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When 28-year-old Jonas is hired for a job in a university library, he is interviewed by Marcia Danvers and finds himself impressed by her efficiency and natural authority. Marcia hires him, but a few weeks later he finds himself called to her office following a number of complaints made against him for his shoddy work and unhelpful attitude. Marcia is prepared to give him a second chance, telling him he needs 'motivational training', structure and discipline. This strikes a chord with Jonas, as he was previously disciplined by his stepmother, now deceased. He soon learns what type of training Marcia has in mind when he receives a few whacks with her sorority paddle

And so it begins ... a woman who thinks enough about him to take control, a woman who is as attracted to him as he is to her. They begin a relationship, with Marcia calling all the shots. She is the one who makes the rules, and if Jonas breaks them, he is punished, sometimes harshly. Yet Jonas isn't at all resentful; his life has changed for the better, they have great sex, and he has gained a new best friend as well as a lover. So when Marcia tells him it's time for him to ask her the all-important question, he proposes and she accepts, and from that point on Jonas learns how to be a disciplined and obedient husband. He finds it both painful and stimulating... but is more than happy with his lot in this female led relationship.
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Prologue

Jonas stood with his face against the light blue wall of the bedroom. An occasional stray tear leaked from his eyes and rolled lazily down his cheeks, dampening his closely trimmed beard. His trembling hands were behind his back, holding up the lower edge of his white tee shirt, keeping his bare and bruised bottom fully exposed.

His mouth was closed; his tongue was still. But inside his head, he was muttering words that echoed his highly ambiguous thoughts. It isn't fair. She set me up. He took a deep breath and swallowed hard. Twenty minutes after the spanking ended, he could still feel the sting and the heat radiating from his backside. She was way too hard on me, and I don't know why.

In reality, he knew very well why Marcia had been hard on him. His brown eyes shifted to the small piece of yellow lined paper taped to the wall next to him - his to-do list for the day. The list contained seven items, items that he should have been able to accomplish in three or four hours, if he had been diligent and not allowed himself to get distracted.

But he hadn't been diligent and had only completed two of the items by the time she came home from work. Instead of finishing the laundry and starting dinner, like he was supposed to, she had caught him sitting in the den reading a book. He had been so engrossed in what he was reading that he hadn't greeted her at the door (yet another rule violation), hadn't even heard her come in.

She was already perturbed when she stepped through the doorway. "Jonas, tell me you finished everything on your list," she said, her blue eyes blazing.

At first, he seemed a bit disoriented as he looked up from his book. "Huh?" he muttered. Then he saw the look on her face and closed the book.

She took a few steps into the den. "Where is the list I gave you this morning?"

Jonas tried to think. Where had he left the list? "Uh..."

Marcia scowled as she took another step closer to her husband of less than three weeks. "Never mind, Jonas," she said. "Obviously, you didn't get your work finished, did you?"

Now he was fully oriented, the book on his lap forgotten for the moment. "Uh... no, I didn't."

She put her hands on her hips and glared at him. "I don't understand," she said. "I thought my training method had worked and you were pretty well trained. Clearly, I was wrong." She paused and took a deep breath. "Okay. I knew this day would come and I can see that another more intense training session is necessary. Go into the bedroom, strip off your pants and briefs, and bend over the bed. Let's see if you can at least follow those simple instructions."

His eyes widened as the reality of his situation fully registered. "But Marcia... honey... I can still get the work done. I'll just get the list and get started. What do you want for dinner?"

"Yes, you will get your work done, I'll see to that," she declared. "But after the training. Now, I don't want to hear another word from you. You have your instructions and you better get to it. If I have to repeat myself, the training will be much harder. Do you understand?"

Jonas understood only too well. "Yes."

Marcia was angry again. She moved to where he was sitting and, grabbing him by his right ear, pulled him out of the chair. "Yes, what?"

Tears filled his eyes. "Ow, that hurts."

She twisted his ear, eliciting another shriek of pain. "You better answer the question, while you still have an ear. Yes, what?"

Jonas swallowed hard. "Yes... ma'am," he said. This was a side to his new wife that he hadn't seen emerge or fully appreciated.

She smiled triumphantly. "Good. Now, get going. I'll be there in a few minutes."

Pausing only to look sheepishly over his shoulder, Jonas moved fast toward the hall and into the bedroom he shared with his wife. He muttered to himself that she was being unfair but, when he heard her footsteps in the kitchen, quickly removed his jeans and briefs. Then he stood by the bed and waited.

Five minutes later, Marcia entered the bedroom. In her right hand was the heavy leather strap she had given him on their wedding night as a warning and a means to instill a healthy fear. She stopped when she saw Jonas. "I thought I told you to bend over the bed," she said.

His eyes practically bulged when he saw the strap. He tried to bolster his flagging courage. "Uh... I... don't think so," he managed to say in a near whisper.

She huffed. "I can't believe you just said that. As the Borg are fond of saying, resistance is futile, not to mention stupid and counterproductive. Now, get over the bed before I lose my temper."

He could feel his knees weaken, but he stood his ground. "But... Marcia... this is unfair."

She chuckled humorlessly. "What's unfair about it?" She looked at him with piercing eyes. "Jonas, what was the most important vow you made at our wedding?"

He thought for a minute, realizing that how he answered this question may very well influence the severity of his punishment. "Uh... to love and to cherish."

Her smile faded. "And...?"

He gulped. "And to obey."

"Good answer. Jonas, I know you have a doctorate in English and are quite capable of arguing semantics. However, there is only one definition of obey in this household, and that is for you to follow my orders. What did I order you to do when I left for work this morning?"

Jonas hated this interrogation. However, as he stood there, naked from the waist down, he had to admit that she was right, she was always right; she would always be right. That's the arrangement he had agreed to, the price he paid for her love, support, and companionship, the better life she had promised him.

"I know, Marcia, I know," he said. "I got distracted by the book and didn't finish the list of chores."

She pulled a sheet of lined yellow paper from her pocket. "From the looks of this list, you maybe accomplished two items." She set the paper down on the bedside table and shook her head, ruffling slightly her shoulder-length dark blond hair. "I don't even know why we're having this discussion. Get over the bed right now and take your punishment. You have a lot of work to catch up on." She slapped her left palm with the leather strap for emphasis.

He knew he was defeated. Once again, his wife was right: resistance was futile. He nodded and bent his upper body over the bed. She approached and kicked at his legs to get them spread, making his bottom a very inviting target. She clutched the end of the strap tightly.

"Don't move until I give you permission. Do you understand?"

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. "Yes, ma'am."

"This will be a very harsh lesson," she said. "But if you learn the lesson well, further lessons may not be necessary."

Once again he gritted his teeth and tightened his jaw. He wanted so badly to scream out another senseless protest, bring his legs together, stand up and confront her. But he knew he didn't dare. She was in control, and what she was doing, what she was about to do, in the end, really was for his own good. At least that's what he told himself as he waited for her to commence the spanking.

It was a short wait. The first strike came quickly, a solid stinger that impacted the center of both cheeks. He grimaced. This strike was quickly followed up by the next, this one hitting a centimeter lower.

After that, the strokes came hard and fast, one after another after another after another, relentless and merciless, turning his once pristine bottom into a vast sea of red flesh. He began to rear up. She pushed him back down.

"God damn it, Marcia, that fucking hurts. It's enough!" he screamed clearly without thinking.

Marcia replied by striking his tender upper thighs ten times in rapid succession. "I would expect more refined and creative language from a PhD," she declared calmly. "From now on, keep your dirty thoughts to yourself."

The whipping went on for at least another two minutes. To Jonas, it seemed like two hours. Tears streamed down his face as he started to cry like a little boy.

Finally, she stopped and tossed the strap onto the bed beside him. "Okay... go stand with your face against the wall. Don't move from that position, don't even turn around, until I give you permission. Is that clear?"

At this point, very little was clear to Jonas except that his bottom felt like it was on fire. It took at least thirty seconds for her words to penetrate the fog surrounding his brain. He took a deep breath to steady himself and stuttered, "Ye-yes, ma'am."

She touched his bottom. "Okay. Go on then." Her voice, which had been shrill and harsh, was now a little gentler, momentarily reminding him of his stepmother after she used to punish him.

Slowly, he pushed himself up from the bed and scurried over to the designated spot, cupping both hands to his heavily wounded bottom as he moved.

She followed him, holding the to-do list. "Get your hands off your butt and hold up the ends of your tee shirt," she ordered. "I want to be able to see that bottom of yours at all times."

He immediately complied just as he reached the wall. She taped up the list, touched his burning backside again, then turned and walked out of the room.

That was twenty minutes ago. Now, as he was still muttering under his breath, he felt a presence behind him. He didn't dare turn around, but he knew Marcia was there, watching him.

She put a soft hand on his bottom. "Still pretty warm and red," she said. "Jonas, you need to be careful what you mutter. I can hear you, and I don't like what I 'm hearing... I believe you need some more time to think about things, think about your place in this relationship, think about why you need me, why we need each other. I'll be back in thirty minutes. I've already ordered take-out, so you don't have to worry about dinner. However, I will expect you to finish the other chores on the list before bed time, which will be no later than eleven. And when you do come to bed, I will expect you to take care of me. Nod if you understand."

Jonas nodded.

Once he was sure she was gone, he felt the flesh on his sore backside. It was still warm to the touch. Then he thought about her instructions (no, her order) to think about things. He certainly hadn't wanted to be spanked, especially so harshly with the leather strap.

However, he had to admit two things. First, he had vowed to love, honor, cherish, and obey. In fact, he knew perfectly well that the obey part was put in just for him. He had understood beyond any doubt what he was vowing as he said the words at the altar in front of witnesses. Second, she had given him his instructions in writing this morning, and he hadn't followed them. In other words, he had disobeyed her orders. Thus, she had every right to punish him in order to train him to obey in the future. Today's lesson was one he was unlikely to forget any time soon.

Finally, as he thought about their relationship, he remembered how his life was before Marcia entered into it. His life up to that moment had been largely vacant and directionless, especially after his stepmother died. He closed his eyes, and the recent past came roaring back to him like a speeding freight train.


Chapter One

"Jonas Weatherly." The voice echoed through the massive auditorium, filled to capacity.

When he heard his name, Jonas stood and moved piously toward the stage, his black robe billowing slightly. He mounted the three steps and shook hands with both the Dean of Humanities and the president of Kilgore University as he accepted his diploma and hood, streaked with purple and gold, symbols of his new status as a PhD.

As he walked to the other side of the stage, his brief moment of recognition over, he instinctively scanned the vast audience. But he saw no one cheering or even smiling for him. After the tragic death of his stepmother two years ago, he had no family left. At the age of twenty-eight, he was all alone, an orphan in a cold world.

And while everyone around him seemed excited and happy, he felt alone. At this moment, when he should have exulted in the ultimate academic success, he wondered why he had even bothered to endure the rigors of graduate school in pursuit of a degree he wasn't convinced he had ever truly wanted.

Then, in his mind, he saw the thin and wasted face of his stepmother, Martha, as she lay dying of breast cancer. He remembered the promise he had made to her to complete his degree, an accomplishment that she herself had always wanted but never had the opportunity to fully pursue. He promised her because she had raised him and disciplined him when necessary, the sessions becoming longer and more frequent after he turned eighteen and began to stray further off course. She had never wavered in her support, even after his father disappeared when he was ten.

Although she had been harsh at times with her application of discipline, he had loved her and respected her. Now, he missed her terribly. It was as though all the joy and structure and purpose went out of his life when she closed her eyes for the last time. He looked down at his new diploma and thought, This is for you, Mother.

Later, after the pomp and the speeches, the graduates rose and paraded out as Elgar's Pomp and Circumstance played in the background. They were followed by the faculty bedecked in their academic regalia and then the audience, flowing in brightly colored groups of twos and threes.

The long happy parade snaked its way to the student union where the people were met by representatives of food service serving punch and finger food. Jonas, caught up in the momentum, maintained his place in line until graduates and audience members converged into one gigantic celebratory mass.

He stood aside and watched as proud family members and graduates hugged each other. No one was there to hug him, and yet he was too fascinated to quietly slip away to bask in his loneliness and sense of alienation.

Just as his feelings of despair were beginning to peak, Ed King, a fellow graduate of the English Department, approached with his right hand extended.

"Congratulation, Jonas," Ed said, smiling broadly. "It was tough, but we made it."

Jonas regarded the extended hand for a moment, then reached out his own. "Thanks, Ed," he said. "We made it." Now, as he thought about it, he barely remembered the struggle which ended successfully only a few weeks ago. He only remembered the promise he made to his stepmother that drove him to spend countless hours in the library, eschewing all personal relationships. Now that promise had been fulfilled.

Ed moved in beside him. "Well, Jonas, what are you going to do now?"

This was a question that Jonas hadn't seriously considered. The pursuit of the doctorate had been a life unto itself with nothing after it. "Get a job, I guess," he replied. Even as he said this, he was well aware that others with PhDs in his discipline were working as bartenders or Uber drivers or even less glamorous professions. He chuckled humorlessly. "But I don't suppose there is much demand for Poe specialists, especially after the first season of The Following."

Ed smiled. "Probably as much demand as there is for Milton specialists, but I'm not sticking around to find out, especially with my student debt hanging over my head. I've been offered a position teaching English in Kenya. I leave next week. They could probably use another teacher, if you're interested."

"That is very interesting," Jonas said. "I'll think about it." He didn't sound very convincing, especially to himself.

Ed King apparently understood and extended his right hand again. "Well... it was good knowing you, Jonas. Good luck."

Jonas managed a strained smile as he shook hands with his fellow graduate and one of the few students with whom he had been friendly. "Thanks, Ed. I hope all goes well in Kenya." They withdrew their hands, and Jonas watched as Ed turned and was soon swallowed up by the jubilant crowd.

He felt very alone again and was about to sneak off toward the exit when another man approached. This man was older with long graying hair and a full gray beard. He was wearing the academic regalia of a professor.

The man smiled as he got to within five feet of Jonas. "Hello, Jonas," he said cheerfully. "I thought I would find you alone, holding up the wall. Congratulations."

Jonas returned the older man's smile. "Thank you, Dr. Ramos. I couldn't have done it without your help."

The old professor seemed to consider the statement for a moment. "Well, we did what we could, especially after your mother passed away. But you most definitely earned your degree, especially with that rather unique approach to Poe."

Now, as he looked back, Jonas wasn't all that certain why he had been attracted to Edgar Allan Poe in the first place. What he knew was that for the past two years, he had read every word Poe had ever written - perhaps some attempt to find meaning in madness, he thought. Ultimately, he had forgone the madness and settled for writing a dissertation titled, The Unintended Symbolism in Poe's Narrative of A. Gordon Pym. In fact, he had devoted the last year of his life to writing and polishing a manuscript that perhaps three people in the world would ever read.

"You and Dr. Montgomery... and my mother, of course, inspired me to finish, and I really do appreciate it."

"What are you going to do now, Jonas?" Dr. Ramos asked. "Do you have a job lined up?

"Not yet."

The professor's expression became a little more serious. "It's a bit challenging out there right now, especially for recent grads. But we could always use another classroom assistant. If nothing comes your way in a couple of weeks, stop over and see me. I might be able to get you a post-doctoral fellowship."

"Thank you, Dr. Ramos. I might just do that."

They shook hands, and Dr. Ramos melted back into the crowd, now beginning to thin a little.

Once again, Jonas stood alone, his robed back rubbing up against the brick wall. He watched graduates, professors, and family members consume punch and chocolate chip cookies while they chatted idly, perhaps discussing the future.

And for the first time, he really considered his prospects. He was finally finished with school. It was time to move on to the next phase of his life, whatever that was. He thought about Ed King going to Kenya; he thought about Dr. Ramos's offer of a post-doctoral fellowship. Neither appealed to him,

He had tried teaching and didn't like it as a grad student, knew he wasn't much good at it. Teaching required concentration and discipline, dedication to purpose. He didn't mind talking to others about Poe or some of the other American nineteenth-century writers when asked. But he didn't want the responsibility associated with handling a classroom, managing students. No, he wouldn't be going to Kenya or any other school to be a teacher.

Still lost in thought, he moved away from the security of the wall and made for the nearest exit, grateful that no-one else approached him to ask what he was going to do now. When he got outside, he breathed in the fresh warm late spring air and walked briskly to a remote parking lot where his ten-year-old Hyundai Elantra awaited.

The door creaked when he opened it. The engine sputtered slightly when he turned the key. All he had in the world was the car, his parents' fifty-year-old ranch style house fifteen miles away, and a little less than five thousand dollars in his checking account, which was all that remained of his stepmother's life insurance payout. He knew that none of this would last very long. He had to get a job. Any job.


Chapter Two

Two weeks after graduation, Dr. Jonas Weatherly sat outside the office of Dr. Katherine Connolly, Chairperson of the English Department at Kilgore University. He was very nervous, and for good reason. As a scholar, Dr. Connolly was well-known and highly respected in her particular discipline. As an administrator, she was generally thought of as fair, but also strict and demanding. As an accomplished middle-aged woman, she was regarded as aloof, virtually unapproachable, never having been married. No-one knew for sure if she was attracted to men or women or neither. In all likelihood, no one would ever find out.

His anxiety was peaking when the door to the inner office opened and Dr. Connolly appeared. She was wearing her usual long formless black dress and black hose. She smiled when she saw Jonas.

"Ah, Jonas. Please come in."

He stood up and followed her into a large well-appointed office, filled with books and framed diplomas, certificates, and photographs. The large window behind the polished oak desk had a commanding view of the campus quad.

She sat down behind the broad expanse of desk. "Please sit down, Jonas," she said, still wearing her smile like a crown.

Jonas lowered himself into the padded visitor chair and glanced around him. He had only been in this office one other time and that was two years ago, when they were discussing the possibility of a research assistantship. He had gotten the position but was only able to keep it for eight months. Money was drying up, they told him. But in reality, he lacked the proper focus to do research for others and would have, in all probability, been dismissed anyway.

Dr. Connolly glanced down at a manila file folder. "Ken Ramos tells me you haven't found a job yet."

He nodded. The truth was he hadn't been seriously looking. "Yes. Dr. Ramos said that you might be able to use me as a classroom assistant."

She looked up at him, never losing her smile. "It's a tough job market right now," she said. "As you know, we graduated seven of you this spring, but so far only Ed King has gotten a real position, and that is in Nairobi."

"Yes, I know. He told me. He said there might be more jobs there."

"I wouldn't count on it," she said. "He's in for a tough time of it, I imagine." She paused and glanced again at the folder. "Now, let's talk about you. With most of the grad students gone for the summer, we could use another assistant. But I have to tell you that it may only be for the summer term. I also have to tell you there may be some teaching involved, especially as a substitute. As I recall, you weren't very much interested in teaching."

Jonas suspected she was being diplomatic when she said he wasn't interested in teaching. They both knew he wasn't very good at it. He had to think carefully before he responded.

"Well," he started. "I may not be the best person to handle a full load of classes but with the right direction, I believe I could be an effective fill-in." He could tell from her reaction that he had said the right thing.

"Okay," she said. "We have fifteen upper division level classes this summer, plus four research projects, so you may be very busy, probably at least thirty hours a week. We are working with soft money so the pay isn't great. Since you are post-doc, I might be able to get you a little more, but no promises. Can you start next Monday?"

Jonas smiled and breathed a sigh of relief for the first time in two weeks. "Yes. Thank you, Dr. Connolly."

Her smile faded a bit. "You're welcome," she said. Then her face became very serious. "Hopefully this will work out. But, Jonas, this is an important job and you will need to maintain your focus. Do you understand what I'm saying to you?"

He understood. His tendency to get distracted and veer off course had created problems for him in the past, especially since his stepmother's death - that lack of the discipline that she had provided.

"I understand," he said. "I'll do my best."

Dr. Connolly stood up, signaling the end of the meeting. "Good. We'll see you on Monday then." She extended her right hand across the desk.

Jonas also stood up. He reached out and grasped the hand offered him. The hand was warm and firm. After a few seconds, he released the hand and turned toward the open door.

"Jonas," she called after him. "It's okay to call me Katherine."

He nodded, feeling suddenly very uncomfortable, then quickly moved into the outer office.

During the long drive home, Jonas thought about what Dr. Connolly had said regarding the job market. To career academics like Katherine Connolly, the only true measure of success was obtaining a position on a university faculty, publishing, speaking at conferences, teaching graduate students instead of freshmen. He knew that in her world, the world he had just left and to which he would be returning, she was right.

But then he considered himself and his six fellow graduates. Of these seven, only he and Ed King were what might be politely termed traditional students. They were also the only males, which is one of the reasons they had become friends. The other five students were women in their thirties.

Two of them were instructors at a community college seeking advancement and the security a doctorate provided. One was an adjunct at another community college. One was a career high school English teacher. Clearly, they all had positions already so a tight job market wasn't an issue.

The fifth, Camilla Sanchez, was married to a prominent physician. She already had a MFA from Kilgore, was a published author, and was fulfilling a lifelong dream. She directed a couple of writer groups at her local community center and would continue to do so, as money and prestige meant very little to her - the luxury of having married well.

This left Jonas as the proverbial 'odd man out'. Story of my life, he thought.

When he got home, he loosened his tie and looked at the shaggy-appearing front yard before closing the garage door. Until Monday came, his primary occupation would be to work on the house, a job he had neglected for the past two years, much to the chagrin of his neighbors.

He got himself a glass of water and moved to the small den. There he gazed at a framed photograph of his late stepmother. She appeared very prim and distinguished, her face unlined and her long dark hair nicely styled. She was smiling at the camera, her struggle with cancer still five years away.

Tears formed in his eyes as his brain tripped over old memories. He didn't remember his birth mother, who supposedly died of unknown causes when he was only two-years-old. His father Carl had been a defense contractor who had made a career out of traveling to military hot spots around the world.

Jonas didn't remember when his father married Martha, his mother's cousin. Although he hadn't understood it at the time, looking back, Jonas realized that theirs was probably a marriage of convenience. His father got someone to look after his son; Martha, who was eking out a living teaching first grade in a private school, got a home and financial security.

Jonas never got close to his father, never really had the opportunity since Carl was gone so much, most often for several months at a time. When Carl disappeared, Jonas didn't shed a single tear. The disappearance (and probable death) of his father just made the young boy that much closer to his stepmother.

Martha had been strict but loving. She saw in Jonas a spark of rare intelligence, a hope for the future. She did everything she could, including occasional sessions with her wooden hairbrush, to keep him on the straight path to success. Now, while he didn't necessarily miss the hairbrush, he did miss the discipline and the structure she provided, even if he was sometimes loath to admit it.

He continued to gaze at the picture. "What am I going to now, Mother?" he asked.

When the picture didn't answer him, he turned away and sat down in the old recliner that had been hers. In the quiet of the den, he allowed himself to cry.

And then, he forced the emotion to pass. Pull yourself together, he ordered himself. Or, if you're not careful, you'll end up like Poe, dead at the age of forty of unknown causes in some impersonal hospital. With that in mind, he got a pen and a yellow tablet and wrote out a list of what he needed to accomplish over the next few weeks.

When he was finished with the list, instead of getting up to get started on the first item (number one: mow the lawn), he closed his eyes and eased back in the recliner. He thought about his stepmother, remembered the last time she had spanked him with the hairbrush, only eight months before she died. He had told her he was sick of school, that he might drop out. She reminded him of the support she had given him and the sacrifices she had made on his behalf; she reminded him of the promises he had made. They argued briefly, the argument ending the way all their arguments ended, with him over her lap with his pants down.

He smiled painfully at the memory. I could use some of that now, he thought. Then the image of Katherine Connolly somehow entered his mind. He wondered if she could ever be a strict disciplinarian. The thought made him chuckle. He knew that the English faculty at Kilgore consisted of eleven full time professors and nine adjuncts, along with perhaps thirty or so graduate students. That was a lot to supervise - all those freewheeling but career-minded people trying to carve out a reputation in the rarefied world of academia.

And yet, the department ran very efficiently and effectively, altogether one of the most successful and prestigious departments on campus. She must be doing something right to maintain order, he thought. He suddenly had an image of one of the eight male professors - Dr. Ramos or Dr. Montgomery perhaps - bent over her big oak desk, pants down, silently awaiting a harsh disciplinary session. Perhaps if I mess up this summer, I'll be next, he thought.

Then he shook all thoughts of discipline from his head. His stepmother was dead and buried. She wasn't coming back. Katherine Connolly had more important things to do than train Jonas Weatherly to be an effective classroom assistant. He was on his own now. He would have to make his own way.


Chapter Three

A month into the summer, Jonas was managing somewhat effectively. He had done some preliminary legwork for a project Dr. Montgomery was working on and he had done fill-in for some of the other faculty members. He was momentarily satisfied - at least he hadn't been fired or forced to face the wrath of Katherine Connolly.

But he knew it wouldn't last. His old car and house both needed work, work he couldn't afford. Plus, he suspected that he wouldn't be retained when fall came, even if he did an excellent job. He needed something full time, something with a future he could depend on. He scoured the academic websites, but positions were scarce. In desperation, he sent resumes to a couple of colleges out of state and was politely rejected. One publication stated quite frankly that the ratio of applicants to positions was running about ten to one, tough odds by anyone's measure.

He could feel a sense of despair and worthlessness begin to set in. But then, in the middle of July, just as he was about to abandon all hope for any kind of future in academia, he saw a brief ad in the local newspaper: Wanted: assistant reference librarian at the Philip Roth Osmond Library at Kilgore University. Full time position with benefits. Prefer someone with library experience but will train the right person.

To Jonas, it was like an answer to a prayer, coming at precisely the right moment in his life. He'd spent the better part of the last ten years in that library, and probably knew it as well as anyone. He immediately called the phone number and got an interview with Hanna Welsh, the director of the Kilgore library system.

The following Tuesday, wearing his best shirt and tie and carrying his newly printed resume, he presented himself at the office of Hanna Welsh. However, instead of the legendary and long-standing library administrator, there to meet him was a younger woman who introduced herself as Marcia Danvers, reference and satellite library supervisor. She said she was filling in for Dr. Welsh, who had been unexpectedly called away.

Jonas gazed with disguised interest at Marcia and was struck by how much she resembled the stereotypical image of a librarian, so much so that he believed they could put a picture of her next to librarian in the dictionary. She was relatively tall, at least five feet seven inches in low-heeled shoes. She had an attractive unlined face upon which she wore no apparent makeup, not even lipstick. Her dark blond hair was combed back and secured in a bun. She was wearing a dark green flannel dress that covered her knees and framed her stately body perfectly. All that was missing were big wire-rim glasses.

As she beckoned him into the administrator's office she said, "Since you would be working under my supervision, Dr. Welsh has left the hiring decision up to me."

Jonas nodded as he followed her into the office, momentarily struck by the way her bottom moved inside the dress. It had been a long time since he had been with a woman who wasn't a colleague. He had tried to bury his prurient nature in scholarship. Now, that nature was beginning to emerge once more, in spite of his efforts to suppress it. He had to accept that he was neither a priest nor a monk, even if he appeared to live like one.

Once they were seated - she behind the large Steelcase desk - Marcia took the resume and looked it over. She sniffed and glanced up at Jonas, her blue eyes shifting above her small reading glasses.

"Well, I suppose in some academic circles your resume would be considered relatively impressive," she said. "But obviously you have no experience working in a library."

He swallowed hard as the words - and the way they were stated - stung a little. "That's not entirely true, Ms. Danvers," he said. "I have spent a considerable amount of time in the Osmond library. I know practically every book and every shelf, at least in the Language Arts section."

She opened her mouth to respond, but paused. She started to look at him as though she was appraising him as a man and not an applicant. After several seconds, she smiled. "No matter, perhaps you can be effectively trained to do the job. Are you willing to be trained, Jonas?"

To Jonas, the question, asked so abruptly, seemed a bit odd, definitely not what he was expecting, and he wasn't sure how to respond. But as he looked at her, he could feel himself being drawn to her. Maybe it was her appearance; but more likely, it was her quiet air of authority.

"Ms. Danvers, the library is one of my favorite places to be. I believe I would enjoy working here very much and could effectively help patrons appreciate the tremendous resources this library contains."

Marcia put her hands together and continued to gaze at him. "Jonas, I wasn't asking about your love of the library, which is obvious. I was asking if you are willing to be trained."

Jonas dropped his eyes. She was very sharp and very direct - definitely no pushover. "Yes," he said. "Whatever it takes."

Her smile widened; she separated her hands. "Okay, good. There is a lot more to working in a library than looking at the books, especially in our online age."

All of a sudden, he felt like a freshman, entering his first college class. "Yes, I understand that."

"Okay, I think you'll do," she said, almost as though she was hiring a student assistant. "Let's talk about how the library operates. First, although this building and the three satellites are funded through the college budget, the staff salaries, which are quite generous by university standards, are funded through a separate endowment administered by the Kilgore Foundation. Mildred Kilgore, Dr. Kilgore's wife, was herself a librarian. Apparently, she believed librarians were underpaid and underappreciated, so she set up a very generous endowment that, over the years, has been effectively managed. We are paid out of the proceeds from that endowment."

She paused and consulted a sheet of paper off to her side. "Now, my biggest need at present is at the music library. That is where you will start. Your hours will be eight-thirty to five, Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday. On Wednesday, your hours will be ten to six-thirty. You will also work nine to noon on Saturday. Your position is budgeted for three weeks of vacation, which you must take when the college is closed between semesters. Your starting salary will be - let's see - twenty-five hundred dollars per month to start with a possible increase in a year, plus medical insurance. Before we proceed, is all of this satisfactory to you?"

Jonas tried to absorb all the information. In his twenty-eight years of life, he had never had a full time job. Quickly, he processed the salary amount and determined that it would cover his monthly expenses with a little left over. He wasn't particularly excited about working in the music library, which he had never seen before, but it was, after all, a library. Maybe he could learn a little about music.

"Yes, quite satisfactory."

"Good. When can you start?"

He thought about the question. "I am currently working as a classroom assistant for the English Department. I'm supposed to finish out the summer term."

Marcia glanced down at a desk calendar. "Summer term ends in three weeks. I have a grad student manning the library at present. She may be able to manage for the next three weeks. Will you be available for orientation and training any time before the end of the term?"

He thought about his schedule, which was flexible. "Yes, I believe so."

"All right then. It's settled. You will need to go to HR and complete the application and paperwork. Call me when you're finished and we'll set up the times for your training." She pushed back her chair and stood up.

Jonas, recognizing the gesture, also stood up. He was about to say thank you and prepare to shake hands, when she suddenly resumed her seat.

"Wait a minute," she said. She withdrew a smart phone from the side pocket of her dress and swiped it. "I almost forgot. Amy, the grad student, has requested next week off in order to prepare for comps. I need you to start on Monday."

Jonas was concerned. "But I already told you..."

She cut him off. "Yes, I know... you're working as a classroom assistant." She signaled for him to sit down. "Would you like to start next week if it can be arranged?"

"Well, yes, of course."

Marcia calmly picked up the handset from the phone on the desk and punched in four numbers. Then she put the phone on speaker.

After two rings, a familiar voice came through the speaker. "This is Katherine Connolly."

"Katherine, this is Marcia from the library," Marcia said.

"Oh... Marcia. So good of you to call. I wanted to thank you for collecting those documents for me," Dr. Connolly said.

"That's what we're here for," Marcia said.

"Now, what can I do for you?"

"I have Jonas Weatherly here." She paused for a few seconds, but the chairperson of the English Department said nothing. Marcia resumed. "He has applied for a position as assistant reference librarian, and I believe with the right training he could have potential." She paused again as though waiting for some kind of response. But once more, there was no reply. "I need for him to start next Monday, but he tells me he is committed to finishing out the term working for your department."

The sound of computer keys clicking came through the speaker. "Yes... he has been working as a classroom assistant. But I think I could release him early. Is Jonas there?"

"Yes. We're on speaker," Marcia said.

"Jonas, I can shift you to fill in for Dr. Stewart instead of Dr. Kashinsky. Dr. Stewart has a couple of classes in the evening next week. Is that okay with you?"

Jonas was amazed at the nature of the conversation. "Yes, I believe I can do that." Then he thought for a second. "What about the research I've been doing for Dr. Montgomery?"

"Give your notes to the secretary," Dr. Connolly said. "We'll get it covered. Is that okay with you, Marcia?"

Marcia smiled. "That will work. Thank you, Katherine."

"Glad I could help." Then there was silence as Dr. Connolly cut the connection.

Marcia returned the handset to the cradle. "There, it's all settled."

Jonas was both impressed and a little nervous at the display of power he had just witnessed. He would never have believed that librarians could command so much respect. Or maybe it was Marcia Danvers and her quiet air of authority. He himself had consulted the reference librarians several times while doing research for his thesis and then his dissertation. He couldn't even remember the names of the people who had helped him. He looked at her again, this time with awe.

"Thank you, Ms. Danvers. I think I can get to HR today."

She smiled at him. "Please call me Marcia," she said. "We try not to get too formal here."

He nodded, but in reality he was still waiting for that magic moment when someone addressed him as Dr. Weatherly. Then he remembered the legendary library administrator. He couldn't imagine anyone addressing her as Hanna.

"What about Dr. Welsh?" he couldn't help asking.

Marcia smiled. "Well, perhaps she is the exception to the informality, at least for most of the staff."

He looked at Marcia, apparently sitting comfortably at Dr. Welsh's desk, almost as though she belonged there, and asked, "What about you?

Her smile widened. "Oh... I address her as Aunt Hanna. She is my mother's sister." Before Jonas had a chance to respond to that revelation, she glanced at her wristwatch. "Jonas, I have other appointments. Go to HR today and get your paperwork completed, then call me on my cell and we'll set up a time to begin your training, perhaps as early as tomorrow evening, if possible. Okay?" She wrote a phone number on a small piece of paper and handed it to him.

He wasn't sure why, but at this moment, Jonas almost felt like saluting. "Sounds good," he said. "Thank you."

She stood up again and extended her right hand, all the while gazing at him with a whimsical little smile, as though he was the butt of some inside joke.

Jonas also stood and grasped the hand. Like Katherine Connolly, she had a surprisingly firm grip. She was obviously stronger than she looked. Then her hand released his, he turned and walked out of the office, leaving a little of his dignity behind.

As he was walking to the Human Resources building next door to the library, he thought about the interview, how Marcia Danvers had taken immediate control, how she had looked at him as though he was first prize in a turkey shoot. In his life, no woman had ever looked at him like that. Her display of calm authority made him feel like a young schoolboy instead of a grown man with a doctorate, especially when he considered her liberal use of the word 'training'. Surprisingly, he was both unnerved and just a little aroused as he entered the HR department.


Chapter Four

On a cool and cloudy Monday in mid-September, Jonas was sitting at the reference librarian's desk in the Cambridge Music Library. He was deeply engrossed in a biography of Gustav Mahler when the telephone next to him rang. The sudden ring startled him. He looked up from the book and grumbled. "Cambridge Library, Jonas speaking," he said into the handset in a voice that hinted at annoyance.

"Jonas, Marcia here." The voice of Marcia Danvers came through calm and direct.

He tried to smile. "Hello, Marcia," he said. "What can I do for you?"

"I want to see you in my office after you close the library. Can you meet me?"

He swallowed hard, thinking that this probably wouldn't be good. "Sure."

"Good. I will expect you at five-thirty." The connection went dead.

He replaced the handset in the cradle and glanced at the wall clock. It was three o'clock. In his mind, he began to review the possible reasons for her wanting to meet with him. And as he thought more and more, he didn't think she wanted to invite him to dinner or discuss Edgar Allan Poe. More than likely I've messed up, he concluded. Although he enjoyed seeing Marcia and was more aroused by her presence than he cared to admit, he didn't think this meeting would be very pleasant or that he would still be aroused when the meeting was over.

The hands of the clock moved slowly while he fretted. He put away the biography of Mahler and concentrated on re-shelving books and answering a few inquiries. Then, at precisely five o'clock, he announced rather brusquely to the four remaining patrons that the library was closing for the day and for them to pack up and leave, saying that the library would open again at nine the next morning.

After the last patron was gone, Jonas straightened up the chairs, put away books and journals that had been left on tables and shut down the library computer. When he was finished, he glanced again at the clock. It was now five fifteen. He had just enough time to gather up his personal belongings, put on his light jacket, and go to the bathroom before he made the five minute walk to the main library building.

Marcia's small office was in the basement of the Osmond Library. She was sitting behind her very cluttered desk when he reached her partially open door at precisely five-thirty. He knocked gently. She looked up but didn't smile.

"Come in and close the door please," she said.

Jonas did what he was told, his eyes directed to the concrete floor.

"Sit down," she said in a voice that made the instruction sound like a command.

He immediately lowered himself into the wooden visitor chair. He said nothing.

Marcia shuffled some papers in front of her, then glared at her employee. "Jonas, I'll get right to the point," she began. "I've been reviewing complaints directed toward the reference librarian at the Cambridge Library, directed at you."

He opened his mouth to respond, although he wasn't quite sure what he was going to say.

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. "Basically, the complaints can be put into three categories: either you're rude to the library patrons or you're not very helpful in finding the right material or you seem too distracted to even offer assistance when asked. Now, I could overlook this if it was just two or three complaints. Some people, especially in academia, simply can't be satisfied no matter how much you try. But I've received emails from thirteen individuals, including four from the music faculty. And we're only three weeks into the semester." She paused and took a deep breath.

Jonas wisely said nothing as he reviewed his recent behavior in his mind and realized the complaints were probably accurate.

She leaned forward in her chair. "When I trained you to handle the position, I thought you understood that our patrons are our customers and, as such, deserve good service, the best that we can provide. Then, two weeks ago, when we discussed a couple of complaints I received, I thought you understood. But apparently I was wrong. So I am forced to conclude that either my training methods are ineffective or you're untrainable. Or perhaps you just don't care enough to put forth your best effort." She watched him, her eyes blazing. "Tell me, do you believe you are putting forth your best effort?"

Recognizing that it truly was his turn to talk, he scratched his head and cleared his throat. "Marcia, I'm not sure exactly what to say." It was lame, and he knew it. But it was also honest.

She huffed. "Jonas, having no answer is, in itself, an answer. Okay, let me tell you what I think. I think you're not doing your best and that you believe, because you have a PhD, that you're somehow above the training required to do the job."

Once again, he opened his mouth to respond. Once again, she cut him with a wave of her hand.

"Let me finish," she said. "I should let you go. But I like you in spite of your performance issues, and I still believe you have potential. So, because of that, I'm going to ask you a question and I'm only going to ask it once: Do you want to continue working here?"

His eyes widened. He couldn't believe it had come to this, especially this fast.  He didn't hesitate in answering. "Yes."

She dared a small smile. "Good," she said. "Because I really would like to give you a second chance. Now, I have another question. Do you agree to be retrained, regardless of the method and without asking any questions?"

He did think about this question for a moment. It just seemed sort of weird, all this talk of training and re-training. "I... guess so."

"Jonas, there can be no guessing about it. Do you agree or not?"

He knew he needed the job, and he didn't want to go out as a failure. He also realized, as he looked furtively at Marcia, he wanted to please her. "Okay... yes... I agree."

Her smile widened. "Before we begin, I want to tell you that I realize all you scholars think you know everything, that we librarians are simply lackeys here to serve your needs. But I think now you know better than that. In fact, it may surprise you to know that, besides my MLS, I have Masters in industrial psychology and I'm taking classes toward my doctorate. My interest is in alternative training methods."

Jonas was a little surprised. Although he didn't want to admit it, up until the time he met Marcia Danvers, when he thought about the librarians at all, he more-or-less assumed they were sort of the second-class citizens of the academic world, there to serve the needs of the elite. Now, he realized that she was right, that somehow, in his own way, he had assumed the attitude that he was superior to both the regular librarians and the patrons.

Still, he couldn't help being a bit bothered by her repeated use of the word train. You train chimpanzees, he thought. You train plumbers and truck drivers and soldiers in boot camp. You don't train PhDs. At the same time, he was curious as to what she had in mind, at what she considered to be an alternate training method. And a part of him was aroused by the stern and determined look on her face. It reminded him of his stepmother when she was about to apply necessary discipline.

He could feel himself growing smaller, wilting under her hot glare as though he was a flower in the desert and she was the unrelenting sun. He felt he needed to gain control of the situation, if possible.

"Marcia, I understand what you're saying. I know I've not lived up to your expectations and I appreciate your giving me another chance. I assure you I know what I need to do." He smiled at her hopefully.

She didn't smile back. "Maybe you do," she said. "But I wonder if you're sufficiently motivated to make the necessary improvements. Jonas, I know you can catalog and shelve books. I know you can help patrons navigate the library computer system. That's not the kind of training I'm talking about. No, I believe you need to receive motivational training to keep you focused on the needs of the patrons. You need structure and discipline."

That struck a chord. How could she possibly have known, he wondered. "Marcia, I..."

Yet again, she cut him off. "Jonas, nobody gets through graduate school without structure and discipline, without being motivated. Once, during our first training session at the library, you mentioned your stepmother, how she could keep you on task."

He nodded, amazed she remembered such a casual and trivial remark made in passing.

"That's what I'm talking about," she said. "Now, I know I can't replace your stepmother. But, I believe I can train you and motivate you to think and behave like a good assistant reference librarian." She paused and looked at him closely. She nodded to herself. "In fact, you might even be a good test case."

Her look unnerved him almost as much as it had the first time, during that initial interview. Part of him wanted to get up and run, while another part, the part his stepmother had known, was fascinated. He didn't get up. "What do you mean by test case?"

"That doesn't need to concern you," she said. "Jonas, I am your supervisor, your boss. Do you agree?"

"Of course," he said quickly, although in truth he had never really thought of her that way.

"Okay. I've been watching you. And, in spite of your inadequacies in the library, I like what I see. So, while I'm your boss, I could also be your friend. I have a feeling you don't have too many, if you have any at all. Do you understand what I'm saying to you?"

Jonas nodded reflexively.

"I need you to say it."

"I understand."

"I wonder. Jonas, if you want to move ahead with me helping you, you need to go all in. Are you willing to do that?"

He was astounded. Marcia Danvers, like a good psychologist, had looked deep within him and seen him for what he really was: a lonely, confused, and anxious adolescent boy in search of someone who could provide the direction he needed to make his life meaningful. He wasn't sure what exactly she was offering him other than a second chance at a job he didn't particularly like. However, he understood, given his current state of mind, even that much was better than what he had.

"Yes," he said. "I'm all in."


Chapter Five

Marcia glanced at her wristwatch. "That's what I wanted to hear," she said. "Okay. No point in wasting any more time. Are you ready?"

"Ready for what?" Jonas asked.

She sighed. "For the training session. What do you think?"

"Oh," he said, surprised. He had assumed that they would go together to the Cambridge Library. "You mean here, in your office?"

"Yes, I mean exactly that," she replied. "So, are you ready?"

"I guess so."

She scowled. "There you go with the guessing. When I ask a yes-no question, I expect a yes-no answer. Now, are you ready?"

Jonas looked up at Marcia and realized, perhaps for the first time, that she was deadly serious. "Yes, I'm ready."

"Good. That was lesson one, with several more lessons to go. Now, stand up, face the door, and put your hands on the back of the chair. And remember, no questions."

His eyes widened. He wanted to ask questions, as none of this made any sense. Or maybe it did, and that's what was bothering him. He stood and assumed the indicated position. He glanced over his shoulder and saw that she too had stood up. In her right hand was a dark brown sorority paddle with 'G' printed in white letters across the broad front.

She was smiling as she clutched the paddle. "This will help with lesson two," she declared. "A component of the alternate training method I'm experimenting with. You're my test case." She moved out from behind the desk, her long blue dress flowing behind her. "Now, I'm going to ask you questions. If you don't answer immediately or to my satisfaction, I will give you a swat from this paddle." She held up the paddle for him to see. "And I assure you I know how to use it. During my senior year, I was the sorority disciplinarian." She paused and stifled a chuckle. "I have to admit that I miss it a little." She stepped in behind him. "Do you understand what I just told you?"

At this point, Jonas wasn't sure he understood anything that was happening. It was just too weird to understand. He settled for nodding. A second later, he felt a harsh pain as the paddle impacted his backside. Although he was certainly no stranger to spanking, he was a bit surprised at how much the paddle hurt, especially through two layers of cloth.

"Nodding is not an acceptable answer," Marcia said. "Do you understand?"

Now, he thought he understood the nature of the exercise. "Yes."

Marcia struck again with the paddle. "Yes, what?"

He tried to think fast. What did she mean by what? "Yes, I understand," he blurted just as she was retracting the paddle for a third strike.

But, in spite of his answer, she struck again. "Think again," she ordered. "Yes, what?"

His bottom was awash with pain, and he wanted to scream in protest. A part of him thought he should just turn around and leave, walk out and never look back. He didn't need this - whatever this was. But another part of him somehow knew that he did need this. That part kept him where he was. "Yes... ma'am?" He braced himself for another strike.

But it didn't come. "Good answer," she said. "See, you're learning already. When patrons, especially faculty, ask you questions, you need to give them polite answers. Does that make sense to you?"

This time he didn't hesitate. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled. "All right. Let's try something a little more advanced.  I am Professor Jackson from the music department. I'm looking for the score to Haydn's 94th Symphony. Can you help me?"

Jonas ran the symphony number in his mind. He wasn't sure where the scores were kept.

Two seconds later, Marcia struck yet again with the paddle. "You took too long in answering," she said. "Can you help me?"

He gathered his breath. "Yes, ma'am," he said. "Let me just look up where the scores are located."

"Good," she said. "Although you should know that information already. When you're at work, how should you be spending your time?"

"Uh..."

The paddle bit into his bottom with the hardest blow yet. "You shouldn't have to think about that, Jonas," she said. "Now, how should you be spending your time, time for which you are being paid?"

He understood at last. "Learning where everything is in the library," he declared through gritted teeth."

Her smile widened. She patted his bottom gently. "I knew you had potential," she said. "And I had confidence in my training method." She patted his bottom again and laid the paddle on the surface of her desk. "Okay. That's probably enough lessons for this afternoon."

Instinctively, Jonas looked over his shoulder to determine if Marcia really was finished, that it was okay to release his grip on the chair and stand up.

She caught the look. "I think your stepmother taught you well," she said. "We really are finished with the lesson. However, to show you that I'm not a completely insensitive witch, I would like to treat you to dinner at Barney's. What do you say?"

The sudden shift in her demeanor surprised him. When he stood and turned to face her, there were a few tears glistening in his eyes. She saw the tears, held out her arms, and pulled him into an innocent embrace. While he shed a few more tears, she gently rubbed his back.

"It's okay, Jonas," she said. "I know at heart you're a good boy and you mean well. Now, straighten up and let's go get some dinner."

When she released him from the embrace, he rubbed his hands over his eyes and backed up a step, nearly tripping over the chair. They both chuckled. Then, for the first time, he felt the ache radiating from his wounded bottom and cupped his cheeks with his hands. The pain began to dull enough so that he realized he was also incredibly aroused, his erect penis poking at the constraint of his boxer shorts. He flushed and turned his face away from Marcia.

She flashed him a large knowing smile. "I'm flattered, Jonas. I really am. I have to admit that I'm feeling a little warm myself." She chuckled and reached for a light North Face jacket. She pushed past him and opened the office door. "Okay, let's get some dinner. And remember, what happens in the office, stays in the office."

Jonas followed her out of the office and closed the door behind him. As before, he admired the way her shapely body moved inside the dress. In spite of the harsh lesson he just experienced, he felt good for the first time in a long time. A woman had thought enough of him to take control, and he had let her. He understood that perhaps his life was finally moving in the right direction.


Chapter Six

At Kilgore University, Barney's was an institution, having been a campus gathering spot for as long as the university had been in existence. Of course, Barney Sims, the original Barney, was long dead, as was his son, Barney, Jr. Now the old restaurant was owned and operated by Barney Sims, the Third. But it still retained its old world charm with its dusty tile floor, wooden tables, unpolished bar and quiet booths.

Marcia and Jonas chose a booth next to a window and away from the noisy bar area. They sat across from each other in seats made of red leather that probably dated back to the nineteen eighties or earlier. The table itself was much older. On the sides, generations of Kilgore students had carved their initials. The oldest was JP '52.

The waiter identified himself as Mike. He was young, probably a junior or senior. Everyone knew that Barney didn't hire anyone who wasn't a student at Kilgore. Most moved on after graduation, but a few stayed to work in the busy kitchen or help train the novices. Marcia ordered a glass of the house white wine. Jonas, who rarely drank alcohol in deference to his stepmother, ordered iced tea.

While they sat sipping their drinks and waiting for their dinners, Marcia looked over at her companion and gave him another of her unnerving smiles.

"Well, Jonas, you don't look none the worse for wear. How do you feel?"

How do I feel? That was the million dollar question. In truth, he wasn't quite sure how to respond to the question because he wasn't entirely sure how he felt at the moment. "I thought you said what happens in the office stays in the office."

She gave him an uncertain look. "I'm not asking you to relive the experience. I'm asking how you feel about it."

At the moment, he was feeling like a petulant child. "How should I feel about it?"

Her expression hardened as she fixed him with her eyes. "Jonas, don't tempt me to take you back to the office for another lesson, this one a little more intense." Her mouth shifted into a sly smile. "Or is that what you want?"

He realized that a part of him was foolishly testing her. He liked being with her, being the object of her attention. But he didn't want to go back to the office. "I'm sorry," he said, dropping his eyes to the tabletop. "But honestly, I don't really know how I feel right now."

She reached across the table and patted his hand, just like his stepmother used to do sometimes. "I understand," she said gently. "I imagine it is a bit confusing. But... you need to be careful with what you say and how you say it."

He nodded, accepting that Marcia Danvers was firmly in control.

Just then, their dinners arrived.  Marcia had ordered a chef salad. The plate in front of her appeared to contain enough food for two people. Jonas, who had been living on ramen noodles, macaroni and cheese, and canned beef stew, was tempted to order a steak but settled for the fish and chips. His portion was also large enough for two people.

For a while, the two ate in relative silence, content to watch the ebb and flow of the busy restaurant. Then, with her salad half finished, Marcia put down her fork, took another swallow of her wine, and glanced up at her companion and employee.

"Jonas, tell me more about your stepmother."

He finished chewing the last of his fish. "What do you want to know?"

"You told me that she supported and encouraged you as you moved through school and that she died a couple of years ago. I would like to know what kind of woman she was and the kind of relationship you had with her."

Jonas felt both uncomfortable and a little petulant again. "Why do you want to know?"

Marcia scowled. "Jonas, if we're going to be friends, you have to learn to communicate with me. When I ask you about something, I expect a direct answer, not a question. Understand?"

He felt like a schoolboy again. He took a deep breath and swallowed what was left of his defensive arrogance.

"Well... her name was Martha and she married my father after my mother died. I was really young and don't remember my mother or my father marrying Martha." He paused and saw that she was watching him intently. "My father was a defense contractor. He disappeared when I was ten. I think he had been working somewhere in the Middle East at the time - at least that's what we were told. He was presumed dead, although his body was never found."

Marcia reached across and patted his hand again, this time leaving her hand on his. "That must have been awful for you."

He nodded. "It was rough for a while," he said, relishing the feel of her hand. "But in truth, I wasn't that close to my father because he was gone so much. My stepmother raised me. We got a pretty good settlement from the government and my father's company, but my stepmother had to go back to work as an elementary school teacher. She pushed me to do my best in school and, I guess you could say, kept me on the straight path. I don't think I would have finished the doctorate if I hadn't promised her."

"She sounds like my kind of woman," Marcia declared. "So, was she a strict disciplinarian?"

Jonas flushed slightly. He wanted to ask Marcia why she wanted to know, but he checked himself - another lesson learned.

"When she had to be, I guess," he replied.

Marcia sensed his discomfort. "She spanked you, didn't she?"

His blush deepened. Although he wasn't exactly ashamed that his stepmother spanked him, he certainly didn't want anyone else to know about it. It had been a part of his life that he had guarded, kept deep within himself. He nodded sheepishly, somehow realizing that she would see right through a lie.

She smiled. "It's okay, Jonas. Nothing to be ashamed of. A lot of men need to be reeled in by the strong hand of a woman who loves him. In fact, if you put yourself in the hands of a loving woman, there's no limit to what you can accomplish. You're a good example of that - and probably could be again. Just imagine how successful Poe would have been if Virginia or her mother had taken control of him, applied harsh discipline every time he took a drink or lapsed into depression."

Jonas thought about that for a moment. He knew from his research that Edgar Allan Poe had been a victim of his own self-destructive tendencies. He tried to imagine Poe's young wife Virginia or her mother, his Aunt Maria, whipping him with his own belt or spanking him with one of their hairbrushes. It was just too bizarre to consider.

He smiled in spite of himself and announced, "Well, I guess we'll never know the answer to that." Marcia didn't respond to that comment, and Jonas sensed it was time to shift the conversation. "I've told you practically everything about me," he said. "But I know next to nothing about you."

"Fair enough. Would you like the full story or do you want me to measure out my life with coffee spoons?"

Jonas couldn't help smiling at the allusion to J. Alfred Prufrock. Although he favored Poe, Eliot had always been one of his favorite poets. "I don't know about the coffee spoons, but I would like to know a little more about you."

She put down her fork, took a sip of wine, and leaned back against the seat. "My parents split up when I was pretty young. I remember they weren't exactly hippies, but neither could hold a job for very long and I think they were both into serious drugs. After the split, my mother and I moved in with her older sister Hanna, who was by then a reference librarian and finishing her doctorate. She got my mother a job here on campus, which remarkably she was able to keep until I was in high school. Then I think the demons took possession of her again. She met some loser and they went on the road, I guess searching for Jack Kerouac's America. I stayed with my aunt and have, more-or-less, followed in her footsteps, with one exception."

"What's that?" Jonas asked.

"Aunt Hanna never married and has, in fact, little use for men. I don't know for sure, but I don't believe she's a lesbian or anything. She's always been too dedicated to the library to have any kind of relationship. I, on the other hand, like men - or at least a certain type of man. I was even married once."

Instinctively, Jonas glanced at the third finger of her left hand. There was no ring on it. "Really?"

"We dated off and on through our undergraduate years. And after we graduated, it just seemed like the thing to do. We lasted six months." She paused and looked over at Jonas.

He wanted to ask what happened, but he thought better of it.

Marcia smiled. "It was a control issue," she said. "As you no doubt realize by now, I need to be in complete control of my life and of the people I allow in it. Miller never quite got that. He wouldn't even let me discipline him when he needed it, wouldn't let me train him to be a better man. So, we split up. I'm open to the possibility of another relationship, but it has to be on my terms. End of story."

Jonas couldn't help wondering, by the way Marcia kept looking at him, if she didn't see him as that 'certain type of man'... he wasn't sure how he felt about that. He took a quick glance at her. She was very attractive in her own unadorned way - nothing pretentious about her at all. And she certainly knew who she was and what she wanted out of life. These were qualities he had always admired in a woman, qualities his stepmother had possessed. Now he was both aroused and confused at the same time.

Marcia signaled to Mike to bring her the check and a couple of to-go boxes, effectively ending their dinner conversation.

A few minutes later, they were standing on the sidewalk outside the restaurant. The sun was setting and there was a chill settling in, more than a hint of fall. Jonas pulled his jacket tighter around him.

Marcia clutched her box of leftover salad. "Well, Jonas, I think we made some progress this evening," she said. "However, I must warn you that I will tolerate no backsliding. I'm going to be watching you very closely and if I receive any more complaints we will have another more serious training session. Do you understand?"

He understood, but he couldn't help feeling just a little cheeky. "Do I need to say yes, ma'am out here on the sidewalk?"

She chuckled. "I guess you really did learn something today," she said. "No, I won't have you embarrass yourself." She took a step closer to him and gave him a quick innocent kiss on his cheek. "Good night, Jonas. Get some rest. Tomorrow is a new day." She turned and walked away.

Jonas was momentarily stunned. For at least a minute, he stood where he was, watching her walk away. Then he moved in the opposite direction, heading for his old car that would take him to his old house.


Chapter Seven

For the next two weeks, Jonas Weatherly was focused and dedicated to his job. He came early and stayed late, acquainting himself with every resource the vast library had to offer. He even received compliments from two members of the prestigious music faculty. He felt proud of himself for the first time in at least two years.

On a rainy Friday in early October, just as he was about to close, Marcia stopped by. She smiled broadly when she saw him in a corner of the library cataloging some new music scores.

"Hi, Jonas," she called.

He paused and looked up. Even though he knew he had no reason to be nervous, he was anyway. Just the sight of Marcia, wearing her usual formless knit dress with a raincoat casually thrown over her shoulders, caused flutters in his stomach. Still, he was happy to see her, happy that she was smiling at him. He hadn't forgotten the gentle kiss on the cheek she had given him outside the restaurant. "Hi, Marcia," he replied.

She walked over to where he was standing. "Keeping busy, I see."

"Always something to do."

"I can't tell you how pleased I am to see you taking this position seriously," she said. She paused and gazed at him, giving him the same look he had seen twice before, the look that had unnerved him. "You know, it may be time to begin training you for a new and better position. But not tonight. Aunt Hanna has tickets to the theater. But soon." She paused again and touched his hand. "Close up and go home, Jonas. We don't pay overtime, you know."

"I know." It was all he could think to say.

She chuckled at his apparent discomfort, then turned and walked away.

The following Sunday dawned clear and warm. The rain had moved on to the east. Jonas slept late and didn't bother to shower or trim his beard. At one-thirty, he was sitting in his recliner, eating a ham sandwich and watching football on television. He was wearing a blue Kilgore University tee shirt and blue lounging pants that hung on him like a limp sail.

When the doorbell rang, he jumped. The last time someone rang the doorbell had been early June. It turned out to be one of his neighbors asking him, in not so polite terms, when he was going to mow his lawn. The doorbell rang again while Jonas flashed back to that unpleasant encounter.

For a minute or two, he contemplated ignoring the ring, pretending that he wasn't home (or at least not home to any visitors). However, in a moment of clarity, he realized that whoever it was at the door either wouldn't go away or probably would be back. Might as well face it, he thought as he reluctantly got out of his chair and moved toward the door.

He opened the door and was shocked to see Marcia Danvers standing with the sun behind her. She was wearing a bright blue dress with a hem that stopped just above her knees. "Hi, Jonas," she said, smiling broadly.

Jonas was nearly stunned speechless. A part of him was happy to see her and even happier to see her natural beauty in the warm light of day. However, seeing her on his doorstep also filled him with dread.

"Marcia... this is a surprise. Is everything okay?"

"Of course," she said. "It's such a nice day that I decided to take a drive after church and ended up here. Can I come in?"

He nodded and backed up, clearing a space for her to enter. He wanted to ask how she knew where he lived, but he didn't. Once she was inside, he closed the door.

"I'm... sorry about how the place looks," he said, glancing around him at the dusty furniture and cluttered floor. He had never been much of a housekeeper. "I wasn't expecting company."

She too surveyed the front part of the house. "I can see that." She paused and shifted her gaze to her surprised host. "I hope you don't mind me dropping in like this. Are you busy?" Somehow she knew he wasn't.

And he knew that she knew. "No," he replied. "Just relaxing, having a sandwich and watching a little football."

She took a step toward the kitchen. "So this is where you live, huh?"

"This is the place, my ancestral home."

"Doesn't look very livable with all the dirt and clutter," she said. He opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off. "But I didn't come here to criticize necessarily, but to help."

"What do you mean?"

"Do you know how to clean?"

Although his stepmother had handled most of the housekeeping chores, even up to her last few weeks, he did know how to dust and run a vacuum cleaner. "Of course," he replied.

"Good," she said. "Tell you what. I am going to leave and return around four-thirty. While I'm gone, you are to clean this place thoroughly, including the kitchen and bathrooms. I simply can't abide a dirty house."

She was so direct that he wasn't at all sure how to respond. "Uh... what happens when you return?"

She flashed him a sly smile. "Well, that depends on how clean the house is," she said. "Do you want me to return?"

At that moment, Jonas realized just how lonely he was. He wanted Marcia to return and he wanted to please her.

"Yes, I do."

"Good. I was hoping you'd say that," she said. "Then you clean the house. I'm going to the grocery store. When I return, we'll make dinner together. I have a feeling that you don't cook much, if at all. We'll start with something simple, like pasta. Do you like pasta?"

"Yes," he said.

She glanced at her wristwatch. "Okay. You've got three hours, so you better get started and stay focused. You only get dinner if I think this place is perfect - or at least as perfect as you can make it. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. It somehow seemed almost natural for him to say it.

She patted his cheek. "Good boy," she said. "I knew you had potential." Then she opened the front door and walked out, leaving him with his mouth open.

After she was gone, he checked the time. It was one-forty. "Shit!" he said aloud. "I better get started."

For the next two hours, he moved through the house like a man possessed, like a man on a critical mission. While he worked, the image of Marcia in her bright blue dress dangled in front of him like a carrot on the end of a stick. He pictured himself standing next to her in his clean kitchen preparing dinner, dinner they would eat together. And after dinner, who knows? He had never felt like this before, so alive, so aware. It almost made him giddy.

When he finally stopped working at ten minutes after four, he felt happy and proud, aroused at the prospect of an attractive woman coming into his home to be with him. He couldn't remember the last time the house looked this good. Then he looked at himself and scowled.

"I can't let her see me like this," he muttered. Quickly, he moved to his bedroom, washed his face and hands, and changed into the only clean jeans and polo shirt he had.

At exactly four-thirty, the doorbell rang. This time, Jonas didn't hesitate. He opened the door and Marcia entered, carrying only her small canvas purse. Immediately, she glanced around and sniffed the air.

"Quite an improvement. I'm impressed." She motioned toward the open door. "I left some bags in the back of the car. Please bring them in while I get acquainted with your kitchen."

Jonas beamed as he said, "Yes, ma'am." He moved out into the bright fall sunshine to where Marcia's late model white Kia Soul sat in his driveway, putting his old Elantra to shame. In the back were four plastic bags filled with groceries. For an instant, he hesitated, wondering if he should bring in all the bags. She said bring in the bags, he thought. She didn't say which ones. He decided to follow her instructions as he understood them.

She smiled when she saw him struggling with the four heavy bags. "Put them on the counter next to the sink," she ordered. "Then we'll put everything away. I had a feeling you didn't have much to eat around here, let alone anything remotely healthy. That changes today."

For the next several minutes, working together, they stocked Jonas's nearly empty cupboards and refrigerator. When they were finished, Jonas was amazed.

"Thank you, Marcia," he said in the most sincere voice he could muster.

She chuckled and gently patted the side of his face with her right hand. "You're welcome," she said. "Now, it's time for your first cooking lesson. Can you boil water?"

He laughed in spite of himself. "Yes, of course." He'd been making ramen noodles practically every day for the past two years. He picked out a large plastic bowl and started for the sink.

She laughed along with him. "I meant not in the microwave."

His face flushed. He put the bowl down on the counter. "Oh." He dug out a large aluminum pan, filled it with water, and set it down on the front burner of the stove. "Like this?" he asked.

She nodded her approval and gently patted his backside.

Thirty minutes later, they were sitting at his now clean kitchen table eating angel hair pasta with meat sauce, garden salad, and garlic bread. It was the first good meal Jonas had had at home since his stepmother died.

When they were finished, Marcia pushed back her chair and stood up. "I trust you know how to clean a kitchen," she said.

Jonas also stood up. "I do."

"Good, because I'm going to leave you to do it." She picked up her purse off the counter and started for the door. "I hate to eat and run, but I have some work of my own to get done."

"Well..." Jonas started, a bit disappointed that she wasn't going to stay. "Thank you for the food and the lesson."

She stopped at the door. "Do you have plans for next Saturday evening?"

"No," he replied.

"Then I will see you here around five or so," she said. "We'll have another lesson. And Jonas, I expect the house to be spotless when I arrive. Okay?"

"Of course," he said, already excited at the prospect of another evening with Marcia.

She took a step toward him and kissed him on the cheek, just like she had outside the restaurant. "I like you, Jonas," she said. Then she opened the door and moved out into the cool fall air, leaving a little of her scent behind.

As he watched her get in her car and back down the driveway, he felt happy and ambivalent at the same time. A part of him couldn't help but wonder if she was merely teasing him, toying with him as though he was not a man but only some kind of plaything.

He touched the part of his cheek that she had kissed and realized that he didn't care what her motives were. An attractive woman was paying attention to him, and he liked it.

The last woman to do that had been Gretchen Cook, a fellow graduate student. That had been two years ago. Not long after his stepmother's funeral, Gretchen had taken him aside and given him a long hug. And after the hug, she had looked him in the eye and told him that if he ever needed anything, she was there for him.

He hadn't followed up on that, and six months later she was engaged to be married. He received an invitation to the wedding but chose not to attend, the memory of the hug and the possible lost opportunity still fresh in his mind.

If this time with Marcia Danvers was an opportunity, he was determined not to let it pass.


Chapter Eight

From Monday on, as the week progressed, Jonas became more and more anxious. So much so, in fact, that he could barely function. When Marcia called at four-thirty on Friday afternoon, he was worried that she had received a complaint about him and was ordering him to her office for another training session - or worse.

He was very relieved to detect a congenial tone in her voice when she said, "Hello, Jonas."

Still, he was a bit ambivalent when he responded with, "Hi, Marcia. Is there a problem?"

There was a slight pause at the other end of the phone. "No problems, Jonas. What makes you think that?"

"I'm sorry," he said. "I've just been a little... anxious this week."

He could hear her smiling at his discomfort. "Understandable," she said. "I was just calling to remind you that I'll be at your house at five tomorrow. I'll bring the groceries. Do you like chicken?"

"I love chicken."

"Good. I won't ask about potatoes because all men like those. How about broccoli?"

He rolled his eyes. His stepmother had loved broccoli, calling it nature's perfect food. It didn't stop her from getting cancer, he thought. "It's not my favorite, but I can eat it."

She chuckled. "Well, maybe I'll bring a different vegetable. I'll see you tomorrow afternoon at five. And, Jonas, remember, the house better be spotless." Then the phone went dead before he had a chance to respond.

He remembered very well her instructions regarding the house. He had cleaned all evening on Monday and Tuesday. Since then, he had been almost afraid to touch anything. He knew he would be cleaning again tomorrow afternoon, probably all the way up until five.

Saturday was a beautiful day in early October. The air was crisp and clear; the leaves were just beginning to take on their fall colors. Jonas finished his nine-to-noon shift at the library and hurried home, barely noticing the brilliance of the weather. He only had one thing on his mind: another lesson from Marcia Danvers and her injunction that the house better be spotless.

As soon as he arrived home, he inspected every square inch, from the front porch to the bathrooms to the three bedrooms to the kitchen. Everything was as perfect as it was going to be. He had even mowed the lawn, raked the leaves, and cleaned off the back patio.

When he was satisfied with the house, he studied himself in the bathroom mirror. His beard was neatly trimmed. His khaki pants and oxford shirt were neat. His hair was combed. He was ready for the visit.

But by four-thirty he was restless and anxious. He wanted a bottle of water but was afraid to touch anything in the kitchen. He settled for getting a drink of water from the bathroom and throwing the disposable cup away in the can in the garage. He settled in his recliner and found a college football game on television.

Finally, just as he was about to lose his mind, the doorbell rang at precisely five o'clock. He turned off the television and rushed to the front door. He opened it to find Marcia standing on the stoop wearing a gray loose fitting tee shirt dress and black Mary Jane shoes. Her dark blond hair was combed down over her shoulders. She was carrying a large white canvas tote bag.

Jonas's eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets when he saw her - a plain-looking but beautiful woman standing there smiling at him. She pushed past him into the house, almost as though she lived there. "There are two bags in the back of the car," she said. "Will you bring them in please while I get the kitchen set up?"

"Sure," he said.

When he returned to the kitchen, carrying two plastic bags filled with food, Marcia had already laid out a large baking pan and several utensils. Among the utensils was a heavy wooden spoon with a long handle.

"What's the wooden spoon for?" Jonas asked as he unloaded the bags.

She smiled. "Well, I noticed last week you didn't have one," she said. "Among other things, it's good for stirring spaghetti sauce."

"I thought we were having chicken."

"We are."

Jonas eyed the big spoon suspiciously. "So what other uses does the spoon have?"

Her smile widened. "Let's just hope you don't have to find out." Then she quickly opened the trays of chicken breasts, thighs, and legs that she had brought. "Have you ever baked chicken?" she asked.

"No," he replied, his attention momentarily diverted away from the spoon.

"Okay, Jonas, it's time for your next cooking lesson. I'll walk you through it step-by-step. But first, you need to wash your hands. Then turn on the oven and set the temperature at 350 degrees."

For the next fifteen minutes, under Marcia's watchful eye, Jonas carefully coated each chicken piece with breading, placed it in the baking pan, and put the pan in the oven, along with two large potatoes. When he was finished, he turned to his guest. "How long does it need to bake?"

"About an hour and a half," she replied.

"Well... what do we do while it's baking?"

Marcia flashed another smile at him, this one a little wicked. She extracted a bottle of white wine from her tote. "We have a glass of wine and move on to the next lesson."

"I don't drink," he said.

She opened the bottle and took two glasses out of the cupboard. She poured a small amount of the wine into the glasses. "Jonas, if you're going to be with me, you need to at least share some of this wine." She took a sip and handed the other glass to Jonas.

He nodded and reluctantly accepted the glass. He took a very small sip and was a bit surprised as to how good it tasted. "What's the next lesson? Or is this it?"

She set her glass down on the counter. "No," she said. "The next lesson is a little more personal." Then, while he watched in shock, she pulled the tee shirt dress over her head, exposing her lean but sturdy body, completely naked. She laughed and picked up the wooden spoon. "Let's find out how much you know about women and how much I need to teach you about pleasing me." She looked at him. "You have been with a woman before, haven't you?"

Jonas thought for a moment. Although his experience was limited, he was no virgin. But the last time he had really been with a woman had been when he was twenty and a junior at Kilgore. He could only remember that her name was Stacy (or had it been Susan?) and that she had sat next to him in a couple of his advanced literature classes. She wanted to be a poet, he recalled, but her poetry was pretty bad.

Of course, he was smart enough not to tell her that. She flirted with him and he flirted back, even though she was not the most attractive woman in the world. They went out on a few dates and finally ended up in bed together just before the end of the fall semester. He had enjoyed the sex, which was pretty basic and predictable. But he didn't think too much of her as a person. She was brash and talked only about herself. When spring semester came, they weren't in any classes together and eventually drifted apart and lost contact with each other. He wasn't sorry to lose her, although he did miss the sex... but not enough to pursue another relationship.

As he looked at Marcia, standing in his kitchen, her blue eyes beckoning and her body glistening with anticipatory sweat, he felt almost like a schoolboy again, totally in awe and very unsure of himself. "Of course, I've been with a woman before," he stammered.

She took his hand. "Not so recently, I imagine," she said. "Well, let's go to the bedroom and find out how much you remember." She glanced at the clock as she was draping her discarded dress over the back of a kitchen chair. "We have about an hour to see how many times you can make me come. You do have clean sheets on your bed, don't you?"

Although there was no way he could have anticipated this outcome, he had changed the sheets on Wednesday. "I... uh... changed the sheets on Wednesday," he managed to mumble.

"Good enough," she said. She touched his fingers, which were trembling slightly. She scowled. "Don't tell me you're afraid."

This statement got his attention. He wasn't necessarily afraid; he just couldn't believe this was really happening, that the beautiful naked female in front of him wasn't some kind of illusion or a dream from which he would awaken frustrated and lonely.

"No, I'm not afraid."

"Good. Because I certainly don't offer my body to just any man. You have to prove you're worthy. You have to prove you're trainable. I believe you've done that." Without any warning, she retracted the wooden spoon and struck his bottom twice in rapid succession. "Now, wake up and quit wasting time. Are we going to your bedroom or not?"

Jonas winced slightly although, in truth, the spoon hadn't hurt that much. But it did wake him up and convince him he wasn't dreaming. He took her hand and led her to the largest of the three bedrooms, his eyes never leaving her body.

Once they were in the bedroom, Marcia shook free of his hand and looked the room over. In the center under the window was a queen-size bed covered by a brown quilt. On either side were small tables. There were also a six-drawer dresser and a rocking chair. A door in one wall opened to a closet.

She stood in the middle of the room and nodded, mostly to herself. "This will do nicely," she said. Jonas stood by her side like a puppy waiting for instructions. After a minute or so, she turned to him. "Do you have any condoms?"

His eyes widened. "No."

"I had a feeling you wouldn't. In fact, I think I would have been disappointed if you had," she said. "Inside the tote there is a zippered pocket. Look in there."

For an instant, he didn't move, still in denial that a naked woman was actually in his bedroom, telling him to get a condom.

Once again, she struck him across his backside with the spoon. "Are you deaf?" she said. "Go get the condoms."

Like the puppy he resembled, he scurried out of the bedroom. He found three foil-wrapped packets and scurried back. When he entered the bedroom, he stopped. Marcia was lying on the bed. She was on her back and her legs were spread, exposing her neatly trimmed pubic area. Her labia were already glistening with natural lubricant. His eyes bulged and his mouth gaped open. He had never seen a woman like this before, at least not in the flesh. Even when he and Stacy (or Susan) were having sex in her tiny apartment, he hadn't seen her naked body spread out before him, not like this anyway.

Marcia smiled at what she took for his admiration. "Thank you, Jonas," she said. "Now, take your clothes off and show me what you've got under there. Let me see what I've got to work with."

He flushed and was a little embarrassed, although he didn't know why he should be. It only made sense that at some point he would need to remove his clothes. He pulled his shirttails out of his khakis and began to unbutton his shirt.

She held up a hand to stop him. "Wait," she said. "Have you ever seen the Chippendales?"

He had a vague awareness of who the Chippendales were. "No, I haven't."

"Well, no matter," she said. "Do a slow striptease for me."

He nodded as though he understood and finished unbuttoning his shirt. When he had it completely unbuttoned, he pulled each sleeve down and off his shoulder. Then he turned and removed the shirt. He tossed it on the rocking chair. He did the same with his white undershirt, exposing his bare chest and soft abdomen. Again, he was a little embarrassed, this time because he was no well-muscled athlete and he knew his body reflected that sad truth.

But, as he stole a glance at Marcia, he noted that she was still watching him, one finger tracing the nipples on her firm breasts. Okay, Jonas, he told himself. Go for it. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and very slowly peeled them down to his feet, revealing his white boxer shorts and the erection they held back. He kicked off his Crocs and removed the pants completely, leaving them bunched up on the floor like a dead animal.

Finally, with his back still to her, he wriggled out of his shorts and let them fall to the floor. He stepped out of them and rotated so that he was facing her again. His erection was pointing directly at her.

She smiled once more. "Not bad," she said. "I knew you had potential." She pointed to her labia and clitoris. "Now, come over here, get up on the bed, and put your head between my legs. Have you ever tongued a woman before?"

He had read about it, but it was definitely not something he and Stacy had ever done. "No."

"Well, no matter," she said. "I think once you get in position, you'll know what to do. And if you don't..." She picked up the wooden spoon and clutched it in her right hand. "I'll teach you until you get it right."

Jonas wasn't too sure about doing what she was asking him to do. It just didn't seem natural. But then again, as he gazed at the fleshy space between her legs, he understood that he would do just about anything she told him to do. She had complete control. She was the teacher, and he was eager to learn.

Almost as though he were someone else, he moved to the end of the bed and climbed up onto the quilt-covered surface. Marcia spread her legs as far as she could and bent them slightly at the knees. "Bend down with your butt up; stick out your tongue and lick my clitoris and labia until I tell you to stop."

As instructed, he got on his knees and lowered his head toward her pubic area. The subtle but mildly pungent aroma of her sex nearly overpowered him, and he hesitated.

She raised the spoon and struck his upturned bottom twice. "Get started," she ordered in a voice thick with lust and need.

He winced, realizing that the pain inflicted by the spoon over bare skin was much worse than it had been over two layers of cloth. Fearing another strike from the spoon while at the same time curious as to what her sex tasted like, slowly he extended his tongue until it made contact with her labia. He was pleasantly surprised to find that the taste, although perhaps a bit salty, wasn't bad.

Very carefully, he moved his tongue upward, but stopped when he felt another shot from the spoon. "Quit messing around and lick me like you mean it," Marcia said.

Jonas extended his tongue and this time found her clitoris. Then his mind just went blank, as his tongue seemed to know what to do without any additional instruction or interference. For several minutes, he licked vigorously, swirling his tongue around her clitoris and labia, occasionally straying beyond the folds into her vagina.

He was so fixated on what he was doing that he didn't notice that her body was becoming more animated and her breathing more heavy. Finally, she shrieked in pleasure and clamped her legs together around his head, nearly choking him.

"Jonas... stop," she ordered in a voice he barely recognized.

She relaxed her legs, and her whole body seemed to go limp. He raised his head and took a deep breath. Slowly his conscious self began to return, and he wondered what he should do next. He didn't have long to wait.

After a couple of minutes, Marcia got her breathing under control. She gently touched his head with her hand. "That was pretty incredible," she declared. "I like a man who's a quick learner. But we are far from finished." She scooted back away from him and drew her legs together. "Get up and get a condom, but don't put it on. Then lie down on your back on the bed. When you're in position, I will put the condom on you and ride your dick for all you're worth. I will be on top. I will always be on top."

She paused, took a breath, and picked up the spoon. "But, Jonas, I must warn you that if you come before I do, I will give you a spanking you're not likely to forget. And then we'll start all over again. Understand?"

He pulled himself up to his knees again. He looked at her, savoring the sight of her naked body glistening with sweat. And with her taste on his tongue and her smell in his nose, he could only think of one thing. He wanted to please her so she would please him. "Yes, ma'am."

He followed her instructions to the letter. Less than a minute later, she had rolled a condom down over his penis, then straddled him and inserted the penis deep within her. Like a woman possessed, she rocked back and forth; she bucked and moaned, obviously caught up in world all of her own.

Jonas tried desperately to hold back until she was finished, although he wasn't quite sure he would know when that was. He attempted to divert his mind, think about something, anything other than the naked woman riding his penis and how much pure pleasure her motion was giving him. For a moment, he thought about Poe and his young wife Virginia. She was so young when they married and she never got pregnant. Jonas couldn't help wondering if they ever had sex. Maybe that was Poe's problem, he mused. Or at least one of them.

While he was contemplating what kind of lover Poe was, Marcia shrieked, then shrieked a second time as her body became even more animated. In some part of his brain, he took this as the sign he was waiting for and let loose, attempting to insert himself even deeper inside her. A minute later, he too groaned and flooded the condom with his semen.


Chapter Nine

Now both spent and sated, Marcia lifted herself off his body, letting his flagging penis droop. Then her body went limp and she stretched out next to him, resting her head on his shoulder. He responded by wrapping her in his arms and kissing her forehead. For several minutes they lay together silently, her hand stroking his chest. He could feel himself falling asleep, relaxed and happy for the first time in a long time.

"That was pretty amazing," she said in a near whisper, the lust all gone from her voice. "Better than I was expecting, I have to say."

He gathered his breath and smiled. "Well, you're a pretty good teacher."

She returned his smile. "I am, aren't I?" She kissed him on the cheek, extricated herself from his embrace, and stood up. She glanced at the digital clock on the bedside table. "I wouldn't mind doing that again," she said. "But the chicken will be done in less than thirty minutes and we still have a cooking lesson to complete." She picked up the wooden spoon and headed for the door. "I need to use your bathroom. Get rid of the condom, get dressed, and meet me in the kitchen."

"Yes, ma'am," he whispered as he watched her naked backside wiggle slightly and her tangled hair bounce on her strong shoulders as she walked away from him. He slipped out of bed, re-dressed, and moved to the kitchen. He saw that the bathroom door was closed as he passed.

When he reached the kitchen, he noticed that Marcia's dress was no longer on the chair. He also smelled chicken baking, and he realized he was hungry and ready to resume the cooking lesson.

Marcia joined him a few minutes later. She was wearing her tee shirt dress and had smoothed down her hair. She smiled when she saw Jonas. "Okay, let's progress to making salad and opening a can of green beans and heating them in the microwave." She picked up her glass of wine and took a long sip.

After dinner, Marcia began to pack her tote bag while Jonas cleared the table. "Aren't you going to stay for a while?" He was hoping she would spend the night with him, perhaps going another round in the bedroom.

She shook her head. "No, I can't stay," she said. "I have church in the morning. Besides, it's too early for a sleepover." She smiled when she said sleepover. She snapped the tote bag closed and kissed him on the cheek. Then she turned toward the door. "I like you, Jonas Weatherly," she declared. "I like you a lot. Perhaps we can have another cooking lesson next Saturday... if you're not busy."

His face brightened. "I'll have to check my calendar," he said with a hint of sarcasm in his voice. "But I'm pretty sure I'm not busy."

"Good," she said. "How does the lasagna sound? It takes a while to bake."

"Sounds good."

He walked her to the door and watched her get in her car and pull down the driveway, remembering that she was naked under the dress. When he went back into the kitchen to finish cleaning up, he noticed that she left the wooden spoon on the counter. He chuckled when he saw it, thinking to himself how truly effective her training method was, at least on him. He also recalled that his stepmother had always used the hairbrush on him. It too was effective.

The next day, Sunday, Jonas was surprisingly tired after having spent a restless night attempting to sort out his disjointed feelings. As he puttered around the house, tidying up, he also felt truly lonely. Marcia had sparked something deep within him, a desperate longing, and he knew he didn't want to be alone anymore. He tried to fill the long afternoon with professional football, then yardwork, then reading. But the feelings of emptiness remained.

Monday morning was busy at the library. The semester was now half over, and the students, especially the graduate students, were getting anxious to complete projects and prepare for exams.

Jonas got so involved helping a student with a project on Samuel Barber that he didn't notice Marcia sitting in the small librarian's office. It was nearly one o'clock by the time he managed to break away. He smiled when he saw her waving at him.

"Hi, Marcia," he said when he entered the office.

She returned his smile. "Hi, Jonas," she said. "Don't worry, you're not in trouble. I thought you might need a break so I brought some lunch. Close the door."

Jonas closed the door and sat down in the wooden chair next to the desk. "It's good to see you," he said, not able to take his eyes off her, remembering what she looked like naked and riding his penis.

Marcia opened a bag and extracted two plastic bowls and two bottles of water. "I got us a couple of salads from the student cafeteria. I don't know what you normally eat for lunch, if anything, but I want you to start eating a healthier diet. I hope you won't take this the wrong way, but I couldn't help noticing that your body looks a little soft. You will need to work on that."

Even though he knew exactly what she meant, he didn't particularly like hearing it. "What do you mean?"

She lifted the top off the bowl of salad and handed him a plastic fork. "It's very simple, Jonas. If you want to be with me, you need to be physically fit. Are you happy with the way your body looks and feels?"

He remembered how embarrassed he had been when he did the striptease for her. It was very obvious that he was no Chippendale. "Not really."

She smiled again and patted his hand. "It's not that you weren't good the other night," she said in an attempt to mitigate the critique. "But you really need to get in better shape - you know, eat better and exercise. In fact, I think you need to start this evening. When I come on Saturday, I will expect to see you do ten pushups and ten sit ups. Is that asking too much?"

Perhaps this is part of the training she mentioned earlier, he thought. "No."

She pulled a sheet of paper from her tote and laid it on the desk. "I won't be bringing the food on Saturday. Here is the list of items you will need to have. I assume you know how to shop."

"Yes, I know how to shop." The tone of his voice reflected the sarcastic way he felt.

Marcia scowled and paused for a few seconds to give him a cautionary look. "Okay. Look over the list, make sure you understand it."

He took the list and scanned it, a bit surprised to find items that didn't seem to have anything to do with lasagna, such as eggs, bacon, and condoms. "I understand everything on the list," he said. "But I'm not sure I understand their use in making lasagna."

She smiled and patted his hand again. "You poor naïve soul," she said. "You need to stock up on a few items. Now, eat your salad so you can get back to work. You have patrons needing help and you don't want to appear lazy in front of your boss or get a complaint that would require another training session."

Although he knew she was teasing him, he understood the underlying threat. He definitely didn't want to experience another training session. He picked up the plastic fork and dove into the pile of lettuce, carrots, and tomatoes. "No, ma'am. I don't want to upset the boss."

Marcia stood up and loaded her salad bowl into her bag. She kissed Jonas on the cheek. "Aunt Hanna is away again this week, so I'll be pretty busy in the main library. I'll be over on Saturday around four. Don't forget to get all the items on the shopping list. And start exercising. I plan to test you on Saturday." Then she walked out of the office without waiting for a reply.

When he got home that evening, Jonas got down on the floor in the pushup position. He hadn't done a pushup since he was in high school and it showed. He managed to do four before he collapsed in a heap. After he recovered, he tried to do a sit up with the same result. "I'm in trouble," he said aloud.

Next, he thought about his diet, which still consisted mostly of cheap processed food. He had enjoyed the baked chicken on Saturday, and he had to admit that the salad Marcia had brought him wasn't bad. Time to get with the program, he thought.

For the rest of the week, Jonas ate salads for dinner and established an exercise regimen. By Friday, he could do seven pushups and eight sit ups. He was feeling pretty good about himself when he remembered the shopping list at eight o'clock. He knew he probably wouldn't have time to shop on his way home from the library tomorrow. Quickly, he grabbed the list and headed to the supermarket. He was very relieved to find it open. He was able to get everything on the list, including the condoms (although he was a little embarrassed to put those on the conveyor).

Along with the items on the list, he also bought a dozen fresh yellow roses. He had never before given a girl or woman roses. Am I in love? He couldn't help wondering.


Chapter Ten

By three-thirty on Saturday, Jonas was practically exhausted. He had cleaned every room in the house, including both bathrooms, changed the sheets on the bed, and stocked the cupboards and refrigerator. He had placed the condoms he purchased on the bedside table and arranged the roses in a red vase he found in the basement.

Satisfied that he could do no more, he sat down in the den and waited, knowing that Marcia was the most punctual person he had ever known. This afternoon, she lived up to expectations as the doorbell rang at precisely four o'clock. When he opened the door, he was somewhat surprised to see that she was wearing a white Kilgore University sweatshirt, black yoga pants, and white Reeboks. She was holding a large canvas tote bag.

Without saying hello, she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and made her way inside, obviously quite comfortable in the house. Once they were in the kitchen, she turned to Jonas. "Have you been exercising?" she asked.

"Yes," he replied, still a bit taken aback at her more casual attire. He realized at that moment that, except for the time when he saw her naked, he had always seen her in a dress.

"Can you do ten pushups and sit ups?"

He was tempted to lie, but thought better of it when he saw the determined look on her face and watched her take the wooden spoon from the utensil drawer.

"Not yet," he admitted.

"Well, let's see how many you can do."

"Right now?"

She scowled, clutched the spoon tightly in her right hand, and gave him a hard smack on his bottom. "There you go being stupid again. Of course, right now."

Still feeling the sting, he immediately dropped to the floor. He was able to do eight pushups and eight sit ups. When he was finished, he looked up at her hopefully. "I'm sorry," he said. "But this is an improvement since Monday."

"I can believe it," she said. "Okay, I won't punish you... this time. Get up off the floor and we'll progress to the next phase of your training."

Slowly, he raised himself up into a standing position, eyeing the wooden spoon as he moved. "What's the next phase?"

"Walking," she said. "We're going to take a brisk walk around your neighborhood. Do you think you can walk a mile in less than fifteen minutes?"

He thought for a moment. He had walked the extensive Kilgore campus, but he had never measured the distance or timed himself.

"I don't know."

She smiled. "Well, let's find out."

He almost blurted out right now, but stopped himself. "Okay." Marcia led him out of the house and onto the sidewalk.

"I took the liberty of measuring a course for us on the street. It may not be exactly a mile, but it will be close." She glanced at her watch. "Are you ready?"

"Lead on," he said. He couldn't help noticing how firm her backside appeared through the thin tight cloth of the yoga pants. He didn't see a panty line and wondered if she was wearing any panties. He could already tell that she wasn't wearing a bra.

Almost exactly fifteen minutes later, Marcia and Jonas were back on his driveway. She appeared cool, while he was sweating and out of breath.

"That was pretty good," she said. "At least you kept up with me. But you need to walk every day to get in better shape. And you have a nice neighborhood to walk in, I must say."

He gathered his breath. "What do we do now?"

She took his hand and turned him toward the front door. "Now you give me a bath," she said.

"Is that part of the training?"

She chuckled. "You might say that."

"I've never given a woman a bath before. I hope I don't disappoint you."

"Don't worry," she said. "I won't let you. I'm a very good teacher, remember?"

"I remember."

Ten minutes later, Marcia was sitting naked in the white porcelain bathtub Jonas's stepmother had used. Her body was covered with scented bubbles from the bath soap she had brought with her. Jonas was sitting on the side of the tub, washcloth in hand, gently rubbing every inch of her tingling flesh, lingering over the parts that she indicated.

"That feels really good," she said in a near whisper. After several more minutes, she looked at him and stood up, now breathless. "Dry me off," she ordered.

Jonas got a plush terrycloth towel and carefully wiped away the beads of water and bubbles. When she was completely dry, she sat down on the side of the tub and spread her legs as far as she could, exposing her very clean and glistening pubic area. "Get on your knees, come over here, and bring me off."

Once again, like the puppy he resembled, Jonas complied immediately. This time, he knew exactly what to do and did it quickly and efficiently. She came within minutes, squeezing his head between her thighs.

When she was recovered, she pushed him back with her foot and stood up. "Your turn will come later," she declared. "We still have lasagna to make. Go get out the ingredients while I use the bathroom."

He was a bit disappointed that she was dismissing him so casually, but he understood that she was firmly in control and that his turn would eventually come. He nodded and left her alone in the bathroom.

Later, she joined him in the kitchen. She was wearing only a long silk robe tied together with a thin cloth belt. He had trouble concentrating, thinking of the naked body contained within a few millimeters of soft silk. But with the help of a few well-placed strokes from the wooden spoon, he got the lasagna ready and in the oven.

When he had set the temperature, she stripped off the robe and took his hand. "Let's take advantage of the baking time."

"Yes, ma'am," he said and let himself be led down the hall and into the bedroom.

After the lovemaking, which had been intense, and the lasagna, Marcia and Jonas sat at the kitchen table, sipping red wine. She took his hand in hers across the cleared table and gazed at him with a serious expression on her pretty and unadorned face and said, "Jonas, I know we're still learning about each other, but I want to ask you a question."

He looked up at her. "What is it?"

She squeezed his fingers a little tighter. "Would you like for me to spend the night?"

He couldn't believe she was asking him that question. At that moment, he couldn't think of anything he wanted more than to sleep with Marcia and wake up with her in his arms.

"Yes, I would like that very much."

Her face broke into a large smile, then turned serious again. "I would like to spend the night with you as well," she said. "But there's one provision."

"Anything," he said.

"I want you to come to church with me in the morning. Church is very important to me, and I have a feeling it's probably not a high priority in your life. Do you even consider yourself a Christian?"

For an instant, Jonas wondered if this was yet another test. In reality, although his stepmother had gone to church fairly regularly up until a few years before her death, he himself had never considered it important. He took a deep breath and carefully considered his next words.

"Well, I was baptized, although obviously I don't remember that. My father was a non-practicing Catholic. My stepmother took me to church while I was growing up. I made first communion but not confirmation. So I would say I'm a Christian, but I confess I haven't thought much about church since I've been an adult."

"I am a Methodist," she said. "I've been involved with the Deacon Road Methodist Church since I was a teen. Since you don't seem to be a committed Catholic, I hope you don't see any conflict. So the question stands: will you come to church with me?"

As he thought about it, he realized that he would accompany her anywhere at any time. He just wanted to be with her. "It would be a privilege," he said.

Her face broke into the biggest smile he had ever seen. "Wonderful," she said. "I have a small overnight case and a dress in the back of my car. Will you get them for me please?"

He returned her smile and pushed back his chair. "Yes, ma'am."

"Jonas, one more thing," she said just as he was getting up. "Church is at 11. It looks like it's going to be nice in the morning, so we're going to take a walk before we go. Also, in the morning I will teach you how to make an omelet the way I like it. Okay?"

Jonas turned toward the door. "Whatever you want."

"I was hoping you'd say that," she said. "I just hope you really mean it."

As he looked back at her, saw her smiling at him and making herself comfortable in his house, he knew he really meant what he had just said.


Chapter Eleven

By mid-November, with the trees now stripped of their leaves and summer only a distant memory, Jonas Weatherly was almost fully trained (at least according to Marcia Danvers) and completely smitten. He treasured every moment he spent with Marcia and thought about her constantly when he wasn't with her. He had responded well to the training regimen and understood (or at least didn't protest) both times she had given him a serious spanking.

The first time was in the kitchen when she was showing him how to prepare a casserole. He hadn't bought the right kind of meat and made a sarcastic remark laced with a profanity when she called him on it. In an instant, she ordered to him to drop his pants and briefs and bend over one of the chairs. Once he was in position, she spanked him hard with a cutting board. Afterward, with his bottom glowing bright red, he vowed he would never make either mistake again.

The second time she spanked him they were in bed. As usual, she was on top with his penis deep inside her. However, this time, she took longer than usual to climax and he couldn't hold back. Very disappointed and just a little angry, she got off him and ordered him to kneel on the bed with his bottom up. Then she spanked him long and hard with his leather belt. While she was spanking him, he couldn't believe how much his simple belt could hurt.

After she was finished with the spanking, she made him tongue her to multiple climaxes until he was near exhaustion. Another lesson learned, he thought, as he studied the bruises on his bottom in the bathroom mirror.

Still, Jonas knew he was now a much better man than he had been only four months ago, when he had met Marcia for the first time. Somehow, it seemed longer than four months, almost another lifetime. He felt better than he had ever felt before in his life. He was eating healthier food and exercising regularly. He could now do twenty-five pushups and thirty sit ups. He could walk two miles in thirty minutes and was friendlier to his neighbors. His chest and abdomen weren't as soft as they used be. He had Marcia to thank for that.

At five o'clock on Friday two weeks before Thanksgiving, Jonas was closing up the library when Marcia came in, wearing a winter coat over her dress and leather boots over her tights. She went into the little office and beckoned him to join her.

Once they were seated, she took off her coat. "Jonas, I think it's time you actually met my Aunt Hanna," she said. "So, instead of me coming to your house tomorrow, I want you to come to my aunt's house - you already know I still live with her. Okay? Can you do that?"

As always, he knew he would do anything she asked of him. "Of course," he said. "I would love to meet Dr. Welsh and see where you live."

"Great," she said. "Aunt Hanna is anxious to meet you. I've told her all about you, so don't be nervous." She kissed him on the cheek. Then she stood up, put on her coat, and handed him a slip of paper. "This is the address. It's not too far from here. We'll expect you at one, and we'll have lunch. You won't even have to cook." She chuckled when she said that and gave him a little wave as she left the office. "See you tomorrow."

Her kiss still fresh on his cheek, he waved back. Don't be nervous, he thought as he remembered what she said. Right!

At two minutes before one o'clock, Jonas was standing at the front door of a very well-kept two-story colonial in an old but picturesque neighborhood only three blocks from the Kilgore campus. He took several deep breaths, then rang the doorbell. The sound of chimes echoed inside. He told himself not to be nervous, that everything would be all right.

Less than thirty seconds later, the door opened and he saw Marcia standing on the other side, resplendent in a knee-length brown dress and brown tights. Her hair was combed down over her shoulders. She flashed him a very warm welcoming smile, one that made him practically melt and fall to his knees. "Hi, Jonas," she said, stepping back. "Please come in."

Telling himself once more not to be nervous, Jonas stepped across the threshold and into a large light blue foyer with a gilt-edged mirror on one wall. On one side of the foyer was a spacious and airy living room in which there were a stone fireplace and several pieces of antique furniture. On the other side was a formal dining room. In the middle was a winding staircase leading to the second floor. The house appeared to be almost exactly as he had imagined it, a house worthy of the esteemed library administrator.

Marcia took his coat and hung it up in a closet under the stairs. She took his hand. "Aunt Hanna is in the kitchen. Let's go meet her."

She led him through the dining room and into a large country kitchen with updated appliances, cabinets, countertops, and flooring. Off to one side, near a door that led to a deck outside was a round oak table with four chairs. Sitting on white lace placemats on the table were three china plates.

Standing at the gas stove was a slender woman with straight gray hair that spilled down her back like a waterfall. She was wearing a long blue dress with a white apron over it. She turned when Marcia and Jonas entered and smiled.

"Aunt Hanna, this is Jonas Weatherly," Marcia said.

Hanna's face, obviously mature but relatively unlined, brightened even more. She extended her right hand. "Jonas, I am so pleased to finally meet you," she said in a calm clear voice. "Marcia has told me so much about you, and I'm sorry I haven't had the chance to meet you sooner. This has been a very busy semester for me. I've had to travel a lot."

Jonas extended his own hand and firmly grasped the warm fingers offered him. "It's a privilege, Dr. Welsh," he said. "You have quite a reputation at Kilgore."

"Not too bad a reputation, I trust," she quipped.

Instantly, Jonas wondered if he had made a mistake. "A very good reputation, I assure you."

She laughed and her blues eyes danced. "You're a gem, Jonas. I'm just teasing," she said. "And please call me Hanna." She turned back to the kitchen. "Now, please sit down both of you at the table. Lunch is ready."

Lunch was fairly simple: chicken salad sandwiches on toasted wheat bread accompanied by a tomato and vinegar salad. The beverage was iced tea. While they were eating, Hanna asked Jonas how he liked working at the library.

"I love it," he said diplomatically. The truth was that, while he didn't love the job, he thought he just might be in love with the boss.

"Good to hear it," Hanna said. "You know, you're the first PhD we've hired as an assistant... and the first male we've hired in a long time."

Jonas couldn't think of a suitable response to that revelation. He hadn't really noticed that he was the only male in the library system, but he did remember that Marcia had said that her aunt had little use for men. "I guess I should feel flattered," he managed to say.

Hanna took his comment seriously. "Yes, you should," she said. "My niece is a very good judge of character and thinks a lot of you." She paused for a few seconds and gazed at Jonas. "Tell me, do you think you'll stay with the system or is the library some place to be until something better comes along."

Suddenly, Jonas felt like he was close to dangling at the end of a long rope. He glanced over at Marcia. She was smiling at him. "Hanna, I'm not looking for anything else right now, better or otherwise. And I don't think I ever will."

Hanna also glanced at Marcia and smiled. "That was a good answer," she declared. Then she finished the sandwich she was eating and pushed her chair back. "I hope you don't mind if I leave the kitchen for you to clean up. I have a lecture to give this afternoon. Then, I'm off to a meeting with the trustees. I'm having dinner with some people at Carswell and I'll be spending the night at Becky's. I'll go to church with her in the morning, so I probably won't be home until afternoon - the frenzied life of a celebrity library administrator." She stood up. "Jonas, it was very good meeting you. I hope to see you more often."

Jonas stood up and was surprised when she pulled him into a light embrace. Her body was slim but definitely sturdy. They broke apart and she left the room without saying another word.

When they were alone in the kitchen, Jonas turned to Marcia. "Is she really as busy as all that?"

Marcia chuckled. "Yes and no," she said. "Not everyone knows this yet, but she is planning to retire from the library at the end of next semester. But she doesn't plan to sit around and read Shakespeare. She is writing a textbook and is making contacts all over the country and in Europe. I think she will be highly sought after as an expert on library science and the integration of technology." Marcia stood and picked up a couple of plates. "Besides, I don't think she really needs to spend the night at Becky's. It's just her way of leaving us alone for the night."

"Oh," Jonas said. "That was thoughtful of her."

"Yes, it was," Marcia said. "In fact, I need you to do what I have trained you to do. But first, clean up the kitchen, then join me upstairs, first bedroom at the top of the stairs. Okay?"

He could feel himself stir. "I'm not in trouble, am I?"

She touched his cheek. "I'll leave you guessing on that," she said. "Let's just say you better not disappoint me this afternoon."

"No, ma'am," he said as he watched her disappear toward the stairs, her firm bottom pressing against the material of her dress.

Two hours later, tired, sated, and clearly not disappointed, Marcia, her naked body glistening, sat up against the headboard of her double bed. Jonas was still on his back and nearly asleep. She reached over and lightly touched his head. "Jonas, please sit up. I want to talk with you for a moment."

He stirred as if rousing himself, then nodded and sat up next to her. He didn't say anything.

She kissed him gently on the cheek and touched his inner thigh. "Jonas, did you mean what you said when you told Aunt Hanna that you aren't looking for anything else?"

Jonas shook himself lightly to get oriented. He glanced over at his lover. "Yes, I did."

"So... what does that mean exactly?" she asked.

Recognizing that this was the probable onset of a serious discussion, he tried harder to get himself oriented. "I guess it means... if I've been looking for anything, I think I've found it."

"So then... how do you see yourself in, say, five years?"

He scowled. "That sounds like a job interview question."

"Interpret it any way you like," she said. "But please tell me."

"I'm honestly not sure I know how to answer your question. What are you looking for?"

"Comfort," she said quickly. "I want to be taken care of."

He looked at her. "So, you want a servant?"

"No," she replied. "I want a full partner, but one who will support me. And by that, I don't mean financially. I love my job, and I make a good living, certainly enough to support a household. And it will get better when my aunt retires, as I expect to be promoted to her position, which is what I have wanted for as long as I can remember." She paused and took a deep breath. "Because my career is so important to me, I want to be taken care of when I get home. I even believe I deserve to be pampered a little. Does that seem unnatural to you?"

Jonas wasn't entirely sure of anything at this moment. He settled for shaking his head.

"It probably does seem a little unnatural to a man," Marcia said. "But why should it? I mean, women have been doing the same for men for decades, even centuries. Men often trained their wives to take care of them, and no one thought anything of it. Why can't a man support a woman's ambition for a change? I'll bet your stepmother took good care of your father when he was home. You said yourself that she gave up her career for the two of you."

"I'm not disputing anything you're saying," Jonas said. "But what about love?"

"What about it?"

"Where does love fit into the equation?"

"What is love anyway?" Marcia asked. She held up her hand to stop Jonas before he could attempt a reply. "Jonas, I know you're a well-educated academic. You can probably give me ten different definitions of love. But who cares what the textbooks or novelists say about love? We're talking about two people now. We're talking about us, so let me ask you a couple of questions. Are you happiest when you're with me?"

He didn't have to think about how to answer that question. "Yes."

"Do you miss me when you're not with me?"

"Yes."

"Are you happy working at the library every day? And please don't lie because I'm also your boss."

"If I have to be honest, then not really."

She smiled at him. "And yet you're not looking for anything else because you think you've found it. Sounds like love to me. So, tell me: Do you want to keep what you've found?"

"I don't know what you mean exactly."

She touched his fingers. "I think you do," she said.  "Jonas, in spite of my ambition and my desire to be taken care of, in some ways, I'm an old-fashioned girl. So, if you want to keep what you've found, you need to ask me a question. After that, we can talk about moving forward." She closed her mouth and gazed at him expectantly.

At first, Jonas was confused and very nearly asked what the question was. But in the next moment, it struck him like a bolt of lightning. At that instant, his life, both his past and future, flashed inside his brain. His life before Marcia had been bleak, desolate, and virtually meaningless. His future without her appeared even worse.

In Marcia, in spite of the training (or perhaps because of it), he had found purpose, direction, and fulfillment. Did he want to keep what he had found? The answer to this question was absolutely.

So all I have to do is ask her the question I never thought I would ask any woman. Am I ready for the commitment?

He swallowed hard, leaned into her, and took her hand in his. This was one of those once-in-a-lifetime moments, and he considered his next words very carefully.

"Marcia Danvers," he began. "I love you, and I hope that you love me. I can't imagine a life without you. Will you do me the great honor of becoming my wife?" He gathered his breath and held it.

Marcia smiled at him and tightened her grip on his fingers. "That was very nice," she said. "Better than I was expecting. My answer of course is yes."

He let out his breath slowly. "Thank you."


Chapter Twelve

"Okay, then, it's settled," Marcia said. "Now, Jonas, if you've learned anything about me at all it's that I'm practical-minded and ambitious, certainly no hopeless romantic. So, like reasonable, rational, and intelligent adults, let's discuss how our life will be going forward."

Jonas sat up a little straighter against the headboard. He wasn't sure what he had been expecting after she accepted his proposal, but he probably should have known that she wouldn't just fall into his arms and profess her undying love for him. She had made it very clear that wasn't who she was. He knew she was right when she said she wasn't a hopeless romantic. It was one of the things he appreciated about her.

"Okay," he managed to say.

"First, you need to know, if you haven't already figured it out, that when I commit to something, I am all in. My first husband never understood that about me, which is one of the reasons why he left and I didn't pursue him. Second, since you already said you don't particularly like working at the library and don't seem to have much of a career plan, once we're married, you will quit your job and become a full time house husband." She paused and smiled. "Think of it as still having the same boss, just a different work place and job description. Also, although you are pretty well-trained now, I will continue to train you or re-train you, as necessary, to accommodate my needs and wants. You already know what my training methods are. Are we good so far?"

At first, he was a bit taken aback at what appeared to be more like a business negotiation than a life plan. Still, he thought, it is probably better to enter into this marriage with both eyes wide open and knowing exactly what to expect. But do I really want to be a house husband? he asked himself. The answer to that question was yes, if no meant living without Marcia. She was right, he had no career plan.

"Good so far," he said.

"Good," she said. "Now, we have two more things to settle. The first is a wedding date and the second is where we're going to live. Let's discuss where we're going to live first. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Obviously, we can't live here. Now, we could rent an apartment or buy a house. But neither of these seems very practical. Is your house paid off?"

"Yes," he replied, letting her control the discussion the way she controlled (and would control) every other phase of their life together.

She nodded. "That's what I thought. So that's settled. I like the house and I really like the neighborhood, so your house will become our house. Of course, I will want to make some modifications before I move in. I will give you more details next time I come over. Can you handle doing the modifications?"

This was happening so fast his head was beginning to spin a little. "I guess so," he said. "Depends on what you want. You already know I don't have very much money."

"Don't worry about the money," she said. "I'll take care of the expenses."

"Okay," he said without asking her how she could afford it. Practical minded and probably very thrifty, he thought. He already knew she didn't have an extravagant wardrobe, drove an inexpensive car, and lived with her aunt, most likely rent free.

"Now, as to the wedding date. I would prefer to have a very small ceremony at my church, with just a select few in attendance. Is that okay with you?"

He nodded. "That's fine. You know I don't have any family left and I sure don't have any friends."

She clutched his hand. "You have me," she said. "Now and forever."

He relished the feel of her fingers on his. "Yes, I have you."

"Then, let's set the date. Any thoughts?"

"Whenever you want."

"Well, I don't see much point in a long engagement," she said. "I don't think the modifications I want will take more than a few weeks to complete, if you're diligent. By next weekend, I will give you a detailed list of what I want done. You get cost estimates and then I'll give you the money. Also, tomorrow after church, we'll go the mall and pick out rings - nothing expensive; just a couple of gold bands you can afford." She paused for a moment. "The campus, including the library, is closed between Christmas and New Year, so that will be the best time. I think I can get Reverend Morris to perform the ceremony during the week. How about the Wednesday of that week?"

Again, he was amazed at how fast this was progressing, his entire future life planned for him in a matter of minutes. "Well," he began smiling. "I don't have my calendar with me, but I think that day will be okay. At least I don't have to worry about my boss giving me the day off."

Marcia leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips. "I like it when you show a sense of humor." Then she rolled out of bed and stood up, showing him the full length of her sturdy naked body. "I'm going to use the bathroom. When I come back, I will want you to take care of me like you did earlier. You won't disappoint me, will you?"

His greedy eyes roamed all over her body, the body that was now his to please forever. "No, I won't disappoint you... at least I hope I won't."

She gave him a mock scowl. "You know what will happen if you do disappoint me, don't you?"

He knew very well what would happen. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good." Then she turned and walked out of the bedroom.

Later that evening, after another marathon session of lovemaking, Marcia sat at the kitchen table. She had her laptop open in front of her. While Jonas cleaned up the kitchen after their simple dinner of spaghetti and meat sauce, she made up two to-do lists, one for her and one for him. She included after each item a completion deadline. As she was making up the lists, she didn't consult Jonas. She saw no need to.

The first item on both lists was buy rings. That was something they would accomplish together tomorrow. When she was finished with the lists, she printed them out and also e-mailed a copy of his list to Jonas. She stood up and walked over to where he was standing at the sink rinsing a pot.

"When you get home tomorrow evening, you need to study your to-do list very carefully. If you have any questions, call me immediately." She put a hand on his bottom and gave him a hard look. "Jonas, every item on your list is very important. You will need to focus and not get distracted. I will review the list with you at intervals. If you falter at all or miss a deadline by even one day..." She paused, retracted her hand, and gave his bottom a hard smack. "There will be serious consequences. Do you understand?"

The spank and the tone of her words got his attention quickly. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled and rubbed his bottom. "You're a good man, Jonas," she said gently. "But, like all men, you will occasionally get distracted by things that aren't important to your relationship with your wife. When that happens, I will remind you."

Keep your focus at all times, he told himself. But in reality, he knew she was probably right and that he would get reminded occasionally. As long as I don't mess up too badly and she doesn't leave me, I can handle being corrected, he thought. No risk, no reward, it really was that simple. He turned away from the sink and faced her.

"I love you and want to be with you always," he said. "You do whatever you need to do to help me become the man you've always wanted."

Her smile widened. "Do you really mean that, Jonas?"

"More than I've ever meant anything in my life."

She reached up and kissed him on the lips while keeping a hand on his bottom. "We complement each other," she said. "And we're going to be very good together and have a great life."

"Yes," he said in an almost dream-like voice. He was already thinking about the long stretch of years ahead and how his future seemed so much brighter than it had four months ago.

On Sunday afternoon, after church and lunch at Camden Roadhouse, Jonas and Marcia went to the jewelry store inside the Crystal Springs Mall. There they selected two matching yellow gold bands that Marcia was certain he could afford. The jeweler sized the bands, and Jonas paid for them.

When they left the jewelry store, Marcia asked Jonas if he had a good suit in which to be married. He said he did and that he would show it to her next weekend. She agreed and said that he could cross off the first two items on his to-do list. Only twelve more items to go, he thought as they were leaving the mall.

They both wanted to have another quick session of lovemaking when they returned to Hanna's house. However, they knew they couldn't when they saw Hanna's car in the garage. They settled for going inside and telling Hanna that they were engaged and had set a date for the wedding.

Hanna told them congratulations and hugged them both. "I will miss having Marcia around here," she said to Jonas. "But all I've ever wanted for her is to be happy. Now I can see that she is and will continue to be. You're my family now. Don't be a stranger, okay?"

Jonas nodded while Marcia looked on, smiling. "Hanna, it is a privilege to be included in your family."

When he arrived home an hour later, he moved through the house, the house that he had inherited from his stepmother who had inherited it from his father.

It's going to take a lot of work to fix this place up. But I will never be alone again.


Chapter Thirteen

The following weekend, Marcia went through the house and made a detailed list of everything she wanted done prior to the late December wedding. The list was extensive, including such items as re-doing the kitchen and bathrooms, replacing the flooring in the living room, replacing the windows and doors, and painting the entire interior. She also wanted to make changes to the outside, but knew these would have to wait until spring.

As she gave the list to Jonas and observed his reaction, she said, "This is not as daunting as it appears. Go to one of the big home improvement stores on Monday. They will help you arrange everything you need. Once you've done this, send me the cost estimates. Come to my office after you close the library on Thursday. We'll go to the store together and finalize everything. Then we can get a completion plan in place and I'll arrange for you to take some time off. Okay? Can you do that?"

Although he didn't say it or show it, Jonas was feeling almost sick to his stomach as he thought about the amount of work involved. No more free time at all, but he told himself over and over again that it would be worth it.

"I can do it," he said.

"Okay," she said. "But you know what will happen if you're late on your deadline."

He knew very well what would happen. "I know," he said.

He knew and wasn't surprised when Marcia appeared at the entrance to the Cambridge Library at precisely six-thirty on Wednesday, just as the last patron was packing up to leave. She wasn't smiling and didn't give him a friendly wave as she moved to the office. She watched as the last patron left and Jonas locked the door.

When they were alone, she approached him. "Jonas, I didn't get the cost estimates," she said, looking him in the eye. "Did you send them yesterday or perhaps this morning?"

Jonas cast his eyes to the floor. "Uh... no."

"Why not?"

"Uh... because I don't have them yet?"

Marcia's stare was relentless. "Why don't you have them?"

Jonas began to shuffle his feet like a little boy who knows he's in trouble. "Well... I..."

"Did you go to the stores on Monday like you were supposed to or did you get distracted?"

"I didn't get distracted... necessarily," he said quickly. "It's just that I... well, I went to one DIY and they were real busy. I did get to the bathroom and kitchen sections, looked over some products and..." He couldn't finish because the rest was obvious.

Marcia scowled. "So, in other words, you either lost your nerve or got impatient and blew off the assignment. Is that it?"

"Well, I wouldn't put it that way exactly."

She shook her head. "How would you put it, exactly?" she asked, then shook her head again. "Never mind answering that. The point is you didn't do what you were supposed to do and don't have a good reason for not doing it." She paused, opened her large canvas tote bag, and extracted the sorority paddle she kept in her office. "I was afraid this was going to happen, that you'd lose your focus. Time is short and we can't afford to waste any more of it." She pointed to the nearest library table. "Drop your pants and briefs and bend over the table. Afterward, we'll go together to the home improvement store."

Jonas's eyes widened in horror. "Wait... you're going to spank me... right here in the library... just for missing the deadline by one day?"

Marcia clutched the paddle tightly in her right hand. "Yes, I am," she said. "I told you what would happen if you missed a deadline. You said you understood. Now, get into position. We're wasting time, time we can't afford to waste."

"But... we don't have to do this. I'll make it up to you."

She shook her head one more time. "Jonas, let me make one thing very clear. Either I'm in complete control or I'm not. Which is it?"

Jonas dared to look at her, saw the determined look on her face, a look he knew only too well. He saw his own happy future slipping away with every moment he resisted. After a few seconds of reflection, he nodded.

"You're right," he said. "I'm sorry." He started to unbuckle his belt, but stopped. "Wait... right here in the library?"

She huffed. "What are you worried about? We're all alone, you locked the door, and the custodian won't be here until later this evening."

Once more he nodded. He had played his best cards and lost. Might as well get used to it. Sometimes you have to lose in order to get what you truly want. A minute later, he was bent over the wooden library table, his bare bottom up and vulnerable.

Marcia approached him from the side, the heavy paddle still clutched in her right hand. She rubbed his bottom gently with the polished surface of the paddle.

"I fully intend to be very harsh in the hope that you get the point and we don't have to do it again any time soon."

He closed his eyes and grimaced, bracing himself for what he feared would be a long and painful ordeal. The first blow came hard and fast, the paddle impacting both cheeks of his quivering bottom. He reared up; she pushed him back down.

"We have a long way to go," she declared.

The second strike came a few seconds later, this one impacting the surface just below the first. He bit his tongue to suppress a scream. He couldn't believe how much pain the paddle was creating, certainly much more than the wooden spoon or his stepmother's hairbrush.

After the first two blows, Marcia cut loose, landing harsh strikes at the rate of about one per second, just as fast as she could retract her right arm and bring it forward it again. His bottom went from pink to red to dark red to dark purple in less than a minute. The pain escalated dramatically until it broke him and he started to cry, the tears cascading down his face in a torrent of misery. She had spanked him before but never like this, never even close to this. Her intent was very serious, and he knew it.

He gathered his breath and tried to get his crying under control. "Ma...Marcia... please... please stop."

She pulled her next stroke, but held firm to the paddle. "Have you learned your lesson?"

He choked down a sob. "Yes... yes."

"Do you understand now why the deadlines are so important?"

"Yes."

"And do you understand the consequences associated with missing those deadlines?"

He understood only too well as the pain raced through his body like a pinball. "Oh, yes."

She rubbed his bottom gently. He winced at the touch. He knew he would have bruises and may possibly have a little trouble sitting for the next day or so.

"All right, then. Get up and pull your pants back up. You may want to wash your face before we go out."

Slowly and carefully, he pushed himself up from the table. Before he pulled up his pants and briefs, he cupped both cheeks with his hands and tried to rub out the terrible sting. The effort was useless. He restored his appearance while Marcia put the paddle back into her tote, out of sight for the moment.

He turned to face her and just fell into her arms. They embraced for a moment, and she kissed him tenderly on the forehead.

"I'm sorry, Marcia," he said after a minute.

"I know," she said in a near whisper. "But please don't disappoint me again."

"I'm trying very hard not to," he said.

"And I appreciate it," she replied. "It's probably not going to be easy for you, but I promise you that the effort will be worth it."

He managed a smile in spite of the pain radiating from his heavily wounded bottom. "It already is."

She patted his bottom gently. "Okay, then. Let's go to the store and get the renovations arranged."

Jonas straightened up. "Yes, ma'am."

For the next three weeks, Jonas was a blaze of focused energy. With the quick infusion of Marcia's money and the skilled planners at the home improvement store, Jonas's house, which had been sorely neglected for many years, was rapidly transformed into a virtual showplace. The kitchen was completely redone with travertine flooring, granite countertops, oak cabinets, and stainless steel appliances. Both bathrooms were likewise updated.

The master bedroom was repainted and refurnished and the closet expanded to accommodate Marcia's clothes. One of the other bedrooms was made into an office for Marcia while the third bedroom became a spare room that could be used for reading or doing crafts. The living room and den received new carpeting and furniture. Finally, all the windows and doors were replaced. All that remained to be done were improvements to the exterior of the house and to finish the basement. These changes would come in time.

By mid-December, as Jonas moved through the house in which he had grown up, he was simply amazed. It didn't seem like the same house. But best of all, he had stayed on task and ensured that all the work was completed to Marcia's specifications. She was very pleased as she slowly moved her personal items into the home they would share, and he was proud of himself.

Now, as Christmas approached and the upcoming wedding was fully planned, he could relax a little and dream of the future, of sleeping with Marcia every night, of spending his time taking care of her and then himself. He thought he might even have time to write a few articles on Poe.


Chapter Fourteen

By the morning of the wedding, Jonas Weatherly was ready. He had successfully completed all the remaining items on his to-do list, and by their deadlines. During that frenzied six-week period, Marcia had playfully swatted his bottom a few times but had not had occasion to really spank him since the serious paddling he'd endured in the library. That terrible spanking had, at least for the time being, awakened his long dormant sense of responsibility (as well as a healthy fear).

The wedding was set for two o'clock at the Deacon Road Methodist Church. His instructions were to arrive, with the rings and the marriage license, no later than twelve-thirty. There he was to meet with Reverend Morris, the pastor of the church, and Hanna Welsh. Then the three of them were to ensure that the flowers were in place and the photographer was briefed.

While he dressed in his suit that had been recently altered to accommodate his trimmer body, he watched the Weather Channel for any updates. He could see from the bedroom window that, although the air outside was cold, the sky was clear, no rain or snow in the forecast. Thank god, he thought.

By ten minutes before twelve, he was very anxious and nervous. He alternated between looking at his watch, looking at his cell phone, and looking out the window. Finally, just as he thought his head might actually explode, he decided it was time to go and get it done. He put on his new wool overcoat and leather gloves, gathered up his keys, and moved into the garage.

However, before he got into the car, he slapped his forehead. "Nearly forgot the rings," he said. He could almost see Marcia's face when he told her at the altar that he had forgotten the rings. He would be spending their wedding night alone in the spare room, standing because it would be too painful to sit or lie on his back.

Back into the house. He found the rings, then double-checked to make sure he had the marriage license. He nodded to himself as he went back into the garage and got in the car. Perhaps reflecting his anxiety, it took three attempts before his old Elantra started. When it finally did, he said a silent prayer to his newly found god and backed out of the driveway into the street.

Fortunately, traffic was relatively light and he arrived at the church right on time. There he was met by Reverend Morris. The flowers were on the altar and Hanna was briefing the photographer, who was a graduate assistant in the photography department at Kilgore. He saw no sign of Marcia. However, he was assured that she was somewhere in the church getting ready.

Around one-fifteen, Reverend Thomas Morris, a distinguished-looking man with graying hair, took Jonas into his office. They sat down next to each other in the cushioned visitor chairs.

"Jonas, are you nervous?" Morris asked.

Jonas looked at his hand, which was trembling slightly. "I didn't think I was but I guess I am a little."

Morris smiled knowingly. "Understandable," he said. "Any doubts?"

"No doubts at all," Jonas replied.

Morris became a little more serious. "Jonas, before we perform the ceremony, now that we're alone, I wanted to ask you about the vows."

Jonas shifted his eyes from his trembling hands to Morris. "Okay."

Morris gathered his breath. "It's a bit unusual in today's world to include obey in the vow... especially for the groom to say it. You understand that you are making a promise to God. Are you sure that's what you want?"

Jonas thought for a few seconds. He recalled the conversation he and Marcia had regarding the exchange of vows. The inclusion of obey had been her suggestion, but he had readily agreed.

"Yes," he said.

"Okay, then. Your vow will be to love, honor, cherish, and obey." He paused for a moment, then patted Jonas on the knee. "Jonas, I've known Marcia since she was a teenager. I've watched her grow up into a fine successful woman. I've seen her through some good times and some rough times. But this is the happiest I've ever seen her, and I know it's because of you. I believe I speak for all the congregation of Deacon Road Methodist when I say thank you and welcome."

Jonas, who six months ago had no family, no friends, and no vision for the future, could feel himself begin to tear up. Embarrassed, he put his hand over his face and took several deep breaths to steady himself.

"This... means the world to me," he said in a near whisper.

"I know, son, I know," Morris said. "Are you ready?"

This was the moment; perhaps for Jonas Weatherly, the single most important moment in his life up to this point. He nodded.

"I'm ready."

The reverend stood up. "All right," he said, smiling broadly. "Let's get the two of you married."

Jonas nodded again and also stood up. With Morris leading the way, they walked through a short corridor to the large sanctuary. Already seated near the altar were Hanna, Reverend Morris's wife, and three older women Jonas recognized as members of the church congregation. Tyler Garza, the photographer, was stationed near the back in order to get photos of the bride as she entered.

The time was now one thirty-five. Jonas scanned the large sanctuary, including the balcony and the ornate altar and choir area. It was a church he had come to know well and appreciate for its welcoming atmosphere and simple message of love and peace. There may have been times when he regretted his decision to stop going to the Catholic Church. But today was not one of those times.

He glanced nervously at his wristwatch and tugged at his uncomfortable tie. Hanna approached him, gave him a short hug, and pinned a red rose to his lapel saying, "You look very nervous, Jonas. It'll be all right, I promise."

He thought about that for a moment, the irony of being reassured by someone who herself had never been married. "Thank you, Hanna," he said. "I know."

Time seemed almost suspended as he waited for his bride to appear. Then, finally, at five minutes before two o'clock, Reverend Morris, dressed now in his vestments, entered through a side door. He approached Jonas and urged him to stand up. "It's time," he declared.

Jonas moved to the altar while Morris stood in the center of the aisle, his small marriage book in his hand. The organ began to play the Trumpet Voluntary and the five witnesses stood up and turned toward the rear entrance of the sanctuary.

As everyone watched, Marcia appeared in the doorway. She was wearing a long flowing white gown, white stockings, and white low-heeled shoes. She had a string of pearls around her neck and long pearl earrings. Her dark blonde hair was styled down over her shoulders. She wore no veil or tiara. In her hands was a small bouquet of red roses. She was smiling as she moved through the doorway.

Jonas's eyes widened as he watched her approach, and he had to control his mouth to keep it from gaping open. He had always known she was pretty and that he was very lucky. But he had never seen her like this, a vision of loveliness, of absolute beauty who would soon be joined with him to form a couple. He almost felt like he was in his bed, dreaming of this moment, and that he would wake up alone.

But this was no dream. Rather, it was a wondrous glimpse of his life to be. Embrace it, he told himself. He glanced over at the reverend, who was also watching closely, a broad smile pasted on his face.

A minute or so later, with the one-person procession nearly concluded, Jonas was suddenly reminded of the Walt Whitman poem, I Sing the Body Electric: "All is a procession, the universe is a procession with measured and perfect motion." What he and the others in the sanctuary had just witnessed fit that description perfectly.

When Marcia reached the altar, she moved in next to Jonas and they joined hands. Reverend Morris opened his book while the witnesses resumed their seats. In his best pastor's voice, he began, "Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to witness the joining of this man and this woman into the holy bonds of matrimony."

Marcia and Jonas smiled at each other and tightened their grip on each other's hand.

The ceremony proceeded and concluded with the exchanging of rings. Jonas had indeed made the vow to love, honor, cherish, and obey. Finally, after the vows were said and after the rings were in place, Morris proclaimed, "I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may now kiss."

The newly married couple turned toward each other and pressed soft lips together while the witnesses stood and applauded. Then they broke apart, rotated away from the altar, and, hand-in-hand, began their journey as a couple by slowly traversing the red carpet of the main aisle, while the traditional wedding music of Felix Mendelssohn filled the church.

When they reached the back, they stopped and kissed again. This time they held the kiss long enough for the photographer to get a good shot and for the five witnesses plus Reverend Morris to join them in the open gathering space. It was a joyous occasion, and everyone there felt the happiness.

Later, the small wedding company gathered at Hanna's house for wine and light refreshments. After a short meal, Marcia disappeared to change her clothes and pack the few personal items she had remaining.

Jonas sat in the living room near the fireplace in which a brilliant fire crackled. He took occasional sips from his glass of wine and graciously accepted the welcoming congratulations from the other guests. He understood how lucky he was and realized that this was and may very well be the happiest day of his life.

At four-thirty, just as the cold winter sun began its very rapid descent, Marcia, now wearing a long blue dress with a white sweater over it, appeared. She was carrying two tote bags filled with small personal items. She found Jonas and signaled for him to join her.

"I think it's time we got home. We have things to do," she declared in her matter-of-fact voice.

Jonas put his wine glass down on the coaster next to his chair and stood up. He smiled at his new wife, especially pleased that she had now thought of the house they would share together as her home. He put on his coat and joined her at the door. Then, amid a flurry of hugs, kisses, and wishes for a happy life, the couple departed the house in which Marcia had grown up.

When they reached their separate cars, which were parked side by side in the driveway, they kissed.

"Thank you for this day, Jonas," Marcia whispered.

"Thank you for giving me life," he returned.

She nodded and opened her car door. "Drive carefully. I'll see you at home."

By five, the newlyweds were safely inside their freshly renovated home. When they were planning the wedding, they decided that no wedding trip would be necessary. They would spend their first night as a married couple in their own house in the queen-size bed they had bought together.

Once inside the kitchen, Marcia grabbed Jonas's tie and pulled him into her body. She gazed into his eyes. "I need you right now," she said. She released her grip on his tie and pushed him back. "Get your clothes off and join me in the bedroom when I call you." She flashed him a sly smile. "And that's an order."

Jonas returned her smile. "Yes, ma'am." He watched her move out of the kitchen, shedding her sweater as she went.

A few minutes later, Jonas was naked and standing outside the bedroom, waiting for her signal to join her. They hadn't had sex for three weeks, and he was very anxious and eager. "Okay, Jonas, come in," she called.

Slowly, he pushed open the door and immediately stopped where he was. Marcia was lying in the middle of the bed on her back with her legs spread. But instead of being completely naked, as he had anticipated, she was still wearing her white stockings and garter belt. She was also wearing a white translucent silk peignoir that was pulled up above her waist, exposing what appeared to be a freshly shaved and glistening pubic area.

She smiled when she saw his reaction. "I'll bet you didn't know that I went through the wedding ceremony with no panties on," she said.

He could only shake his head.

"The sensation was both liberating and wicked," she said. "Now, get over here bring me off. I trust you remember how."

Jonas remembered. He licked his lips, climbed up on the bed, and got down between her legs. When his tongue found her bare clitoris, she shrieked with pleasure. Less than five minutes later, she experienced her first climax.

When her breathing was under control, he began to sit up in order to slide out of bed and allow her to get up. "Where did you put the condoms?" he asked.

But she wasn't moving. "I threw them away," she said. "Jonas, now that we're married, we won't be using condoms." She paused for a few seconds, still not moving. "And, at least for today, you will be on top. We're going to try the missionary position." She beckoned for him to lie down on top of her.

He wasn't sure what had prompted this change in their lovemaking pattern, but he wasn't about to resist or ask questions. Rather, he did what he was told. After all, he had promised to obey.

An hour later, wearing matching silk robes, husband and wife were sitting in the kitchen eating cold roast beef and veggies. After a few minutes, Marcia reached under the table and brought up a large blue gift bag; the handles were tied together with thin blue ribbon. She placed it on the table in front of Jonas.

"I got you something," she said.

Jonas looked at the bag. "Thank you," he said. "But... I didn't get you anything."

She reached over and touched his hand. "Yes, you did," she said. "You gave me yourself and everything you have. I couldn't possibly ask for anything else. Now, go on and open your present."

With trembling fingers, he untied the ribbon and opened the bag. He reached down inside and, with a confused look on his face, withdrew a black leather strap. He held it up and glanced over at Marcia.

"I... don't understand."

"It is as I told you before, Jonas. I know you're a good man and that you will try your best to keep me happy and satisfied. But there will be times when, either consciously or unconsciously, you rebel or resist. Sometimes a little healthy fear can keep a person on the straight and narrow path. I wanted you to know in advance what will happen if you stray from that path. And I didn't want to use the old sorority paddle but rather something that was yours and yours alone. Do you understand my reasoning?"

He ran the strap through his fingers, measured it with his hands. "I... think so."

"Well, let's just say that all you have to do to avoid having the strap used on you is follow my instructions to the letter. It really is that simple. Now do you understand or do you need a demonstration?"

He gazed at the wicked looking strap. It was all very clear now. "I understand." He didn't think he needed a demonstration. In fact, as he continued to study the strap, he was absolutely certain he didn't need a demonstration.

Marcia stood up. "Good," she said. "Now, leave the strap here and let's go back to bed."


Chapter Fifteen

For the next two days, the newlyweds didn't leave the house and barely left the bedroom, except to eat and go to the bathroom. By Saturday, Jonas was so tired that Marcia had to spank him with the wooden spoon because he fell asleep with his head between her legs.

The spanking aroused him long enough to bring her off yet one more time, and then they both fell asleep late Saturday afternoon and didn't wake up until Sunday morning, just in time to eat a quick breakfast and shower before heading off to church.

In church, they were greeted warmly and congratulated by nearly every member of the large congregation. In spite of his happy fatigue, Jonas felt like he was on top of the world. After church, they had lunch with Hanna at Sammy's Roadhouse, then went back home where Marcia quickly stripped off both her clothes and those of her new husband. It seemed as though her marriage to Jonas had made her virtually insatiable.

By Sunday night, as he lay in bed, tired but unable to sleep, he thought he was beginning to understand why Marcia had been so specific and unyielding in her training, why she had insisted that he increase his stamina. Still, while he certainly wasn't complaining, he couldn't help wondering just how long he could keep up this pace. A part of him was actually looking forward to her going back to work so he could get some rest.

Tuesday marked the end of the holiday season. The library was re-opening on Wednesday and Marcia had to go back to work. She was up and showered by seven Tuesday morning. After she was dressed, she roused Jonas from a deep sleep. When he issued a small, nearly inaudible grumble, she scowled. She waited until he was out of bed, then gave him two quick hard slaps on his bare bottom.

"Welcome to the new normal," she said. "I will expect a full breakfast every morning no later than seven fifteen. At breakfast, I will give you your orders for the day. Is that clear?"

Although Jonas shouldn't have been surprised, he was anyway. His job now was to take care of his wife, accommodate her needs and wants. He had agreed to the arrangement and vowed to obey. She was putting him to the test.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. "Just let me get dressed."

She slapped his bare bottom again and pointed to the clock, which read seven sixteen. "Think, Jonas," she said. "You're already late and you're going to make me late. You haven't got time to get dressed. Just throw on a robe and get started on breakfast."

I guess the honeymoon is truly over, he thought as he looked at her face and saw that determined look with which he was so familiar. Not wanting to incur her increased wrath which could very likely result in a severe paddling, he quickly found his silk robe and scurried out of the bedroom. He had her breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, and fruit on the table in front of her in less than ten minutes.

After she finished eating, she got up from the table, kissed him softly on the cheek and patted him on the bottom. "I should be home by three-thirty," she said. "Remember, we have appointments at the bank and with the lawyer, so make sure you're ready and have all the necessary documents, including the marriage license. We have to get this done by this afternoon. Afterward, we will get dinner out, then come home and spend some quality time. Okay?"

He had almost forgotten that today was the day they were going to merge their bank accounts, change their insurance policies, and add her name to the house deed. He didn't like bureaucracy but he understood the need for it. "I'll be ready," he said.

She smiled. "Good." She put on her heavy jacket, collected her purse and keys, and headed for the garage.

Jonas waved good-bye and watched her leave. Once he was certain her car was out of the garage and into the street, he sighed with relief and sat down at the table. He opened the morning newspaper for the first time. This is not going to be as easy as I thought it would. But she did warn me and I said I understood.

While he was reading the paper, he quickly reviewed in his mind what he needed to accomplish before three-thirty: clean up the kitchen, do the laundry, make the bed, straighten up the bathroom.

"No problem," he told himself and relaxed, enjoying the quiet time.

By the time Marcia walked through the door at three-thirty, Jonas was dressed and ready to go. He had completed his simple tasks by one o'clock. He was proud of himself and Marcia was very pleased.

For the next week or so, they settled into a routine. Marcia went to her job at the library full time while Jonas stayed home and completed the list of chores she gave him. He got used to getting up before seven and getting her breakfast ready and on the table by seven-fifteen. They still made love every night, sometimes experimenting with different techniques and positions, but with her always in control.

She was very happy, apparently satisfied that her training methods had been successful. She told Jonas a few times that she was proud of him. She even told him once that she loved him. Seeing her happy made him happy. But, while he certainly knew better than to complain, there were times when he felt that accommodating her needs and wants was becoming a burden (albeit a pleasant one). There were times when he just wanted to sit and read a book or a journal, when he missed thinking about Poe and the extensive research he had done for his dissertation.

Then, on a cold and windy Monday night, nearly three weeks after they were married, Jonas was restless. He was very tired, but sleep just wouldn't come. Around midnight, he propped himself on his pillows against the headboard, listened to the wind and looked at Marcia, sleeping peacefully, her naked body only partially covered by the quilt.

He smiled as he watched her breathe, her breasts moving up and down rhythmically. He was happy that she was happy; he was happy that she was content, her new life in marriage bringing her the joy she had always wanted. For her, the training and the control had paid off, perhaps even better than she could have hoped for when she began.

But for Jonas, it wasn't that simple. He knew that the training and control had given him a new and better life, a much brighter future than the one he had seven months ago. He knew he should be perfectly content with what he had - and for the most part he was. He was living in a re-furbished house that she paid for; he had sex every night; and he got to sleep with a beautiful woman. And all he had to do to keep all of this was to do what she told him to do, to keep her well-satisfied. He was truly living out a fantasy.

And yet, here he was wide awake at midnight, obviously worrying about... what? He wasn't sure what he was worrying about. He only knew that he was worrying; something wasn't right. He was tempted to wake Marcia and talk it over with her, but he knew he didn't dare. In his mind, he believed she would be so angry at being awakened that, instead of listening to him, she would very likely give him a paddling he would not soon forget.

Perhaps that's part of the problem, he thought. Not the paddling itself so much, although it was certainly something he wouldn't enjoy and never wanted to endure. Rather, it was his lack of courage in approaching her, that he wouldn't dare to ask her to listen to him. After all, wasn't she his best friend, as well as his wife?

He looked at her one more time, reached out with his fingers and gently stroked her back. She stirred but didn't wake up. At that moment, he resolved to talk with her in the morning while they were eating breakfast, to get his feelings out in the open and see what happens.

Marcia rolled over onto her back and sighed in her sleep. Jonas allowed his body to slide down into the bed and got as close to her as he could without disturbing her. Her warmth made him feel warm, and within a few minutes, he too was asleep.

The next morning, he had breakfast on the table just as Marcia entered the kitchen. Once she was seated, he decided that now was the moment to ask her to listen to him as he voiced his concerns, whatever they were. However, he never got the chance.

While she ate, she didn't look up. Instead, she was busy scribbling something on a yellow pad. And after she was finished, she tore off the page and set it in the middle of the table.

"Jonas, this is your to-do list for the day," she said. "Very important that you finish these items by the time I come home. Okay?"

Jonas swallowed his request to be heard, picked up the paper and scanned it quickly. Except for maybe the laundry and getting dinner started, he didn't see anything on the list that was particularly important or urgent. He put the list on the counter, then picked up the frying pan and put it in the sink to soak.

Marcia stood up and moved in next to him. "Jonas, can you get everything on the list done?"

"Yes," he said quickly without looking at her.

She reached up and kissed him on the cheek. "Are you okay this morning? You seem kind of distracted."

This statement got his attention. "Sorry," he said. "I guess I'm a little tired this morning, that's all."

She gave him a concerned look. "Okay. Get this stuff done this morning, then rest this afternoon. You know I won't be home until after five-thirty."

"I'll do that," he said.

Marcia kissed him again, put on her winter coat, picked up her big canvas tote bag, and opened the door into the garage. She turned toward Jonas and smiled.

"I'll see you tonight," she said.

He returned her smile. "Have a good day."

After she was gone, he quickly cleaned up the kitchen. Then he sat down at the table and reviewed the to-do list, his scowl deepening. He tossed it aside. "This is just so much bullshit!" he said... and suddenly, without thinking, he had perhaps uncovered the root of what was bothering him. He had a strong feeling that this day would not end well.

That night, Jonas and Marcia sat up in their bed. His bottom was still a bit red and sore from the severe whipping he had received earlier for blowing off most of the items on the now infamous to-do list. And having to stand for more than half an hour with his face against the wall had humbled him, quashed most of the defiance he had felt in the morning.

After dinner and after he had completed the chores he was supposed to do during the day, she had stripped off her clothes and they made love as though all was forgotten. But there was still a small gap between them, and they both felt it.

Marcia reached over and touched his hand. "Jonas, do you want to tell me what today was all about?"

"I don't know what you mean?" he replied without looking at her.

She huffed. "Yes, you do," she said. "You were distracted and distant this morning, and I don't believe it was just from being tired. Tell me what's going on."

Jonas now dared to look over at his wife and, instead of the determined look he expected to see, saw a look of concern, a look of sympathy. For a moment, he couldn't say anything. Then it all just poured out of him, beginning with, "I love you with all my heart," and ending with, "I'm an intelligent adult; I know what my job is; and I guess I get a little offended at these to-do lists. Let me figure out what to do and give me a day off every once in a while."

After he said his piece, he slumped against the headboard and waited for the fallout, waited to feel the full force of her wrath. But there was no wrath, no fallout. Instead, she took his hand in his and kissed it.

"You're right, Jonas," she said. "I guess I've been more selfish than I intended. I've been so focused on my own needs and wants that I haven't really considered yours. Starting tomorrow, I will not write out any more lists. We will discuss our roles and expectations and how these can best be accomplished." She paused for a moment and tightened her grip on Jonas's hand. "But, Jonas, just so you know. Once these are in place, I will hold you accountable. I believe you know what that means. Also, if there is some kind of problem, don't wait to discuss it with me. Let's get it out in the open right away. Do you understand?"

He smiled at her. "Yes," he said, knowing that the most important part of him still wanted her to be in control and for him to be held accountable. "I love you."

She returned his smile and leaned into him, urging him to wrap her up in his arms, arms that were much stronger than they were in September. "I love you, Jonas Weatherly."

That was all he needed to hear.


Epilogue

The end of April brought the mixture of rain and sunshine the earth needed to awaken the grass and the flowers. It was truly a beautiful time. At the home of Jonas Weatherly and his wife, Marcia Danvers-Weatherly, things were progressing right on schedule. A crew had put a new roof onto the house while another had installed vinyl siding. A third crew had put in a new deck and patio.

Jonas had done his own landscaping, planting a new tree and creating a vegetable garden in the backyard. On a few warm nights, he and Marcia sat on the patio while he actually grilled chicken or steaks. He was proud of the fact that he had taught himself these new skills.

In the four months since their wedding, their relationship had blossomed. He had settled into a quiet routine as a house husband. He knew exactly what to do and when to do it in order to give himself some much needed time to spend on literary projects. He had written two articles on Poe for a local magazine and even gave a short presentation at the neighborhood library.

Since that bad day in January, Marcia hadn't needed to use the strap on him and, in fact, hadn't had occasion to spank him at all. He didn't miss it.

Then, on a rainy Friday evening after dinner, she told him to join her in the den after he was finished cleaning up the kitchen. She seemed unusually serious when she made the request (which sounded more like an order), and he was a bit concerned, wondering what he'd done.

With these concerns hanging over him like a dark cloud, he dried his hands after putting the dishes in the dishwasher and walked to the den. When he entered, he saw Marcia sitting on the sofa. In her right hand was the leather strap.

"Come over here, Jonas," she said as soon as she saw him.

Jonas shifted his eyes from Marcia's face to the strap and back again. He took a tentative step toward her, then stopped. "I... don't understand," he said. "What did I do?"

She scowled. "I didn't say you did anything. I said to come over here."

He shook his head. "Wait a minute. Don't I deserve an explanation?"

Her scowl deepened and she stood up. "Jonas Weatherly, you vowed to obey me. Now, get over here, drop your pants and briefs, and kneel in front of the sofa. And if you say another word, you will be very sorry, I assure you."

He looked at her and saw that same fixed and determined look on her face, the one that said, 'don't question me'. He hadn't seen that look for four months, but he knew better than to challenge her. He clamped his mouth closed and did what he was told. Once he was in the designated position, he closed his eyes and allowed the questions that were racing through his mind to go unasked.

Marcia moved in behind him, the wooden handle of the strap clutched tightly in her right hand. "Jonas, I have two things to tell you, two things that will change the way we live. But before I tell you, I need you to be quiet and humble and obedient. Nod if you understand."

Jonas nodded although he couldn't think of anything she might tell him that would change things so dramatically.

She retracted the strap and landed a solid strike that impacted both cheeks simultaneously. He moaned as the pain rippled through him. He had almost forgotten how much the strap hurt.

Quickly, she struck again, then again and again and again, deepening the color and the pain with each stroke. Clearly, she hadn't forgotten how to administer an effective whipping. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. He had to bite down on his tongue to suppress either a scream or a violent protest.

Finally, after more than fifty harsh strokes of the strap, she stopped and laid the strap on the floor next to him. Gently, she rubbed his bottom and nodded to herself. Then, she leaned over and kissed him on his moist face.

"I know that was harsh," she said. "But it was something I needed to do." She kissed him again while he choked down a sob. She stood up. "Okay, Jonas, you may get up, pull up your pants, and sit down on the sofa."

Slowly, he pushed himself up into a standing position. He wasn't entirely sure he wanted his briefs to touch his burning bottom, but he complied with her request. Once his pants were in place, he sat down on the sofa and waited for the explanation, a few stray tears still trickling down his face.

Marcia continued to stand. She gazed at him and took a deep breath. "I have two things to tell you," she said and paused as if to gather her thoughts. "First, it's official. I have been appointed head of the library system at Kilgore." Her face broke into a huge smile.

He returned her smile, still a bit confused as to why she felt the need to whip him in order to tell him news that was hardly a surprise. "That's wonderful, Marcia," he said. "Just what you wanted."

"Yes," she said. "But it will mean more work and more hours, although I'm going to try to do more of the work from home because of the second thing I need to tell you."

"What is it?" he asked.

Her large smile got even larger, lighting up her entire face. She took another deep breath. "I'm... pregnant... I think about eight or nine weeks."

Jonas was stunned. Although they hadn't used birth control since their wedding night and had, in fact, had intercourse practically every day since, somehow he hadn't expected this. He gathered himself and stood up.

"You mean... I'm going to be a father?"

She laughed. "There you go, being stupid again. Of course that's what it means."

He pulled her into an embrace, the whipping he had just endured now completely forgotten. He had a quick glimpse in his mind of his own father, almost never there for him. He vowed that he would be different. Suddenly, his future seemed even brighter.

"I... I mean, we have a lot to do. I'm so happy. Don't worry about a thing. I will take care of you."

Marcia stepped back and kissed him on the lips. "I know you will," she said. "Now and forever."

He kissed her back, realizing that they really were now joined together for life, a life that would be full and rich.

"Now and forever."


Also from LSF Publications...

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 19 femdom stories totalling over 75,000 words in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

1. The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver: New to the area, Doctor Tomisini pays a visit to a nearby antique shop where an old leather razor strop catches his eye. The attractive female shop owner explains that it used to belong to her grandfather. Later, he is bent over a stool with his bottom bared, whilst she gives him a painful strapping prior to making love.

2. Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home.

3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways.

.. and 16 other stories.

Camille's Hard Hand by David O. Sullivan

James has the hots for an attractive girl at college, but Camille isn't remotely interested in him... or so he thinks. By his own admission, James is a bit of a wimp, somewhat shy and lacking in confidence. So when Camille spots him in the library and comes over to chat, he is delighted - even more so when she tells him he's a nice guy and she will help him with his history studies. A few weeks later they enter into a relationship and James proves to Camille that he really knows how to please a woman in bed. As things progress, it becomes clear that Camille is the one calling the shots. This is no problem for James; given his submissive nature, he likes it when Camille takes charge... even when she buys him pink underpants. But what he doesn't like so much is when Camille spanks him. He feels not only her hand, but a strap and a hairbrush on his deserving backside. The play spankings are fun, but the punishment ones are not! This is the story of how James morphs from boyfriend to a husband who is disciplined by his wife. He grows accustomed to their domestic discipline relationship, and over time actually begins to crave more spankings. Their sex life is terrific, with Camille taking the lead and investing in some interesting bedroom toys for use on her naughty boy.

Chastising Arnold by W A Whyte

When a tall and beautiful woman walks into Arnold's bookshop, he is captivated. They chat for a while, and as she's new in town, Annabelle asks Arnold to show her around... and she also asks him out for dinner that evening. Arnold can't believe his luck - a hot date with a stunning woman! The evening goes well and a relationship ensues, with great sex. But gradually it becomes apparent that Arnold has a bad habit of leering at other women. Annabelle becomes more and more annoyed and threatens to give him a spanking if he doesn't stop doing it. Having fantasised for most of his life about being spanked, this threat makes Arnold do it all the more! He gets his spanking, and it proves to be the first of many.

As the relationship progresses, the pair fall in love and Arnold moves in with Annabelle. He gradually gives himself up to her control and discipline, and finds she doesn't hesitate to lay it on hard when he misbehaves... and he does, often, and the ensuing spankings aren't always the fun sort.

Alone in the house when Annabelle is away on one of her business trips, Arnold calls Sara, an ex-girlfriend, and they have sex. Later, full of guilt, he fervently hopes Annabelle won't find out. Unfortunately for Arnold, she does...

Learning to Love Her Discipline by Jack Crawford

At the age of twenty-six, Andy Devonshire is a talented Art Director with a prestigious advertising agency. When he is introduced to a new client, the beautiful Argentinian, Miranda de Gimenez, little does he know the way his life is about to change. Initially captivated by Miranda's Latino good looks and voluptuous body, he quickly learns she is a formidable business woman who possesses a natural air of authority. For Miranda is poised, intelligent and confident, a woman used to getting her own way in both business and pleasure. Andy is completely unaware that Miranda is making her own assessment of him, as he has certain qualities which attract her. He is delighted and flattered when she lets him know she's interested in dating him, but he is shocked when he learns she wants to spank him.

So their relationship begins, with the beautiful Miranda training Andy how to please her, rewarding him with sex when he does. Andy hates the spanking ... to begin with ... but slowly develops a taste for Miranda's own special brand of painful (and sometimes humiliating) discipline, and the sex that follows. He begins to acknowledge his desire to submit to this magnificent woman who he has fallen in love with. But he has to undergo a series of painful 'tests' set for him by Miranda's mother, to prove he is a man worthy of her daughter. Andy Devonshire is a man with a very sore bottom!

The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby

Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it!

This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman.

The Houseboy by Lewis Stone

Henry is a submissive man who is used to being disciplined by dominant females. He is twenty-two when, at the insistence of his strict mother, he takes the job of houseboy to a wealthy female couple. Both Ms Appleton and Ms Ewing are lawyers who live in an opulent mansion. They take Henry on a trial basis, subject to him being disciplined by them, and also by the cook, Ms. Lorna, if his work or behaviour falls below what they require of him. Though Henry is no stranger to corporal punishment, he finds himself regularly baring his bottom to be spanked with hand, paddle, strap and cane ... and the new ladies in his life can sure spank hard!

Henry settles in to the role, and before long begins to take a special interest in Ms Lorna. He becomes very excited when he is over her lap, and one thing leads to another as a sexual relationship develops. However, this doesn't prevent Ms Lorna from punishing Henry when he deserves it ... which is often. And when Henry meets Lorna's family, he discovers that the household is led by assertive women who are very much in control of the men. So Henry finds the woman of his dreams, and knows that in their future life together he will be under her control and over her lap ... which suits him perfectly!

Disciplined by His Wife by Jack Crawford

Eric has been married to Wendi for seven years. Theirs is a reasonably happy marriage, but Eric has a secret fantasy he dare not confess to his wife ... he yearns to be spanked. He always takes great care to cover his tracks on the computer, but one evening he slips up, and Wendi finds the spanking sites he has visited. They are all sites where men are disciplined by females. Wendy is surprised but not horrified, and when she confronts Eric with her findings and listens to him talk about his needs, she decides to take action... of a corrective nature!

Eric can hardly believe his luck. Not only is Wendi tolerant and understanding, she does her utmost to give him what he has craved for so long. She even has him setting up a special spanking room in the basement of their house. It comes as a bit of a shock to Eric when he finds out just how much getting spanked can hurt, and his clever and attractive wife thinks up ingenious ways to punish him. It seems she gets satisfaction out of their changed relationship too, because as a naturally dominant woman, disciplining her husband is no chore ... and the sex that follows is red hot. And so is Eric's bottom...
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