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Part One

My husband spanked me hard the very first night we met. I was stood up by my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend for the final time, thinking to myself that I was done with men for good—until I accidentally locked eyes with him halfway across the restaurant. For a moment, time slowed to a complete stop. It's almost a crime for anyone to be that handsome, I thought as I swirled my straw inside my half-empty glass of water. Even in the dimly lit restaurant, I could take in his features perfectly. A strong, powerful jaw. A clean five o'clock shadow, specked with white. Broad shoulders, no doubt hinting toward a well-maintained body underneath his white shirt. A man.

In other words, nothing like the ‘man’ I had just blocked in my phone contacts and on all my socials.

Aaron and I had been dating for the past few months, but even at the beginning I knew I wouldn't fall in love with him. A part of that was because I innately understood, deep down, that college relationships were never built to last, that they were a transitional thing fit for a transitional part of life. We had fun together, sure, but it was difficult to truly envision us as a couple, not one, at least, where we would set roots down with a house and a family of our own. I wanted something romantic and passionate. Long-lasting. All qualities that were difficult to find among college men, if not men in general.

But there was a deeper problem, too, that made Aaron frustrate and disappoint me, that made the idea of marriage increasingly far-fetched. He was lazy and forgetful, always late to dates and other events, to the point where I would reflexively text him a time thirty minutes after when we were supposed to arrive so that he wouldn't embarrass me. Even then, he’d sometimes still show his face an hour later, and be dismissive to me if I brought the issue of his tardiness up. “What’s the big deal?” he would say. “Get off my case already. It’s just a date.”

Yeah, just a ‘date’. As if I didn't matter to him at all.

That night was no exception. I took a sip of my water, taking out my phone from my purse and checking the time again as if I needed the reminder. 9:46PM. Over two hours late. I didn't know what I wanted by waiting. By then I was used to it. That night I ordered spaghetti all’assassina and already paid the check by the time Aaron texted me that he was with his friends. Deep down, I expected nothing less from him.

I knew that the next time I’d speak to him, he would give excuse after excuse for why he couldn't prioritize me.

I knew that he would just call me emotional if I pressed the issue.

And I knew that he wouldn't say sorry back, not even if I demanded it out of him, not even if I screamed, not even if I stomped out of his apartment and drove home, tears in my eyes. Because as far as he saw it, that was just how women were. Why apologize to something you don’t respect?

So I blocked Aaron and set my phone down and breathed a sigh of relief as I took my fork and pierced the last noodle of charred spaghetti still left on my plate. It was as if a heavy weight was taken off my shoulders. But even still, I felt empty like a deflated balloon. That night, I was optimistic that Aaron would change his tune: I had laid a trail of red flower petals from my apartment’s front door to my bedroom, promising him love. I even put out scented candles, exchanged the lights in the room so that I could dim them with an app on my phone, accentuating the atmosphere. I wasn't ready to sleep alone again. Especially that night.

Until I suddenly caught the attention of that handsome stranger in the restaurant, only a few tables away, who seemed unable to take his eyes from me, just like I couldn't take my eyes from his smile. He had been stood up as well, I would later learn, though under different circumstances: from an unknown on a dating app rather than a lover. I could tell, even from afar, that he was a good deal older than me, late thirties, maybe early forties given the gray in his beard. I wondered as I idly stirred my glass of water if he was married. I would discover later that he was—had been, until just that week. A strong man like him with such calm composure seemed incredibly out of place to me on a dating app. He deserved better.

We both did.

For good reason, I rarely invited the attention of strange men out in public, but this time I gave him an exception, mostly because I needed a distraction to take my mind off of Aaron. I smiled at him, then batted my eyelashes, and that was enough for my future husband to stand from his table and come to me. His sleeves were undone, revealing his veiny, muscled forearms, and I could just faintly see hints of chest hair from the top of his V-neck. His cologne was strong but not overpowering. He had a wonderful smile. I had to admit, he felt intimidating to me, especially given his towering height. Later he would tell me that he thought I was intimidating, which made me laugh. I can only guess why. Maybe it was because I had nothing to lose and no reason to care if he liked me or not. I had just dumped one man. Another was easily disposable in my eyes.

“Let me guess. He’s kept you waiting for far too long.”

To no surprise, he was right on the money. I smiled faintly at him, nodding my head. “You can say that,” I said, absentmindedly twirling a lock of hair around my finger. “My boyfriend, actually. My ex-boyfriend now. He's the kind of guy who does that. Promises the world to me and then forgets a day later.”

“You deserve more than the world.”

In retrospect, this was a cheesy line, but I had to admit that it worked. My smile grew until it was a permanent fixture on my face, and I realized I wanted him to sit down opposite me even though I didn't know his name, didn't know a single thing about him at all, except that he was handsome.

No, I knew two things about him. The other thing I knew was that he was kind. Already, he was very different from Aaron.

“Thank you,” I said softly. I already knew that he didn't have a date with him, but I feigned looking past him anyway, drawing attention to his table. “I'm sorry, I don't mean to burden you. Is your wife in the bathroom, or…?”

The man chuckled, a warm but not condescending laugh. “No, I was stood up, too,” he said. I adored just how gruff his voice was. “Just got a text a moment ago that my date won't be coming.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, and I meant it.

“How about I sit down?” he asked.

I visibly thought on it, keeping him waiting for a spell, but before the man struck a conversation with me I knew I wanted him as a date. “Please,” I said.

We talked for hours after that. The conversation was effortless, unlike with Aaron who rarely said a word at all unless I prompted it from him. I learned that my future husband's name was Jonah, that he worked as a criminal defense lawyer and had a small apartment nearby in the city. He didn't drink or smoke. He had family in the state who he made sure to visit often, even with his demanding work schedule consuming much of his free time. He liked the movies I liked and had unabashed opinions on them identical to my own. And he was handsome—God, was he handsome sitting so close to me that I could stare at him as if he were a fine painting hanging on the wall. It made me wish that I wore something more revealing that night. Something to entice him. My conservative dress offered some cleavage, but Aaron paid so little attention to me that I rarely dressed up for him, even on date nights. I had no plans to impress anyone that night, so I dressed appropriately. But a man like Jonah deserved something more… racy. Something bold.

Something to make sure that he never forgot about me. Not once.

It wasn't until our waiter began to give us a stink eye, five minutes before closing, that we took our leave. It was raining heavily outside, but before I could take out my umbrella Jonah offered me his. It was a perfect excuse to stay close to him, to feel his shoulders brushing up against mine. He was so tall that he could easily look down my dress if he wanted to, but he kept his gaze respectfully above the neckline. Even then, I don't think I would've minded if he risked roaming my entire body with his eyes. I was sick and tired of not being appreciated.

“You know, you never told me your name,” Jonah said as he walked with me to my car, his hot breath so close to me, in stark contrast to the cold, cold rain surrounding us.

I bit my lip and smiled innocently at him. He was right: I hadn’t. I wasn't sure why. I knew that I had a good reason not to trust him yet, just like any other stranger on a first date, but deep down I didn't care about that—the risk was fun, especially on a night like this. Maybe I didn't tell him my name because I wanted to keep him wanting. So that he would have to ask me for it, giving him an excuse to stay with me longer.

Because I did want him to stay longer. Because I didn't want to go back to my apartment, not alone.

“It’s Cassandra,” I surrendered to him. Somehow I felt naked saying my name.

He smiled softly. “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman. It fits you.”

I found myself twirling a lock of my hair incessantly around my finger. It was almost frustrating how effortlessly charming he was. True, I was easy to please in that moment. Anyone would've been better than Aaron. But Jonah… Oh, there was something about him that truly clicked with me. That just felt right.

“Thank you,” I said, as I stroked the palm of his hand. “What else do you want? How about my phone number, too?”

“Not just that,” he said. “I want all of you. If you'll have me.”

My cheeks blazed. My heart thumped and thumped inside my chest. Of course I wanted to have him.

We kissed the instant we got into my car, failing to keep our hands off of each other, failing to be subtle at all. His strong arms wrapped around my back and pulled me close. His tongue was heavenly against mine. He clawed at my dress to get it off me, desperate to experience more of my body, in love with having his hands on my skin. It was almost impossible to focus on the road, even though my apartment was only a fifteen minute drive from the restaurant. Fifteen minutes felt like an eternity in that moment. Wasted time we could've spent with our mouths intertwined.

I rushed to get out of my car and climb the stairwell and put my key in my front door, my whole body vibrating with excitement and anticipation. He wrapped his hands around me again when we closed the door behind us, greedily kissing my lips like he needed air to breathe. He slipped down the straps of my dress and kissed further down, on my bare shoulders, my collarbone, my breasts. I thought his plan was to rip the dress right off of me before he suddenly pulled away, smiling.

“Take your clothes off.”

He wanted me to do it for him, so that he could watch, or, alternatively, simply see just how much control he could exert over me. In any case I did it for him gladly, stepping back so he could see everything, appreciate every curve of my body. Slowly, I slipped my dress off and let it collapse on the carpet floor around my heels. Then I took those off, too.

With that, I stood in front of him wearing only my panties, my hands at my sides, my heart racing. I had taken off his tie back in my car, but otherwise, he was still fully dressed. It was clear he had no plans to take his off. At least, not any time soon.

He appreciated me for a long while, saying nothing, holding his cards close to his chest. No man had ever looked at me this way. Not until him. “Panties, too,” he commanded.

I did what I was told to, slipping them off, dropping them next to my dress. I stayed still. I hadn't shaved, and a part of me was embarrassed that I hadn’t, but there was no way I could've predicted how this night unfolded. For the first time I worried I might actually scare Jonah off. How much I didn’t want to lose this handsome, kind stranger who miraculously turned a horrible, lonely night into the one of the best I ever had—and that was just the dinner.

Instead he smiled and came up to me and lifted up my chin with his thumb, uniting my lips with his in a tender kiss that sent electricity up and down my spine. Through his jeans his cock pressed up against my thigh. His breath rushed down my neck, tickling my shoulders. For a split second I wondered if he was going to lift me up and carry me to bed, even though he couldn't know where my bedroom was. Instead he just held me and made me feel good.

“I want to try something with you,” Jonah said as he stroked my lower lip with his thumb. “I want you to do everything I say. Do you think you can do that?”

I blushed and giggled a bit. He was so commanding. “You’re so bossy. You do realize you’re in my apartment, right?” I noted, smirking.

He laughed. “Good. It means you can kick me out if I cross a line. But I'm not going to do that. Because you're only going to do what you want to do for me. Right?”

I didn't know exactly where he was going with this, but I was curious enough to humor him. Aaron liked to have ‘authority’ and ‘respect’ as a man, but only with Jonah did it feel like something I’d oblige. Power taken is power given, after all, especially respect. And I wanted to give to Jonah.

“Yes,” I said. I breathed in, taking in his scent. “Yes.”

“Good.” He smiled devilishly. “Say you’re a good girl for me. Right now.”

I blinked. “You can't be serious,” I said incredulously.

“I’m waiting.”

It didn't matter what I said after that, he wouldn't budge. He crossed his arms and maintained his smile as I built the courage to say it. It was surprisingly difficult. God, how was it so difficult to say two simple words?

“I… I’m a good girl,” I was able to mutter eventually.

“Good girl,” he said immediately after, taking my hand and kissing my lips soon after.

Fuck.


Part Two

For the next few minutes, Jonah trained me, ordering me to do a simple task and rewarding me afterward with an electrifying kiss and the same phrase, again and again, good girl. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Good girl. I spread my legs for him and placed both of my hands at the top of my head. Good girl. I admitted to him just how wet I was for him—only him. Good girl.

I was practically melting at the end of it. I was so unused to this kind of praise, this attention and care from anyone before. I couldn't take it, even though I loved it so much. A part of me told me that it would get easier. Saying that I was a good girl back to him certainly was getting easier to say each time, not because I was saying it automatically, robotically, but because it felt natural.

“Good,” Jonah said finally, satisfied, a proud look on his face. “Now I want to try something else. Something much different. Let's go to your bedroom. It'll be easier there.”

I blushed. It was so easy to forget both time and space when I was with him. We were still at the front door, at my apartment. How in the world did he get me naked first and get me submit to him in my own apartment?

Biting my lip at the realization, I led him down the hallway and into my bedroom, sheepishly explaining the trail of flower petals along the floor and the unlit candles I had placed on the nightstands. “He really missed out,” Jonah said reassuringly as I flipped on the dim, romantic mood lighting. “Like I said, you deserve better.”

I couldn't help but smile at him. With the bedroom prepared, I came to him and started to help him get out of his clothes before he stopped me, grabbing onto my wrists and placing them at my side. “No,” he said firmly. “My clothes stay on. Not until I say otherwise.”

I looked at him funny. “Okay,” I said, striking an almost bratty attitude with him. Most men would've pounced on a naked woman standing around in front of them by now. “Is this what you wanted to try differently? You wearing clothes? Doesn't seem very exciting, does it?”

“I haven't told you when I wanted to do to you yet,” he said, not letting go of my hands, bringing me closer, holding me against his chest. God, he was so tall. I had to practically crane my neck to look into his eyes. “I praised you, called you a good girl. That's a start. But I want to do so much more than that. I want to discipline you, train you, make you mine.”

“Yeah?” I said defiantly. I wondered what his plan was to be so confident that I could be trained by anyone, even him. He was certainly being presumptuous. Cocky, even. But I had to admit, I found the initiative attractive. “How, exactly, do you plan to do that? By making me say I'm a good girl over and over and over again?”

He laughed softly. “Not exactly. Come on. How about I just show you what I mean?”

He led me to the bed and had me stand in front of him, his hands still on my wrists, as he sat down on the edge of the bed and parted his thighs. He gestured to his lap. He couldn't be serious. But oh, he was.

“This really is one first date…” I murmured to myself as I got on his lap and cuddled up next to him, my back facing his chest, feeling his stiff erection rub up against me as his arms wrapped around my waist. It was a comfortable position to be in, but before I could truly appreciate it, Jonah grabbed onto me, spread me across his lap and propped my ass high up, my stomach resting on his thigh. I had no idea what he was planning to do at all. Wrestle with me, maybe?

Until he spanked me.

It wasn't painful. In fact, it was barely anything more than a love tap, but still my ass jiggled and my mouth hung open from his hand making contact with my rear. No one had ever spanked before. Not once, not from anyone. Suffice it to say, it was a unique experience. “Oh!” I eeped, just before he began to rub my ass cheeks, as if he had hit me harder. “Fuck, Jonah. I wasn't expecting that. Fuck, that was…”

“A test,” Jonah said, chuckling as he ran his fingers over my pussy, teasing my wetness, “to see how you’d react. But I'm not done. We're not done. Do you think you can be a good girl and take more?”

“I—yes,” I said. And then more confidently: “Yes.”

He took it easy on me, gradually spanking my ass faster and harder when he was confident that I could take it. To my surprise, I could take a lot of it. He spanked my ass, again and again, holding me in place on his lap with one hand as the other did the hard work. Before long I was squirming in his arms as a dull, yet somehow pleasant pain reverberated up my thighs. It was getting harder to sit still. But I wanted to be good for him. I wanted to be praised by him, to be cherished by him, no matter what. I knew I could take more, even if my ass was so sore that I could barely sit down the next day. No matter what.

“Harder,” I said after the tenth or maybe fifteenth hit. I could tell that he was about to stop from how he was slowing down, and that frustrated me. Because I didn't want it to end. “Harder, please.”

That made Jonah smile bright as he looked me in the eyes. 
“Know what you’re asking here,” he warned me. “Because I will give you ‘harder’.”

I giggled. I really did like getting myself into trouble, didn't I? “Please,” I begged. “I want to be good.”

His smile grew. “Good girl.”

This time around, he didn't go easy on me. Not at all. I could tell that he was still holding back his strength to some extent. Obviously, considering his size and muscles, a rough spanking was the least he could do. But still, he didn't go easy. My old rickety bed frame creaked as his hand struck my bare bottom, as my ass cheeks bounced from the impact and I shifted around in his lap. My whole body ached with a dull pain as the spanking continued. Harder and harder. Faster and faster. I gasped as Jonah suddenly stopped and took a small break to rub my pussy lips furiously with his fingers before spanking me again. It was like he wanted to torment me. And yet, all the while, he kept praising me, too. With every spank he whispered how good I was being for him, saying that I could take more, that he knew that I could take more and more. His low, gruff voice was like sex to my ears. Each time he used it to call me his good girl, I wanted to melt, was melting, had already melted.

I knew then that I wanted to marry this man.

After what must've been close to two hundred or so spankings—not that I was coherent enough to be capable of tracking it all—Jonah had me stand up and face away from him so he could appreciate his handiwork. My ass cheeks were bright red and splotched with bruises and stung when I placed my fingers on them, but it felt good. Intense, wonderfully intense. It made my pussy ache between my legs, not just because of the pain heightening it, but because I knew I did good. Because I obeyed, and because I would be rewarded for it afterwards.

“Good girl,” Jonah said as he massaged my ass cheeks. He was so good with his hands. Delicate, yet rough all at once. “You were so fucking good. How do you feel?”

“Lovely,” I said, smiling, even though I winced slightly with him touching my exposed behind. “I don't know how to explain it. That just felt… good. I'm almost a little lightheaded from it. But I feel good. It helps that you're here to take care of me, somehow.”

“Yes, it does. Next time, when you're more used to it, I'll spank you even harder.”

I giggled. “Oooh. What am I going to be spanked for, exactly?” I asked him. “Don’t you need an excuse to punish me like that?”

“I'm sure I'll think of a good excuse when necessary,” Jonah said, grinning mischievously. Later I would discover that he could come up with any excuse under the sun to spank me. If I came without his permission? That deserved a spanking. If I touched myself without permission? That was deserving of a spanking, too. If I failed to timely obey any of his commands? Oh, that definitely called for a spanking. I didn't want to be a bad girl, after all.

Later, he would sometimes spank me simply because I had been too good of a girl with him, and I needed a reminder of what a rough punishment was like. Each time felt as electrifying and as good as the first. There were other punishments he had in mind for me, like having up to come up with five compliments for myself on the spot, but spanking was always the one that we—hehe I mean he—looked most forward to.

Later, I would break all the rules and disobey him whenever I wanted to. Later I would tease him just to see what he would do, what he was capable of. It would always be fun to see him so riled up because of me. Later, I would do everything for him, and he would do everything for me.

But that was later. For now, this was an impromptu date that led somewhere unexpected. And I was truly happy with that.

Jonah put me back onto his lap, holding me close, his throbbing cock desperate to rip free from his jeans now. I wanted to take care of it for him. God, I wanted to suck his cock dry. But Jonah had other plans. He lifted me up and threw me onto the bed proper, climbing up on top of me, holding onto my knees as he positioned himself between my thighs. My soft bedsheets felt rough against my sore behind. I watched as Jonah grabbed onto the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his chest, his shoulders, tossing his shirt on the side of the bed, followed by his belt, his jeans, his boxers, letting his gorgeous cock spring free barely a few inches away from my quivering sex.

I watched as he grabbed his pants to pull out a condom. I grabbed onto his wrist. “It’s okay,” I said.

He smiled. “You’re so dirty.”

I bit my lip. Well, with you, it’s hard not to be.

He pushed into me, groaning, roaming all over my body with his hands as his thick cock stretched my cunt. Fuck, it was so fucking big. There was no way I could take all of it. No way, no way in hell. But as I tried to tell Jonah that, he just smiled and reached in so that he could kiss me right on the lips.

“You can take it,” he said, making love to my neck with his delicate, yet hungry kisses. “You can take it. I'll go slow. You can handle it.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck…

I couldn't take it. I couldn't take it. But every inch felt so good—fuck, I had to, I had to, so that I could please him. Further and further, his thick veiny cock pushed into my pussy until eventually all of it was in, my lips touching the base of his cock. I squirmed and panted for breath as I clawed at the bedsheets with my fingernails.

Then he started thrusting. Harder and harder, faster and faster, rocking the bed frame as he pulled me close and propped my legs on his shoulders. He wanted as much of himself inside me as possible. He groaned, fondling my breasts, eager, desperate even, to have me for his own. He fucked me rough and hard and I knew he was going to cum before long.

I wanted him to cum inside me.

I wanted every single drop in me, nothing wasted, not a drop.

I could tell that he was about to pull out of me, but I gripped his hand, holding it, embracing it. “Please,” I said. “Please.”

“Oh, I like it when you beg.”

“I just want this. I want you.”

“I know.”

This time he didn't hold back. He fucked me as hard as he could, taking me for his own as I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck, bringing him close. Soon a heavenly warmth shot into me, hot sticky ropes of cum filling my pussy as Jonah groaned and nearly collapsed on the bed. I inhaled, taking in his scent, then smiled happily as his cock, still erect, rested inside me.

We shared an embrace lazily for a good while after that, on the verge of sleep, engaging in pillow talk. I was so light-hearted, both from his rough fucking and my spanking previously, that I don’t remember much of what was said. But I felt good. Serene.

“You don't have anywhere to be tomorrow morning, do you?” I asked him.

“No,” he said. “Nothing important. Let's just lie like this. Me inside you.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I said.

“Of course. Everything is wonderful with you.”

God, I just couldn't stop smiling when it came to him, couldn't I?

With that, we slowly fell asleep, his cock warm inside me, as we held each other close.

…

When I woke up late the next morning, so close to midday that it was more like the afternoon rather than strictly morning, Jonah was still lying beside me, snoring peacefully in his sleep like a hibernating bear. I was pleasantly surprised to see him beside me, to say the least of it. I had gotten used to my one night stands being just that—waking up alone with my date having snuck out of my apartment earlier in the night. It made me wonder if he was the one. I knew I was getting too hopeful for my own good. But still. I had reasons to be.

I quietly climbed out of bed, put on my panties and threw on a long, oversized t-shirt, and walked into the hallway and started breakfast before Jonah woke up. By the time he did, a plate was waited for him. It was nothing fancy, of course—Aaron usually preferred takeout over my cooking, so I didn't have the ingredients for a proper breakfast, just some fried eggs, toast, and bacon—but I could tell that Jonah genuinely appreciated the gesture when he stepped out groggily from my bedroom.

He smiled at me and pecked my cheek, wrapping his arms around my waist. Then he had the nerve to really call me his good girl again.

I rolled my eyes at him, but deep down, if I am to be truly honest with myself? I was beaming.

We sat down on my couch and cuddled up next to each other as we ate, even though he had work calling for him. Even though his phone was notifying him constantly because of something with his job, he stayed with me, turning his phone off and tossing it away so that it wouldn't distract him any longer.

“If you have to go, don’t let me keep you,” I said to him, and I meant it. “I don't want to get your trouble with your job.”

He just laughed and held me closer. “You won’t. Right now I want to get every possible second I can with you. That's my priority. Nothing else.”

Again, again, and again, I smiled.

…

It's been a short five years since then. Since then, we've moved in together, sharing a cozy downtown apartment that I never could've afforded when I was still dating Aaron. Things worked out. It still surprises me when I realize it, but things really did work out in a way that I never could’ve imagined.

After that fateful night where we somehow landed in each other's orbits after being stood up, we saw each other regularly, Jonah always making time for me whenever I needed him and calling me often during his lunch breaks. Attentive, caring, thoughtful—those were attributes Jonah had that never once disappeared, not even for a moment. Not once did I doubt that would change.

Our sex life was even better. He kept spanking me, of course, kept training me to his satisfaction while giving me a lot of praise before fucking me hard later in the night. Sometimes, I would playfully disobey so that he would spank and fuck me harder. It was difficult to explain why I felt so good even though I kept being punished. Maybe I just liked being taken care of. Maybe I just like how intense it all was, having him be so demanding and yet caring at once. Who knows. I was happy, and I wasn't one to complain beyond that.

I stand now on our balcony overlooking the view of the city, drinking a nice cup of coffee as the morning sun rises through gaps between the skyscrapers. A sudden gust of chilly wind tickles me, makes me pull at my robe and tighten it again around my waist. But my hands are distracted by Jonah’s hands, as he comes up behind me, kisses my cheek, and holds me by the waist. I tense up slightly when he presses his groin against my backside. He spanked me hard last night, harder than he ever has before, when I came without his permission. He had tied me up on the bed and placed a vibrator against my pussy on its highest setting, and then left it there, grinning to himself, praising me for resisting the desire to cum until I just couldn’t take it anymore. Praise or no praise, there was only so much I could take. Hours of edging? That was definitely one of them.

“Still sore?” Jonah asks me as I set my coffee down and fall into his embrace. Considering my ass is still splotched purple and pink from his strong hands when I last checked it fifteen minutes ago in the bathroom mirror, I think the answer is quite obvious.

I smile at him and return his kiss with one of my own on his stubble. “Yes,” I answer, giggling, “but I’m used to it by now. Going to work in a moment?”

“Unfortunately, I am,” Jonah answers. “I’ll be home soon. Like always.”

“I know, love.”

I help him fix his tie, then he goes, kissing me one more time before heading out the door. I sit back down on the balcony and open a book on my lap, gazing one more time at the sunrise before starting reading. This really is the life, I think to myself, smiling, as I think about my journey and how destiny brought me to where I am. It really, truly is.

THE END
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Spanking the Naughty Secretary: An Office Discipline Story

John trains Christina, his disobedient secretary, right in the office with a bare-bottomed punishment.

Spanked after a Lost Bet: A Submissive Discipline Story

Co-ed Carly receives a bare bottomed spanking and a lesson in submission after she loses a bet to Marcus.

Spanking Submission Bundle: 3 BDSM Discipline Erotic Stories
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