitchen afterward, and even dusted the living room on her orders. She stood by while he worked and occasionally gave him a playful swat on his bare backside.

That night, they went to bed together and made love twice. Afterward, she settled into his arms and fell asleep with a smile on her face. For his part, Jeremy took a while to fall asleep. He was tired but confused and stimulated. The day had been very long and very strange.

The next morning, they made love again, then showered together. He cooked breakfast for her and cleaned up the kitchen.

About eleven o'clock, Elaine, wearing only a short nightshirt, slumped onto the sofa. "Jeremy, come here and let's talk."

Dutifully, he planted himself beside her.

She gazed at him. "I have really enjoyed our time together," she said.

He tried to think, but no word better than enjoy came to his mind. He settled for nodding.

"Jeremy, I am a woman who believes in not wasting time. When I see what I want, I go after it." She paused and took a deep breath. "I'm forty years old. I know I'm much closer to your mother's age than to yours. But that age difference doesn't bother me. Does it bother you?"

He almost laughed at that. Elaine's ability as a lover far surpassed anything he could have imagined in a girl around his age. "No."

Her smile widened. "What I'm going to say will sound very forward and sudden. But I assure you I've thought it out. Jeremy, you are everything I could ask for in a man. And the difference in our ages actually works to our advantage. I mean, we're both at our sexual peak. You're not very ambitious and are good at taking orders. I'm very ambitious and good at giving orders." She paused again. "Jeremy, I want us to get married... as soon as possible. You can move in here and support my ambition. I want to be a successful writer, and that requires dedication to purpose."

He nearly fell over backward. His brain went on overdrive. Getting married at his young age had never occurred to him and especially to a woman nineteen years older. And yet, here it was, a proposal of sorts. He tried to get a handle on this. "Elaine... are you serious?"

She scowled. "Now, that is a silly question, although probably fair from your perspective. I like to joke around and laugh as much as the next person. However, when it comes to relationships, I don't joke. So, yes, I am serious. I believe we could be very good together."

He looked at her, thought about how much pleasure she had given him. "Elaine... this is a lot to think about."

"I understand," she said. "And I don't want you to act on impulse, so let me tell you how things will be. First, are you dead set on being a father some day?"

Up to now, he'd been dead set on preventing it. He thought about his own parents, who had always seemed stressed and unhappy. "No."

"Good. That's the first hurdle. I had two miscarriages when I was in my twenties that led to a hysterectomy." She paused and wiped a tear from her eye. "Second, you can stay working at the store part-time. However, I will expect you to take care of me, do what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it. I have a life plan and need a partner who will support that. I will not hesitate to punish you if you seem to be drifting, if you know what I mean." She stopped and flashed a wicked, little smile. "And, Jeremy, I enjoy spanking you, so I expect you to slip up from time to time." She reached over and took his hands in hers. "So, are we on the same page? I need an answer."

What was there to say? Yesterday at this time, he had no idea what he was going to do with the rest of his life. Now, his life was all planned for him. All he had to do was say yes. Still, he needed more clarification. "But Elaine, I can't say I love you."

She squeezed his hands. "Is that important to you?"

"I don't know."

"Jeremy, think of this as an arranged marriage. The love will happen over time. Do you like being with me?"

"Yes."

"Can you imagine a life with me?"

At this moment, he couldn't imagine a life without her. "Yes."

"Do you think your parents will object to your marrying an older woman who can't produce grandchildren?"

He shook his head. He had spent the last two years trying to get out from under his mother's shadow. And he knew his sister, who was now married, would produce enough grandchildren for the both of them. "No," he said. "In fact, I think my mother will appreciate you."

"Then, what else is there to think about?"

He looked into her blue eyes, savoring the feel of his hands in hers. "But I don't have any money to buy you a ring."

She shook her head. "Jeremy, I know that, and I don't care. My ex-husband splurged on a two-carat monster I rarely wore. Yes, he had money but little else. I don't need your money. I need you." She gave him a hopeful smile. "So, either you say yes or you put your clothes on and go home, and we'll both go back to being lonely."

Marry Elaine or remain lonely. Maybe something better would come along in time, but probably not. Wait and see what happens or embrace a sure thing. Not that much of a choice really. He scratched his forehead. He slipped off the sofa and got down on one knee. He took one of her hands in his. "Elaine, will you do me the honor of being my wife?"

Elaine smiled down at him and squeezed his fingers. "Your mother did raise a gentleman," she said. "Yes, of course. And you will be a model husband, especially after you've spent some time over my lap."

He winced at the prospect of being spanked. But what was a little occasional pain compared to the life she was offering him? "So, what happens now?"

She smiled, pulled him up into a standing position, and swatted his bottom ten times hard. "When is your next day off?"

He rubbed his wounded bottom and wondered what he had done to provoke the short spanking. Maybe he'd done nothing. "Uh... Thursday."

"Okay. This afternoon we go to your apartment and pack up your clothes and whatever you want to bring here. Then, on Thursday, we go to the courthouse and get married." She paused and put her hand on her forehead. "Oh... before we go the courthouse, we stop at the jewelry store and get rings - nothing fancy, just two plain, gold bands." She gave him another smile and wrapped her fingers around his semi-erect penis. It responded immediately. "Is this okay with you?"

With her fingers tickling his penis and testicles, Jeremy wasn't certain he understood the question. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

Her smile widened. She put her other hand on her clitoris and moaned. "Good. Now that that's settled, we can consummate. God, I'm going to love being married to you."

She removed her hand from his penis and used it to slap his bottom five more times. He winced.

She got down on her knees and laid her upper body over the seat of the sofa, thrusting her backside out. She lifted her nightshirt over her waist. "Okay, get down here and bring me off."

He dropped to his knees. "Yes, ma'am."

*  *  *

On a warm, sun-filled Thursday afternoon, Jeremy and Elaine obtained a marriage license and were married by a judge at the courthouse. A clerk served as the witness. After the brief ceremony, they had an early dinner at Olive Garden, then returned to Elaine's condo.

The day before, Elaine talked at length with Jeremy's parents, assuring especially his mother that she would take good care of their son. Elaine also mentioned that the union would not produce children. His parents were okay with that.

Jeremy had moved out of his studio apartment and informed the store manager that he wanted to cut his hours back to twenty-five per week. The manager reluctantly agreed and gave her blessing to the marriage.

Thus, it was settled. At the age of twenty-one, Jeremy Crispinetti was a married man, husband to a forty-year-old professor of English, aspiring writer, insatiable lover, and emerging dominatrix. His job, as he understood it, was to obey her orders and take care of her many wants and needs. In return, he would get all the sex he could ever want and a nice place to live. He would never again have to worry about or fret over his future or the direction of his life.

When they got home from their early dinner, Elaine changed into a nightshirt and sat on the sofa. She held a large gift bag in her hand. She signaled for Jeremy to join her. She glanced at the gold ring now secure on the third finger of her left hand.

"Jeremy, before I give you what's in this bag, I want to lay down a few household rules. Okay?"

Jeremy shifted his gaze back and forth between Elaine's face and the bag. He twirled the ring now occupying the third finger of his left hand. He nodded.

She took a deep breath. "First rule: when I ask you a question, you respond with more than a nod. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She smiled. "Second, I have designated part of the family room as yours. You may set it up any way you wish. Third, when I'm in my office working, you don't make any noise or interrupt me... for any reason unless the condo is on fire. Okay so far?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She took his right hand in hers. "Fourth, you already know I like sex and I particularly like sex with you. I will probably want sex a lot. However, that being said, when I want sex, I will approach you. Under no circumstances will you approach me. If you get horny and I haven't approached you, go into the bathroom and take care of yourself - I assume you know how to do that. Understand?"

This rule worried him a little. So far, Elaine had been nearly insatiable. However, he knew that could change after she got more and more involved in her work. A part of him told the other parts of him: "You didn't get married so you would have to bring yourself off." He tried to brush that off, thinking he would deal with it when and if the time came. "I understand."

"Good," she said. "These rules are carved in stone. I will not hesitate to punish you for any violations of these rules." She placed the gift bag on his lap. "And so with that in mind, I give you this. Open it."

For an instant, Jeremy's fingers lingered on the paper handle of the gift bag. He glanced at Elaine. She nodded. He opened the bag and removed the decorative tissue. Beneath the tissue was a brown wooden paddle with a two-inch handle. He wrapped his fingers around the wood and extracted it from the bag. He noted that his name was printed in blue letters on one side.

"We'll keep it hanging in the closet," Elaine said. "But before we do that, I need to give you a few swats so you know the paddle is something you want to avoid. Give me the paddle, get on the floor, pull your pants down, and bend over the sofa seat."

Jeremy looked at the paddle. His eyes widened. He didn't think he needed to experience the paddle to know how bad it could hurt. "But-"

She scowled. "Don't argue with me," she said. "I gave you an order. Any more hesitation will result in additional punishment."

Reluctantly, Jeremy handed the paddle to his new wife. He shook his head. Bent over the sofa seat was not exactly how he had envisioned his wedding night. Still, an order was an order. He had agreed to obey her; they even included it in the wedding vows. Plus, he was now married. It was definitely too late to run away.

He rose from the sofa, stripped down his pants and briefs, and positioned his upper body over the seat. He closed his eyes and tried not to imagine how bad the paddle would hurt.

Elaine licked her lips, gripped the handle of the paddle, and rose from the sofa. She moved around to Jeremy's left side. "This paddle has a nice feel to it," she said, caressing the wood with the fingers of her left hand. She retracted her right arm. "Let's see how good it moves." She snapped her wrist and launched the paddle forward. It impacted his right cheek with a thud.

Jeremy gasped. The pain was much worse than any the wooden spoon had imparted. He silently vowed to be on his best behavior at all times. What were the rules again? Remember and obey; remember and obey.

Elaine struck two more times in rapid succession, producing two red rectangles on his fleshy bottom. She paused and eyed her handiwork. She nodded. "Definitely worth the money," she said. "I'm going to give you two more as a warning and ten more because you hesitated when I gave you an order."

His stomach turned. He clenched his fingers. Twelve more with the paddle - he didn't think he could take it. He also thought this sentence was totally unfair. He opened his mouth to protest but stopped himself. He knew protesting would result in additional punishment, which he was desperate to avoid.

Elaine retracted the paddle and launched for the fourth time, hitting the crease between his bottom and upper thighs. He yelped and dug his fingers into the sofa seat. She struck again, brushing up against his left upper thigh. The pain pinballed up and down his spine.

She gently massaged the wounded flesh. "So far so good," she said. "Now we settle your punishment."

He took a deep breath and planted his toes to brace himself. A part of him questioned his rather hasty decision to agree to the marriage, all the while, knowing it was too late to back out. He was going to get everything she thought he deserved.

"Let's make this quick," she said, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead.

Then, without any additional hesitation, Elaine began a flurry of paddle strokes, one after the other after the other, reducing Jeremy's backside to a seething cauldron of misery in less than fifteen seconds.

Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. He would have gladly taken fifty or even a hundred strokes from the wooden spoon instead of the fifteen he had just endured from the paddle. Some wedding gift, he thought.

Elaine set the paddle on the sofa seat and gently rubbed his inflamed backside. "Oh, you poor boy," she said without a hint of sarcasm in her voice. "I guess the paddle is pretty brutal. You better hope I never have to use it in earnest."

She stopped the massage, reached her hand around to his front, and wrapped her fingers around his penis. However, just as the pain in his bottom began to recede, she spanked him five times in rapid succession. "Go upstairs to our bedroom, get naked, and stand next to the dresser with your face against the wall. That will be your after-punishment position." She gave him two more quick slaps. "Move!"

He wiped his eyes and managed two deep breaths. "Yes, ma'am." He pushed himself up from the sofa, pulled up his pants to keep from tripping, and headed for the stairs without looking back.

When he reached the bedroom he now shared with his new wife, he quickly stripped out of his clothes and stood next to his dresser with his face against the wall. He cupped his wounded bottom in a desperate attempt to rub out the sting. It didn't work.

Ten minutes later, just as his legs were beginning to cramp, he heard Elaine enter the bedroom. "Don't turn around," she ordered. "Keep your face against the wall and move your hands to your sides."

He quickly put his arms down, releasing his grip on his wounded backside.

She moved in behind him and wrapped her arms around him. "I really like the way you look and smell after a spanking." She retracted her arms and took a step back. "Okay, let's consummate the marriage. Turn around."

He suppressed a smile and turned. His eyes widened as he saw that she was now completely naked. Her body glistened with sweat. She took his hands in hers and flashed a wide smile. "See, my ex-husband wouldn't have gotten that hard that fast." She released one of his hands and touched his twitching penis. "Let's see what you can do with that."

She backed up until she reached the edge of the bed. There she bent her upper body over the quilt and spread her legs. "I'm all yours," she said. "But you better bring me off or I will have to use the paddle again."

Jeremy glanced down at her gaping vagina, saturated with natural lubricant. He reasoned it wouldn't take much to bring her off, but he probably wouldn't achieve it by simply taking her. As much as he wanted to stick his penis inside her and thrust for all he was worth, he knew he didn't want the paddle again. And he knew she would follow up on her threat.

With that in mind, he got down on the floor, stuck his head between her legs, and tongued her. And while his tongue swirled around her clitoris, he inserted his little finger inside her rectum. She shrieked; her body convulsed.

She looked back over her shoulder. "Okay, Jeremy, fuck me, fuck me now!"

He got to his feet. "Yes, ma'am." He inserted himself inside her and thrust hard and fast. He came in a gush while she moaned her approval.

When his penis wilted and slipped out of her, he kissed her sweating neck. "Elaine, you are…"

She smiled as though she understood what he'd intended to say. "I am, aren't I?"

She pushed herself up, kissed him on the cheek, and took his hands. "Like I said before, I'm going to love being married to you... even if occasionally you violate the rules."

He grimaced. Remember the rules and obey, he told himself. "I will do my best," he said.

"I'm sure you will," she said. "And when you don't, I will motivate you. Now, let's go to bed and sleep on it. Tomorrow, we start our new life together."

He sighed. Their new life, including rules and paddles and lots of sex and security. What more could a young man ask for than to be Elaine's boy toy.

"Yes, ma'am."


3. Coping with Early Retirement

Mike Zelensky tried to sit up straight on the examination table. He glanced over at his wife, Cheryl. She nodded and opened a small notebook. She pulled a pen from her purse and prepared to write.

A middle-age woman wearing a white lab coat put her stethoscope around her neck and turned her attention to an open laptop. After a moment or two, she pivoted toward Mike. "Mr. Zelensky, the test results confirm you have early-stage chronic obstructive pulmonary disease - COPD."

Mike shifted forward slightly.

Cheryl wrote in the notebook. "What does that mean exactly, Dr. Rayford?"

Dr. Rayford took a deep breath. "Your husband's lungs are damaged, probably through years of smoking and breathing in truck fumes."

Mike shook his head. "But I quit smoking last year."

The doctor smiled. "I know, and that's probably why the damage isn't worse."

"Is there a cure?" Cheryl asked.

"Not really," Dr. Rayford said. "But you can greatly slow the progress and improve the symptoms."

"How?" Mike asked.

"Well, you've already quit smoking, which is a good start. However, you're still exposed to the truck fumes, and as long as you're driving ten to twelve hours a day, you're not getting exercise or taking care of yourself."

Mike didn't like the sound of that. "But I've got to work."

"What do you recommend?" Cheryl asked.

"I'm going to prescribe two inhalers that will help with the symptoms," Dr. Rayford said. "However, I highly recommend that you stop driving long haul. I recall at your last visit, you mentioned you were considering retirement. Is that an option for you?"

Mike was about to speak when Cheryl cut him off with a wave of her hand. "Yes," she said. "Mike's son is ready to take over the business, and I keep the books and do the routing."

Mike opened his mouth to protest.

Cheryl cut him off again. "Now, Mike, you know you've talked about it," she said. "Scott is more than ready to take over - in fact, you promised him. And it would be good to have you home more than just on weekends."

Mike shook his head. "But what would I do? I've been driving trucks since I was sixteen. It's all I know."

"I'm sure there are other things you can do," Cheryl said. "Besides, we've only been married a year and haven't had all that much time together. It might be fun to try some new things."

"Please listen to your wife, Mr. Zelensky," Dr. Rayford said. "This is very important."

Mike sighed. "Alright," he said. "I'll consider it."

Both Dr. Rayford and Cheryl smiled at the same time. "Thank you, honey," Cheryl said.

"Make sure you use the inhalers as directed. And minimize your exposure to smoke and fumes," the doctor said.

Cheryl put the pen back in her purse and closed the notebook. "I'll make sure he behaves himself," she said, smiling.

"Good," Dr. Zelensky said. "I want to see you again in three months and hope you have good news for me." She turned toward the door, opened it, and disappeared into the corridor.

Mike put his shirt back on and slipped off the table. "Cheryl, I don't know if I can do it."

She took his hand. "Mike, do you love me?"

"Of course."

"Do you trust your son?"

Mike thought for a moment. Scott Zelensky was thirty-five years old and had been driving for his father since he graduated from college. He had also been instrumental in updating the business computer system and upgrading the five trucks in the Big Z Trucking fleet. Mike knew that his son could drive better than Mike could and understood the business end better than Mike did. It was time to let go. "Yes."

She squeezed his fingers. "Then, what's the problem? We'll still get a percentage of the profits and my salary, so it's not a matter of money."

He shook his head again. "Cheryl, I'm only fifty-eight. I'm not ready to spend my days sitting in a chair in front of the TV."

Cheryl scowled. "Mike, you've got a health condition you need to take care of. I've already lost one husband, just like you lost your wife. I'm not going to just stand by and watch you become an old man dragging an oxygen tank. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Let's get some lunch and talk about it. Okay?"

He hung his head and looked at his wife. "Okay."

Cheryl smiled seductively and took Mike's trembling hand. "Then, after lunch, we'll get those inhalers from the pharmacy, go home, and you can take me to bed."

Mike managed a sheepish smile and squeezed her fingers.

*  *  *

The following Friday evening, after Mike's return from his run to Oregon, he parked his truck in the huge garage of the Big Z Trucking company, and handed his keys to his son, Scott. "Are you absolutely sure?" he asked.

Scott took the keys and patted his father on the back. "I had the best teacher in the world," he said. "You need to relax and take care of your health and take care of Cheryl. I've got this."

Mike stiffened and wiped a stray tear from his eye. "I know you do, son," he said. "I'm proud of you. I just don't know what I'm going to do now."

Scott smiled at his father. "I have a feeling Cheryl's got that figured out."

Mike wasn't sure he liked the sound of that. He had been his own boss for as long as he could remember, even while he was married to his first wife, Betsy. With his demanding schedule, they pretty much lived parallel lives until her death three years before. He looked at Scott and nodded. "Well, I guess I better get home and see what she's got in store for me."

Scott laughed. "Good luck."

"Scott, keep me posted."

Scott scowled and did a half turn toward the small room they used as an office. "All right," he said. "But remember, you're retired."

Retired. Mike wasn't sure he liked the sound of that either. It seemed almost like a death sentence. Still, he had agreed, and the rational part of him, along with the part that occasionally struggled to take a deep breath, knew both Cheryl and Dr. Rayford were right. He didn't want to be an old man dragging an oxygen tank and he didn't want someone to find him dead in the cab of his truck. He gave Scott a small wave and headed for the parking lot. Time to go home and face it - whatever it turned out to be.

Mike arrived home to a party complete with cake, ice cream, and balloons that said 'Happy Retirement.' Mike kissed his wife and shook hands with the seven employees and their partners who attended. All wished him a great retirement. They even gave him a gold pocket watch that had 'To Mike: for 40 years of service' etched inside the cover.

He thanked everyone profusely and asked them to please keep in touch with him. They all said they would, but he knew they probably wouldn't. Apart from the bimonthly dividend checks, he understood they would keep him out of the loop. He remembered someone once told him that if you leave a circle, the circle closes up without you. He had a feeling he was about to learn the truth of that.

After the party, he helped his wife clean up the house. As they got ready for bed, he looked at her. "Cheryl, thank you for the party. But what am I going to do now?"

Cheryl approached him and put a hand on his bottom. She smiled. "Exactly what I tell you to do, starting now."

His eyes widened. "What does that mean?"

She huffed and patted his backside. "You've been your own boss for forty years and it's made you sick. Now you're retired, and I'm taking over as boss. And I will make sure you get healthy and toe the line."

He took a step back. He had never before heard Cheryl talk this way, and it worried him. "Cheryl, what are you talking about?"

She sat on the bed and pulled the hem of her nightshirt up to her thighs. For a fifty-year-old woman, she still had great legs. And what lay between her legs wasn't bad either. Mike never failed to notice and appreciate both of these parts of her body. He licked his lips in anticipation of an invitation to join her on the bed.

But the invitation didn't come. Instead, she gazed at him for a few seconds. "Mike, I've known you for a long time. I knew Betsy; we had frequent discussions. I also know that, although you weren't home much, when you were home, she kept you on a short leash."

Mike blushed. "I... don't know what you mean."

"Yes, you do," she said. "I know what she did occasionally to keep you on the straight and narrow, something I should've done with Grayson. I don't intend to make that same mistake with you."

Mike had a sudden image of Betsy spanking his trembling backside with her big, oak hairbrush. Cheryl was right, the near-regular Sunday morning spankings before church did keep him on the straight and narrow. But he didn't think anyone else ever knew about it. He looked at Cheryl and noted the determined expression on her pretty face. He sighed and tried to shake off the memory of Betsy spanking him. "Uh... there's no need for that," he managed to say.

Cheryl shook her head. "Maybe," she said. "But I'm not taking any chances. I've let you get away with too much already."

Mike hung his head. He wasn't sure what his vision for retirement had been, but getting spanked and bossed around by his wife had never entered his mind. He tried to match her relentless stare but couldn't. "I'll do what you tell me," he stammered.

She rose from the bed; the hem of her nightshirt dropped, covering her legs. "Mike, do you love me?"

He didn't have to think about the question. He grew more in love with Cheryl with each passing day. She had been there for him when Betsy died, helped him tamp down his bitterness, taught him how to love again. "Yes, of course."

"Do you trust me to do what's best for you?"

That was a more difficult question, although when he thought about it, he realized and accepted that she helped get him through the roughest days of his life, just as he and Betsy had helped her when she lost her husband. "I... guess so."

She scowled. "There's no guessing about it," she said. "You either trust me or you don't."

Time to face it, he thought. Being his own boss had cost him his health and perhaps even his wife. And he had to admit that Betsy's frequent application of the hairbrush had probably kept him from further self-destruction. Perhaps reverting to his own judgment wasn't the best idea for coping with this early retirement. "Yes, I trust you."

Her lips curled into a tight smile. "Good. Now that we have that settled, I'll tell you what we're going to do." She took his hands in hers.

He squeezed her fingers. "I'm listening."

Cheryl released his hands, moved to her dresser, opened a drawer, and extracted a small bamboo paddle with holes in it. She held it up so Mike could see it. "We'll start with this," she said. "Regular maintenance spankings. I have a list of projects for you to do around the house and a schedule for completion. Not finishing on time will result in additional punishment."

Mike swallowed hard as he processed what Cheryl had just said. "But Cheryl-"

She cut him off. "There's more," she said. "You are strictly forbidden from checking into the business. If I catch you checking or interfering in any way, you will definitely be sorry."

He swallowed hard again. "But Cheryl-"

Once more she cut him off. "There's more," she said. "You will exercise every day. I have a list of approved exercises for COPD. You will adhere to that list religiously along with using your inhalers as prescribed. Any deviation from this routine will result in severe consequences. Are we clear so far?"

So, Scott was right, Mike thought. Cheryl does have this figured out. He hung his head again. Suddenly, he felt totally beaten down. "Yes. But Cheryl-"

"There's no buts about it," she said. "I know this sounds very harsh, but I love you and intend to keep you healthy for as long as possible. This is the only way I can think of to make that happen. Can you understand that?"

He nodded. He really did understand. A part of him actually felt very lucky that Cheryl cared enough to create this retirement plan, as harsh and unpleasant as it sounded.

"I want to hear you say it," she said. "That you're putting your well-being in my hands."

He took a deep breath. Except for the spankings - which he had always disliked - perhaps letting someone else make decisions for him wouldn't be too bad. "I'm putting myself in your hands."

Her face broke into a huge smile. She took his hands again, pulled him into her, and kissed him hard on the lips.

He responded with a kiss of his own. His penis twitched between his legs and he returned her smile. If her plan for him included more sex, suddenly he was all for it.

But once again, she didn't invite him to bed as he had hoped. Instead, she released his hands and took a step back. She put one of her hands on his crotch. "I know what you're thinking," she said. "And believe me, right now, I want the same thing."

"Then, let's get to it," he said with a flourish.

Her eyes narrowed. "We will, but we need to do something else first."

"What?"

"Your first spanking," she said. For emphasis, she gripped the paddle. "You need to know from the beginning that I'm very serious about this."

Mike's heart, which had been beating faster in anticipation of sex, sank deeper into his chest. "Honey, I know you're serious, and I really do appreciate it. Can't we just skip the spanking part for now?"

Cheryl scowled. "Mike, don't make this more difficult than it needs to be," she said. "You put yourself in my hands, remember? That means you defer to my judgment in all matters." She used the paddle to point to the bed. "Now, take off your pants and underpants, and bend over the bed. Let's get this over with."

He hesitated for a few seconds while another vision of Betsy ordering him to bend over the bed flitted through his mind. He remembered that she had been relentless with her big hairbrush, reddening his bottom enough that he sometimes felt uncomfortable sitting in the hard pew at church. But he also remembered that after church, she usually rewarded him by offering up her body. A part of him missed those days.

Cheryl tapped him in the leg with the paddle. "Mike, we're wasting time."

He snapped back to the present and looked at Cheryl. Betsy was gone; Cheryl was in charge now. Maybe this won't be so bad, he thought. "Alright," he said in a near whisper. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and pushed them down to his ankles, followed by his briefs.

"Over the bed," she ordered, re-gripping the handle of the paddle.

He turned toward the king-size bed and bent his upper body over the quilt, exposing his quivering backside to whatever Cheryl had planned for him.

She approached his left side. "Don't move from this position until I give you permission," she said.

He gave her a quick glance over his shoulder. For a moment, he wondered how she got so good at this since, by her own admission, she hadn't spanked her first husband. Then, he closed his eyes and tried to put that out of his mind. What difference did it make where or how she got her experience? He was on the receiving end now.

She tapped his bottom gently with the paddle, teasing him a little. "I want you to know that this is just a sample," she said. "If I really have to spank you, believe me, you'll regret it."

She spoke no more after that. She retracted her right arm and launched it forward, striking the center of his right cheek with a resounding crack as bamboo met tender flesh.

Mike shuddered with the pain, which he determined was different than the pain imparted by the solid oak - more of a sting but no less effective.

Cheryl struck five more times in rapid succession, concentrating on the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs. He choked down a groan and willed himself to remain in place. If this was just a sample, he already knew he didn't want to experience the full treatment.

She struck twenty more times in less than thirty seconds. The paddle sang as it cut through the air, the holes reducing the friction and intensifying the pain.

Mike swallowed hard. He wanted to rear up; he wanted to protest. But he restrained himself, just as he had with Betsy. My wife is in charge; my wife is in charge. He repeated this over and over, convincing himself that what Cheryl was doing really was in his best interest, even as the pain rippled through him.

She stopped at forty and set the paddle on the bed. She gently massaged his wounded flesh and kissed his sweating neck. "Okay, you can get up now," she said as she took a step back.

Slowly, he pushed himself up from the bed. He turned and faced her, oblivious to the fact that he was naked from the waist down.

She gave him a small smile. "Betsy was right," she said. "You take your spankings pretty well. But remember, this was only a sample. I have a larger paddle that I won't hesitate to use if I need to."

He gulped. Forty strokes of the small bamboo paddle had been bad enough. He didn't even want to see this larger paddle. He wiped his eyes. "I... understand."

She pulled her nightshirt over her head and flashed him a larger smile. "Good," she said. "Now, get the rest of your clothes off and take me to bed."

He quickly stripped off the remainder of his clothes. "Yes, ma'am."

*  *  *

The first week of retirement went pretty well. Cheryl spanked Mike four times with the bamboo paddle, always first thing in the morning. These were maintenance spankings, she said, just to keep him focused on the tasks she had scheduled for him. These tasks mostly involved routine home maintenance and errands that he could do while she worked as the accountant and router for Big Z Trucking

However, these tasks - routine but unfamiliar to him - did keep him occupied during the day, so he didn't think as much about work as he thought he might - these tasks, along with the more frequent sex at bedtime. He began to think perhaps retirement might not be too bad, even though he thought he could definitely do without the spankings. He didn't think much of the exercises either.

But he did okay until Tuesday of the third week when he overheard Cheryl discussing some issue over the phone. From the tone of her voice, the issue sounded serious. Still, he knew better than to ask her about it directly - she had warned him to stay retired and uninvolved.

However, try as he might, he couldn't stop thinking about it. After all, he had built the business from the ground up, beginning with one leased truck when he was twenty-two. Although he had turned the business over to his son, Mike still felt the ownership of Big Z Trucking. What happened to it concerned him.

By Thursday afternoon, his curiosity got the better of him. So, when Cheryl left her home office to run an errand for the company, Mike snuck into the office and accessed the computer she used for keeping the books and scheduling the runs. As he reviewed the run schedule, he quickly became immersed in memories of the runs he had taken over the years.

He became so immersed that he didn't hear Cheryl come in. He didn't know she was there until he felt her hand on his shoulder. He glanced up at her. She was scowling.

"Mike, what are you doing in here?" she said in a very unpleasant voice.

He flushed and fidgeted in the chair. "Uh... I was just-"

She cut him off. "Concerned?" she said. "Well, you needn't be. Everything's fine, and you're retired, remember?"

His fingers twitched. His eyes darted around the office, looking at everything but her. "Cheryl, I-"

She reached past him and shut down the computer. "I warned you, didn't I?"

His eyes widened as he contemplated his fate. "I'm sorry."

"Not as sorry as you're going to be." She pulled his chair away from the desk. "I've got a Zoom meeting in twenty minutes. That should be just enough time to make you about as sorry as you've ever been in your life. Go to the bedroom, get your clothes off, and bend over the bed. Now! Any delay will cost you extra, I assure you, especially if I have to interrupt your punishment for the call."

Busted, he thought. What was I thinking? He slowly rose from the chair, noting the look of disappointment and determination on Cheryl's face. There would be no escaping her wrath. He nodded and scurried to the bedroom.

Once in the bedroom, he wasted no time stripping and bending his upper body over the bed. He glanced at the bedside clock - now it was eighteen minutes before her call. She could do a lot of damage in eighteen minutes.

A minute later, Cheryl appeared. She opened the top drawer of her dresser and, while he watched in horror, she extracted a wooden school paddle that looked about as wicked as anything he had ever seen before. It made the bamboo paddle look like a toy. She held it up so he could get a good look at it. "This is what really bad boys get," she declared as she approached his left side.

He gulped and silently vowed to never again venture into her office, to never again even think about Big Z Trucking.

She gripped the paddle by its long handle and looked over at the clock. "I believe I have enough time to give you thirty strokes," she said. "And after I'm finished, you will remain in this room, naked and sitting on the chair with your face toward the wall, until I return. Clear?"

He grimaced. Thirty strokes of that awful-looking paddle, followed by total isolation until god-knows when - Cheryl really knows how to punish. "Yes."

She nodded and swung the paddle, striking his bottom directly across the crack - a solid shot that left behind a red rectangle.

He moaned with the suddenness and the reality of the pain. He had been right, this paddle made the bamboo paddle seem like a toy.

She wound up and struck again, this stroke landing about a centimeter below the first, producing the same result. He balled his fists and bit down on his tongue to keep from screaming He shuddered, twenty-eight more strokes to go. There was no way he could take all of it.

She struck again and again and again. He processed the pain and his entire body trembled. He tried to get his brain to work. Maybe he could play the COPD card, feign breathlessness to get her to stop.

While he thought about that, she struck five more times in rapid succession, leaving behind a few sprouting purplish marks. Tears welled up in his eyes. He had never before cried in front of either wife. He didn't want to this time, but he couldn't help it, especially as he realized he still had nineteen or twenty more strokes to endure.

Cheryl paused and ran her left hand over what was left of his bottom. "Hmm," she said. "This paddle inflicts more damage than I thought it would. Still, I did promise thirty strokes."

Mike sensed an opening. He lifted his head. "Cheryl, please-"

"Well, maybe ten more will be sufficient," she said. "But I warn you, you better be sitting with your face toward the wall when I return. And if I ever catch you in my office again, believe me, you will get everything coming to you and more. Understand?"

Only ten more. He almost breathed a sigh of relief, although he wasn't sure he could even take ten more. "Yes."

She wound up and struck the crease between his upper thighs and bottom. Then, without any additional hesitation, she delivered the final nine strokes so fast that her hand and the paddle seemed like a blur, with one stroke melding into another.

This broke him. Tears spilled down his cheeks and into the sides of his mouth. His head slumped on the bed.

She patted his bottom. Even this hurt. "Okay, Mike, go to the chair, face the wall. I've got eight minutes before my call. Go!"

He pushed himself up from the bed. His hands flew to his wounded backside.

She pointed to the padded folding chair with the paddle. "Sit!"

He turned the chair toward the wall and sat, igniting an additional fire in his bottom as it came into contact with the seat. He winced.

"I'll be back when I've finished my call," she said. "You better still be in that chair or else you'll get the remaining ten strokes. Understand?"

"Yes," he said without turning away from the wall. He had a feeling he would have every inch of that wall memorized before she returned.

Forty agonizing minutes later, Cheryl appeared in the bedroom. Mike hadn't moved from the chair. He hadn't realized she had come in. She clapped her hands. "Mike, come here."

He lifted himself off the chair. His wounded backside squealed in protest. He looked at her and saw she had her arms open.

When he reached her, she pulled him into an embrace. "You poor man," she said. "I love you. But you have to learn to trust me. And if that takes giving you a serious paddling, then so be it." She kissed him on the cheek. "Now, get dressed. You still have chores to do."

He wiped his eyes. He had hoped for more comfort, but realized he hadn't really earned it yet. Maybe later, after he completed his chores. He nodded. She turned and left him alone in the bedroom.

*  *  *

Over the next two weeks, Cheryl kept up with the maintenance spankings, applying them with a near-religious zeal. Mike took them graciously because he didn't want to do anything that would provoke a spanking with the school paddle. His backside had taken two days to recover.

Then, on a warm Friday evening, Cheryl called him into her office. Oh, god, what have I done? he thought. But he answered the summons, hoping against hope she wasn't mad at him for some reason.

When he arrived, she sat at her desk and smiled at him. "You've been a very good boy," she said. "And I have a surprise for you."

He tried to return her smile. He fished for some appropriate response to her compliment. "Uh... thank you." It was all he could get out.

"You've gotten nearly all your chores done and you've stayed away from the business. Both Scott and I are proud of you. But we know it won't last if you don't have anything to do." She paused and took a deep breath. "So, we have arranged a job for you... something you can do without compromising your health."

His eyes widened. A part of him really did want to do more than run errands and cook dinner. "What is it?"

"We have created a small delivery service... packages and bundles that you can handle with your breathing condition. And no overnights. There's a Ford F-250 outside with Big Z Delivery Service printed on the doors. I have created a website for you and placed some ads. You have a customer already. This will be your small business to run. What do you think?"

He smiled. His own business to run, and he could drive a truck again. Maybe it wasn't an eighteen-wheeler, but it was something. "Sounds great. Thank you."

She held up a finger. "However, just a word of warning. I will expect you to listen to me and do your exercises. And I will continue with the maintenance spankings. I fully expect you to behave yourself."

He could handle that. "Yes, ma'am." He went over to her and kissed her on the lips. "I love you."

She kissed him back. "I love you too," she said. "I want us to be together for a long, long time."

"No worries," he said.


4. Matt's Advice to Men

Guys, have you ever looked back at your life and wished you had listened to your parents when you had the chance? Have you ever thought that just maybe your father, in particular, really did know what was best for you? Granted, teens are programmed to reject everything their parents tell them. But is it a good idea?

I was no exception. My mother, saddled with four restless kids, rarely paid attention to me, let alone give me advice apart from don't stay out too late, get your work done, and listen to your father.

On the other hand, my father, who had served in the Marines and was among the last to leave Vietnam in 1973, raised non-communication to a virtual art form. He used alcohol and tobacco as his way of coping with the ghosts of his past and the responsibilities of his large family. He also worked ten to twelve hours a day in the construction business he had inherited from his father.

Once, when I had just turned seventeen, in one of his more lucid moments, he took me aside and said, "Matt, don't ever smoke or drink, go to college if you want a good future, and find and marry a good woman." Immediately after giving me this little gem of advice, he downed a shot of bourbon and lit up. This was my role model.

And did I listen to him and follow his advice? Of course not. Unbeknownst to him, I already smoked and raided his liquor cabinet every chance I got. I also had no intention of going to college - college was for losers. So, what did I do when I graduated from high school? I worked full time on my father's construction crew.

On weekends, I partied hard with friends of very questionable character, trying heavy drugs and (excuse the expression) fucking every young woman I could talk into bed. It was definitely a self-destructive lifestyle, but I was young and foolish, determined to live life to the fullest, whatever that meant.

Then, not long after I turned twenty-one, my father's vices caught up with him. Stricken with lung and liver cancer, he wasted away, leaving his construction business to me and the responsibility of raising my three younger siblings to my mother, who couldn't handle it. Now, did I listen to my father as he lay dying? No. I partied even harder in a vain attempt to flush the specter of his horrible disease out of my mind.

When I was twenty-three, I met Cordelia at one of the parties. Maybe it was the just the drugs and the atmosphere, but I became convinced she was the right woman for me. One night, while we lay in bed after a marathon love-making session, I asked her to marry me. She accepted - not because she loved me but because I was good in bed and she needed a place to live.

We lasted three years before we called it quits, accepting that there had never been anything substantial between us. After we split, I didn't miss her, and I doubt if she missed me. I did learn a few years later that she went to rehab, got sober, and remarried. Good for her.

Back then, with the construction business booming, I hired my younger brother. Together, we built the business and began to make more money than either my father or my grandfather could have possibly imagined. Thus, by age thirty-one, I had a nice condo, a luxury car, and money in the bank. I also had women chasing after me.

Not long after my thirty-third birthday, one of these women, Caitlin, caught me and got me to marry her - against my better judgment. We lasted four years, during which she had pretty much bled me dry, forcing me to work even harder and take substantial risks with the business.

Thanks to a good lawyer, I didn't take too bad of a hit in the divorce. However, the experience did make me a lot more cautious in my search for a new partner. My brother and I absorbed the losses and built the business back up again.

Four years later, after a lot of hard work and some good luck, we were flush once more, gaining a strong reputation in the industry and occasionally landing multi-million-dollar contracts. It was one of these contracts that eventually led me to my current situation.

Four years ago, we landed a plumb contract to erect a four-story building that would house a prestigious art institute and gallery. We worked closely with the architect and the owner's representative, but never actually met the owner and future occupant. This is not uncommon in our business, especially with high-end projects, and I admit I prefer it that way, as owners can be erratic and demanding.

The project went very well. We finished the building ahead of schedule and on-budget. The owner was so pleased that we got a bonus and an invitation to attend the opening gala, which promised to be a glamorous event featuring a large gathering of well-known artists. My brother, who was married with three young children, had no interest in attending. I, however, was very curious. I had never before attended a black-tie event or mingled with famous people.

And this, gentlemen, is my first piece of advice: Don't go to highbrow galas unless you are very sure of yourself and you know how to handle the social stress. Otherwise, in less than thirty minutes, you will feel totally exposed, as though someone ripped off your rented tuxedo and left you in your underwear.

A part of me wishes someone had given me that advice before I attended the opening gala. However, as I said, I was curious, and I figured I had earned it. After all, I had been the driving force behind producing a building that fit the owner's specifications perfectly.

So, I rented a tux - which I struggled to fix properly - and drove my BMW to the building. I took advantage of the valet parking and strutted into the first-floor gallery. The gala was in full swing, art and celebrities everywhere. And I felt out of place immediately.

I got a glass of champagne and attempted to mingle. However, I knew absolutely no-one in the large room. A few artist-types approached me and made small talk related to the various pieces on display. I had no idea what they were talking about.

As I indicated in my advice, after thirty or forty minutes, I felt as though I had just lost my tuxedo pants - and no-one wanted to even look at me in my underwear. I drank another glass of champagne, ate some expensive caviar - which I didn't like - and a couple of oysters, which I have never liked.

I circulated, pretending to examine the works of art, then decided I'd seen enough. Time to go home - or to a bar, where I could drown my frustration and feelings of inadequacy, and at least attempt to communicate with the other drunks on their level.

I turned toward the exit, but suddenly felt a soft hand on my arm. I turned and looked into the big, brown eyes of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She flashed a smile through ruby-red lips. "Leaving so soon, Mr. Bonnifield?"

Who was this woman and how did she know my name? I gazed into her eyes and savored the feel of her hand on my arm. "Well, I-"

Her smile widened. "Please forgive me," she said. "I am Elena Nonescu, Ioana's daughter. My mother and I have been upstairs, conducting tours of the new building. I didn't see you come in, but this is your building and you should see what we've done to it."

I processed the name. As I said before, I never met the actual owner during the construction phase, but I did know that Ioana Nonescu was a well-known artist and the widowed wife of a very wealthy Romanian diplomat. I didn't know she had a daughter.

While I struggled to find something to say, she shifted her hand to my hand and squeezed my fingers. "Please come with me. I'd like to show you the building."

"But I'm not an artist," I said, not knowing why I was resisting. I probably would've followed her anywhere.

"We are all artists in our own way," she said. "This building is your opus maximus."

I wasn't sure what that meant, but it sounded like a compliment. I did a quick scan. Elena was absolutely stunning in a shimmering, silver, full-length gown with spaghetti straps. The gown framed her slender body perfectly. Her dark hair bounced on her shoulders. Around her shapely neck was a thin, gold chain. Dangling from her ears were gold hoops.

Instinctively, my eyes shifted to her left hand. There was no ring on her third finger. Good, I thought. But then, I remembered reading somewhere that European women sometimes wore their wedding rings on their right hand. I looked; no ring there either. This could be very promising. I flashed her a smile. "I'm all yours," I said.

She chuckled as she squeezed my fingers. She wrinkled her brow. "Good," she said in a voice that, at least to me, sounded mildly seductive. "Let's go see your building."

We threaded our way through the throng of artists and patrons. Elena stopped occasionally to introduce me, making me sound like a celebrity. I even got a few pats on the back. When we reached the marble staircase, which had been one of the best features of the building - and one of the most expensive - we ascended to the second floor, which consisted primarily of studios and classrooms where would-be artists could learn and practice. These, I noted, were beautifully appointed. Elena explained that she and her mother had picked out most of the furniture and décor. From what I could tell, they had chosen wisely.

Once we completed the tour of the second floor, we moved to the third, which consisted of offices and the private studios of both Elena and Ioana. Elena showed me first her own studio, which she had yet to use. Then, she showed me her office, which had a large window overlooking the park across the street and a private bathroom. Her desk and credenza were made of seasoned mahogany. Her desk chair was a five-thousand-dollar wonder of design and comfort. Even her computer and visitor chairs were high end. Clearly, when it came to decorating, money had been no object. I was in the presence of true wealth.

I also noticed on the wall behind the credenza four framed diplomas: a BA from Vassar, a MFA from Dartmouth, and a MBA and a JD from Yale. Not only was Elena Nonescu gorgeous and talented, she was also extremely well-educated. My feelings of inadequacy soared back, and I was tempted to ask if I could skip the rest of the tour. I was glad I didn't.

After we had seen the office, she took my hand again. "I want to show you what I consider to be the crown jewel of this magnificent building," she said, nudging me toward the door that led into the corridor.

I did a quick count. We had seen the first three floors. I knew from the design that these three constituted the entire gallery and institute. On the fourth floor were two private apartments, which I assumed they would rent out to struggling artists. I was wrong on that count as well. Gentlemen: Never assume anything when it comes to women.

Each apartment had its own key-only elevator - which I had had installed at considerable expense. Elena escorted me to one of these elevators and inserted her key. The door closed and the elevator rose to the fourth floor.

When the door reopened, I saw that we were actually in the foyer of the apartment. Now, I had supervised the construction of the apartment, but I had not seen the final product, as I became busy getting another project underway. I had used trusted subcontractors to do the finish work. In the construction business, time really is money. Sometimes, you need to juggle more than one project at a time.

Anyway, when I saw the interior of the apartment, my jaw dropped. Once again, Elena had obviously spared no expense: teak floors partially covered by Persian rugs, expensive, framed art on the walls, furniture that didn't come from Value City or even Ikea.

The kitchen was a masterpiece of elegance and design, featuring high-end appliances and Italian marble countertops. The living room had a gas fireplace, over which was a sixty-inch high-def television. I had never seen anything like this in my life - the absolute lap of luxury. So, this is how multi-millionaires live.

Besides the open kitchen and living area, the apartment had two bathrooms, three large bedrooms, and a small room which Elena said she used as an office. I was a little surprised at that since she had a perfectly wonderful office only one floor below. Oh well, I thought. As the daughter of the owner, she can have whatever she wants.

Although we didn't go into the small office, I peeked inside and saw two pieces of furniture that I normally wouldn't associate with offices: a padded, four-legged stool and a closed cabinet with two doors. I couldn't help wondering what these were used for. Little did I know then that I would find out later - the hard way.

Her bedroom was the last stop on the tour, and it was a showplace, featuring a magnificent, cherry wood, four-poster bed, a matching dresser and dressing table, a cedar-lined walk-in closet, and an en suite bathroom complete with large shower and two-person soaker tub. Like the kitchen counters, the floor was Italian marble.

She turned to me in the middle of the bedroom. "Matthew, what do you think of my apartment?"

I hadn't been called Matthew since my mother died, and it sounded strange. I looked at her and nodded. One more time, I felt totally inadequate and unworthy to even be in her presence, let alone in her bedroom. "Your apartment is amazing," I said, groping for words. "You have transformed the shell into a home worthy of a queen."

Her smile lit up her face. Clearly, I had said the right thing. "Why, thank you, Matthew," she said. "I thought it might be a bit sterile, especially with just me here." She looked at me and touched my face. "You know, you're the only man I've brought up here, and I'm glad."

I think I blushed a little. "I'm... flattered," I said. I wanted to ask her about other relations, other men she might have dallied with. After all, even though she was beautiful in every possible way, it was obvious even to me that she was no child. I estimated that she was at least thirty-five or maybe even forty - not that that mattered to me. Regardless of her age, I would take whatever she was offering even if I thought I was unworthy.

The next piece of advice, gentlemen: Although you may believe you are not worthy to be in a certain woman's presence, don't tell her that or even let on. Remember: Unless you kidnapped or otherwise coerced her, she chose you to be in her presence. So, become the best version of yourself and just go with it.

Elena nudged me back into the short corridor. "Would you care for a drink?" she asked with disarming sincerity.

Now, I had already had three glasses of champagne. I had also given up the heavy drinking several years before, at the same time I quit smoking and using drugs. I wasn't sure what she was offering, but I didn't want to get inebriated. I thought for a moment that she might even be testing me. I smiled. "I would like that," I said. "Perhaps a small glass of wine or some soda, if you have it."

She returned my smile; her brown eyes widened. "I do have Diet Coke. Is that okay?"

I nodded. "Yes, that would be great," I said. Then, I thought for a few seconds and began to ignore my own advice. "Thank you. But shouldn't you be at the gala?"

She huffed and gazed at me for a moment. "I did my duty," she said. "Those people are full of themselves and bore me. I leave them to my mother."

Did I just overstep or blow my chance to be with this stunning woman? Gentlemen: If you know you made a mistake, take a step back, think for a second, and graciously apologize. I gave her a half smile. "Elena, I'm sorry if I said the wrong thing," I said. "This is your night, and I was just concerned I'm taking up too much of it."

She took my arm and escorted me to an antique-looking loveseat. "Matthew, you are, by far, the most interesting person I've met this evening."

Matt, don't say anything stupid. "Thank you," I said. "Again, I'm flattered."

"You sit and I'll get us something to drink. Then we can talk some more."

I sat and watched her gracefully slip off her shoes. Even her toes were perfect. She glided toward the kitchen and prepared two glasses of Diet Coke. She took a sip of hers and handed me the other glass. I also took a sip.

She eased into the spot next to me on the loveseat and half-rotated toward me so that our bodies touched. "Matthew, I know my mother, who is a snob, won't say it, so I will. Thank you for giving us this beautiful building. I know you must've poured your heart and soul into it."

Up to this point, I had never really thought philosophically about the construction process. I had overseen the construction of dozens of houses, buildings, and other structures. To me, each represented a job, a way of making money. Naturally, I'm happy when the owner is pleased with the final product, because it generally improves word-of-mouth and results in more projects and more money. I had looked at this building the same way. Until now.

She took my hand and gently stroked my fingers. "This building - the gallery and the institute - represents the culmination of my parents' dream. My father worked very hard to accumulate enough wealth to make this happen. I am only sorry he didn't live to see it."

What do you say to that? Very little, if you're smart. "I'm sorry for your loss," I said in a near whisper.

She squeezed my hand. "Thank you," she said. "My father, Andrei, was my rock, my inspiration. He encouraged me to be a strong, independent woman, show no fear or doubt, especially when it comes to men. I have tried to follow that advice, even at the expense of a few relationships."

While I listened in rapt attention, Elena went on to describe her childhood. Although her parents immigrated from Romania, she was born and raised in America. She was supposed to be an artist, like her mother. But she preferred the business side of art, hence the MBA and the JD. While Ioana spent most of her time teaching and creating, Elena did the accounting and the marketing, along with some of the legal work. And in that regard, she came across as disciplined and hard-nosed.

She further indicated that she also knew what she wanted from men, but so far hadn't found it and wouldn't settle for anything less.

Of course, I had to ask the question. "What are you looking for?"

She smiled and raised her eyebrows. "Simple," she said. "My father raised me to be a princess, and I expect to be regarded as such."

Okay, for most men, this would have been the time to stand and ask for the check. Pay up and walk away - which, I suspect, is what every other man who had attempted to get close to her had done. Gentlemen: If a woman says she is a princess - or any other type of royalty - believe her and either accept it or walk away.

I probably should've walked away. However, something she said touched a nerve that had been long dormant. At that moment, I couldn't say what that nerve was. All I know is I stayed to hear more. She had me.

For at least a minute, neither of us said a word. I tried matching her gaze but couldn't.

Finally, she touched my hand again. "Matthew, would you know how to behave with a princess?"

So, there it was, my audition. Think, Matt, think. I took a deep breath and considered this very dangerous question. "I don't know," I said at last. This was an honest answer. "I've never been with a princess before. I'm not sure how I'm supposed to behave. Perhaps you could teach me."

Elena wrinkled her perfectly-trimmed brow. Her big, brown eyes narrowed. "Are you serious or just being sarcastic?"

Was I serious? As I looked at her, I was beyond serious. I was captivated. As I said, she had me. "Yes, I'm serious. If you're willing to teach, I'm willing to be taught."

She flashed a smile that seemed to be a cross between seductive and secretive. "I might be willing," she said. "But you might not like my teaching method."

Now, I was completely drawn in and over my head - out of my league, as they say. Was this a game? Did she see a quality in me that I was unaware of? Only one way to find out. I took another deep breath, this time inhaling a whiff of her perfume mixed with what I took to be her female scent. I realized I had possibly turned her on. I squirmed slightly, trying to mask an uncomfortable erection. "Can you give me a preview?"

She sat back against the arm of the loveseat. "Okay. I'll lay it out for you. First, being with a princess doesn't make the man a prince."

"What does that mean exactly?" I asked.

Her lips curled upward. "Being with a princess means your primary role is to serve her wants and needs. Failure to serve her to her satisfaction results in remediation and punishment."

I opened my mouth to ask for further clarification. I was especially interested in the punishment for failure.

But she cut me off with a wave of her small-but-sturdy hand. "There's more," she said. "I fully expect the man to take care of me in every way. The wealth you see here is an illusion. My father put everything in trust to create a nonprofit. I get room and board along with a small salary to do the accounting and marketing for the nonprofit, but I don't have any significant money of my own."

Very interesting, I thought. And this prompted additional questions. Granted, I had mostly slept through my history classes. But even I remembered that Romania had once been a Soviet Bloc country that was liberated in 1989 with the ouster of Nicolae Ceauscu. However, Elena was born in America prior to 1989, which meant somehow her parents had managed to defect with significant wealth. How was that possible? I wanted to ask the question. But I didn't. Gentlemen: When you're with the woman of your dreams, don't ask questions you don't want the answers to. "Anything else?" I asked instead.

She smiled, possibly grateful I didn't ask the embarrassing question - which she might not have been able to answer anyway. "Yes," she said. "The man would have to be absolutely loyal to me and my family."

I looked at her. "This sounds very one-sided," I said. "What does the man get?"

"Three things," she said without hesitation. "First, the man gets freedom."

"Freedom?"

"Yes. Freedom from fear, from want, from loneliness, and from uncertainty."

An interesting answer, and one that was hard to argue with. I leaned forward to await the other two things.

She took a deep breath. "Second, you get the security of eternal gratitude. Princesses are fully capable of showing they're grateful for the life they are given."

So far, so good. "And the third thing?"

She smiled. And then, much to my surprise, she stood, unzipped her dress, lifted it off her shoulders, and let it drop to the floor, revealing an exquisite body, completely naked. "This, every day and every night, as long as you remain worthy of it."

I'm sure my eyes practically bulged out of my head. I couldn't stop looking at her. In my adult life, I had seen my share of naked women, but Elena Nonescu was in a class by herself. I had to consciously stop my mouth from drooping. I was ready to surrender myself completely. "I am that man," I said with a flourish.

"Perhaps. I brought you up here because I know you have the ability."

Now, my jaw really did drop. "You checked me out?"

"Of course," she said. "As CFO and legal counsel of the Nonescu Art Institute, vetting the people we work with is part of my job. And as I looked into your company, you seemed like the kind of man I wanted to get to know on a more personal level."

A part of me found this to be a bit disconcerting. That part was quickly overshadowed by the part that felt flattered. "And what about now?"

"You could be," she said. "But you must pass the final test."

"What's that?"

"Absolute obedience. When I give you an order, I need to know you will obey it without question."

I had rebelled against authority most of my life. Could I pass this ultimate test? I knew that to be with this woman I would do just about anything. I swallowed hard and willed myself to remain positive. "Try me."

"I intend to," she said. "And remember, without question." She took a sip of her drink while I gazed longingly at her slender-but-sturdy body, standing before me like a ripe peach. "Take off your clothes, go into the office, and bend over that bench I saw you looking at earlier."

What? "You want me to-"

She cut me off. "Without question. Either do it or get out."

Moment of truth. I knew at a glance this was no bluff. Either do it or get out - without question. I didn't want to get out. I nodded, stood, and stripped off my clothes. As I stood before her naked and blushing, she pointed to the corridor. I hung my head and headed for the little room she used as an office. I was about to find out what the bench was for. Gentlemen: When the woman of your dreams gives you an order, you obey it without question if you don't want her to show you the door.

When I reached the office, I felt a bit foolish and a little fearful. What had I just agreed to? I glanced over my shoulder and saw that Elena stood right behind me. "Over the bench," she said, pointing to the four-legged bench with the padded seat.

I wanted to ask why; I was nearly desperate to ask why and what happens next. But she said no questions. I knew that meant no questions. I looked at her naked body and accepted I would do anything - and I mean, anything - to spend quality time with Elena Nonescu. I approached the bench and draped my upper body over the seat. I wrapped my fingers around the legs.

"Don't move from that position," she said.

I felt entirely exposed and vulnerable, but somehow knew this was only the beginning of some ordeal I probably wouldn't enjoy. I wasn't wrong about that.

Elena opened the doors of the cabinet I had spotted earlier. She removed four strands of heavy ribbon and a blindfold. My mind began to race. The rational part of me said to get up, put your clothes back on, and run just as fast as you can. But once again, the organ between my legs overrode my rational side.

In a flash, she secured my wrists and ankles to the legs of the bench. She placed the blindfold over my eyes. I wiggled my extremities and quickly discovered I was, indeed, helpless. For a man who has been in control his entire adult life, this sensation of helplessness was both scary and disorienting. I was completely at her mercy.

She put a finger to my lips. "I am going to show you the punishment for failure to obey and failure to satisfy me. You are not permitted to speak during the punishment. If you do speak, I will gag you and double the punishment. Nod if you understand."

Oh, my god, she was serious. I couldn't imagine what would come next, but I was very sure I didn't want it. Still, if this was the test and she was the reward for passing the test, I could endure just about anything. I nodded.

She gently tapped my upturned backside. "Punishment consists of paddling. Matthew, if you want out, this is the time to say so. Otherwise, I will begin. And after I have begun, you have no way stop it. Do you want out?"

Say yes, fool! Get out of this crazy woman's apartment while you still can. Acting on its own, my tongue blurted out, no.

She slapped my bottom three times hard enough to make me see stars. "When you're in this position about to be punished and I ask you a question, you will answer with a yes or no, princess. Is that clear?"

I took a deep breath. "Yes, Princess." At that moment, a long-submerged submissive side of me began to manifest itself. I started to believe Elena really was a princess and I was the commoner privileged to be her attendant. And, who knows? Maybe in a different century, she would have been a princess.

"Very good," she said. "I thought you might be trainable. And I'm very seldom wrong when it comes to people."

She spoke no more after that. A few seconds later, I heard a swish followed by a thud as something hard made contact with my bottom. Pain rippled through me. I had to bite down on my tongue to keep from crying out.

A second later, I felt another hard whack, this one to the crease between my left cheek and my upper thigh. The pain was more intense and serious. I struggled against the restraints to no avail. Elena was right; there would be no escape. I was going to get whatever she had planned.

She delivered four more strokes, then stopped. She leaned down and whispered in my ear. "You're doing very well. I think ten more strokes should be sufficient."

Sufficient for what? But I wasn't in a position to ask the question. I wasn't sure I could endure ten more of her hard swats, but at least I knew there was an endpoint. She could've made it twenty or fifty or even a hundred. I was on the verge of accepting a life without control.

Elena rubbed my wounded flesh and talked to herself in what I thought might be Romanian. Then, I heard the now-familiar swish followed by the thud of impact as the paddle - or whatever it was - slammed into the center of my right cheek. She followed this with another, then another and another and another until she had reached ten.

I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. I had lived through my first spanking. The dull pain raced up and down my back. I wiggled my hands one more time, almost desperate to free them so I could message away the terrible sting.

I heard the closing of the cabinet doors. I felt her hand on my upper thigh. She kissed me softly on my sweating neck. I could hear her breathing heavily. She was turned on. The pain began to subside, to melt away. Untie me, I wanted to scream. But I held my tongue. I didn't want to risk another spanking.

"Congratulations," she said in a low voice. "You passed the first test."

The first test? There were more? What does a guy have to do to prove he's worthy?

She untied me and removed my blindfold. "Matthew, get up and follow me."

I managed to push myself up. Once I was steady on my feet, I turned toward the door in time to watch her still-naked body enter the corridor. I followed her into her bedroom. She put out a hand to stop me. "Stand at the foot of the bed and don't make a sound."

I felt a little let down, but I had ceded control to her. This was her show, her test. I had agreed to display total obedience to her will. I told myself not to blow it now. "Yes, Princess," I said and moved to the foot of the bed.

She smiled, opened the bottom drawer of her nightstand, and took out a dildo and a vibrator. Believe me, I knew what these were for. My second wife Caitlin had a drawer full of such devices, which she used on a regular basis. And that leads me to the next tidbit: Gentlemen: If you believe you can fully satisfy your female partner through intercourse alone, you are cheating her and deluding yourself. If she needs a device - or perhaps your tongue - to make her more responsive to sex, encourage it.

While I watched with my tongue sticking out, Elena lay down on the bed, spread her perfect legs, and proceeded to insert two fingers into her vagina. She played with herself for several minutes before replacing her fingers with the dildo. She worked that rubber device in and out of her and began to moan with the pleasure of it.

I glanced down and realized I had the largest erection I had ever had. It was all I could to keep from stroking it. She shrieked and obviously came. But she wasn't finished. Once she had regained control of her breathing, she turned on the vibrator and placed it up against her clitoris. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her whole body became animated and within minutes, she came again in a gush.

She switched off the vibrator, removed the dildo, opened her eyes, and looked up at me. "Get on the bed on your back. Hurry!"

That was my cue. I wasted no time obeying her order. As soon as I was on my back, she straddled me and impaled herself on my penis. While she bounced up and down, she massaged her clitoris with the index finger of her right hand. She screamed as she had a thundering orgasm.

That sent me over the edge, and I came harder than I ever had before. She collapsed on me; I slipped out of her and held her in my arms. When I could manage a thought, I wondered if I had passed the test.

She rolled away from me and propped herself on her elbows. She flashed me a large smile. "You have exceeded what I thought was your potential," she said.

That's good to know. "So, what happens now?"

She rolled back toward me and kissed me softly on the lips. She looked deeply into my eyes. "Matthew, you know what I require, you know what the punishment is for failing to meet those requirements, and you know what the rewards are," she said. She kissed me again, a little stronger this time. "We have been intimate, and it was very good. But my background causes me to approach life as a series of business transactions. Matthew, do you want to be with me?"

I didn't have to think too hard about that. I already couldn't imagine life without her. "Yes."

"And do you accept the terms as I laid them out earlier?"

I quickly reviewed what she had told me earlier about the requirements of a life with a princess. I remembered that I had already agreed with those requirements. "Yes."

She smiled again and sat up in the bed. "Since we both agree to move forward, the next step is for you to ask me a question."

A part of me screamed to slow down, fool, you've only known this woman for four or five hours, and you're ready to commit the rest of your life to her? I thought about it in business terms. I looked at her naked body and the smile on her beautiful face. I would never again get a deal like this.

I didn't have to think about what question she wanted me to ask. If she was ready, I was ready. I sat up next to her, took her hand in mind, and gazed at her. "Princess Elena Nonescu, will you do me the honor of being my wife?"

She squeezed my fingers. "Yes."

And there it was. The quickest and easiest business transaction I had ever made. The rest of my life now set.

She reached over and kissed me on the lips again. "Okay. Now that we have that settled, let's discuss the specifics."

My eyes widened. I thought we had discussed the specifics already. "Okay."

She eased back against the headboard. "First, we'll think of this as a cross between an arranged marriage and married at first sight."

A bit strange, but okay. I nodded.

She took a deep breath. "You already know what I require of you."

"Yes."

"I know you're forty-five and have been married twice before. I'm assuming at this stage of your life you don't want children. Am I right?"

I hadn't really thought about that, but she was right. My brother's three children were enough for me. "Yes."

"Good, because I just turned forty and don't want kids either. I will want you to get a vasectomy."

I nodded. That would solve the birth control issue.

"Tomorrow, we'll get rings. I don't want anything fancy, just a plain, gold band. I've already got a case full of expensive jewelry. Okay so far?"

I respected her style. "Yes."

"We need to tell our families as soon as possible. There's only my mother and an aunt. You will need to tell your brother. Maybe we can pay him a visit tomorrow. Is that possible?"

Tomorrow was Sunday. I knew Mark would be home with his family. My other two siblings lived across country. I would text them. I didn't think they would care one way or the other, as I rarely saw them anyway. "Yes, it's possible."

She nodded. "Good, that's settled. We'll get married in two weeks in a small civil ceremony. You will move into this apartment. I will give you the third bedroom. You can use it any way you want. Will you sell your condo?"

Wow, she really had done her homework. "No. I think I will rent it out."

She smiled. "Good thinking." She paused. Her eyes narrowed as she looked at me. "I am a princess with a practical mind. I expect you to keep your business and work hard. But to prove I'm not a gold digger, I will prepare a pre-nup that we will both sign. Okay?"

I hadn't thought of that, but knew it was a good idea. Looking back, I wish I'd thought of it before I married my second wife. I thought I might enjoy being married to a lawyer. Once again, I nodded. "Okay."

And this leads me to the next piece of advice. Gentlemen: Be wary; most women know the best time to negotiate with a man is right after they've had sex. Elena was no exception. Even though I thought the points she had made so far were good, in my post-coital condition I probably would have agreed with just about any point, good or bad.

She touched my lips with her soft fingers. "One more point," she said. "As you already know, I will not hesitate to punish you for any display of bad behavior, no matter how trivial. And you will accept punishment without question, even if you don't think it's fair. Are we agreed on that?"

This condition was a little more difficult to agree to, especially the 'without question' clause. Basically, I was giving her carte blanche to spank me any time she felt like it, which, given that it obviously turned her on, might be quite often. Could I live with that? I looked at her, scanned the naked body I had just enjoyed. Yes, she had paddled me for no reason, and yes, it hurt. But it didn't hurt anymore. What was a few minutes of pain and discomfort compared to a lifetime with this treasure? "Yes, I agree."

She kissed me again. "Okay. I also want you to know, in case you were worried about it, that you can approach me for sex. Sometimes, even a princess appreciates knowing that she is desired."

That was a relief. I hadn't exactly worried about it but knew the issue might come up eventually. "Thank you."

She flashed a very sweet smile and rolled into my arms. "I feel like we're already married," she said in a near whisper. "Hold me and let's sleep on our new covenant. Tomorrow, we'll begin our life together."

I pulled her in close to me and kissed the top of her head. I had never felt this close to a woman before. Gentlemen: If the woman of your dreams is in your arms, don't let her go. I didn't.

*  *  *

The next two weeks were a blur. We got the rings, arranged the wedding, and informed our families. Ioana was surprisingly gracious, causing me to think she had been in on the plot, so to speak - not that it mattered. She welcomed me with open arms.

My brother, Mark, took the news in his stride. It seems he and Elena had a lot in common, as both believed in business first. Mark has an MBA and is a brilliant 'numbers' person, as is Elena. My sister-in-law Janie took to Elena almost immediately, as did their three kids. They all agreed to be witnesses at our wedding.

The wedding itself was simple. As Elena said on our first night together, she felt as though we were already married - the ceremony was just a formality, a legal necessity. I moved my clothes and a few other personal items from my condo and turned Elena's third bedroom into a small office and man cave.

During those two weeks, we had sex - or should I say, we made love - every night. I didn't have to approach her, as she attacked me as though she'd been starving and I was the first meal she'd had in months. Believe me, I didn't complain. I also didn't complain that she didn't spank me.

After the wedding, I began to believe - foolishly, as it turned out - that I would do no wrong and never give Elena a reason to punish me. Gentlemen: Believing you are above reproach is both dangerous and delusional. A man will nearly always find a way to mess up in such a way that requires correction. I was no exception.

The first time happened a month after the wedding. My company had a very important contract to build a shopping complex over what used to be a warehouse. It wasn't a particularly demanding project but one that required my on-site presence. One evening, I didn't make it home until well after eight. Elena was furious, as I hadn't bothered to call to inform her that I would be late.

When I entered the apartment, she was waiting for me, paddle in hand. I made two mistakes that evening. The first was not calling her, which she might have forgiven, given the nature of my work. However, the second mistake was not apologizing immediately. Gentlemen: Contrition can go a long way to tamp down a woman's anger. You will still get punished, but it might not be as bad. That night, I wished I'd listened to my own advice.

Not five seconds after I questioned her right to punish me, she grabbed me by the ear and literally dragged me to the office. She ordered me to remove my pants and bend over the bench. I hesitated and gave her a mean look. That was mistake number three. She took several deep breaths and turned toward the door. "I'll be back in five minutes," she said. "If you're not over the bench when I return, you will sorrier than you can possibly imagine."

I thought about that for a few seconds as I watched her leave, closing the door behind her. I tried to imagine what she meant by sorrier, then decided I didn't want to find out. She had the control - without question. I removed my pants and briefs and bent my upper body over the bench.

Exactly five minutes later, the door opened and Elena appeared. She flashed a small smile, went to the cabinet, and extracted a black leather strap. She held it out so I could see it. I began to tremble and open my mouth to protest. I quickly clamped my mouth shut, realizing that any protest would be counterproductive.

"This is going to be long and painful," she said. "Don't make me tie you to the bench and gag you."

I took a deep breath. "Yes, Princess."

She wasn't kidding about the punishment being long and painful. She laid into my backside with that strap, striking again and again and again just as fast as she could swing her arm. No pause, no let up. Just one terrible stroke after another after another. The pain raced through me. Tears filled my eyes. I vowed never to argue with Elena again - ever, no matter the circumstances.

My fingers went numb from holding too tightly to the bench legs. My tongue hurt from my teeth biting into it. I couldn't imagine being any sorrier than I was at that moment. And still the strapping continued. My bottom felt like it was on fire.

Finally, she stopped and put the strap back in the cabinet. She traced the contours of what was left of my flesh with her fingernails, exacerbating the pain.

She bent down. "Don't ever argue with me again," she said directly into my ear. "Clear?"

I mustered a deep breath. "Yes, Princess." Believe me, I had learned the lesson she had taught.

She took a step back toward the door. "Stand with your face against the wall for the next thirty minutes." Then, she was gone, leaving me in a pool of misery.

I pushed myself up from the bench and scurried to the wall. I didn't put my pants back on.

*  *  *

Since that miserable strapping, I have been a pretty good boy. Elena did have to spank me for getting absorbed in a Monday Night football game and forgetting to help her with some small project. I didn't argue the point, and that spanking wasn't nearly as bad as the strapping had been.

She also had to spank me for not getting the right yogurt at the grocery store. I never made that mistake again.

All in all, Elena finds a reason to spank me probably about once every two or three weeks. However, after the spanking, we usually have a nice make up session. I never complain. Gentlemen: When you've got a good thing, never complain for the sake of complaining. In fact, never complain.

The woman of my dreams is a high-maintenance princess. But she is also generous with her praise, her remarkable mind, and her treasure of a body. It is my privilege to serve her.


5. Reversing Roles

Jillian Whitmore scanned the photo attached to the profile of WAC20. She had already viewed more than a dozen profiles on the domestic discipline dating app and had concluded that WAC20 was the only one that showed potential.

First of all, WAC20 appeared to be a good-looking and well-groomed man - assuming the photo was real. Second, he stated he was a software engineer, meaning he had a good and steady job. Third, he said he had been married before - no children - and now knew what kind of life companion he sought.

Okay, Jillian thought, what kind of life companion does he seek? She was pleased when she read further that he sought a simple woman who desired the man to be the head of the household. Which, to Jillian, meant the occasional application of discipline - this was, after all, a domestic discipline app, and domestic discipline had been lacking in her last three (failed) relationships.

Jillian worked hard as a fourth-grade teacher in a busy school. She had just finished a master's degree in education and was now pursuing a certificate in educational administration. But she wanted a male companion and thought that having a man who could apply discipline from time to time might help to keep her focused. Besides, she had to admit that the idea of domestic discipline turned her on - although in her more honest moments, she wasn't quite sure which way.

She re-read the profile and decided to contact WAC20, to roll the dice and see what happens. If he turned out to be a dud, she would move on to the next man that caught her eye.

Much to her surprise and delight, WAC20 responded almost immediately. He said his name was Wayne. He had already viewed her profile and was impressed. He ended by saying, "I live only twenty miles from your location. My schedule is flexible. Can we meet for coffee whenever it's convenient for you?"

Jillian smiled when she read Wayne's response. So far, so good. And the fact that he wanted to meet she took as a very positive sign. He could still turn out to be a dud or a pervert, but at least she would get a chance to find out. She decided to respond. "Wayne, I'm Jillian. Yes, I would like to meet. There's a Starbucks on Grand Avenue in Pine Ridge. Can you meet this Saturday around three?"

He responded immediately. "Pleased to meet you, Jillian. I know that Starbucks and am free Saturday at three. I'm sorry to ask this question, but is that your real picture?"

Jillian laughed. She understood the need to be cautious. "Yes," she responded. The fact that he had asked the question convinced her that his photo was real.

"Thank goodness," he wrote back. "I feel very fortunate indeed. I'll look for you on Saturday."

She shut down her computer. No need to study any more profiles, at least not tonight. She felt both giddy and nervous at the same time. Would he actually show up on Saturday? Would she?

*  *  *

Jillian arrived at the designated Starbucks at precisely three o'clock. She wore a denim skirt that just touched her knees and a white, cotton blouse. She had brushed her shoulder-length brown hair into a neat ponytail and secured it with a silver clip. She felt very feminine as she entered and hoped she would create the right impression on the man who might just be her head of the household.

She was about to take a table near the window when she saw a man wave in her direction. She scanned the face and body and recognized him as WAC20, although he appeared to be slightly shorter than he had in the photo. He wore khaki pants and a green polo shirt. His dark blonde hair was short. He was clean-shaven.

Jillian's first impression was that, although overall he wasn't bad-looking, he didn't seem very 'dominating.' More like a reformed nerd, she thought; the stereotype of an engineer. She flashed a smile and waved back.

He approached her. "I'm Wayne," he said. "Are you Jillian?"

She smiled again as she gave him a longer scan. "Yes."

He held out his right hand, a hand that was smooth and clean. "I'm glad to meet you. Thanks for coming."

She took the hand, and the two shook briefly. She peered into his hazel eyes. They seemed sincere.

He released her hand. "I've got us a table in the corner. What can I get you?"

Jillian thought for a second. She rarely went to Starbucks. "Uh... a caramel frappaccino," she said almost as an afterthought.

"Please follow me," Wayne said and pivoted toward a corner of the quiet restaurant.

A few minutes later, the couple sat across from each other sipping their drinks. Jillian, looking over the top of her cup, continued to scan her companion. Is he the one? She leaned back in her seat. Only one way to find out.

During their lengthy discussion, she learned that Wayne worked for a software manufacturer, averaging between forty-five and fifty hours a week. Sometimes, he went into his office and sometimes he worked from home. He was an only child to older parents who both died during the COVID epidemic. He barely mentioned his ex-wife, only saying that the breakup had been mostly his fault, but that he had learned from the experience and now believed he was ready to try again.

They discussed their Christian values but didn't directly address the issue of domestic discipline. Jillian thought that Wayne seemed a little shy but allowed that this was, after all, only their first meeting. She had seen and heard enough to prompt her to want future meetings.

They talked for two hours, covering a wide range of topics - although spanking never came up. Maybe later, Jillian thought. Finally, once they had finished their third frappaccino, Wayne smiled and pushed back his chair. "Well," he said, "this has been very nice and I would like to see you again. Are you busy next Saturday?"

Jillian returned his smile. "No, I'm free next Saturday. What did you have in mind?"

"Maybe movie and dinner," he said. "I could pick you up - or we could meet somewhere, if you don't want me to know where you live."

Do I trust him yet? Jillian, roll the dice. "Dinner and a movie would be nice," she said. "And you can pick me up." She wrote her address and phone number on a napkin.

"Thank you for trusting me," he said. He entered the address and her phone number into his cell.

They both rose from the table and strolled out the door into the late afternoon sunshine. He escorted her to her car. They hugged briefly and went their separate ways.

On the drive home, Jillian continued to ask herself, is he the one?

*  *  *

For the next four months, Jillian and Wayne dated, mostly going out on Saturdays with an occasional excursion during the week, if their schedules permitted. And during all that time, although they kissed and held hands, Wayne never pressured her for anything beyond that. A part of her was relieved while another part was confused. Did he not find her attractive? She knew she would have been willing to go to bed with him if he had been a little more assertive.

On a quiet Sunday afternoon in November, with the wind howling outside of her apartment, she kissed him on the lips and decided to roll the dice one more time.

"Wayne, you're the only man I've ever been with who hasn't tried to talk me into bed at this stage of the relationship."

He gazed into her eyes. "I'm not those other men."

Kind of a strange thing to say, she thought. "What do you mean?"

He leaned back on the sofa and took her hand in his. He took two deep breaths. "I... love you, Jillian," he said in a near whisper. "I believe we can be good together. I know it's probably too soon to ask this but, will you please marry me?"

At first, Jillian was stunned. Of all the things he could have said, proposing marriage was probably the last thing she expected.

His eyes widened. "You don't have to answer right away," he said. "I know this is fast, but I'm sure, and I wanted you know how I feel."

Her mind raced. Even though they had discussed a wide range of topics and knew quite a bit about each other, they had yet to discuss what Jillian was most interested in: the application of discipline. Would Wayne take control and spank her, if she needed it? "I love you too, Wayne," she said. "But what about being the head of the household?"

He hesitated for a few seconds. "I want to be the head of the household," he said. "But I admit I don't have a lot of experience. You'll need to be patient with me. Can you do that?"

She looked at him again. Wayne Carver was no cowboy; he would never sweep her off her feet or make her mad with desire. But she had already had two men who fit that description. Both those relationships ultimately failed. Wayne was an honest and sincere man who loved her and wanted to spend his life with her. What more could she ask?

She thought back on her own parents. They divorced when she was eleven; she never knew why exactly. She sighed. Maybe she would have to revise her dreams; maybe everything would turn out perfectly. Life is a gamble. She took his hand and squeezed his fingers. "Yes, I will marry you."

They kissed to seal the engagement and then spent the next several hours discussing the arrangements. They both wanted to get married in the church but didn't want a large wedding. Since they both lived in apartments, they decided to buy a house together that would be about half way between her school and his office.

Once they had finalized their arrangements, they kissed again and said goodnight. As Wayne said, they should postpone sex until the wedding night. Another mystery Jillian would have to wait to solve.

*  *  *

Jillian and Wayne married four days after Christmas in a small ceremony at the Pine Ridge Methodist Church. Then, after a short reception at the Pine Ridge Banquet Center, they drove a hundred miles to a bed-and-breakfast inn to spend a three-day mini-honeymoon.

Their wedding night proved to be awkward in the beginning but turned out better than Jillian had anticipated. Wayne knew how to please a woman in bed, and he did so more than once, much to her delight.

Three days later, Jillian left the B-and-B sore but happy, at least with the sex. As they drove back to their new home, she still wondered when they would talk about domestic discipline. Would Wayne lay down rules for her behavior? Would he spank her if she violated those rules? As she thought about it, she wasn't all that anxious for her husband to spank her; she just wondered if he would. After all, wasn't spanking a primary component of domestic discipline?

As they moved into the new year, they settled into a quiet routine. Jillian went back to work at the school, teaching during the day and grading papers and doing prep work in the evenings. Wayne worked at his job, sometimes at home, sometimes at his office in the city.

By the end of January, they still hadn't discussed Wayne's role as head of the household or anything related to domestic discipline. They slept together and enjoyed sex most nights, but Jillian didn't find it as satisfying as she had in the beginning. She started to worry that she had made another mistake, one that she would have difficulty correcting.

However, when she thought about it - which was more and more often - she knew she loved her husband. Wayne was, above all, a kind and caring man, and a good provider. He just wasn't the dominant she thought she was getting and had prepared herself for.

She even tried to provoke him a few times by arguing with his choice of restaurant for Sunday dinners or by not getting the laundry done - one of her designated chores. However, he either ignored her or said it was okay. By mid-February, she concluded that she might have married a wimp. It was time for a confrontation.

The Sunday evening after Valentines Day, she took Wayne by the hand and led him to their family room. "Wayne, we need to talk," she said, trying not to sound overly serious.

They sat together on the sofa. He gazed at her but didn't say anything.

She took a deep breath. "Wayne... honey... I thought you wanted to be the head of the household."

He nodded. "I... uh... thought I was being the head of the household."

She took his hand, realizing this would be more difficult than she had anticipated. "Wayne, the head should be... well... somewhat dominating. You know, set down rules and correct mistakes. That's what domestic discipline is all about - at least, as I understand it."

His eyes widened and he blinked several times. "I'm sorry," he said. "I told you I didn't have any real experience."

She tried to smile at him. "Yes, you did," she said. She thought back to her own parents. After her mother divorced her father, she remarried. And although Jillian didn't know for sure, she suspected her mother dominated her new husband, Stewart. Jillian had seen the evidence the few times she had visited their home. Stewart did most of the work around the house. Jillian had even seen an assortment of paddles hanging in the closet. Perhaps dominating your husband was the natural order of things. She squeezed Wayne's fingers.

"Jillian, I want you to be happy," he said. "But I guess there's a lot I need to learn."

A sudden light seemed to flash in Jillian's head. She felt a familiar tingle between her legs. She didn't really want a man to dominate her. Rather, she wanted what her mother apparently had. And sitting next to her was perhaps the opportunity. She gave Wayne another smile.

"Wayne, I'm a teacher and I can teach you what you need to know, at least as far as I understand it. Are you willing to learn, to follow my example and do what I tell you?"

He sighed. "Like I said, I want you to be happy and not disappointed in me," he said. "I will do whatever you tell me to do."

Jillian had to consciously suppress a smile as a burst of power surged through her. She was no sub but rather a natural dominant, which is why her previous relationships had failed. She now knew exactly what she wanted in a male partner. And it appeared Wayne wanted the same thing in reverse. What could be more perfect?

"All right," she began, her mind now racing. "I think we can do this together. But I need one more final assurance that you're okay with whatever I tell you and whatever I do. Are you okay with it - no questions asked?"

He nodded.

"Say it," she ordered. "Say it like you really mean it."

"I'm okay with it."

Okay, Jillian, pull the trigger on your new life and your power. "Good," she said. "But the first rule of being a dominant HOH is that when I ask you a question, you answer with ma'am. Clear?"

"Yes, ma'am."

That was easy, she thought. "The second rule is that I dictate the nature of your behavior at all times. If your behavior doesn't conform to what I tell you or if you argue with me or any decision I make, I will punish you."

"Punish?"

She nodded. "Yes, punish," she said. "How else are you going to learn?"

Wayne shrank back against the sofa pillows. "What do you mean by punish?"

Pull the trigger again. The tingle between her legs increased in intensity. "I will spank you without hesitation or mercy." She scanned him. "Wayne, if this something you don't think you can accept or live with, tell me now."

Wayne said nothing, just remained frozen, his back against the pillows, his eyes directed toward the ceiling.

She gently slapped at his fingers. "Wayne, can you live with I just told you? I need to know now."

He took a deep breath. His eyes lowered to the sofa seat. "Yes... ma'am."

And there it was, a complete role reversal. She would be the dominant one, the HOH from now on. The tingle became even stronger, practically overwhelming. She needed relief, and soon.

She rose from her seat, pulled down her yoga pants, and spread her legs. She looked down at her husband. "Wayne, get on the floor on your knees and tongue me to orgasm." She almost laughed. Did she really say that? Thank god, her elementary school students or their parents weren't around to hear it. Not quite the kind of language they would consider appropriate.

However, the language appeared to be effective. Wayne slid off the sofa, his eyes never leaving her labia. "Yes, ma'am," he said once he was on his knees.

He crawled to between her legs, raised his head, extended his tongue, and swirled it around her labia. Jillian closed her eyes and let the sensation wash over her. However, just as she sensed she was nearing climax, he stopped and collapsed to the floor.

She opened her eyes and glanced down at him. "Wayne, what the hell? Why did you stop?"

He took a deep breath. "I... I'm sorry. I couldn't hold my head up any longer."

A surge of anger rushed through her, replacing the sensation of exquisite pleasure. She didn't accept his excuse and determined that he needed to be punished for stopping without permission. She tried to think. She had threatened to spank him, but she had never actually spanked anyone before. Questions raced through her mind: How to spank him? With what? Spanking her husband was a contingency for which she had never planned.

Think, Jillian, think. You're the dom now. She searched her memory. Her mother had spanked her a few times when Jillian had been a teen. Jillian recalled that her mother had used a heavy, wooden yardstick. Jillian also recalled that the yardstick hadn't really hurt all that bad.

She glanced down at Wayne again. She wanted this spanking to be effective in correcting behavior so it had to hurt. She didn't have a wooden yardstick anyway. What did she have? She wracked her brain and had a sudden epiphany. She had several big wooden spoons and they were only a few feet away.

She kicked at Wayne's legs. "All right, Wayne," she began, mustering a courage and determination she hadn't before realized she had. "You need to be punished. Get your pants down and bend over the sofa seat. Now!" She kicked at him again.

His eyes widened and he recoiled. "Wait a minute," he said. "I'm sorry I couldn't finish, but that's no cause-"

She kicked him a third time. "No questions," she said. "I'm in charge and I decide. Don't make me punish you for belligerence as well. Understand?"

His eyes darted around the room. His mouth gaped. He got to his knees. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

Round one to me, she thought. "Okay." She pivoted toward the kitchen. "I'm getting something to spank you with. You better be in position when I get back or you'll be very sorry." She left him in a heap on the floor.

She selected the largest wooden spoon in her collection, gripped it by the long handle, and re-entered the family room. Much to her satisfaction, she saw Wayne with his pants and briefs down below his knees. His upper body was draped over the sofa seat. Moment of truth.

She approached her husband, and the next questions popped into her mind. How many strokes should I administer? How hard? She knew she had to spank him like she meant it, show him who's in control. She touched his exposed backside with her left hand. "Don't move until I give you permission. Understand?"

He glanced over his shoulder. "Yes, ma'am. Uh... how much are you going to spank me?"

She retracted the spoon and struck three times in rapid succession. The movement felt surprisingly natural. "And no talking," she said. "I decide how much to spank you. You'll know when I'm finished."

He swallowed hard and lowered his head.

Round two to me, she thought. She retracted the spoon and began a flurry of strokes, staining his bottom a bright red and eliciting a series of groans. His body became more animated. She knew he was probably feeling every stinging stroke. She knew she should probably stop, that he had been punished enough. She knew she would need relief between her legs soon.

But she couldn't make herself stop. I like this, she realized. I like spanking my husband; god help me, I like spanking him. She unleashed another long flurry of strokes, admiring the way his flesh changed colors, from red to dark red to reddish purple.

His groans became louder, his body more animated. "Jillian... for god's sake-"

She cut him off with yet another flurry that seemed to break him. His chest heaved with sobs; tears streamed down his face. This got her attention and she came to her senses. Her husband's once pristine backside was now a sea of sore flesh starting to bruise. She stopped and set the spoon on the sofa seat. A part of her felt sorry for what she had just done; however, the dom part knew she had stay in character. Stop the spanking but don't apologize, never apologize.

She ran the fingers of her right hand over his scorched flesh. "All right, Wayne," she said. "Get up and finish what you started." She removed her yoga pants and panties, sat on the sofa, and spread her legs.

Wayne pushed himself up from the sofa seat. His hands flew to his backside.

"I said to get over here. That means now. Unless you want more spanking."

He glanced at her and seemed to pull himself together. He got on his knees, crawled over to her, extended his tongue, and licked her labia and clitoris as though it was the most important thing he would ever do in his life.

She closed her eyes and let the sensation attack her. She had never before felt anything so good, certainly much better than any lover she had had previously, even better than her trusty vibrator.

A few minutes later, she had a thundering orgasm that took her breath away. She opened her eyes and tried to relax her tense muscles. She gazed at her husband, kneeling submissively between her legs, apparently awaiting further instructions. Okay, Jillian, round three to you. Now, what about round four?

A part of her felt sorry for Wayne. It wasn't really his fault. No, she decided. Doms don't feel sorry for subs. He got exactly what he deserved - and asked for. She had taken the time to correct his behavior; that would be his reward. She raised her right foot and gently pushed him back. "Wayne, get your pants back on and get me a glass of wine."

He blinked several times from his position on the floor. "Yes, ma'am" He rose to his feet, put his pants back on, and went to the kitchen.

Round four to me, she thought, as she watched him go. She also rose from the sofa and put her yoga pants and panties back on. She had a lot to think about.

*  *  *

Over the next several weeks, as winter gradually gave way to spring, Jillian and Wayne settled into another routine. They both went to work, as usual. However, Jillian controlled every aspect of their relationship from finances to what they ate for dinner to when they had sex. And occasionally she would find a reason to spank Wayne.

After a spanking in April - administered because Wayne forgot to get gas for the lawnmower when she told him to - she decided he was becoming too accustomed to the wooden spoon. She scoured the internet and ordered a thick paddle made of solid oak. When the paddle arrived, she showed it to him, hoping it would inspire a bit of healthy fear.

For at least two weeks, Wayne demonstrated his best behavior. He did everything she ordered him to do, occasionally enduring a few hand swats when he didn't move fast enough to suit her. However, on a sunny Saturday in mid-May, she wanted him to take her to the park for a hike. But he was immersed in a baseball game on television and didn't respond immediately.

Time to use the big paddle, she decided. She removed it from its hook in their walk-in closet, took it to the family room, and turned off the television. She stood in front of Wayne. "Wayne, your behavior this afternoon is completely unacceptable," she said. "You have earned a paddling, after which we're going to the park." She paused and pointed at him with the paddle. "Get up, get your pants off, and bend over the back of the sofa."

Wayne's eyes widened. He opened his mouth but seemed to think better than to protest. "Yes, ma'am."

He rose from the sofa, peeled down his pants and briefs, and bent his lean body over the back of the sofa.

Jillian gripped the mean-looking paddle by its thick handle, and swished the air twice. She nodded to herself. The paddle felt good and natural in her hand. She approached the exposed backside with its heretofore untouched flesh calling out to her. She retracted the paddle and launched it forward, landing a solid shot that impacted the center of both cheeks, leaving behind a red rectangle.

Wayne let out a loud shriek. His fingers dug into the sofa cloth.

Jillian launched a second stroke of equal intensity, then a third and a fourth. Wayne's backside was already a dark red and tears filled his eyes. Wow, she thought. This paddle is really powerful, a true game-changer.

She struck three more times, concentrating on the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs. Wayne seemed to come close to raising up. "Jillian, for god's sake," he said in a near whisper. "I'm... sorry. I'm sorry. No more, please."

"No talking," she said. She punctuated this with four more very hard strokes that appeared to take his breath away. Purplish bruises sprouted all over his bottom. She had never before seen anything like it.

Tears rolled down his face. His fingers turned white. His feet did a dance on the wood floor.

She struck three more times, then stopped. Fourteen strokes of the paddle had done more damage than fifty strokes with the wooden spoon. She ran the fingers of her left hand across the surface of the paddle, feeling a sense of awesome power. She shifted her eyes to Wayne's bottom. She winced. "All right, Wayne, get up."

Slowly, he pushed himself up from the back of the sofa. At first, he was unsteady on his feet. She set the paddle on the sofa and steadied him. He took several deep breaths and wiped his eyes. "Jillian... I'm sorry."

She gave him a small smile and patted his back in a motherly fashion. "I'm sure you are," she said. "But don't ever ignore me again. Are we clear?"

He sighed. "Yes, ma'am."

She took a step back. "Alright. Go change your clothes and let's take that hike."

He pivoted toward the corridor that led to their bedroom. "Yes, ma'am."

*  *  *

When Jillian's summer break came, she summoned Wayne to their patio. "Wayne, it's been nearly four months now since we reversed roles. Have you learned anything?"

He took a deep breath and squirmed slightly in his chair. His bottom was still recovering from the latest encounter with the paddle. "Yes."

She huffed. "What?"

He took another deep breath. "I've learned that you're a good head of the household."

"Do you think you want to take over, reverse roles again?"

He chuckled. "No," he said. "Too much responsibility."

She smiled. "I was hoping you'd say that," she said. "Because I don't want to reverse roles either." She dropped her smile and gave him a stern look. "But you realize it might mean more spanking. Can you handle that?"

He looked at her. "Yes, ma'am"


Also from LSF Publications...

Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

I Almost Got Away with It: Nathan marries Katherine three months after meeting her at a wedding. He is fascinated as she takes charge in the bedroom, but her control extends to other areas of his life too, and she explains she is a firm believer in discipline. When Nathan lies about going to a club, Katherine welcomes him home with hairbrush in hand...

Andrew's Christmas to Remember: Andrew and Marian have high-ranking careers in the military and are used to long separations, but when they retire, life takes a different turn and Andrew embraces his submissive side, the part of him that has been suppressed for most of his life. Now, his wife is the one in charge.

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Punished Husbands - Book Two by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

The Getting-It-Twice Rule: Cooper marries Jenna, an assistant principal at a local school. Jenna dictates the conditions of their marriage... she will always be in charge of the household and make all the major decisions. Jenna's sister, Sarah, gets Cooper a job, but when he misses deadlines, he learns there are painful consequences - a belt whipping from Sarah and a paddling from Jenna when he gets home!

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Mr. Subservient: Joy tells her husband Frank that the house has to be perfect as the Book Club will be meeting to discuss their latest book. Hesitating instead of obeying and getting on with the cleaning earns Frank a paddling, plus the indignity of serving the ladies with his spanked bottom on display.

Spanking Stepmothers 1 - 4 by W. Arthur

The 4-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

Double Trouble: The relatively innocent prank that Tyler and Jacob play on their stepmother backfires, and the two college boys are not too big to go over her lap for a painful spanking with a hefty hairbrush. Their stepmother is a recently retired middle school principal, a woman who stands no nonsense, a woman who knows how to spank!

Glutton for Punishment: Twenty-three-year-old Jason has a rude awakening when his father goes to work in Kenya for six months, leaving him with his new stepmom, Joyce. Joyce is a woman who will stand no-nonsense and she soon puts Jason through his paces, paddling his bottom hard. Yet, under her guidance, Jason enrols in community college and gets good grades needed for a university course. His stepmother helps 'motivate' his performance with strap and paddle.

Our Stepmother Was a Nightmare: Jason and his brother find their lives spin out of control when their strict ex-Army stepmother takes control. Carla is deadly serious about corporal punishment, and demonstrates her technique with wooden spoon and paddle.

Bad Boys Need Spanking - Volume One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

Hitchhiking to Woodstock: The year is 1969, and Jason and Dave decide to travel hundreds of miles to attend the Woodstock music festival. Unfortunately Dave's old 1956 Chevrolet breaks down, and so Jason continues the adventure on his own, attempting to hitch his way to New York. He is picked up by Mrs. Donaldson, a beautiful and wealthy widow. Jason never does get to Woodstock, but he gets something even better... wild sex and a smoking hot bottom.

Adam and the New Bartender: Adam's regular stint in a bar is disrupted with the arrival of a new bartender - a middle-aged woman, who just happens to be a cop, Lieutenant Louise Jackson. At nineteen, Adam isn't old enough to drink, a fact recognised by the police Lieutenant. A pool table is put to alternative use as Adam is bent over it and given the taste of the strap on his bare bottom.

Spanked by His Therapist by W. Arthur

Dr Sylvia Beltran is not only a highly respected psychologist, she is also a fully licensed therapist who treats her male patients in a somewhat unconventional manner... by meting out harsh discipline. Under her specialist motivational guidance, many males have been helped to see the error of their ways. Jason is a fine example of a man helped to overcome his faults by experiencing the feel of Sylvia's hard spanks on his bare bottom. At the start of the therapy he was filled with conceit and arrogance, but at the end of it, he has seen the light! After talking to Sylvia's husband, Tom, Jason begins to understand what is meant by giving up control to a strong, assertive woman. If only he can find such a woman for himself...

Corporal Punishment for Teenage Boys: Books One to Three

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

A Desire Fulfilled: Sharon, a headmistress, comes home early to find her son Ben trying to cane himself in his bedroom. Sharon asks if he really wants to be caned, and Ben agrees that he does. He gets six of the best across his bare bottom, with the promise of more to come...

A Trip to the Ladies' Room: Stewart has thrown a temper tantrum in a large department store and his mother takes him to the nearest Ladies room and spanks his bottom crimson.  He is put on display in a corner of the Ladies room for all the ladies and girls to see as they come in... including cheerleaders from Stewart's school.

A Very Messy Room: Stewart, an untidy and immature 15-year-old boy is properly spanked by his mum, for not cleaning his very messy room. His younger sister and her friend also get to witness his humiliation.

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...

Strict Ladies - Books One to Three by Peter Martin

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse.

Mrs Howard: 18-year-old Johnny makes sure he studies at home on cleaning day, which is the day Mrs Howard comes in to do the housework. She also offers disciplinary services, and her hairbrush and slipper are put to very good use.

The Dominant Female by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 110,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Disciplined by His Wife; Learning to Love Her Discipline; and Disciplined by the Librarian.
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