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Tyler's life is rapidly spinning out of control. He has blown his inheritance and his studies, and worked at a succession of menial jobs with no prospects. Things slowly start to change when he meets Katie, a psychology student, two years into her doctorate. Realising Tyler lacks discipline and direction, Katie provides it, and as their female-led relationship progresses, she also dispenses appropriate punishments for Tyler's misdemeanours. Unused to being spanked, Tyler comes to accept it is for his own benefit, and is happy to have Katie take control. His road to submission has not been without problems, but he ultimately embraces the fact that he is a submissive husband.
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Chapter One

When you're standing in the corner with your tear-streaked face against the wall and your bare backside glowing like a heat lamp, your mind begins to wander, to think (which is, no doubt, the point). Naturally, the first thing I think about when in this position is the spanking itself. More specifically, just how bad was it?

As I'm standing here mulling over the pain and humiliation I just experienced at the hands of my crusading and ever-vigilant wife, I would rate this particular spanking an eight (on a scale of one to ten) - very serious but not intolerable, at least by Katie's standards. In other words, I've had worse.

Next, I ask the question: Did I truly deserve the spanking? This is a simple question to answer. Of course, I deserved it. I knowingly broke a rule (more than one, actually) and was foolish enough to think I could get away with it. But I didn't get away with it; I never get away with it. Katie is too smart and observant to let me get away with anything. And, most importantly, she loves me enough and believes in me enough to make an effort to try and correct my behavior when it veers off the course she has set for me.

As the pain recedes and my discomfort at standing here begins to escalate, I flash back to the spanking, almost as though I were reliving it. Like most of the spankings Katie has administered over the six years we've been together, this one originated with her discovering my indiscretion - in this case, a maintenance issue I inexplicably blew off, then lied about - and taking me to task for both violations.

She ordered me to go to the spare bedroom - or my punishment room, as she has dubbed it - strip off my pants and briefs, and wait for her. This evening she made me wait nearly half an hour, wait with my face pressed against the wall and my as yet unspanked bottom on full display.

When she did arrive in the room, I could hear her sigh. I don't think she minds punishing me - she's certainly done it enough times - but it's not something she necessarily seeks or looks forward to. To Katie, administering a punishment spanking is simply another chore, part of the cost of loving me, a part of punishing my lapses in exchange for my good qualities - the ones she values and cultivates.

As she is very business-like regarding the administration of punishment, she doesn't like to waste time. Once she was in the room, she clapped her hands one time. This is the signal for me to get into position, which, in my case, means bending my upper body over the surface of the bed. I am not permitted to make a sound, especially to speak. I'm not supposed to look at her either. However, I usually sneak a peek just to see what she has in her hand.

Katie keeps five different spanking implements in a locked cabinet in her home office: a paint paddle, a hairbrush paddle, a split-tailed tawse, a three-foot rattan cane, and a school paddle. She will also occasionally use one of the wooden spoons in the kitchen or my leather belt, if the spanking is to be quick and spontaneous - like if I forget myself and utter a curse word or neglect to put a dish in the dishwasher. My wife lets no slip or violation go unpunished. Break a rule, no matter how trivial, you get spanked. It's that simple.

This evening, she decided to use the split-tailed tawse, a decidedly wicked implement, if there ever was one. Not quite as bad as the school paddle, which she reserves for the most severe spankings, but very effective in provoking repentance nonetheless.

As she approached, tawse clutched tightly in her right hand, she summarized the reasons for the spanking, emphasizing the fact that I lied to her about what I hadn't done. Katie understands and accepts that men make mistakes; however, she firmly believes that when we do make a mistake, we need to own up to it. To Katie, there are few sins worse than lying. She also reminded me that I should have learned that lesson already, having been severely punished more than once for it.

The brief lecture concluded, she then proceeded to whack my bottom as hard as she could with that leather tawse - over and over and over again. I don't know if she counts the strokes or times the spanking. In fact, in all the times she has spanked me over the years, I still have no real idea how she determines when she has punished me enough to impart the lesson.

Still, regardless of the actual criteria she uses, she always seems to know when I'm at the breaking point. I have a fairly high tolerance to pain, which sometimes causes her to work a little harder to maximize the punishment.

On this particular occasion, she and the tawse worked well together. Two or three minutes into the spanking, I could feel tears form in my eyes and spill down my burning cheeks. The pain in my backside traveled rapidly up and down my spine. My hands balled around the bedspread. I was definitely feeling every stroke and was extremely sorry for having done what I did (or didn't do, in the case of the maintenance issue). I silently vowed never to lie to her again - a vow which sometime in the future I will be foolish enough to break.

And, just seconds before I was going to plead for mercy (a forbidden act), she stopped and put the tawse on the bed next to me. She took a step back.

"Tyler, get up and stand in the corner with your face against the wall," she ordered in an eerily calm voice. "Remain there until I give you permission to move. Do you understand?"

I pushed myself up slowly from the bed. "Yes, ma'am." Without looking at her, I scurried to the designated corner. I heard her soft footsteps as she left the room.

So, now, I'm still standing here, waiting and waiting and thinking. And, as I wait, my thoughts turn toward how I got myself into this relationship in which I get soundly spanked for every error and indiscretion. I wonder, especially when I look at other men my age and see them out having fun and sleeping with a different woman every month, apparently not at all concerned about making a mistake that will earn them a trip to the punishment room.

Of course, as I'm thinking, I realize that only seven years ago, I was one of those men - out there doing whatever I wanted and not caring about much of anything other than a moment's pleasure. What in me changed? Or, maybe this is something I was subconsciously looking for. What do I know? I barely passed the only psychology course I took in college. Katie's the real expert in human psychology. No doubt, she's tried to explain it to me over the years. But it's only at times like this when I'm truly interested.

And then she will embrace me with forgiveness in her eyes, and I forget all about it. However, this evening, Katie is not here yet, and I haven't forgotten anything.


Chapter Two

I grew up in a rather strange - or at least unconventional - family situation. I am the youngest of five children and the only male. My youngest sister is seven years older than I am. I guess my parents decided to try one more time for the boy before it really was too late, as my mother was forty-three and my father was fifty when I was born - certainly past their prime according the standards of the time.

My father was a workaholic - and that's being generous. As a prominent attorney and litigator, he generally worked all the time. When he wasn't at his main office, he was in his home office or out with clients. When I was thirteen, he died suddenly, just slumped over at his desk, victim of a massive heart attack.

Of course, I cried at the funeral, but I'm not sure why. After all, I really didn't know him. He very rarely spent any time with me. I mean, isn't a father supposed to teach his son to fish or take him on camping trips - make a man out of him, so to speak? If he devoted five minutes to asking me how I was doing in school, I would practically shrink into a shell. He was a great man in our community, and I was the unworthy son destined to remain forever in his shadow.

On the other hand, my mother, who was a proud homemaker, served as the family disciplinarian. However, with four rambunctious daughters to manage as they entered and successfully navigated the awkward teen years, she had little time or energy for me.

Then, after Dad died and my sisters more-or-less left home to carve out their own futures, she became sullen and withdrawn. Her husband and her family were her life. Apparently, I, by myself, wasn't enough to give her the fulfillment she needed. She developed breast cancer and died a week after my high school graduation.

So, now I was an orphan. My oldest sister, Sarah, who was by this time married with two young kids and was also a prominent attorney in her own right, served as executor of the estate. After the sale of the several properties and the cashing in of Mom's substantial life insurance policy, my share of the inheritance was enough to allow me to attend college and live rather comfortably for at least two years, possibly longer, if I was careful.

This was an opportunity not afforded to everyone, so naturally, because I lacked both discipline and direction, I squandered it. For two years I lived a life of overt dissipation and managed to blow through nearly my entire inheritance while barely passing enough classes to earn an Associate of Arts degree - virtually worthless in today's market.

But I was still young and full of juice, not yet ready to concede that I had messed up. So, for the next three years, I worked at a succession of menial jobs, each one less satisfying and fulfilling than the one preceding it.

The last job I had was that of assistant to the maintenance manager at a very large apartment complex. It wasn't a particularly stressful job - at least physically - and I learned quite a bit. However, the tenants weren't always polite or patient in their requests for service. And, because I was still abusing marijuana and alcohol on a regular basis, I would occasionally give back more than what I got. Once, in a drunken state, I lashed out at the wrong tenant in front of my boss and was fired on the spot.

Losing my job in such a way woke me up and made me face reality. Now I had no money, no job, and no place to live. In desperation, I turned to my four sisters for help, but they were too involved in their own lives to offer more than token assistance. All said it was time I grew up. Sarah even told me I needed a good hard spanking - something I never got as a boy. I wasn't in a position to argue with either assessment.

Just as I was about to break down completely and head for the nearest military recruiting office, my sister Rachel, who was a psychology professor, referred me to one of her graduate students who had recently inherited a twenty-unit apartment building.

Rachel said that Katie Boswell was a brilliant student two years into the doctorate phase of her graduate career. She also said that Katie, while grateful for her inheritance, lacked the time and the expertise to deal with the building and was looking for a manager.

As I was in a state of desperation, this sounded exactly like what I needed to keep me from being a 23-year-old private in the Army. And, I figured I could handle the job. After all, I had six months experience working as an assistant at a four-hundred-unit complex. How difficult would twenty units be?

I thanked my sister and contacted Katie Boswell immediately. We met the next day in the small ground floor office of the apartment building. As soon as I saw her, I was stunned. I'm not sure what I was expecting, but it wasn't a blonde-haired, blue-eyed young woman who looked like a model, even dressed in baggy jeans and oversized tee shirt. And I couldn't help noticing how natural her trim 5-foot 7-inch body appeared next to my 6-foot 1-inch sturdy frame. She offered me a right hand that was both strong and soft. She gave me a small, business-like smile as she invited me to sit.

Once we were sitting across from each other, she gazed at me for a few seconds. "So, Tyler," she began in a voice that was firm and almost musical. "You're Dr. McCord's brother?"

"Yes," I replied as I watched her watch me, her steel blue eyes never leaving me. My sister had advised me that Katie was, at least as a student, very methodical and analytical. Rachel also said that Katie valued honesty and directness. I would need to be careful in my responses and my demeanor.

Her eyes shifted to the top of the ancient oak desk next to her, then back to me again. "As you can see, this is an older building, and I should probably sell it." She paused for a second. "But... it's my father's legacy, and I just can't let it go. Still, this is a new experience for me, so please forgive me if I don't ask the right questions."

I didn't know what to say to that. I settled for nodding.

She gave me another small smile. "The building was built in 1950, but has been renovated since. My father bought it three years ago mostly as an investment - he was a real estate broker and speculator - but after my mother died two years ago, he decided to move into one of the vacant apartments and take over the management and maintenance himself. I think it proved too much for him, because he already had heart and lung issues. Plus, he never quite got over Mom's death. He died two months ago, leaving the building to me."

"I'm sorry for your loss," I said. And, being an orphan myself, I really was sorry for her. At that moment, the soft sympathetic side of me wanted to reach out and hug her. The primal side of me wanted to go way beyond hugging.

She flashed me another sad smile. "Thank you," she said. "But I guess I was never really all that close to my father. He seemed to be busy all the time - at least too busy for me."

I nodded. I couldn't believe how familiar this sounded. "I can understand that."

Her smile widened. "Yes. Your sister told me that you lost your father when you were pretty young and then your mother a few years ago."

Now, I could see the psychologist in her beginning to emerge as she continued to gaze at me. "I've... had some rough moments," I said. "But I'm trying to work past them."

She straightened in her chair. "Well... perhaps we should get down to business. Dr. McCord told me you were a manager at the Pine Woods complex. Pardon me for saying this, but you seem kind of young for that much responsibility."

Moment of truth, I thought. Remember she respects honesty, I further told myself. I took a deep breath. "My sister exaggerated a little," I said. "And I don't want to misrepresent myself. I was an assistant to the manager." I took another deep breath. "And... I lost that job last month."

"Why?"

I took yet another deep breath as at least a dozen plausible lies scrolled through my head. She respects honesty. "I... was pretty messed up on weed and whisky," I said in a low voice. "And I verbally abused a tenant who was abusive to me." I sat back to wait for the fallout. For at least thirty seconds, she said nothing; the room was perfectly silent - too silent. Then, just as I was about to get up, figuring I was not going to get the job, she looked me up and down.

"Are you still using?" she asked.

"No," I said quickly. And I was still being honest. I had given up both marijuana and booze the day after I was dismissed, mostly because I couldn't afford it. But that's another story. "I learned my lesson on that score."

Her full lips curled in the beginning of a smile. "Okay, that's good to know," she said. "Can you do basic maintenance? You know, plumbing and electrical repairs. Can you do outside maintenance such as grass cutting and trimming? Can you maintain a garden?"

I had learned all those skills on the job. "Yes. I'm not a certified plumber or electrician, but I can do basic stuff. I can also do painting and cleaning, along with simple appliance repair. Likewise with the outside landscaping."

"Good. Can you collect rent and keep accurate records?"

"Well, I'm not an accountant," I said. "But, yes, I can handle money and do bookkeeping."

Her smile widened. I wasn't sure then, but I think she saw something in me, something worth cultivating. I will forever be grateful for that, even if it means having a sore bottom occasionally.

"Okay, Tyler, I think we can wrap this up," she said. "You need a job and a place to live, according to your sister. I need a live-in manager who's willing to work seven days a week. My father's lawyer, Stan Eubanks, has been handling all this for me since Dad's death. I will send you to him. He will get you started. You can move into my dad's apartment. I cleaned out his personal stuff but left the furniture and kitchen stuff. Mr. Eubanks will oversee your performance and report to me. Is that okay with you?"

I smiled for the first time. I now had a job and place to live. But, again that primal side of me wasn't anxious to work with some old lawyer. I wanted Katie to oversee my performance. It was then that I wondered if maybe she already had a boyfriend or was even heterosexual.

"Thank you," I said. "Will I see you occasionally?" I probably shouldn't have asked the question, but I couldn't stop myself. She was - and still is - captivating.

She chuckled. "Oh, I think you might," she said. "I will probably move into the vacant one-bedroom on the third floor now that I can afford the rent."

I got the joke quickly and chuckled along with her. But that pesky primal side almost went crazy. This beautiful woman was going to live in the same building. Perhaps some higher power was looking out for me. I had to consciously control my excitement.

However, if she noticed my discomfort, she didn't say anything. Rather, she was busy writing down an address and phone number. She handed a slip of paper to me and said, "This is Mr. Eubanks' address. I will call him right away and will expect you to do the same." She paused and gave me a hard look. "One more thing you should know, Tyler, before we start. I fervently believe in second chances and I believe in maximizing potential. These are aspects of human psychology I am studying. I will expect your best. And if I don't get it, I will punish you until I do get it. If that discourages you in any way, walk out now, because once you start, you're committed. Understand?"

I could tell she was deadly serious. I wondered what she meant by punish but figured I would never have to find out because I fully intended to work hard and stay clean. "Yes, I understand." I didn't walk out. But, then, I think I would have committed to nearly anything just for the privilege of being close to her.

She stood up and extended her right hand. I did the same, and we briefly grasped each other's fingers. "Well, I have things to do and so do you. Mr. Eubanks will get you oriented and give you the keys you need. Do you have any questions?"

I have to say that I was almost as impressed with her business-like manner as I was with her appearance - almost. "No, no question," I said. "Although, once I start, I will probably have a hundred."

She laughed. "Understandable," she said. "Please remember that anything concerning the building, Mr. Eubanks will be able to answer better than I."

"I'll remember that," I said. I was already calculating how long I should wait before calling her.

The following morning, I found myself in the office of Mr. Stanley J. Eubanks, Esquire. Mr. Eubanks was a short but friendly man who appeared to be approaching retirement age. The office itself was small but well-appointed. He didn't have a receptionist.

After the brief introduction, we shook hands. He sat behind a large wooden desk with a surface cluttered with paper and file folders. I sat opposite in a padded visitor chair. He took a deep breath and smiled broadly. "So... Katie tells me she thinks you'll be a good manager for Boswell Arms."

This was the first time I had actually heard the name of the apartment building. It struck me as a bit pretentious to name an old building after yourself, but I kept that thought to myself. "Yes, sir," I replied, remembering my company manners.

"Well, if Katie thinks you're qualified, that's good enough for me," he said. "I'm just glad she decided not to sell. Jim Boswell and I were friends for forty years and I know he would have greatly appreciated keeping his building in the family."

I wasn't quite sure what to say to that. "I'll do my best, sir."

He chuckled. "Tyler, while I appreciate the sir, it makes me feel like an old man - which I suppose I seem to you. Please call me Stan."

I nodded.

Stan pulled a large brown envelope from the clutter on his desk and pushed it toward me. "Okay, inside the envelope is all the obligatory paperwork. I'll need to do a background check before I can give you the keys to the building. Katie tells me you're a recovering drug and alcohol user. I've represented my share of these in my career, including the late Jim Boswell. I won't hold it against you, as long as you're recovering and don't lapse."

I began to feel a bit uneasy. "I won't lapse."

"Splendid," he said. "Now, Tyler, as you have probably already surmised, Katie is a remarkable young woman whom I've had the privilege of watching grow up."

"Yes, that was my impression," I said. Not to mention gorgeous, I thought.

"And her education and her experience with her father have made her very aware of issues associated with drug users and underachievers. I would advise you to work hard, do your job, and keep yourself clean. Like her parents, she believes in the application of harsh discipline when necessary."

I wasn't quite sure what that meant, but I wasn't about to ask for specifics. "As I said before, I will do my best, Stan."

He smiled again. "I'm sure you will," he said. "All right, if you will write down your social security number and birth date, I will get the background check started. In the meantime, fill out the paperwork and bring it back later this afternoon. If all goes well, I think we can conclude this thing by tonight, get you moved in and started. You already have some tenant issues to deal with."

He stood up. We shook hands, and I went back out into the bustle of a busy morning. So far, so good, I thought, although I was still a bit bothered by the notion of harsh discipline. What exactly did that mean anyway? Again, I hoped I wouldn't have to find out. Still, my mind raced with possibilities.


Chapter Three

That night, I actually slept in my new apartment, a nicely appointed one bedroom, one bathroom with a galley kitchen on the first floor of Boswell Arms. It wasn't Buckingham Palace; it certainly wasn't even as luxurious as some of the places I lived in when I was flush. But it had everything I needed to be comfortable, and it was free.

The following morning, a Thursday, Stan oriented me to the building - fourteen one-bedroom units and six two-bedroom units. All but one were occupied, making the building uniquely profitable, especially since Jim Boswell had paid down the mortgage - as I later discovered. The residents comprised an interesting mix of young and old, single and one-child families. A few older residents were retired and had lived in the building for several years. A couple of residents were graduate students at the university who, like Katie, kept mostly to themselves.

There was the small office on the first floor, just down the hall from my apartment. Stan advised me to make myself available in the office occasionally, especially at the first of the month when rent was due. "Keep yourself visible," he said.

The building had a basement with storage lockers, coin-operated washers and dryers, and the gigantic forced-air furnace that had to provide heat over six floors. Jim Boswell had negotiated maintenance contracts with an HVAC company for the furnace and with an appliance service company for the washers and dryers. All of the apartments had window air conditioners that I would be responsible for.

Finally, there was a large shed in the back of the property which contained a riding lawn mower and other yard equipment, along with an old pickup truck. The shed also contained an industrial-size snow blower for the parking lot. Snow removal would be another of my jobs when the time came.

I could see that my position as manager carried a lot of responsibility and that I would be extremely busy - probably too busy to worry very much about lapsing or whether I would ever get together with Katie. I would have to do something I had, up to that point, never been much good at: organizing my time so that I could be as efficient and productive as possible. With Katie as the owner actually living in the building, I wanted to impress her by doing a good job - and avoid the harsh punishment I had been warned about.

By Friday evening, I had met all the tenants and suggested that they text me or email me if they had any maintenance issues. Or they could try to catch me in the office or on the grounds. I wasn't particularly surprised when by Saturday morning, I had eight tenant-related issues to deal with. Plus, the lawn needed to be mowed and the front gardens weeded. No rest for the wicked, as they say - or the well-intentioned, for that matter.

As she said she would, Katie moved into her new fourth floor apartment on the following Thursday evening. Prior to her move, I made absolutely sure the apartment was clean and that the appliances and air conditioner all worked at peak efficiency. I thought maybe she would need help moving in. But, as it turned out, she didn't have that much stuff and she was able to recruit a few colleagues to help with the few pieces of furniture she had.

I stayed as close as I could, in case there were any issues - or so I said. However, in reality, I wanted to see if there was anyone special among her crew. I don't think I can adequately express my relief when I discovered that the only male in the group was gay. This beautiful, highly intelligent, and remarkable young woman apparently didn't have a steady boyfriend - or girlfriend, for that matter. Perhaps there was a chance for me, if I was patient and played my cards right.

Of course, I wasn't really thinking long term at that point. I would have settled for a quiet dinner - followed by an hour or two of intimacy. Actually, even an occasional smile in my direction would have made me happy. I was definitely smitten - as I still am.

But, for the next two weeks, I didn't have much time to think about it. Jim Boswell was, by all accounts, a very nice and accommodating man, not to mention apparently very good with finance. However, also apparently, he wasn't very good at maintenance or management. And, after he died, everyone was too busy grieving his loss to pick up the slack he left behind. Thus, I had to deal with at least one problem in every apartment.

Fortunately, these were issues that I could take care of without too much difficulty. But they did sap both my time and my energy. Generally, I worked from six in the morning until nearly nine at night, sometimes inside, sometimes out.

Still, my hard work and dedication paid off. By the end of my first month as manager, I was the most popular person in the building. I received more than one invitation to dinner - sadly, these came from the older residents - and a couple of monetary tips, which I graciously declined. Even Stan took note and thanked me for my diligence.

However, I heard nothing from Katie, and that disappointed me. Yes, I knew she was busy with graduate school-classes, beginning her dissertation, and her job as a research associate in the behavioral science department. I knew it and I appreciated it. But that didn't stop me from thinking about her and wanting to get closer to her.

And yet, when I really considered the possibility of a relationship, I understood in my heart and soul that I wasn't in any way worthy of her. I mean, she was - and still is, of course - a gorgeous, intelligent woman, soon to be a doctor of psychology, while I was - and still am to a certain extent - an average-looking guy who barely got through two years of college and lived day-to-day. She should be dating highly accomplished and highly polished men, I conceded.

Maybe I was fit to manage her apartment building, but sharing her bed, even for a couple of hours, was simply out of the question. I resolved that I would never be in her league and that I should move on with my life and seek romantic relationships elsewhere. After all, I was a healthy and hot-blooded male who was only twenty-three years old, still at my sexual peak.

But how to go about finding an accommodating young woman was another issue. I was simply too busy with my position to do what I had done in the past: frequent bars and night spots, hoping to catch the eye of a likeminded young female. I also didn't believe I had the time to troll the internet dating sites.

I began to look once again at the residents of Boswell Arms to see if I could perhaps hook up with someone closer to home. As I went down the list, I noticed Michelle Gruber occupying a 1-bedroom on the fourth floor. When I first moved in, I overlooked her because the occupants of Four-D had been Jason and Michelle Gruber. However, two weeks ago when I had done some work in her apartment, I remembered that she was alone. And when she brought her rent check down, the check had only her name on it. So, her husband had apparently moved out.

I recalled that she appeared to be older than I was - perhaps even in her early thirties. She probably wouldn't win any beauty contests, but I was in no position to be picky. For the next couple of days, I tried to pay more attention to her. I quickly noted that she worked night shift and often left the building dressed in blue scrubs - some kind of medical professional, I surmised.

It was now the end of August and seasonably warm. I made sure I did my outside work either in the early morning or in the early evening. I also worked without a shirt on, hoping that Michelle Gruber would see me and like what she saw - I may not be the best-looking guy in the world, but I have always kept myself in pretty good shape.

I don't know if my shirtless posing did the trick or whether it was the hot weather, but four days later, Michelle called me to take a look at her air conditioner. I arrived at her apartment around five thirty. She greeted me at the door wearing a tank top and white short shorts. My immediate impression was that she was better looking than I had, at first, thought, and maybe a little younger.

She gave me a wide smile and conducted me to the air conditioner, which was in the bedroom. I gave it a quick examination and determined that the filter needed to be cleaned. I took care of it while she watched me. Afterward, she offered me a beer, which I accepted.

While I drank the beer, she invited me to sit at her small kitchen table. We talked for a few minutes. I learned that she was a nurse at the hospital and that her husband of three years left her. She said that they hadn't been getting along for the past two years mostly because of her shift work. She was sad, of course, but not all that sorry to see him go.

When I finished my beer and got up to leave, she saw me to the door. Just before opening the door, she kissed me on the cheek and told me that she was off on Wednesday. She opened the door and invited me to dinner at the same time. She also gave me another can of beer 'for the road.' Then, as she was saying goodbye and I was accepting her invitation to dinner, Katie emerged from the elevator and started down the hall toward us.

She eyed us both as she proceeded to her own apartment two doors down. "Hello, Michelle. Hello, Tyler," she said rather coolly.

My heart did an instant flip-flop. But why did I feel like I had just been caught doing something I shouldn't have? I mean, after all, I was the manager of the apartment building on a legitimate service call. Still, I felt very uneasy as I returned Katie's greeting. I couldn't even meet her gaze.

On the other hand, Michelle seemed totally unfazed. "Hi, Katie," she said cheerfully. "How's school going?"

Katie gave me another cool look, then shifted to Michelle. "Got my coursework just about done. Comps in November, then full time on the dissertation."

Michelle smiled. "Good for you," she said. "You are a true inspiration to the rest of us. Now that Jason's gone, I've been thinking about finishing my MSN, maybe even go for a doctorate."

Katie reached out and patted Michelle's shoulder. She gave me a sideways glance. "I think you should do it, Michelle. I'll be happy to help, if you need it."

"Thanks, Katie," Michelle said.

My ego deflated quickly, and I felt like crawling away as I witnessed this display of sisterhood between two accomplished and career-minded professionals. What was I doing here, an unworthy male clutching a can of beer? I said a hasty goodbye and slinked back to my apartment.


Chapter Four

In spite of my doubts about my self-worth, I enjoyed myself Wednesday evening. Michelle turned out to be a fairly good cook. She said that, because of her schedule, she rarely had the chance to prepare a good meal for a guest. She even - with some bitterness in her voice - said that her ex-husband didn't always appreciate her effort in the culinary department.

She also turned out to be a good conversationalist, although she virtually dominated, talking mostly about herself and her plans to advance her career now that she was divorced. She also mentioned - as something of an off-hand comment - that she and Katie had taken some classes together a few years back.

I didn't mind her talking about herself, as I had little of value to contribute. Besides, I was enjoying the cherry cheesecake and sweet red wine she provided for dessert. I was also enjoying the sight of her dressed in a white mini-dress with her long brown hair tied back. She was looking more attractive by the minute.

About an hour or so after we finished the wine, she stood up and cleared the table. I asked her if she needed any help in the kitchen, but she declined, saying she would put everything in the dishwasher. She thanked me for the offer and touched my hand. "You know what I would really like?" she asked with a sly smile on her face.

I dared a look into her wide brown eyes and, for a moment, thought I saw both lust and need. "What?"

She took my hand in hers. "I would like for you to take me to bed," she said. "No commitments or romance, just good sex. I haven't had that for a long time - my husband wasn't much of a lover. Think you can manage it? I mean, you're not gay or in some kind of committed relationship, are you?"

Although I had certainly hoped the evening would turn out like this, my primal side went on overdrive. I had to quickly rein it in, because I wanted the evening to be memorable for both of us, not just a quick, one-night stand. I got my breathing under control and raised her hand to my lips. I gave her fingers a gentle kiss. "Michelle, you are a beautiful woman," I said. "I can think of no greater privilege than to make love to you in whatever way gives you the most pleasure." I don't think I had ever said these words to a woman before, or even close, and was a little surprised at myself.

Her smile widened. "Go for it, cowboy. Show me what you've got."

That was all I needed to hear. I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to her bedroom, just like I'd seen in countless scenes from romance movies. I laid her down on her queen-size bed and slowly raised the hem of her dress to her hips. I expected to confront the barrier of her underwear, which I would have gladly removed. But, much to my surprise, I found she wasn't wearing panties. There was no barrier, just the glorious sight of her carefully trimmed pubic area, glistening and waiting.

I also discovered that she wasn't wearing a bra. So, she had been in full commando mode throughout dinner and afterward. I could hardly contain my lust.

She glanced up at me. "Take off my dress, then strip, stud."

Never disappoint a lady, especially when she knows exactly what she wants. I did as I was told and was about to get on the bed beside her. She stopped me with her right hand. "Bring me off with your tongue," she said in a voice heavy with lust.

My penis had a mind of its own, but I managed to get it under control. I reminded myself that I wanted to make the evening memorable, to impress her with my superior ability as a lover. Besides, there was something about the way she issued the order that made me want to obey. She knows what she wants; let her be in charge, I told myself.

Immediately, I placed my head between her legs and went to work - I was no stranger to cunnilingus and occasionally rather enjoyed it, especially if it greatly excited the woman on the receiving end so that she wanted me as much as I wanted her. My tongue and experience must have been effective, because she climaxed within a matter of minutes, clamping her legs around my head.

When she recovered, she released my head and pushed me onto the floor. She sat up and gazed down at me. "That was pretty good," she said. "Now, lie supine on the bed."

It took me a few seconds to process the word supine, probably more of a medical term than a general usage term. Once again, I did what I was told.

When I was in position - with my fully erect penis sticking straight up - she straddled me. At first, she looked into my eyes and smiled. Then, she lowered herself onto my penis and impaled herself. "Don't do anything but lie still and don't come," she ordered.

The sensation of her vagina engulfing my penis was exquisite. I tried desperately to keep as still as possible and let her do whatever she wanted. In my muddled brain, I tried to scroll sports statistics, gardening tips, my ever-lengthening to-do list, anything. This was sweet torture, if there ever was such a thing.

I don't know how long it took her, but eventually she had an earthquake of an orgasm. She collapsed on top of me and kissed me profusely on my sweating face. When she came to her senses, she rolled off of me onto her back. "Tyler, you are a good lover," she said. She spread her legs and bent her knees. "Now, get over here and finish it."

I wasn't about to argue with that directive. I don't think I ever moved that fast in my life. She closed her eyes and held out her arms. When I was on top and between her legs, she pulled me into a near bear hug. With her urging me on, I inserted myself into her and thrust for all I was worth. I came in less than a minute and collapsed. Now completely spent, I rolled onto my back and cradled her in my arms. In that position, we fell asleep.

Michelle awoke first. She awakened me with a soft kiss to my cheek, then disengaged from my arms and got out of bed. In the low light of her bedroom, I drank in the sight of her naked body. How could I have ever thought she wasn't particularly attractive? I gathered my breath as I sat up in her bed. "Michelle, I..."

She cut me off by putting her finger on my lips. "Tyler, don't say anything," she said in a very soft voice. "No commitments, remember?" She turned and started for the bathroom. But before she reached the door, she turned back to me. "I'm not ready for a sleepover and I have to be up very early tomorrow. Thank you for a wonderful evening. I may have need of your services again."

"You're welcome. We aim to please. Call me anytime," I said as I watched her disappear into the bathroom. I had been effectively dismissed. Okay, I told myself as I got out of bed and put my clothes on, don't make more out of this than there is.

I glanced at the clock as I advanced toward the door that led into the corridor. It was ten thirty. Neither of us spoke another word.

I learned two things that evening. The first was that I was perhaps a decent stand-in lover for women like Michelle. I still wasn't worthy to be her partner or long-term companion, but I was good enough to provide the occasional stud service. Although I have to admit that the sex was nearly mind-shattering, I wasn't quite sure how I felt about being basically a sex toy - and little else.

The second thing I learned was more significant. I learned that I didn't at all mind being dominated by a woman. In fact, I rather liked it. For a guy like me who prided himself on being masculine, this was an epiphany of the highest order, a true life-changing moment.

When I reached my bedroom, I fell into bed without bothering to take off my clothes. I felt exhausted. I succumbed to the full effects of the wine and the sex. I fell asleep immediately and dreamed of being dominated by one beautiful woman after another. More than one even spanked me when I didn't perform to her satisfaction. These were powerful and prophetic dreams, to say the least, and I awoke at dawn in a cold sweat and needing relief.

I was tempted to call Michelle to see if she would accommodate a second round, but I thought better of it and took care of the problem myself. No commitments, she said. Okay, I can live with that.

The next three days were hot and humid, and I went about my chores wearing only an old pair of shorts and no shirt. I also bought a case of Coors Light. I told myself, while I was standing in line at the convenience store, that I shouldn't be doing this because I just might be an alcoholic and was teetering on the brink of lapsing into old habits. However, my encounter with Michelle - along with the heat - had awakened a need in me that my rational side couldn't suppress. Besides, I told myself, Michelle is not calling me and Katie doesn't seem to be around, who's going to care?

I learned the answer to that question on Sunday afternoon. About four o'clock, Katie called me and asked me to come to her apartment for a visit. I wasn't sure how to interpret that, but there was certainly no avoiding it. And, after all and in spite of my recent experience with Michelle, Katie was still my fantasy woman. At the time, it never occurred to me that I might be in trouble. I was just anxious to see her, to bask in her radiance, so to speak.

When she opened the door, she was wearing knee-length khaki shorts and a loose-fitting white tee shirt with a clearly-visible white bra underneath. Her blonde hair was neatly combed and secured in the back with a white ribbon. She was every bit as gorgeous as I remembered, and I had to consciously will my jaw to keep from dropping just at the sight of her.

She smiled when she saw me. "Tyler, thanks for coming. I know you don't get too many days or even afternoons off. Please come in."

I entered, and she closed and locked the door behind me.

She motioned to a small sofa. "Please sit down."

I sat and tried hard not to gawk at her.

I was hoping she would sit next to me, but instead she lowered herself gracefully into the black leather recliner opposite the sofa. She crossed her legs and looked at me. "Tyler," she began, "first, I want to thank you for all the work you've done around here. Overall, the residents and Stan are very pleased."

I took a deep breath, not quite sure what to say. "Well... it's been a lot of hard work, but I've enjoyed it. I appreciate the opportunity."

Her smile faded a little. I could tell she was about to get serious. "I wanted to talk to you about that. I know we haven't seen much of each other, because we've been so busy." She paused and her eyes turned hard and cold. "I know you've been working hard, but I do have a few concerns."

I wasn't sure what to say to that either. As much as I wanted to be with her - or at least in her presence - listening to her concerns about my performance as manager wasn't exactly how I wanted to spend our valuable time together. "Okay."

She leaned forward slightly in her chair and re-crossed her legs. "First, several people have commented - and I've seen it for myself - that you've been working outside with no shirt on."

I could feel my face warm. "Well, it's been pretty hot lately."

"I know that," she said. "But... it looks very, shall we say, unprofessional. From now on, please wear a shirt whenever you're outside your apartment. Okay?"

That was easy, I thought. Maybe I can wear a loose tank top and still project the same masculine image. "Okay, no problem."

Unfortunately, she wasn't finished, but just getting started. She re-crossed her legs. "So far, you've been getting your work done in a timely fashion, and I'm happy with that. However, I have two serious concerns that I worry might extend into the future."

My face warmed again as I tried to imagine these very serious concerns. "Okay."

"First - and I'm not quite sure how to put this delicately - I understand you've been seeing Michelle from down the hall. Is that true?"

I squirmed slightly on the sofa and I could feel myself getting defensive until I remembered that Michelle said that she and Katie were friends. "Well... I did some repair work on her air conditioner and she invited me to have dinner with her. Several of the residents have been nice enough to do that."

Her eyes narrowed. "I doubt that you sleep with the other residents after dinner."

So, Katie knew what Michelle and I did. I should have figured they would talk about it. But then, I thought, what's the big deal? Aren't we both consenting adults? And then, I thought, where is this coming from anyway? Is Katie upset or is she jealous? Once again, I wasn't sure how to respond to Katie. "Is there something wrong with that?"

Her whole body tightened. "Perhaps not," she said. "But... Michelle is a friend of mine and I know she's going through a rough time right now. She is very vulnerable. I don't want you taking advantage of her."

I flushed with righteous indignation. "Hey, she came on to me," I said. "I didn't see any harm in accepting her offer."

"Well, I do," she said. "In fact, I want to discourage all fraternization in this building."

Now, I was angry. "What the hell does that mean? I can't talk to the residents? That's bullshit. Besides, what are you and I doing right now?"

She took several deep breaths. "We're not fraternizing," she said in a controlled voice. "I own this building, which makes me your boss. I have every right to express my concerns about how you manage my property. From now on, keep all your interactions with the residents strictly professional. Are we clear on that?"

Several more expletives massed on my tongue. I choked them back down. "Yes, ma'am, boss lady," I said in as sarcastic a tone as I could muster.

"And another thing," she said. "In the future, you will refrain from using that foul language you just spewed at me. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes, boss."

"And, I don't appreciate the sarcasm," she said.

"And I don't appreciate being yelled at for doing my job."

She swallowed hard. "Let's move on," she said, "to my biggest concern, which is your drinking."

"I'm not drinking."

"Please don't lie to me, Tyler," she said. "I know Michelle gave you beer and wine."

"I was just being hospitable."

"And," she continued, holding up a hand to stop me, "I know you bought a case of beer. You're an alcoholic. Even one beer can put you over the edge."

I was angry all over again. "Wait a minute. This is going too far. What I do in my own apartment is my own business and none of yours."

"Yes, it is my business. If you lapse, it will affect your performance as manager. Remember what happened at your last job."

"I won't lapse."

She stood up. "And I intend to make very sure of that."

My initial anger started to melt into fear. "What do you mean?"

She held up her hand once again, then disappeared into the kitchen. When she re-appeared a few seconds later, she was carrying a large wooden spoon.


Chapter Five

I shifted my eyes between Katie's face and the wooden spoon she was holding, not quite grasping its significance. I did, however, have a sudden urge to leave before she could do whatever she was planning.

"I need to leave," I said. I stood up.

She took a few quick steps toward the door. "Tyler, sit down," she ordered. "We're not finished."

My mind raced with options. I knew I could probably overpower her and get out the door. But then what? No doubt, she would fire me and force me to move out. I would be both broke and homeless, a state to which I was not anxious to return. After a few seconds of hesitation, I resumed my seat on the sofa.

Katie watched me for a moment, then took a deep breath. She kept the handle of the spoon clutched tightly in her right hand. "Tyler, do you remember when we first met and you agreed to take the job as manager?"

I nodded. That meeting seemed like a year ago rather than just a couple of months.

"I told you at the time that I had high expectations and would punish you if I didn't get your best. Do you remember that?"

I remembered. "Katie, I am giving you my best."

"In some ways, yes," she said. "But not in every way."

I made a move to get up. "Katie, I don't think I need to listen to any more..."

She held out her left hand. "Don't interrupt me."

I shifted back onto the sofa. I couldn't quite match her harsh gaze.

"I'm going to tell you something so you understand where I'm coming from," she said, her luscious body almost rigid. "I called your former boss at Pine Woods."

"You talked to Mr. Green?" I didn't know whether to be indignant or afraid.

"Yes. My father was an early investor in the complex. He had a hand in hiring Leon. I had never met him myself, but I heard my father talk about him."

"What the hell!" Now, I was indignant.

"Tyler, be quiet," she said. "I may appear naïve, but I did learn a few things from my father. Once your sister told me you were interested in coming to work for me and that you had managed Pine Woods, I got curious. Now, my father sold his interest in Pine Woods a few years ago in order to buy this place, so I hadn't kept up with the management team. Anyway, I called Leon before our meeting. You know what he said?"

I swallowed hard, prepared for the worst. "I can imagine."

She huffed. "He said you were a very good worker, that you were quick to learn and took direction well. I have seen that for myself. However, he also said that your drinking and drug use was becoming a problem he couldn't overlook, especially when you used that profane language you just spewed out."

"Katie, if you already knew about what happened at Pine Woods, why didn't you say something? I'm surprised you even hired me."

"I was testing your honesty and your desire to get clean." She paused and looked at me as if expecting me to respond. When I didn't, she continued. "Tyler, I told you before, I'm not going to let you fail, even if you're trying to fail yourself."

"Katie, I'm sorry if I disappointed you, but I'll be all right. It's just... the hot weather and the hard work made me thirsty for a cold beer."

Her face hardened. "And that leads down the wrong road," she said. "Maybe I'm making too much out of this, but I have an investment here and I need to protect it in the only way I know how." She stared at me for a few seconds. "Okay. Here it is. Tyler, drop your pants, get on your knees, and bend your upper body over the seat of the sofa."

I honestly wasn't sure I heard her right. "What? You want me to do what?"

"You heard me. Now, get to it."

"Are you serious? Why?"

She took a step a closer. She held out the spoon. "I fully intend to spank you with this wooden spoon. Consider it both punishment and a warning. As I said before, if you fail, I fail, and I'm not willing to let that happen. So, get into position right now and take your punishment like the man I thought you were. Or, put your tail between your legs and get out of here. But, if you leave this apartment, pack up your stuff and move out. You'll be finished here and everywhere else. Decide." She was practically breathless.

Take a spanking or go back to being homeless and jobless. Not much of a choice when you really think about it. I suddenly reflected back on Sarah's admonition that I needed a good, hard spanking. Maybe I did. Anyway, was being spanked worse than being out on the street with no place to go? Besides, I thought, giving in to my primal side, perhaps this will bring me closer to the woman of my dreams. It might even turn her on.

That vision made the decision much easier. "Okay," I said, lifting myself off the sofa. "You win."

She flashed a sinister little smile. "No," she said. "We both win."

I unbuttoned my shorts and pushed them down to below my thighs. Then, I hooked my fingers in the elastic waistband of my briefs.

She stopped me. "Leave those up."

I nodded, almost disappointed. I turned and sank to my knees. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her right hand tremble slightly, and I wondered if she had ever spanked anyone before. I put that thought out of my head and rested my upper body over the sofa seat. All I could do now was wait.

She took a step closer, then stopped. "You know, Tyler, you should consider yourself lucky I no longer have my old sorority paddle. I was house disciplinarian in my senior year. When I graduated, I gave my paddle to my replacement. Now I wish that I'd kept it."

That answered my question and significantly increased my fear factor. But, at the same time, I was surprised to discover that my penis was stirring. Perhaps it was the scene itself or the vivid image of beautiful young sorority sisters naked and bent over, waiting for Katie to administer some much-needed discipline. I would have paid a lot to have witnessed one of those sessions.

Still, whatever it was that prompted my little friend to go into erection mode, it has never happened since. In all the times Katie has spanked me since this first experience, I have never gotten aroused. Perhaps afterward, if Katie is in the mood to cuddle me, I get a little stimulated - sometimes a lot stimulated, truth be told. But never before or during a spanking. Spanking for me - and Katie too - is punishment, pure and simple, not foreplay.

Katie moved to within a foot or two of my left side. "If you say anything or attempt to get up during the spanking, I will spank you harder and longer. Understand?"

For the first time, I truly understood that this was for real. I was going to get spanked for the first time in my life. I nodded in response to her question.

"Say it."

"I understand." I closed my eyes.

A second later, I heard a slight swish followed by the sound of the spoon meeting the thin cloth that covered my quivering bottom. She landed the bowl of the spoon directly on the fleshiest part of my right cheek. The sharp pain shot through me and was harsher than I was expecting.

"God, that hurts!"

She laid into me with a barrage of strikes that impacted every square inch of my backside. "I told you not to speak," she said after probably the tenth or eleventh stroke.

I clamped my mouth shut, determined to take my punishment 'like a man.' I had no idea how much more spanking she intended to deliver. All I really knew was that she was in firm control. Let it play out and see what happens, I told myself.

She may have been a paddler at her sorority, but she was also a master with the wooden spoon. The strokes fell one right after another after another - so fast they almost melded together into one. My entire backside felt like it was on fire. My head slumped into the sofa seat. My fingers clutched the cloth as though it was a lifeline. I wanted to scream for her to stop, but I knew I didn't dare. She was as merciless and efficient as a machine.

Finally, after god-only-knows how many strokes, she stopped and sighed. She set the spoon on the sofa seat and gently ran her hand over the cloth that covered my scorched flesh. She bent down and looked at my face, which was drenched in sweat. A few stray tears leaked from my eyes. "I think you've had enough," she declared as she stepped back. "Stand up and face me."

Slowly, with pain signals racing through my entire body, I managed to push myself up into a standing position. I turned. I could barely see her through the veil of tears that covered my eyes. But I think she was gazing at me sympathetically.

"Tyler, I know I was just hard on you," she said. "But you needed that to get you on the right road and away from the wrong one. And I needed to demonstrate how serious I am. You now know what I mean by harsh punishment. I will not hesitate to spank you again if I think you deserve it. Are we clear on that?"

I took a deep breath and tried to think about what I had just experienced and why. Looking back, I understand that I had just taken my first step on the road to total submission - which, for Katie, was the right road. There would be many more steps, of course. But I will always remember this first one. "Yes, we're clear," I said in a near whisper.

"Do you want to run away now?" she asked with an expression on her beautiful face that was so serious it was almost frightening.

Did I want to run away? No. The rational part of me realized Katie was, in her own bizarre way, trying to help me become a better person, a better man. I wanted to be a better man. And if that meant submitting to whatever it was she thought was best for me, I could go along with it.

"No," I said.

She smiled and held out her arms. "Come here then."

I recognized the gesture for what it was and practically stumbled into her arms. She wrapped her arms around me and held me tight. Overwhelmed by the emotion, I broke down and cried like a small boy who had just lost his favorite dog. She patted my back and kissed my sweating forehead.

After a couple of minutes, she released me and stepped back. She gave me a hard look. "Dry your eyes and straighten up," she ordered.

I was a bit surprised, but I did what I was told.

When I was calm again, she took my hand in hers. "This was a bit like a sorority initiation," she said. "And as such, I will tell you now that your body and soul - along with your ass - belong to me. I will fight for you and I will discipline you and punish you to make you into the person - the man - I think you can be." She paused and opened the door of her apartment. "If you're not okay with that, the door is open. All you have to do is walk out and you're a free man. If you are okay with it, close the door."

I thought for a few seconds, not quite certain what I was committing to. But then, I wondered: Are we ever truly free? And what does freedom mean anyway, and how much does it cost? Would I be better off on my own out on the street or if I stayed and submitted to Katie's stronger will? When I finally answered these questions for myself, I closed the door.

She smiled again. "I think you've made a wise decision," she said. "Now, let's get a few things straight. First, you will get rid of the beer and never buy anything alcoholic again. Okay?"

That wouldn't be too hard, I thought. "Okay."

"Second, you will continue to do your job around here to the absolute best of your ability. And in the course of doing your job, you will not accept any kind of gratuity from any of the residents, including Michelle. Is that clear?"

"Yes." I would miss Michelle, but she said no commitments and no romance. I could live with that, and I had no doubt she could too.

"Third, you will refrain from using any kind of foul language and you will accompany me to church on Sunday mornings as a sign that you've accepted your new role. Are you okay with that?"

It had been quite a few years since I'd been inside a church, and I didn't know whether or not I actually believed in anything much, especially religious dogma. But I didn't see any harm in devoting an hour or so on Sunday morning, especially if it meant I would in Katie's presence. "I'm okay with it."

She nodded and continued to smile. "And fifth..." She paused and took a deep breath. "You will accompany me right now into my bedroom and show me what you did that got Michelle so excited she just had to tell me about it. Okay?"

I couldn't believe what I had just heard. She was actually inviting me to make love to her. It was my fantasy coming to life. My penis rose to full erection, straining against the cloth that held it back. I flushed; my heart rate escalated.

She laughed. "You don't need to answer that question," she said. "I can see it for myself." She held out her right hand as an invitation.

I practically ran to her and grasped her hand in mine. At that moment, I could think of no greater pleasure in life than to show love to this beautiful woman who had just spanked me so mercilessly. Perhaps I was worthy after all. Hand in hand, we moved into her bedroom.


Chapter Six

In the cool, quiet of Katie's bedroom, I undressed her slowly and laid her down on the bed. Then, I proceeded to use my tongue and my fingers to bring her off as many times as she could manage it. For at least thirty minutes or so, she was virtually insatiable, moaning, squirming, clawing my back and head until she appeared to be spent. She closed her eyes and seemed to fall asleep as her breathing transitioned from sporadic and labored to regular.

But, after only a blissful moment or two, she re-opened her eyes and smiled up at me. "That was..." She couldn't finish what she was going to say. Instead, much to my surprise and delight, she spread her legs. "I don't have much left, so get over here and fuck me. You've earned it."

That was one order I was only too happy to obey - although fuck was one word I never expected to hear come out of her mouth - a word that would have and has earned me a spanking. "Yes, ma'am." I mounted her and thrust slow and deep. But I couldn't hold back and came within a minute or two. I collapsed into her waiting arms. We both fell asleep locked in an embrace.

When I awoke a few hours later, she appeared to be still asleep. I got out of bed and retrieved my clothes. I was nearly dressed when I heard the sheets rustle. "Where do you think you're going?" she asked in a sleepy voice.

I turned and faced her. "I... uh... didn't think you wanted me to stay the night."

She scowled. "Don't ever presume to think what I want," she said. "I will tell you. And right now, I want you to get back into this bed. I want to wake up with you in the morning."

Once more, the stars seemed to be aligned in my favor. "Yes, ma'am," I said, trying to suppress a smile. I removed my clothes and got back into the bed. My penis led the way. I thought - hoped, really - she wanted to have sex again. However, she fell asleep as soon as I had her in my arms.

I awoke to a hand touching my penis. I opened my eyes and, in the anemic light of dawn, I saw Katie on her side smiling in my direction. "I was hoping that would wake you up," she said, her hand still wrapped around my shaft, which was now fully erect - definitely wide awake, even if I wasn't yet.

My eyes widened. The pleasure of her touch rippled through my body. "Good morning," I said. It was all I could think of.

"Don't move," she said. She unwrapped her hand and kissed me on the cheek. Then, she straddled me, facing my feet. In this position, she quickly impaled herself and began to rock and gyrate. Within a couple of minutes, she was moaning. Her movements became more animated, more desperate until finally her entire body stiffened. She cried out, obviously in the throes of a gigantic climax.

But she wasn't finished, and neither was I. When her breathing returned to normal, she began to lift her lower body up and down, like the cylinder moving against the piston instead of the other way around. The sensation was exquisite, and after a minute or two, I could no longer contain myself. My moans complemented hers.

Everything about this scene was erotically charged, including the intoxicating smell of her sweat combined with her natural lubricant and the sight of her bare muscular bottom rising and falling just a foot or two away from my eyes. I came harder than I had ever come before. I believe she came equally as hard.

When we were both spent, she disengaged and rolled back over onto her side. Now overcome with what I thought was love, I scooped her into my arms and cradled her. Once again, we fell asleep.

But not for long this time. She had a morning class she needed to get to, and I had work to do. Stark reality was creeping back into my life. Reluctantly, I got out of bed and put on my clothes. She watched me before getting out of bed herself. She favored me with a total view of her naked body, now illuminated by full daylight. I remember thinking at the time that this had to be a dream or some kind of cruel hoax. She would dismiss me and go back to her real boyfriend.

But when I felt my sore bottom and saw her smiling at me, I knew it wasn't a dream. And I prayed it wasn't a hoax.

"Tyler, I need to take a shower and get to school," she said. "I'm sorry there's no time for breakfast."

I gazed at her, not quite ready to give her up to the world of responsibility. "Thank you," I said.

"Tyler, don't be so quick to be grateful," she said. "Nothing has changed since yesterday. You are a good lover, and I won't forget that. But the conditions I imposed yesterday still stand. You belong to me now, and, as I said yesterday, I will not hesitate to punish you severely if you violate any of those conditions."

"I understand," I said. I was still unable to take my eyes off her. The memories of our recent lovemaking surged through my brain like a powerful electric current. I also remembered the spanking which, from a distance, didn't seem so bad, a small price to pay for the privilege of experiencing the aftermath.

"Good," she said. "Now, get out of here, please. We both have things we need to do." She turned and went into her bathroom, closing the door behind her.

With the vivid image of her naked body still burned into my brain, I walked slowly out of her bedroom and left the apartment. I had never felt like this before - totally and completely smitten. I had taken my next important step on the road to submission. Still, as I remembered the wooden spoon and how Katie had used it on me, I wasn't anxious for a repeat of that experience. Get rid of the beer, I told myself, then get to work and stay diligent.

For the next two weeks, as August transitioned into September, I did exactly what Katie told me to do. I got rid of the beer and drank only ice water when I got thirsty. I wore a tee shirt whenever I was out of my apartment. I was courteous to the tenants who requested my services but not chatty or solicitous. I did my work diligently and to the best of my ability.

And as the days passed, I kept hoping to get another summons to her apartment - a good summons, sex but no spanking. But no summons, good or bad, was forthcoming. I didn't even see her except maybe two or three times in passing. On these occasions, I smiled and she smiled back as though she was just another tenant. I could feel myself getting frustrated. I had deluded myself into thinking we had a real relationship or at least she would need me to take care of her occasionally.

Oh, how fragile is the male ego. Up to that moment in my life, I had foolishly thought that women felt need the same as men, but obviously I was wrong. I might as well start drinking again, I thought. But I didn't. I knew better than to take that risk again.

In mid-September, Michelle asked me to come to her apartment. Uh-oh, I thought. Katie had warned me to stay away from Michelle. In fact, I had already been severely punished for it. I wanted to see Katie again, but I didn't want to see her with that wooden spoon in her hand.

When I got to Michelle's apartment, she ushered me inside and offered me a bottle of water, which I accepted knowingly - obviously, she and Katie had talked about me and my history with alcohol. We sat down opposite each other. She gave me a small smile. "I just wanted to let you know that I'm moving," she said.

I didn't know whether to be relieved or upset. "When?"

"Next week," she said. "Katie convinced me that I should go back to school, so I'm taking her up on her advice. I got accepted into the graduate nursing program at Claymore College. I got a job at the hospital there and will rent a small apartment just off campus."

"Congratulations," I said. Then, I realized she still had six months left on her lease. "But, what about your..."

"For the next six months, I'm going to sublet my apartment to a co-worker, Damian Godfrey. I'm going to leave the furniture. He's going to move in next week. I thought maybe you could go over the apartment after I leave, make sure it is clean."

"Sure," I said. So, Katie is eliminating any possible competition, I thought, my male ego kicking in again.

She stood up. "Thanks so much," she said. "I think you'll like Damian. He's a respiratory therapist at the hospital and pretty much keeps to himself. He'll probably want to keep the apartment after the six months. Anyway, Katie said it was okay."

And Katie is the boss, I thought. I also stood and did a half turn toward the door. "I'll take care of it, Michelle," I said. "Good luck at Claymore."

She opened the door for me. "Thanks, Tyler. You're the best."

I nodded and walked out into the corridor, not quite sure what to think.

After I got back to my apartment, I thought more about the situation. I was convinced that Katie had somehow coerced Michelle, the only other single woman residing at Boswell Arms, to leave and sublet her apartment to a male. But why? From my perspective, although Katie had declared that I 'belonged to her', she certainly didn't seem all that interested in me. I knew she was busy with school, but couldn't she at least find an hour or two to devote to me?

As I thought more and more about it, I started to get angry. Of course, I had no real right to be angry, as Katie had promised me nothing but more punishment if I violated any of the conditions she had set. But I felt anger nonetheless. Looking back, I realize that the anger was probably born out of sexual frustration. I had been granted a small piece of my fantasy; I wanted more; I needed more.

Later that day, I decided to take an indirect approach. That evening, I texted her:

Hi Katie, I'm just checking to see how you're doing. I miss seeing you. I also wanted to let you know that I talked with Michelle about her moving and subletting the apartment. She said you told her it was okay. I'll take care of it.

Around eleven that night, Katie returned my text:

Been very busy. Thanks for taking care of the apartment.

Not quite the response I was hoping for. I would have to try something else to get her attention.

Over the next week, I could feel myself getting more and more desperate - desperate enough to take risks and do some things she couldn't ignore. First, I stopped working on the outside and let the weeds overtake the front garden. Autumn was approaching anyway. Next, I took off my tee shirt when cleaning the corridors. And finally, I accepted a dinner invitation from Melanie Rifkin, an older woman whose husband was out of town on business. It was an innocent dinner with pleasant conversation only. But it was a violation of one of Katie's conditions nonetheless.

As an added bonus, so to speak, I remembered that I was supposed to go to church with her on Sunday mornings. I had actually quite forgotten about it, and she hadn't reminded me. In fact, I don't think she was going herself. But it was yet another violation of her conditions. Certainly, I reasoned, all these violations would get her attention.

I was right about that. The following Sunday, as I was settling in to watch a football game, she texted me: We need to talk. Please come to my apartment as soon as you can.

Because of the rather cryptic tone of her text, I wasn't sure whether or not to be excited about the summons. Be careful what you wish for, you just might get it. That old cliché kept going through my mind as I texted her back that I was on my way. Be careful what you wish for. Still, whatever she was planning had to be better than football.

When I arrived at her door, she was waiting for me. "Thanks for coming on such short notice," she said. "Please come in."

Once I was inside, she closed and locked the door. I was immediately surprised by two things. First, she didn't invite me to sit. Second, in the middle of the living room was one of her wooden kitchen chairs. Resting on the seat of the chair was a wicked-looking school paddle made of what appeared to be light brown solid oak. This was the same paddle she has used on me many times since.

She glared at me. "Tyler, I'm not going to waste a lot of time," she said. "You know why you're here. And it doesn't take an advanced graduate student in psychology to recognize a classic cry for attention."

She was right about that. I had not been consciously aware of it, but even with my one semester of basic psychology, I could see that I had just engaged in an exercise in positive reinforcement. I wanted attention, and I didn't care what I had to do to get it or what kind of attention I would get - any attention would be positive reinforcement, even a paddling.


Chapter Seven

She continued her harsh stare, making me almost wish I could wilt into the floor. "I've tried to ignore your behavior in order to extinguish it, but I can't any longer. You demand attention, and now you're going to get it." She paused, walked over to the chair, and picked up the paddle. "I got this little beauty last week, because I had a feeling I was going to need it." She gripped the handle in her right hand and swished the paddle through the air a couple of times.

She pointed to the back of the chair. "Obviously, you need to be punished, so let's get to it. Drop your pants and briefs and bend over the back of the chair."

Be careful what you wish for, I thought, as I shifted my eyes from the chair to the paddle and back again. Okay, you wanted attention, now you're going to get attention, I told myself, echoing what Katie had said.

She snapped the fingers on her left hand to reinforce her impatience. "Look, Tyler, I haven't got the time to fool with this. Bend over the back of the chair now. Every second you delay will result in harsher punishment."

I could tell by the very dour expression on her beautiful face - completely unadorned by makeup - that she was deadly serious. I wasn't going to leave this apartment without getting my bottom soundly paddled. The only question was how bad was it going to be. One thing was for certain, I thought as I watched her tap her left palm with the business end of the paddle, the spanking would be worse the longer I hesitated. Time to face it.

I nodded, unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, and pushed them down to my knees along with my briefs. Then I assumed the indicated position. It was uncomfortable having my stomach pressing against the back of the chair, but I knew I would be feeling a different kind of discomfort very soon.

True to her word, Katie didn't waste time. She stepped in behind me, the paddle cocked and ready. "Tyler, you need to brace yourself, because I intend to make this a memorable spanking, one that will firmly dissuade you from seeking attention in the future."

Oh, crap, I thought. I had known all along that she would spank me - I accepted that as the price of getting her to pay attention to me. In the fantasy world I had created, I expected her to maybe give me a sound spanking with the wooden spoon, followed by a makeup session such as the one we had before - I could definitely live with that. But I never expected what she called a 'memorable spanking' with the mean-looking school paddle.

I opened my mouth to protest but thought better of it. You wanted it, you earned it, now take it like a man, I told myself. I closed my eyes; I could feel my whole body stiffen in anticipation.

The first strike came immediately after. It impacted directly across the center of both my cheeks and hurt worse than I had imagined. I started to rear up. She pushed me back down. "No trying to get up," she said. "You better hold onto the sides of the chair; we are far from finished."

Oh, crap, I thought for the second time. Not wishing to risk incurring any more of her wrath, I did what she told me to do and gripped the sides of the chair. I clamped my teeth around my tongue while my brain wondered what exactly she meant by a memorable spanking.

Now with me back in position, she struck again, this one landing slightly below the first spot. Then she struck again and again and again, filling the room with the sound of hard wood meeting soft flesh. The escalation of pain was beyond anything I had ever before experienced. And it was then I remembered she had been the house disciplinarian at her sorority. Probably just like old times, I thought.

I'm not sure if I was ever trying to keep track of the number of times she graced my bottom with that paddle, but I believe I lost count completely at around thirty or so. This was, indeed, a memorable spanking. My fingers turned white from gripping the sides of the chair. Tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. I had to consciously will myself not to spew out a string of swear words. Likewise, I had to keep myself from pleading for mercy, thus heaping humiliation onto the agony.

I don't know if Katie herself was counting, but eventually she did stop. She set the paddle on the floor and gently rubbed my bottom. "Well, that was worse than any sorority paddling I ever administered," she said. "But you asked for it and you deserved it." She gave me a quick swat with her hand. "Now, stand and pull your pants back up."

It took me a few seconds to disengage from the chair. I felt like my fingers were permanently stuck to the wood. My bottom felt like it was on fire, and the last thing I wanted to do was to cover it with cloth.

But I did what I was told. I wiped my wet face with the back of my hand and tried to control my crying. I did not want to appear weak but was failing miserably. I waited for her to hold out her arms for a comforting embrace, but she kept her arms at her sides. I had a strong feeling there would be no makeup session this time.

She took a deep breath. "Okay. Now, you've been thoroughly punished. I fully expect no repeat of your behavior. Is that clear?"

I choked down a sob. "Ye...yes, ma'am."

She dared a small smile. "Tyler, I understand. I really do," she said in a gentler voice. "And I'm sorry I don't have more time for you. But I've got classes and I've got to study for my comps. Plus, I'm doing the research for my dissertation and I'm working. This is much more than full time." She paused and looked at me. Her face softened. "Still, maybe, if you can get all your work done and be a very good boy for the next week, I suppose you can spend next Saturday night with me, then we can go to church together on Sunday morning. The Camden Avenue Methodist Church has a service at nine. Okay?"

I wasn't sure I actually heard her right. She wanted me to spend the night with her? I wasn't about to turn that down. "Uh... yes, ma'am. Thank you."

She leaned over and kissed my flaming cheek. In an instant, the pain in my bottom receded. "All right, that's settled." She moved toward the door. "Now, please go. I've got a lot of work to do." She opened the door. "Get your behavior under control. I will let you know about Saturday night."

I didn't want to be dismissed so quickly, but I understood this was the way it had to be. At least, she had dangled hope in front of me. I gathered myself together, gave my face one last wipe to remove any traces of tears in case any of the other tenants were around, and walked to the open doorway. "Thank you, Katie," I said.

She nodded and closed the door.

Once I was back inside my own apartment, my bottom started to hurt again. Curious, I stripped out of my jeans and briefs, went into the bathroom, and looked at my backside in the mirror over the sink. I struggled a bit to get a good view, but the view was enough so I could see a few purplish bruises on both cheeks. She had been rough on me, and I had the wounded flesh to prove it. I knew I would probably feel this for a while. I wasn't wrong about that.

I put my clothes back on, got a glass of water, and sat down to watch football. I wasn't surprised to discover that sitting was, while not exactly painful, uncomfortable. I had clearly experienced a serious paddling, certainly one that I had little desire to experience again. I vowed to hone my behavior in order to make myself worthy of her.

And my attempt must have worked, because the next Saturday morning, Katie texted me: You've been a good boy. Be at my apartment at ten o'clock. Bring some good clothes for church.

For the first time in a long time, I actually felt proud of myself. Of course, I texted a response immediately, a simple two words: Yes, ma'am.

I occupied myself by doing some busy work around the building, but I couldn't get my mind off the upcoming date - if you want to call it that. I was actually going to spend the night with the most beautiful and engaging woman I had ever known. True, she was also domineering and demanding - and as proof of this, she had already spanked me twice. But, I reasoned, the spankings were necessary both for my own good and to make me worthy of her.

I counted down the hours until ten, making myself almost crazy in the process. Then, at precisely ten, I knocked on her door. She opened it wearing only a white, thigh-length nightshirt. Her blonde hair was combed down. She smiled when she saw me, then scowled. "Tyler, where are your good clothes?"

I flushed as I realized that, in my excitement, I simply forgot we were going to church in the morning. "Oops, I'm sorry," I said.

"Well, go back to your apartment and get your clothes. Now!" She shoved me out the door and closed it behind me, leaving me standing in the corridor like an idiot.

With the image of her in that skimpy nightshirt dangling in front of me, I practically ran through the corridor and down three flights of stairs to my apartment. I quickly gathered up my only good pair of pants, a blue button-down shirt, and a tie. I started for the door when I realized I needed my good shoes as well. I slapped my forehead in disgust and retrieved my only pair of black loafers.

I was back at her apartment in less than ten minutes. This time when she let me in, she had a serious expression on her face. She also had a wooden hairbrush in her right hand. "I hope you didn't forget about church in the morning."

I had forgotten, but I certainly wasn't going to admit it. "No, ma'am," I said. "I just... forgot to bring my clothes."

She tapped the back of the brush against her left palm. "Well, before we do anything else, we need to set about improving your memory." She gave me a hard look, one that I already knew well. "Go into the bedroom, strip out of your pants, and lie down on the bed on your stomach."

I hesitated, not entirely sure I wanted to start off this night with a spanking. But then, she was the boss and I needed to accept it.

She reached around and gave my bottom a quick swat with the brush. "Tyler, wake up and get in there. I think we would both rather do other things, but this comes first."

I knew I would rather do other things, and sooner than later. Okay, I told myself, you screwed up and now you have to pay for it. Why put it off? I nodded, quickly moved into the bedroom, stripped out of my clothes, and laid down on the bed as ordered.

Katie came in right behind me, still clutching the handle of that hairbrush. "A memory lapse is a sign of a distracted and disorganized mind," she said. "But I think we can fix that."

She wasted no more words after that. Standing over me like a building, she laid into my backside with the flat side of that hairbrush, one stroke after another after another in rapid-fire succession. The pain was nearly instantaneous as one stroke melded into the next. In the overall scheme of things, the spanking wasn't as bad as the one she had given me with the school paddle. But it definitely made an impression.

In less than a minute, she was finished. She set the brush on the surface of her nightstand and ran her hand over my scorched flesh. "Okay, Tyler, get up," she said.

Out of the corner of my cloudy eye, I watched her step back. The nightshirt had ridden up almost to her pubic area - I could see a couple of tiny hairs peeking out. Perhaps, if you're lucky, it's time for the dessert you earned, I told myself, thinking in metaphors for probably the first time in my life. Quickly, I rolled off the bed and stood in front of her.

Much to my dismay, she smoothed down her nightshirt and smiled at me. "I think we both need some refreshment," she said. "Let's go to the kitchen. I need a glass of wine. I'll get you a glass of water." She pivoted away from me and left for the kitchen.

She's teasing me, I thought, daring me. I'll show her that I can be strong.

We were only in the kitchen long enough to get our drinks. She rinsed the glasses and put them in the dishwasher. Then, she rinsed her mouth and lips. When she was apparently satisfied she had removed all traces of the wine, she took my hand and gripped it hard. "Time for bed. We have to get up early in the morning."

My heart - and penis - nearly sank when I heard those words. Yes, I certainly wanted to go to bed with her, and I wanted to sleep with her. But only after we had mind-blowing sex.

She laughed as we reached the bedroom. She stripped out of her nightshirt and gazed at me with hungry eyes. Then, she removed my tee shirt. "You know, Tyler, you are probably the best-looking man I've ever had. And, you're a pretty good lover. Now, show me what you can do to really get me turned on."

For an instant, I wondered just how many men she had had. Up to this point, she hadn't struck me as the kind of woman to jump from one man to another. But maybe she was. If so, I wanted to be the last in line - and the best, the one she wanted to keep. I smiled at her. "Yes, ma'am."

I scooped her up in my arms and laid her gently down on the bed. She looked up at me with narrow eyes. "Tyler, talk to me; tell me something."

I had to suppress a shudder. Words were never my strength. But, I realized, this was another part of the worthiness test that I had to pass. I felt the sting in my bottom and knew that spanking me wasn't enough to satisfy her or turn her on. I took a deep breath. Think, Tyler, I ordered myself.

I dared to gaze at her. God, she was beautiful lying there, perfect legs slightly spread - but not enough to give me much of a view of the area I most coveted. "Katie, I'm no poet," I began, my mouth suddenly dry. "And I'm not one for a lot of silly sweet talk. I'm sure you've been told a hundred times and in a hundred different ways that you're a beautiful and sexy woman." I paused for a second. She urged me on with her eyes. Go on, Tyler, you're doing okay so far, I told myself.

"I'm not going to try to match their words or insult your intelligence. Right now, I'm the man who is blessed to be with you, not them. You said I belonged to you. Well, here I am, ready to serve. And knowing that doesn't make me feel less like a man, but rather more." I didn't know where these words were coming from, but as I was saying them, I realized they were sincere. And over the years since, my feelings have not changed one tiny bit. If anything, they have intensified.

She held up a hand to stop me. I had apparently passed the test. "Nicely put," she said. "So, get down here and take care of me, like a real man should."

"Yes, ma'am," I said. I got down on my knees, spread her legs, and plunged my tongue into her labia. When I found her clitoris, she shrieked and clamped her legs around my head. And that was only the beginning.

We made love for the next hour or so, then fell asleep in each other's arms as though we had been knitted together. I don't know what kind of dreams Katie had, but mine were golden. I dreamed of a lifetime spent with Katie, partners, lovers, friends. In short, we were everything to each other.

Then I awoke next to her. Her soft hand was resting comfortably on my thigh. She was smiling in my direction with her eyes only half-open. I took her hand, raised it to my lips, and kissed it. "Good morning," I said.

Her smile widened and she rolled toward me. "Good morning," she said. She glanced over at the clock. "I think we have a little time before we have to get ready for church. Stay right where you are."

I remained on my back and closed my eyes while she massaged my thighs and penis until my old friend was fully erect. And when she was satisfied that I was ready for her, she straddled me and inserted my penis into her. She rocked and moaned until she came in a gush. With my hands cupping her breasts, I came too.

She gazed into my eyes. "Thank you," she said as she disengaged and lay down next to me.

I patted her thigh and kissed her cheek. "You're welcome." It seemed a bit silly to say that, but it felt right at the moment.

For the next few minutes, we lay side by side, our hands touching. I remembered my dream and prayed that this was the start of it. I had never known a man could feel like this. Then, she removed her hand and pinched my drooping penis. "Okay, it's time to get up and get ready for church." She rolled out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom.


Chapter Eight

I'm not sure what I was expecting as we proceeded to church in her five-year-old Honda Civic, perhaps boredom, perhaps enlightenment. I found neither of these. I can't say that I was inspired or had a 'spiritual moment' in that church. But I wasn't bored either. Rather, I felt oddly at peace. When we walked up the concrete steps and entered the church hand in hand, I felt like Katie and I were a couple, and I liked that feeling - like I was the luckiest man on Earth at that moment.

As we found seats near the middle of the sanctuary, I could sense other men looking at us. Of course, I knew the men would be looking at her - I mean, who wouldn't? But they were also looking at me, at us, perhaps asking the same question I would have asked: Who is this guy and how did he get so lucky? I just smiled. Later, when the collection plate came to me, I put in twenty dollars - a lot for me back then - because I felt very grateful.

After church, Katie treated me to lunch at Olive Garden. During lunch, we talked - or rather, she talked. One of the things I learned was that Boswell Arms was making money for her. Later, I would discover why as I did more and more of the bookkeeping. As manager, I, of course, knew that each apartment was rented and that each tenant was very good at paying the rent on time, but I didn't know all the financial details. Stan and his accountant handled that.

All too soon, we finished our food. By then, the restaurant was crowded with people waiting for our table. When we got to her car, she paused. "Tyler, thank you for the time together, but I've got to get back to work. I imagine you have a few things to take care of as well. Perhaps, we can do this again next Saturday night... if you behave yourself." She smiled and winked when she said the last part.

I returned her smile and squeezed her hand. "If it means spending time with you, I will definitely behave myself."

She reached up and kissed me softly on the lips, a gesture I interpreted as her liking my answer.

I worked hard and remained on my very best behavior up through Thanksgiving. And Katie rewarded me by spending every Saturday night and Sunday morning with me. I could sense a growing anxiety as she prepared for her comprehensive exams. I tried to be as understanding and supportive as I could be, knowing how important these exams were to her future - and to what I hoped would be our future.

Naturally, she passed the exams without any real difficulty. We celebrated by going to a steak restaurant. She even indulged in a cocktail, while I had a soft drink. I was still on the wagon.

Later, we had a nice Thanksgiving dinner in her apartment, and I discovered that she could cook. We watched the Macy's Thanksgiving Day parade together and then Miracle on 34th Street. I was in heaven and truly saw us as a couple, even a married couple. I was ready to propose even though we had known each other less than six months.

However, on the day after Thanksgiving, we did have a difference of opinion over if and how the building should be decorated for Christmas. Since I would be buying the decorations out of my skimpy maintenance budget and doing all the work myself, I, quite naturally, favored a very minimal approach, while Katie wanted to go all out with lights and other accessories both on the roof and on the grounds.

As the discussion became more and more heated, I said a few choice words I regretted. She reminded me that she was the boss and that I would do what she ordered me to do. I said a few more choice words, resulting in her spanking me with the school paddle.

I left her apartment with a very sore bottom and without a date for that Saturday night. At first, I was angry and a bit resentful. But then, after I calmed down and really thought about it, I understood what I was about to lose by being lazy and stupid. Needless to say, for the next week, I dedicated myself to decorating the building according to Katie's specifications.

The reward for my efforts were the thanks of many of the tenants and an invitation to spend Christmas Eve and Christmas Day with Katie. I breathed a sigh of relief - I hadn't blown it after all. However, I resolved to be more responsive and careful in the future.

But all was not perfect, at least not yet. On a very blustery day in early January, Katie called me to her apartment around six o'clock. I went with a light heart hoping that she was in the mood to play. However, when she opened the door, I could tell at a glance she was very serious.

"Let's go into the kitchen," she said, closing the door.

I nodded and followed her into the kitchen. There laid out on the table were multiple tax forms and the books in which I had been recording rents and expenses. Her laptop was also open. She invited me to sit.

Once we were seated, she stared at me for a few seconds. "Tyler, Stan has reviewed the books in preparation for filing taxes and found a number of discrepancies."

I swallowed hard. "Uh... what kind of discrepancies?"

She glanced down at the books. "Well, I'm no accountant, but as Stan explained it, basically the figures don't add up, the credits don't always match the debits. Essentially, there is money unaccounted for."

I swallowed hard again. I could feel myself growing defensive. "Katie, you certainly don't think I've been stealing money."

She held up a hand to stop me. "No. And neither does Stan," she said. "He thinks these are simple bookkeeping errors and, with a thorough review, they can be fixed. But..." She paused.

"But what? I told you I'm no accountant."

She gave me a very hard look. "Yes, I know. But that's no excuse for sloppy bookkeeping. You and Stan will have to reconcile this... and immediately." She paused again. "And, there are two more things."

"What?"

Her eyes narrowed as she continued her relentless gaze. "First, you need to be punished for your sloppy work." She held up a hand to stop my protest. "Oh, I know you work hard around here, and we all appreciate it. But bookkeeping is an essential part of your job and you messed it up. That warrants punishment, and we will get to that in a minute."

Okay, I thought, I usually put the bookkeeping off until the last minute and didn't review the books very often. Perhaps I did deserve to be punished. I could handle it. "What's the second thing?" I asked.

"I want you to become an accountant," she said. She shifted her laptop toward me so I could see the screen. "Adam Drexler College has online classes that will prepare you to become a CPA. You can start this semester. I will pay for the classes."

The last thing I wanted to do was go back to school. "But, Katie, I was never very good at math." I could hear myself whine and didn't like it.

Apparently, neither did Katie. She actually scowled. "Tyler, stop whining," she said. "I firmly believe you can do whatever you put your mind to." Her expression softened slightly. "I don't want you to keep making these kinds of errors and I see no reason to keep paying an accountant. Look, if we're going to have any kind of future together, this is important, very important."

What did she just say? A future together? I saw us as a couple, but I wasn't sure she did too. My pulse quickened. Was this an invitation to propose? I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm myself, but then remembered she said she believed I could do whatever I put my mind to, and she said it as though she really did believe it. No-one had ever told me that before, not even me. My view of the world - or at least my little piece of it - had suddenly shifted.

I looked at her. She wasn't smiling at me. "Katie, perhaps you're right," I said after a few seconds of contemplation. "Email me the info and I'll look into it."

Those icy blue eyes of hers narrowed again. "You'll do more than look into it," she said. "I expect you to be enrolled by tomorrow. Classes start next week." She paused. "And, just so you know, I'll be asking for regular progress reports. Clear?"

I gulped. "Yes, ma'am," I said, realizing that we hadn't progressed in our relationship as much as I thought we had.

She nodded and stood up. "Okay, let's get the spanking over with."

In my excitement, I had almost forgotten about the impending spanking. I glanced around the kitchen and saw the school paddle resting on the counter next to the stove. How had I not seen it before? Okay, I told myself as I also stood up, she's right, let's get this over with.

She picked up the paddle. "Go into the bedroom, drop your pants and briefs, and bend over the bed."

Without a word, I proceeded to the bedroom and the bed on which I had experienced so much pleasure - along with a bit of pain. I pulled down my jeans and briefs and assumed the indicated position. I steeled myself for what I assumed would be a very unpleasant ordeal - that school paddle hurts like anything.

She was right behind me and didn't waste any time once I was in position. She simply laid into my backside with one harsh stroke after another after another, exacting the penalty for sloppy bookkeeping.

The paddling was over in less than a minute, but, believe me, I knew I had been punished and vowed to be extra diligent in the future - a vow I have kept, by the way, as I have never since made even the slightest bookkeeping error. As I have learned over the years, there are nearly an infinite number of ways to mess up; I don't need to make the mistake over and over again.

As was her custom, she laid the paddle on the bed next to me and ran her hand over my burning flesh. "Hopefully, this will be the last time," she said.

As I waited for permission to get up, I wondered if she really meant that. I certainly hoped it would be the last time, but somehow doubted it would. Even men with the best of intentions make mistakes that merit painful correction.

She patted my backside. "Okay, get up."

I pushed myself up from the bed. I silently hoped that she would be in the mood for a makeup session, but apparently she wasn't. She kissed me softly on the lips, turned, and headed for the front door. "I've got things to do, Tyler, and so do you," she said. "I will expect to see that you've enrolled in the first accounting course by tomorrow." She paused and gave another of her hard looks. "Or else we will have another session with the paddle and keep having them until you are enrolled. Are we clear on that?"

I restored my attire. "Yes, ma'am." That was a serious threat that I wasn't about to call her on.

Properly chastened, I limped back to my apartment. Once in the sanctity of my own space, I reflected on the recent events, including the paddling, which had been the most severe she had administered up to this point in our relationship - but unfortunately not the most severe she has administered since then.

I accepted that I deserved it. After all, I had messed up. Then, I thought about Katie's belief that I could do whatever I put my mind to. Maybe I could. Time to test it. I resolved to do anything to keep her from being disappointed in me and to justify a future together - god, I liked the sound of that.

By nine o'clock that night, I was enrolled in my first accounting class.


Chapter Nine

After a month or so of online classes, I discovered that I actually rather enjoyed the work and appreciated the potential that accounting seemed to have. I did okay on the first two lessons and accompanying quizzes and was proud of myself.

However, the weather in late January and early February was consistently harsh - above-average snowfall with temperatures far below freezing. This resulted in a never-ending series of maintenance issues along with snow removal in the parking lot.

By mid-February, my energy began to wane and my class work suffered as a result. I missed a couple of assignments and got a low D on my first midterm exam. But I more-or-less blew it off, telling myself I would make it up when I had the chance.

I should have known that lame admonition wouldn't satisfy Katie, who had been nearly completely immersed in her dissertation, effectively ignoring me to the extent that I had nearly forgotten about her.

That was a mistake. When the weather cleared after Valentine's Day, she summoned me to her apartment, requesting - among other things - a progress report. As I prepared for my visit, I wondered if I should tell her the truth about my midterm exam or whether I should lie and thus avoid the punishment I was certain she would mete out.

After much internal deliberation, I opted for telling her the truth. I knew she would find out eventually anyway and then I would be in even more serious trouble. Better to come clean and endure a relatively mild punishment rather than lie and experience a paddling I didn't want to imagine - or worse, lose her.

She opened the door wearing old jeans and a baggy sweatshirt. I drank in the sight of her, imagining her body under the clothes. Because of our heavy work schedules, we hadn't seen each other in two weeks. It had been too cold and snowy to even make it to church. I smiled. She smiled back. So far, so good.

Once we were inside and sitting, she gazed at me. "Tyler, I know you've been real busy, and I want you to know that we all appreciate your hard work."

"Just doing my job," I said with as much false modesty as I could muster.

"Now, tell me how you're doing in class."

I took a deep breath and swallowed. Moment of truth. Come clean, I ordered myself. "Well..." I began, squirming slightly. "As you know, I started off very well." I paused and looked at her. She was very serious now. "But... in the last couple of weeks I guess I've been a little overwhelmed with work and all."

"What does that mean?" she asked.

I swallowed hard again. "I... uh... missed a couple of assignments and... uh... got a low D on my first midterm. But I'll make it up, I swear." Boy, did that sound lame, even to me.

It must have sounded lame to Katie too. She scowled. "Look, Tyler, I know this is hard for you, but I can't overstress the importance of you passing this class and moving on to the next one."

I lowered my head in submission. "I know, and I'm sorry. But I'll work harder."

She stood up and turned toward the kitchen. "Tyler, I believe you know me well enough now to know that I have to punish you, just as I promised I would."

Yes, I knew. I also knew that I could have issued a protest or another reassurance. But what would have been the point? Regardless of the reason, I had disappointed Katie, a woman I desperately didn't want to disappoint, so now I was going to pay for it. This was simply another step on my road to submission. "Yes, ma'am." I stood up.

Her expression softened slightly. "Well, I believe you know what to do. Maybe this won't be too bad." She disappeared into the kitchen.

When she returned a few seconds later, she was holding the wooden spoon she had used on me the first time she spanked me. I was already in position with my pants and briefs down to my ankles and my upper body bent over the seat of the sofa. In spite of what was about to happen, I confess I felt a certain amount of comfort in the familiarity: She was going to spank me for my misdeed, and I was going to accept it.

From my position, I watched her approach, the handle of the spoon clutched tightly in her right hand. I clamped my teeth around my tongue and dug my fingers into the sofa cushion - I knew the rules only too well.

I heard the swish and felt the sting as the bowl of the spoon impacted the center of my right cheek. A second later, she struck my left cheek. Even the pattern of her spanking was familiar. I knew she would alternate the strokes between the cheeks with an occasional stroke hitting my crack. I only hoped she would spare my more sensitive upper thighs. I didn't bother trying to count the strokes. I knew she would spank me as long as she thought necessary to impart the lesson I needed to learn.

For at least a minute or so, she bounced that spoon off my bottom, causing the pain to ripple through my entire body and tears to flood my eyes. She paused, and I breathed a sigh of relief, thinking the ordeal was over. Unfortunately, I was wrong.

"Tyler, I appreciate your honesty in telling me about your grade - that's the reason I'm using the spoon and not the paddle. But..." She paused. "I want you know that if you mess up again in this class, I will not hesitate to punish you worse than you can imagine."

As soon as she finished saying that, she laid into me once again with that spoon, landing stroke after stroke after stroke, turning my flesh into scorched earth. "Am I making myself clear?"

I choked down a few sobs and gathered my breath. "Ye-yes, ma'am. Quite clear."

She set the spoon on the sofa seat and patted what was left of my bottom. "Okay, just so you know. Now, get up and go into the bedroom. I will show you that I'm not totally averse to punishment and reward."

I pushed myself up into a standing position. I turned and saw her smiling at me. There was lust in her eyes. Quickly, I stripped off my clothes and moved toward the bedroom. Katie was right behind me, giving my wounded backside an occasional slap to urge me along.

When we were in the bedroom, she pushed me onto the bed and stripped off her own clothes. "I missed you," she said. And that's all she said before she jumped on top of me.

For the next hour or so, we had sex as though we were both starved for it. I forgot all about the pain in my backside.

Then, when we were both spent, she got out of bed and looked back at me. "All right," she said with a half-smile on her beautiful face. "That will have to hold us for a while. I've got to get back to my dissertation and you've got school work to catch up on. I'll be watching you closely. Remember what I promised."

I sat up. As I scooted my bottom along the sheets, I felt the pain again. "Yes, ma'am."

When the class ended in early May, I got a B and enrolled in two classes for the summer session. I had learned my lesson about being a slacker.

We celebrated my accomplishment by going to our favorite steak restaurant - I liked that it was our favorite restaurant. We followed up with a long hike in the woods where we found a trail that led to a small clearing next to a creek. One thing led to another, and we had sex in that clearing with the spring sun shining down on us from a brilliant blue sky. It was a glorious experience, and I blurted out that I loved her. She looked me in the eye and told me that she felt the same but that she wouldn't commit to anything until she finished her dissertation and graduated.

I told her that I understood that and wasn't asking for any kind of commitment. I obviously didn't mention that I thought we were already committed. Didn't she say I belonged to her?

That summer was kind to me. Temperatures remained relatively mild, thus easing the strain on sometimes overworked air conditioners, and the rainfall was sufficient so as to avoid the need for watering the extensive lawn and gardens. By August, I had completed the two courses in which I was enrolled, including a second accounting course. I got an A in both and surprised myself.

Katie was so happy for me that she invited me to spend an entire weekend with her. What a glorious experience that was, especially since it wasn't preceded by a spanking. She even told me that she loved me - an unprompted declaration that set my heart and soul on fire.

Besides that weekend, two very significant events happened in mid-August. First, I met with the accountant - who turned out to be Stan's brother, Steve. It seems that Steve was getting ready to retire and wanted to turn over all the accounting chores associated with Boswell Arms to me. As part of the process, he assigned all the books and check-writing to me.

As I examined the records, the bills, and the statements, I gained an even greater appreciation for Jim Boswell. He truly was a financial genius. Not only did he purchase the building when it was significantly undervalued, as a real estate broker, he had brokered the purchase. Thus, he received the entire seven percent commission on the sale.

He took that commission along with money he had made from selling his interest in other properties and invested in apartment upgrades. With the upgrades, he was able to increase the rent on all nineteen apartments. And, because of the upgrades and the desirable location, he increased demand. Even today, all apartments are rented with a waiting list of potential tenants.

But that wasn't all he accomplished. It turned out that he had connections on the city council and was able to have his building declared an enterprise zone, which resulted in a fifty percent tax abatement for ten years. He also negotiated a favorable interest rate on the mortgage. So, in four years, the mortgage was nearly paid off and Boswell Arms still only owed half the property tax on an undervalued property that had not yet been re-appraised. Genius!

Besides the pittance Katie was paying me and the minimal overhead to keep the building operating, she was clearing a nice profit every month - although, as her accountant, I'm not entirely certain she understood that - or even cared all that much.

The second significant happening was that the Marconis moved out of apartment 6 F. It was a two-bedroom apartment on the end with a balcony - a highly desirable location in this sought-after building. I'm certain we could have rented it within days at a higher rent than the Marconis were paying.

But, as I was cleaning the apartment after the Marconis left, I had what I considered to be a brilliant idea, one that would generate additional income and make me even happier at the same time. I thought, since Katie and I were spending more time as a couple, maybe it was time to move in together. We could take the two-bedroom and rent our one-bedroom apartments, thus increasing the rental potential.

The next night, Saturday, I presented the idea to Katie (after she had consumed two glasses of wine). I breathlessly watched her face, waiting for the wide smile I was sure she would produce.

But for the longest time, she just gazed at me. Finally, she took a deep breath. "On the surface, it seems like a good idea," she said. "However, I won't do it unless..."

"Unless what?" I asked after she paused and didn't resume.

Now she did give me a small smile. "Tyler, I know you're smart enough to figure it out."

"But..." I stopped and tried to think. What was the holdup? Weren't we in love? In our millennial world, the next step in a relationship is usually living together. I looked at her again and it struck me what needed to come after the unless. Another of those moments of truth. Okay, Tyler, you can do this, I told myself. It certainly isn't as though you haven't thought about it. I got up from the sofa, got down on one knee in front of her. "Katie, will you please marry me?"

She looked down at me but didn't smile. "I have to admit I kind of like seeing you on your knees in front of me." She paused and now the smile did begin to emerge on her face. "Tyler, do you fully understand what kind of life you would be committing to?"

I thought I understood only too well. I knew what kind of woman she was - and still is. Enduring her guidance methods was a price well-worth paying. "Yes."

"Then get up," she said. "My answer is yes."

For a moment, I couldn't believe she said yes. This beautiful and remarkable woman was agreeing to marry me, me, a man totally unworthy of her. I stood up and smiled at her. "You'll marry me? Really?"

"Tyler, don't be stupid," she said. "As I told you last year, you belong to me, so of course I'll marry you. Call me old-fashioned, but I won't live with you any other way - and I want to live with you."

"Thank you," I said, still not quite sure I believed what was happening.

I took her hands in mine and pulled her gently to her feet. We fell into a warm embrace and enjoyed a long kiss. I had to look down to make sure my feet were actually touching the floor.

For an instant, as I was reeling in disbelief, I did wonder if perhaps I shouldn't have planned some kind of elaborate and very public proposal ceremony, the kind we millennials are supposedly known for, during which I would present her with a fabulous engagement ring cleverly disguised. But when I saw the smile on her face, I quickly dismissed the notion. In the quiet of our private space, I asked; she answered. That was all that mattered to us.


Chapter Ten

Three weeks later, on a picture-perfect Saturday in mid-September, we were married in the sanctuary of the Methodist Church. Although the wedding was hastily arranged, it was no less beautiful and well-attended.

Several of Katie's colleagues from the university were there, along with a significant contingent of residents from Boswell Arms. Even Michelle was able to attend, taking the day off from her nursing job to wish us well.

I was somewhat surprised and gratified to see that three of my four sisters were there, along with their families. After the ceremony, when I got a chance to see Sarah, I thanked her for coming and simply said that she was right in what she told me when I was down and out. She nodded, and I wondered if she somehow knew that my relationship with Katie - and my transformation into a responsible adult - began with a spanking.

After the wedding, we had a reception on the back lawn of Boswell Arms. Everyone brought food to share and took turns hugging us and wishing us well. It was one of the happiest and most memorable days of my life. I still get chills when I think about it.

That night we moved into our new apartment. Around ten o'clock, we sat on our balcony, shifted our eyes back and forth between each other and the clear sky. Then, we toasted each other with non-alcoholic champagne. In the light, I could see the sparkle in the new diamond-encrusted wedding ring I had placed on Katie's finger. It had cost a month's pay, but it was well worth it. I could also see the gleam in the new gold wedding band Katie had placed on my finger. It felt good and it felt natural.

After our toast, we took off our clothes and got into our new queen-size bed. It was our bed, one that we had bought together. We rolled into each other's arms and made love like two people who love, honor, and appreciate each other.

Still, when we woke up the next morning and had breakfast together in our kitchen, we both knew there would be no real honeymoon. We had work to do. Katie was in process of completing her dissertation so she could graduate in December, and I had two accounting classes for which there were rigorous assignments and exams. Plus, I had an apartment building to manage.

As a wedding gift, Katie and I met with Stan and had my name placed alongside hers on the deed to Boswell Arms. I was now the co-owner of a million-dollar property that was generating a significant income.

And, thanks to our moving in together, my idea of trading our two one-bedroom apartments for the two-bedroom proved to be as profitable as I had anticipated. I rented both our old apartments in less than a week, netting us an additional six hundred dollars a month, enough for me to replace the old pickup Jim Boswell had left with a new F-250. I felt so proud driving that vehicle; I still do, as I have not seen fit to replace it.

In spite of our busy schedules and our new status as a married couple, Katie finished her dissertation before Thanksgiving, defended it well, and graduated in December. I wouldn't even attempt to encapsulate her research - it was way over my head. I do know, however, that it was received well. Rachel even called it brilliant.

Although it was certainly less important and significant, I finished my two classes with As. I was on track to become a CPA by June. I was rather proud of myself. Katie just nodded and said she knew I could do it.

And, in those several months, I hadn't done anything that warranted disciplinary action. When I thought about it - which wasn't all that often - I figured that I would never again require a spanking. Of course, as I now realize, that kind of figuring can lead to complacency and carelessness - and that can lead to a very sore backside.

The first time I realized this was early February. Katie was immersed in her new position as a partner in a prosperous and active clinical psychology practice. I was busy both with apartment maintenance and my schoolwork. In addition, as I took note of our income versus our spending, I began to realize we could become even better off if we invested some of our profits in other properties.

Because of our schedules, we didn't see each other as often as we had been. And when we did see each other, we were too tired or too mentally detached to do the kinds of things we both enjoyed.

Katie realized this first and suggested we have a date night. I agreed, and we made a date for the following Friday, just the two of us, no distractions. Unfortunately, I became involved in a maintenance issue and was an hour late for our date. Needless to say, Katie was in no mood for excuses when I walked through the door. She was dressed and ready to go out. I was still in my dirty work clothes.

When I saw the look on her face, I knew immediately that I was in serious trouble. I opened my mouth to spew out some kind of lame excuse. She cut me off with a wave of her hand. "I don't want to hear it," she said. "This night is very important to both of us. And furthermore, when we arrange a time to get together, you will be here at precisely that time, ready to go. Are we clear on that?"

I cast my eyes to the floor and folded my hands in front of me like a little boy. "Yes, ma'am."

She continued to glare at me. "It's obviously time to revive an old custom. Go in the bedroom and strip out of those dirty clothes, then lie down on the bed on your stomach." She clapped her hands for emphasis. "Now!"

For a few seconds, I was stunned. It had been a year since my last spanking; I just couldn't believe I was going to get one after all that time. Still, regardless of what I may or may not have believed, I knew I had messed up. It was time for the reckoning. As I dared to look at her, standing resolutely by the kitchen door like an angry statue, I understood what I had to do. I nodded and moved toward the bedroom.

When I was inside our bedroom, I quickly stripped out of my clothes - making sure to put them in the dirty laundry hamper so as not incur any additional punishment - and lay down on the bed, as instructed.

Katie entered carrying the dreaded school paddle, which I hadn't seen in over a year - I didn't even realize she had brought it from her old apartment. She approached the bed with the handle of the paddle clutched tightly in her right hand. "This is serious, Tyler," she declared. "You may not think so, but I have seen couples split up over less."

I swallowed hard as I heard the resolution in her voice. I was in for a very harsh paddling.

I wasn't wrong. The first stroke alone was enough to take my breath away and make me wish I had remembered to set the alarm on my phone. The pain cascaded through my body, and I had to grab the headboard to keep from rearing up.

Two seconds after that awful first strike, she struck again, this one landing slightly lower. Then, she struck again and again, settling into a nearly hypnotic rhythm. The pain escalated dramatically, and I had to clamp my teeth around my tongue to keep from crying out.

As the paddling continued unabated, eventually I broke completely. This was, by far, the worst spanking I had received up to that point, certainly approaching a ten on the severity scale. Since then, I have only received one spanking that was worse.

I unclamped my tongue, gathered my breath, and dared some garbled words of apology. "Oh, god, Katie... please... I am so sorry... It will... never happen... again."

I fully expected her to spank me even harder for breaking one of her most sacred rules. But, fortunately, not only didn't she increase the intensity of the paddling, she actually stopped and set the paddle on the bed.

"All right," she said in a much gentler voice than the one she had used earlier, "I know I was very hard on you - which is the reason I'm not punishing you for crying out. I believe you have learned your lesson about being punctual." She paused and patted what was left of my backside. Even that touch hurt. "Have you learned?"

I took a deep breath and wiped the tears from my eyes. "Ye...yes, ma'am."

"I hope so. Because if it happens again, god help you." She picked up the paddle and pivoted toward the door. "Now, clean yourself up and get dressed so we can go out."

I couldn't believe it. After that serious paddling, she expected me to simply shrug it off. Not to mention that it was Friday evening and all the restaurants would be packed. "Uh... but... Katie..."

She gave my poor scorched backside three very hard slaps, re-igniting the fire she had created. "I don't want to hear it. I will expect you to be ready to go in ten minutes. I will be timing you. If you're not ready in ten minutes, we'll do this all over again. Understand?"

I swallowed a glob of saliva and tears. "Yes, ma'am."

"You're wasting time. The clock is ticking." She left me to lick my wounds.

I glanced at the bedside clock and managed to get myself off the bed. I was dressed and ready to go in nine minutes. Another valuable lesson learned.

After that night, we arranged for a date night every Friday. Plus, we made sure we went to church every Sunday morning. I was determined not to get another spanking - at least not for being late or too busy to be with my wife.

By that April, just as spring was emerging in full flower, I thought I was home free as far as punishment was concerned. Katie was settling into her chosen career, working nearly fifty hours a week, while I was completing my last courses toward my accounting degree. Plus, Boswell Arms was still fully rented with very satisfied tenants. Between us, we were making more money than I ever imagined we would.

But, as a man, I still could find ways to mess up. Among the few rules Katie had established for our mutual benefit was one that was unspoken: We didn't meddle in each other's business. She didn't pay attention to my accounting or recordkeeping and I didn't ask anything about her job or what she was doing.

However, one day when I was alone in the apartment, I came across an article she was reading about Dorothy Spencer and what she called the Spencer Spanking Plan. I was fascinated by what I read, as the plan actually advocated for husband and wife to spank each other whenever one thought the other deserved it. Apparently, the theory was that this would mitigate anger and further conflict that would threaten their relationship.

Now, after having read the article, I should have forgotten about it or kept it to myself. But I didn't. Rather, on the following Sunday afternoon, when we were alone and relaxing in our apartment, I mentioned it to Katie in a casual sort of way, even suggesting that perhaps she had left the article out for me to read. "I saw that article you left on the Spencer Spanking Plan," I said.

She glanced up at me, and, while there wasn't exactly fire in her eyes, it was obvious that she hadn't intended for me to see the article. "Tyler, what were you doing reading my stuff?"

What was I thinking, first in reading the article and then bringing it up? I had to figure a way out of this and fast. "Well, we do share office space, you know," I said. "I was... uh... looking for something and just happened upon the article. I wasn't snooping."

That seemed to satisfy her for the moment. But still, she glared at me. "I do couples counseling sometimes and need to research various strategies."

Okay, Tyler, leave it alone, I told myself. But, for some reason I still don't understand, I just couldn't. "Well... do you, you know, ever suggest integrating the plan into a relationship?"

Her eyes narrowed; she huffed. "The plan is interesting on paper and may have worked for some couples back in 1936, but it is fatally flawed in today's world... at least in my opinion," she said. "Tyler, why are you interested in it? Don't tell me you think it's a good idea."

Up to that point, I wasn't sure what I thought about it. I simply couldn't imagine ever spanking Katie, no matter what she might have done to deserve it. Let it go, I ordered myself. "I don't know." At least, that answer was honest.

She flashed me a crooked little smile. "Well, forget about it," she said. "The only part of the plan that I found remotely useful was her suggestion that the wife whip the husband."

Before I had to chance to process that statement, her smile widened. She put down the journal she had been reading and stood up. As I watched her, I had a very strong feeling I was in trouble. I had seen that look on her face before.

She took a step toward me. "Let's test that," she said. "Take off your belt, strip off your pants, and lie down on the bed."

I flushed. I had warned myself to let it go. Now I was going to pay the price for my stupidity. "No, Katie," I said. "Let's just forget about it. I'm sorry I brought it up."

"Tyler, be quiet," she said. "You have offended me and, according to the plan, I need to whip you in order to make it right. Any further protest will result in additional punishment. Understand?"

As I searched her face, I knew it would be counterproductive to protest any further. I was going to get a whipping. I hung my head. "Yes, ma'am."

I pulled my heavy leather belt out of the loops of my jeans and handed it to her. She doubled it and swished it through the air twice. "Move!"

A minute later, I was lying supine on the bed with my backside totally exposed. I silently cursed the name Dorothy Spencer and vowed never to look at any of Katie's stuff again.

It took her a few swings to get the feel of the belt. But she quickly mastered it. The pain wasn't quite as bad as that imparted by the school paddle, but it was enough to make me very sorry I had brought up the subject. I also told myself to get a different belt, one that was a bit lighter.

In all fairness to Katie, she only gave me twenty or thirty strokes before she stopped. As she said when she handed me back the belt, she wasn't really punishing me but just trying out a new implement.

I felt punished nonetheless.


Chapter Eleven

In May, I graduated and became a certified public accountant. I was proud of myself but knew that I owed it all to Katie and her guidance method. If it hadn't been for that first spanking, I would probably be working some dead-end job or in rehab somewhere. Believe me, I told her that more than once.

We celebrated my accomplishment by going to a bed and breakfast inn fifty miles away, where we spent a glorious three days - most of it in bed. On the last day, I told her I wanted to get a real estate license and invest some our money in additional property. She smiled and said she thought that was a good plan. But then she warned me to advise her when I was ready to invest.

The following week, I enrolled in a course that would prepare me to get licensed as a real estate agent. At the same time, I talked with Stan about my interests. He put me in contact with a local real estate firm. I also talked with a few people I had met at church. Slowly, I was forming a network.

However, as May continued to progress toward full summer, my to-do list kept getting longer and longer - air conditioners needed maintenance, the lawn needed mowing, and the gardens needed tending. All of this plus the accounting plus the real estate coursework was getting to be more than I could handle by myself.

I also realized, when I had time to think about it, that in some strange way, I was attempting to compete with the late Jim Boswell. Perhaps his ghost or spirit or whatever was still haunting the building that bore his name - even though my name was now on the deed. Furthermore, if I had engaged in psychoanalysis - certainly more Katie's area of expertise than mine - I probably would have determined that I had some unresolved father issues. I may very well spend my life in the shadow of two deceased men whom I had elevated to legends.

In considering all this, I also couldn't help wondering if my own father and/or my deceased father-in-law were subject to the same guidance method I had experienced. Of course, I know next to nothing about my own father. However, I have come to believe that Jim Boswell was no stranger to the paddle. After all, Katie was so adept at spanking she had to learn it somehow. What better role model than one's own mother?

Still, that is all, as they say, water under the bridge. Whether or not Mr. Boswell ever got spanked by his wife is hardly relevant to my situation, so I generally relegate it to an unresolved psychoanalytical tidbit. Leave it to the Freudians, Katie might say.

Around the first of June, I made contact with a young man just out of college who was attempting to start his own landscaping company. Together, we worked out a business plan and approached a friendly banker for the necessary loan. However, in order to secure the sizable loan, he needed more collateral than he was able to put up. Thus, we formed a partnership, with me becoming the principal investor and his first significant customer.

Later, after he was established, I was able to steer him toward the local real estate agencies who then got him contracts with various commercial properties. By July, I was very pleased with myself. I simply sat back and counted my profits while my partner did all the work. Plus, as an added bonus, I no longer had to deal with my own lawn and gardens.

Buoyed by that success, I began to look for other opportunities. After some discussion with the HVAC company that handled our heating, I invested some money into helping them hire more people so they could do our air conditioner maintenance and appliance repair. At the same time, I renegotiated our contract with the company that supplied and serviced our laundry machines.

As the end of August neared, I was making more money than I ever imagined I could and doing less work. I began to think of myself as something of a genius - in the same league with Jim Boswell.

The only flaw in the system I was creating was that I didn't share any of this with Katie. I reasoned that she was extremely busy establishing her own career and would have no interest in what I was doing on a day-to-day-basis, as long as I had time for her and wasn't bankrupting us. I had quite forgotten that she had advised me to tell her when I was investing.

She confronted me the Saturday after Labor Day. "I noticed a couple of guys mowing the lawn," she said in a matter-of-fact voice.

Now, I hadn't really worried about that since Scott and his crew usually did the work during the week when Katie was at her office. I glanced at her and tried very hard not to flush. "Yes," I said, "I hired these guys in June because I was getting too busy with all my other work." I was hoping that would satisfy her, but it didn't.

She continued to glare at me. "I ran into Stan the other day," she continued.

Oh, crap, I thought. I should have known she would find out eventually what I had been doing with our money.

"He tells me you have become quite successful in investing. When were you going to tell me about it?"

Damn that Stan, I thought. But then again, I hadn't exactly sworn him to secrecy. "Well... you've been so busy and I didn't want to bore you or burden you with a few details. It's really no big deal, just a few dollars." I could tell immediately that was the wrong thing to say.

She bored a hole in me with those icy blue eyes. "Tyler, I'm sure you know what you're doing," she said. "But we agreed you would talk to me about it. Obviously, you didn't think it was important or you didn't trust me enough to understand what you're doing. Either way, you violated one of our rules."

I swallowed hard, especially as I watched her stand there with her hands on her hips. I hung my head. In her presence, I was no longer the big shot investor and now licensed real estate agent. I was reduced to being a little boy about to be chastised. "Uh... I'm sorry, Katie." It was all I could think of to say.

"I'm sure you are," she said. "But even though there was no apparent harm done, you must be punished to make things right and to avoid further similar issues. Strip and bend over the sofa."

I wanted to protest. In my mind, not only was there no harm done, I had made money for us. But I didn't protest. I had at least learned that lesson over the years. I glanced at her and saw that familiar look of resolution on her beautiful face.

"Yes, ma'am," I responded.

In a flash, I was naked and bent over the sofa seat. Out of apparent nowhere, she was behind me with that school paddle. And without any additional fanfare or commentary, she proceeded to whack my vulnerable backside forty or fifty times - at least until I was crying and vowing to myself to tell her every small detail of my investment strategies. That is one vow I have most definitely kept.

When she was finished with the paddling, she put the paddle away, gently massaged my bottom, and ordered me to stand and face her. I pushed myself up and fell into an embrace. As we stood, locked together, I apologized for my thoughtlessness and actually thanked her for punishing me. She patted my back as though I was that little boy, kissed my sweating forehead, and told me she loved me.

I reciprocated. She kissed me on the lips. I kissed her back a little stronger. She took my penis in her hand and stroked it to full erection. Needless to say, we spent the rest of the afternoon in bed. Our natural passion for each other had not grown stale.

And so time passed. By that November, I made my first investment - with Katie's approval, of course - in a property venture, in this case, another apartment complex that was being renovated. When all was said and done, Katie and I were now co-owners of two million-dollar properties, both of which were generating significant income.

In the process of acquiring and investing, I learned how the real estate market worked and, with my background in accounting, began to turn it to our advantage. By February, I realized that Katie and I both needed our own home offices and more space. I invested some of our money in a new-build apartment complex and - again with Katie's blessing - leased the first three-bedroom, 1800-square-foot apartment. Now we had room to spread out.

Over this time, I behaved myself admirably and once again started to believe I would never again require a spanking. Once again, I underestimated man's ability to become complacent and mess up.

The following September, I got so busy wheeling and dealing - and counting my money - that I forgot our anniversary. Any man who has been married more than a few days knows what a mistake that is. Unless one is dead or in a coma, there is simply no excuse one can manufacture that will tamp down the anger.

I was no exception to this rule. My memory lapse resulted in a belt-whipping that I still haven't forgotten. And after it was over, Katie made me get dressed and take her out to our favorite steak restaurant where I had to sit on my sore bottom for more than an hour waiting for a table. I have never forgotten our anniversary since. I can't imagine I ever will.

We were enjoying our new, more spacious apartment. I especially appreciated having my own office. By this time, I had contractors - which I owned a piece of - doing nearly all the maintenance work at the properties I either owned or co-owned. The money, while not exactly rolling in, was very good. I had yet to miss on an opportunity.

I should have been satisfied, but I wasn't. I guess, in my own way, I was still competing with Mr. Boswell. That fall, after binge-watching Flip or Flop, I decided to try my hand at house-flipping. To this end, I entered into a partnership with a local contractor. I bought the properties; he and his crew renovated them. Then we sold the property and split the profits.

Our first three ventures proved to be very successful. This success prompted me to become bolder. In March, I bought a house that needed extensive work. In retrospect, I underestimated the amount of work and the financial resources required.

My partner probably tried to tell me this at the time, but I was sure I was right. During one late afternoon phone call in which he informed me that the entire electrical system would need to be replaced at a cost for which I had not budgeted, I lost my temper and spewed out a string of foul words that no doubt the people outside the apartment could hear.

As the call neared its conclusion, I looked up and saw Katie standing in the doorway of my office. Her hands were on her hips; her fingers were clenched in fists. Her eyes were wide. She had a serious scowl on her face. I had a very strong feeling I was in trouble.

I shifted my eyes back to some notes on my desk. "Okay, Kevin," I said in a much lower and gentler voice. "Do what you need to do and I'll cover it. Thanks for letting me know." I disconnected.

Katie slipped through the doorway like an avenging angel. "Tyler, what was that all about?"

I flushed. "Oh, just some disagreement with Kevin about the house we're working on."

She came closer; the scowl deepened. "That's not what I meant."

I knew very well what she meant. I had been spanked before for using bad language in her presence. However, in this case, I didn't think I was in her presence. I tried to slough it off. "Oh, just man talk," I said, hoping that would satisfy her.

It didn't. She huffed. "Tyler, I saw Gran Torino," she said. "I know men sometimes talk to each other that way. But not in their home with their wives present."

Screwed up again, I thought. I could feel my bottom tingle in anticipation of what I knew would happen. I dared to look up at her and saw that expression of resolution on her face. "Katie, I'm sorry," I said. "I just got angry. I didn't mean any disrespect. I didn't think anyone could hear me."

She issued a humorless laugh. "I can't believe you said that. I think everyone within a hundred yards of the apartment could hear you."

She paused, apparently waiting for me to say something. But I couldn't think of an appropriate response, so I kept quiet.

"Well, it's obvious you need to be punished, and rather severely so that this kind of thing doesn't happen again. Drop your pants and bend over your desk."

I gazed at her in disbelief, although I don't know why. I knew, from the look on her face, that she was going to spank me. I also knew that I deserved it. Break a rule, get punished for it. That had always been one of the most fundamental aspects of our relationship. And, although in our years together, she hadn't spanked me all that often, she had also never let a rule violation go unpunished. Why did I think she would this time?

After a few seconds of me watching her stand like a statue in front of me, I finally nodded. "Yes, ma'am."

I lifted myself out of my office chair, lowered my jeans and briefs, and bent over the desk, as instructed. "Don't move from that position," she said and left the room.

When she returned a minute or two later, she was holding a rattan cane. Where had she gotten that, I wondered, as I had never seen it before. I guess she had her secrets.

But I didn't ask the question. Rather, out of the corner of my eye, I watched her grip the handle and swish the cane through the air a couple of times, producing a buzzing sound that was both frightening and unforgettable.

She approached my left side and kicked at my ankles. "Spread your legs," she ordered.

Again, I didn't ask why. I simply obeyed her order. As the Borg would say, resistance is futile.

"I've been saving this little beauty for the right occasion, hoping I would never have to use it," she said in answer to the question I didn't ask. She swished it two more times. "From what I've seen in a few video clips, I believe ten or twelve strokes, including a couple to your upper thighs, will be sufficient to cause you to think twice before you throw out that kind of language I just heard."

I swallowed hard as I stole a glance at that mean-looking cane. Did she say ten or twelve strokes? From its appearance, I would have thought one or two strokes would have been sufficient. But, of course, I didn't make that suggestion. I also wasn't sure which was more frightening: twelve strokes of the cane or the fact that she had been studying technique. I thought she was already a master and probably could have made her own videos.

A few seconds later, I heard the swish again. This time, the sound was followed almost immediately by a terrible sting as the cane impacted both my exposed cheeks at the same time. I grimaced. The pain was a little different from that produced by the paddle or the belt, but no less severe - or effective in inducing misery. Did she say ten or twelve? I didn't think I could take that many.

She made me wait a few seconds before delivering the next strike. I guess she was assessing the mark she had made. One thing I have learned about the cane is that the welts it produces on bare flesh last for a day or two and are generally more prominent than the bruises the paddle produces.

Once again, I heard the swish and felt the sting, this one slightly lower on my bottom. This was followed up almost immediately by the third stroke, then the fourth and the fifth. It was obvious that Katie had been practicing. Otherwise, how would she have gotten so good at this? For an instant, I wondered just what kind of monster I had married.

But I quickly dismissed that thought. I hadn't married a monster; I knew that. Katie was only doing what she promised she would do. I accepted that it was totally my fault she was caning me.

All I had to do to avoid canings in the future was to watch my language. And I would like to say that I learned that lesson. But, sadly, I didn't learn it well enough, as I have been caned at least five times since. Men make mistakes.

All-in-all, she graced my bottom with ten harsh strokes that left me nearly breathless. However, these strokes were next to nothing compared to the two she delivered to my vulnerable upper thighs.

When she was finished, she traced a finger along the welts and nodded to herself. She set the cane down on top of my desk. "Stand with your face against the wall and think about what why you just got punished," she ordered. "Don't move from that spot until I give you permission. Understand?"

This was the first time she had ordered me to face the wall after a punishment session, and I was a bit confused by the change but not by the order. I pushed myself up from the desk.

"Yes, ma'am," I said and I stood with my face against the wall for fifteen minutes and really did think about the foul language I had used.


Chapter Twelve

And as I stand here now, recovering from the latest spanking and waiting for permission to move from this uncomfortable position, I think about the several other times I have been in this position. However, the one that really sticks out is the worst paddling I ever received, the one that most definitely rated a ten on the severity scale, the one against which all past and future spankings will be judged.

A little over a year ago, just after I sold the most expensive house we had flipped - and at a huge profit - Kevin and his crew wanted to celebrate by taking me to dinner. I agreed for two reasons: First, I believed I deserved to celebrate as we had just split a profit of over two hundred thousand dollars. Second, I knew Katie was working late and wouldn't be home until nine or so.

However, just to be safe, I texted her that I would be dining out but would be home by nine. She texted me 'Okay.' Great, I thought, I have her blessing.

Still, when Kevin steered me into Brison's Pub, I very nearly backed out. I hadn't had an alcoholic beverage of any kind since that time so long ago when Katie had spanked me for buying a case of beer. Since then, I hadn't really missed drinking, hadn't even thought too much about it.

However, when Kevin and his crew began to pass around their second pitcher of beer, I thought to myself: one beer would be okay and not cause me to lapse into my old self; besides, Katie will never know. So, with that reassurance buoying me on, I poured myself a glass and drank it in five swallows - just like the old days.

It was better than I remembered, especially with the jubilant company surrounding me - one could almost smell the testosterone as five young men bonded over the success of their hard work. A few minutes later, I downed another glass just as our dinners arrived.

Now, to my credit, I did have enough sense to stop at three beers, hardly enough to give me any kind of buzz or trigger an alcoholic binge. After dinner, we parted company and went our separate ways. I arrived home at ten minutes after nine in what I was sure was sober condition. Katie was waiting for me.

I greeted her warmly with a kiss on the mouth - my first and biggest mistake. She pulled back from the kiss and scowled. "Tyler... you've been drinking, haven't you?"

Busted, I thought, cursing myself for not rinsing my mouth or at least sucking on a few breath mints before I walked in. I thought about denying it but realized there was little point in it. I tried to smile as if it was nothing.

"Katie, it was a celebration," I said. "I had to have a beer with the guys. It's expected."

Her eyes narrowed as she glared at me. "No, it's not... not when you're an alcoholic," she said. "And I can tell by your glassy eyes that you had more than one." She paused as though trying to gauge her next move.

I wasn't sure what to say. I knew she was right. The guys didn't force me to drink three beers. In fact, I don't think they would have thought anything about it, one way or the other. I hung my head. "Katie... I'm sorry."

She continued to glare at me. "Tyler, this is serious," she said. "You cannot afford to relapse."

"I know," I said. "I'll be okay, I promise."

"Yes, you will be," she said. "I intend to make very sure of that. Go into the bedroom, strip off your smelly clothes, and stand with your face against the wall."

For a moment, I was stunned. Ten minutes earlier, I was on top of the world. Now, I was about to be punished for drinking a few beers with the guys, something millions of men do every day. Again, I was prepared to protest. But I had the good sense to stop myself. Tyler, don't make it worse for yourself, I thought.

"Yes, ma'am," I said, and without looking back, I moved expeditiously into our bedroom. I quickly removed my clothes and assumed the indicated position, wondering what was going to happen and when. For the longest time, I stood and studied the wall, afraid to turn around.

Then, finally, I heard footsteps. Katie was entering the room. I could smell her body lotion. Still, I didn't turn around, didn't even sneak a peek.

"Tyler, I can't adequately express how disappointed and worried I am," she said.

"Katie, I-"

She cut me off with a clap of her hands. "Don't," she said. "You need severe punishment, and I don't need to hear excuses and lies."

I clamped my teeth around my tongue and swallowed hard. This was going to be bad. All I could do was wait for it.

After another agonizing minute or two, she clapped her hands again. "Okay, bend over the bed with your legs spread."

I did as I was told. And as I was getting into position, I saw the school paddle clutched tightly in her right hand. I also saw the determined expression on her face. Yes, this was going to be bad.

There were no more words after that - we both knew very well why she was punishing me. Words would only get in the way. There was also no warm up. From the start, she laid into my bottom with a vengeance, delivering one harsh stroke after another after another after another, no pauses, no delays, no let up. She was determined to make me feel each and every stroke.

And, believe me, I did. Pain raced up and down my spine like a pinball. I think even my toes curled. Tears flooded my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. I gasped and actually stopped breathing for short intervals. I lost all track of time and place. She had settled into a rhythm, and my brain had synchronized.

I don't know if she had a specific objective or even a stopping point. But she did eventually stop, probably because she was getting tired. I could hear her breaths getting louder and more frequent. I could tell that her arm movements were getting less intense. As she pointed out to me once, spanking is actually hard work.

Immediately after her last stroke, she dropped the paddle onto the floor. "Go stand with your face against the wall," she ordered in clipped tones. "Don't move from that position until I give you permission. Is that clear?"

Absolutely nothing was clear except the intense pain emanating from my tortured backside, the heat rising like a volcano about to erupt. When I didn't answer right away, she slapped my scorched flesh three times in rapid succession. "Tyler, I asked you a question."

What was the question? I wasn't sure, but I knew I had to give her an answer nonetheless. I gathered my breath. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

She took a few steps back and clapped her hands. "Move!"

Without any real thought or clarity, I moved and somehow found myself facing the wall. I didn't hear Katie leave the room, but I know she did.

I probably remained in that position for at least thirty minutes. And during that time, I thought about what I had done, what for Katie was the ultimate betrayal. I put my face in my hands and cried. But not because of the severe paddling I had just endured, but because I had greatly disappointed both my wife and myself. I vowed never to touch alcohol again, a vow I am proud to say I have kept and will continue to keep.

The day after the paddling, Katie forgave me my lapse, telling me she understood that her standards were very high and she was difficult to live with. I reciprocated by reassuring her that I knew what she did was for my own good and that I was a better man for it. We then kissed and made up, as we always did.

Then she surprised me by saying she wanted to move out of our three-bedroom apartment, that the apartment just wasn't big enough anymore. She wanted a grand house that we could grow into and show off. She asked me very sweetly if I could take care of it.

I thought about her request for a moment, wondering what she had in mind, especially the part about growing into. But eventually, I agreed. On that long road to submission that I was on, I would have agreed to just about anything to keep her happy. I knew very well that my own happiness depended entirely on her happiness.

Besides, her request wasn't all that unreasonable. In fact, I had thought the very same thing. We were making lots of money, so why not spend it on ourselves, treat ourselves to a lifestyle that reflected our success?

Almost as if it had been pre-ordained, the following week, a house in the exclusive Cambridge Estates came up for auction. It appeared that the previous owners had declared bankruptcy and were forced to walk away. Because I had the cash and the connections, I was able to procure a gem of a house - six bedrooms, four bathrooms, over five thousand square feet on an acre of land with a patch of woods behind - for a fraction of its initial selling price.

Of course, it needed extensive renovation to bring it up to date and make it livable - about a quarter of a million, by my estimation. I was able to save money by doing a lot of the demolition and landscaping myself, spending considerable time on weekends and evenings. Kevin and crew did the finish work at cost, mostly as a favor to me. We also got the materials at near cost.

It took us seven months of hard work, but when it was finished, the house and grounds were a showplace, worth more than twice what I paid for it. The night we moved in, Katie attacked me as we prepared to go to bed in our new king-size bed.

She shed her clothes, pushed me onto my back onto the ultra-soft mattress, peeled off my pants and briefs, and impaled herself on my waiting erection. I remember thinking: If this is the reward for giving her what she wanted, I'll take it gratefully. This was yet another turn in that road to submission.

So now I stand here, my eyes directed at the wall painted a subtle shade of yellow. She picked out the color; I applied it even though I didn't particularly care for it. In fact, the only color she allowed me to select was for my office - a light shade of blue. Still, regardless of the colors and décor I didn't select, I love this house and what it represents to both me and our relationship. If this is where that road to submission leads, I would go down it a hundred times over.

I worked hard and earned this house. Katie believed in me, and her belief - along with numerous punishment sessions - earned her this house. She put me on this road to submission and made sure I stayed on it. Certainly, in the course of our relationship, I have looked down other roads, examined the wooded landscape on either side and wondered what if.

But in the end, I know what if and know I don't want any part of those what ifs. I'm a submissive husband, and I'm not ashamed to admit it. My submission has liberated me from fear of failure. I no longer worry about being in the shadow of my father or the father-in-law I only knew from reputation. I am my own man, creating my own shadow.

I steal a glance at my wristwatch and see that I've been standing here for more than a half hour. My legs are tired, but at least the pain in my backside has mostly receded. The light on this evening in late August is slowly fading. I listen intently but cannot hear Katie. I can't help wondering what she is doing and when she will come and liberate me. I am tempted to move to the doorway or least sit in the chair under the window that overlooks the pristine woods. But I know that in doing either of these I risk another spanking and another stint standing against the wall.

My thoughts begin to drift once again. I think about what got me in trouble this time. I was supposed to arrange for an upgrade to the wifi system in the house and have new computer hardware installed in both our offices. I didn't quite get this done before we moved in and I have no real excuse for it, except that I simply forgot. Still, when she asked me about it, I made up a story that I was certain she would accept. Unfortunately for me, she didn't. As I said before, Katie won't let me get away with anything. And that's probably just as well.

Just as I think my legs are about to give out, I hear footsteps approaching. Katie enters the room and touches my bottom. "Tyler, sit down on the bed. We need to talk."

While I am happy to be liberated from this uncomfortable position, I am a bit worried. She has never said that to me before, at least not in that very serious tone. But I don't say anything. Like the good submissive husband I have become, I simply obey her instructions and sit on the edge of the bed, trying hard not to rub my wounded backside on the coarse bedspread.

Katie sits in the chair under the window and gazes at me, her beautiful face clouded with concern. For a few seconds, she shifts her eyes around the room and then brings them back to me. She takes a deep breath. "Tyler, I know I was just very hard on you," she says.

"Katie, it was for my own good. I know that," I say.

She glares at me. "Don't interrupt me," she says in that stern, no-nonsense voice.

I clamp my mouth closed, not wishing to invite any more trouble that might lead to punishment.

She turns on the light on the table next to the chair. "As I said, I know I was hard on you," she says after a long pause. "And I will continue to be hard on you. I have good reason to be." She pauses again, and I can detect the start of a very small smile. "I have several things to tell you."

I, of course, say nothing. Wait for it, I order myself.

"First, I want to tell you how much I appreciate what you've done. This house is everything I could have dreamed of and more. I am proud of you."

I nod but hold my tongue, knowing there is more.

"Second, now that we're settled in the new house - pending the wifi and computer upgrades, of course - I want you to finish your MBA this year and then maybe start law school."

Getting my MBA was my idea, I'm proud to say. I had never thought about becoming a lawyer, but I am not averse to the idea. Again, I nod. She did say she had several things to tell me.

"Third - and this is a big one - your sister has offered me a full time position in the Psychology Department. I'm going to accept it."

I am a little stunned by this news, although I shouldn't be. Rachel has been the dean of the Social Science Division for two years now and has expressed her respect for Katie many times. "What about your practice?" I ask.

She smiles. "I need regular hours," she says. "However, with my new home office, I may begin a small private practice. We'll have to see." She pauses one more time and I can sense the build up to something even more momentous. I am not disappointed. "That leads me to the last thing I need to tell you."

I lean forward on the bed, now completely oblivious to the friction against my bare flesh. "Katie, what is it?" I ask, although I'm not quite I want to hear any more.

She tries to maintain a serious expression, but she can't. The smile on her face is like the sun breaking through the clouds. "We need to get ourselves settled because..." She hesitates and takes another deep breath. "We're going to be parents."

Now I am very stunned. Of all the things she could have told me, this is the least expected. Of course, I knew we had sex every chance we could get - which has been at least once or twice a week, but... When did she stop taking birth control pills? When did we talk about having children?

Or maybe it was an accident. Sometimes, these things just happen, especially to couples in our age group. I dare to look at her and note the glow on her face, the light in her eyes. This was no accident, I conclude. This is what she wants. And so if she wants a baby, then I must want one too. Together we can do it. Together we can do anything.

I can tell she is watching me, gauging my reaction. Moment of truth. A true make-or-break situation. I manufacture a smile. "How... soon?"

She looks at me as though she's not quite sure of my emotional state, and I remember that she is a psychologist, trained to read people. "I'm about six or seven weeks along," she says.

My smile widens. I gaze at her abdomen almost expecting to see the beginnings of the baby bump. Of course, it isn't there, at least not yet. Okay, Tyler, ball is in your court; don't blow this. I push myself up from the bed and hold out my arms.

"Oh, Katie, this is wonderful," I say with real conviction in my voice. "We're going to be parents. You're going to be a fabulous mother, the best."

She stands and accepts my embrace. We kiss. "Tyler, are you sure?" she asks.

"Absolutely," I say with even more conviction. Everything will be okay. "I can't think of anything better than to have children with you." I gaze out the window, and for a minute, I imagine seeing our children playing in the backyard. In my vision, we even have a dog - a golden retriever, of course.

She looks deeply into my eyes, probably to gauge the sincerity of my words. Finally, she gives me yet one more kiss. "Thank you," she says. Then, she disengages and steps back. "But... I must warn you, just because you're going to be a father doesn't mean I won't punish you when you need it."

I certainly expected no less. In fact, I would have been disappointed if fatherhood conferred some kind of immunity to her guidance method, the same method that led me to this wonderful point in my life. "I understand," I say.

Her smile widens. "One more thing," she says. "Just because I'm now pregnant doesn't mean I'm any less needy or that I want you any less." She raises the hem of her dress to above her waist, showing me that she isn't wearing any panties. "So, get on the bed on your back and get to work."

I return her smile. "Yes, ma'am."

As I am assuming this position, I think about that long and winding road to submission, the one I've been on for so many years. It hasn't always been easy or pleasant. But I understand that's the way life is sometimes. You have to work hard and occasionally suffer to get what you want, even if you're not always sure what that is.

And as I watch my beautiful wife lower herself onto me, as I feel her love, I know I wouldn't have it any other way.


Also from LSF Publications...

Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur

Pharmaceutical rep Jeremy has no social life; he spends most of his time driving long distances and his life has become tedious. But all that changes drastically when he gets lost, eventually finding himself in a small town called Scurbin. He inadvertently parks his vehicle in the wrong place and makes things worse for himself by being rude to the female police officer and the female judge - who sentences him to 30 days in jail unless he takes a public whipping. Horrified, he opts for the whipping. It proves to be the first of many, for Scurbin has its own unique way of doing things. Made up of 80% women, the town is run by women, whereas the male residents are disciplined and controlled by their wives. A proposition is soon put to Jeremy - there are many women wanting to sample him sexually. Is this a dream come true? A sex slave to as many women as he wants? There are conditions of course - Jeremy must be subservient and obedient, and when he messes up, his bare bottom receives regular punishment spankings from various dominant women. Ironically, that has always been his secret fantasy. Perhaps he should remain in Scurbin and see how well his fantasy matches his new reality...

Scott and the Woodshed by W. Arthur

Scott is no stranger to discipline as his bare bottom has regularly been on the receiving end of his mother's wooden spoon, but after his mother's death, Scott lacks focus and motivation. When an attractive woman (Valerie) walks into the bank where he works and asks for a loan, he tries to help her. He also lets his mind wander as he imagines being over her lap for a hard spanking. Little does he know that he is to form a special relationship with Valerie, a woman in the final stages of training to be a vet. She occupies his mother's former room for several weeks, and Scott loves her dominance and authority. When she mentions the woodshed on her mother's farm, Scott is curious and starts asking questions. He gets so much more than he bargained for, particularly when he visits the farm and finds out exactly what it's like to be taken to the woodshed for a hard strapping on his bare bottom. Disciplining male members of the family is part of the fabric of life here. Like her mother, Valerie has a strong right arm and knows just how to administer a whipping earned for slacking off or bad behaviour. Although Scott often has a sore bottom, he appears to thrive on it, and his relationship with Valerie blossoms...

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

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, including:

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.

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.

Punished by Miss Honeywell by Gary Kane

David's life changes drastically when his headmaster is replaced by Ms Jacobs, a formidable headmistress, skilled in caning bare bottoms. She demonstrates her prowess on the 18-year-old David for his persistent lateness, awarding extra strokes when it is discovered he has robbed Miss Honeywell's apples. Ms Jacobs orders David to apologise to Miss Honeywell and pick up every single apple in her garden. However, David gets far more than he bargained for... it appears Miss Honeywell is some sort of pervert! An attractive woman in her mid-thirties, she makes it clear how much she enjoys spanking a naughty young man's bare bottom, and proceeds to do so at regular intervals, with hand, hairbrush, and cane. In spite of a persistently sore backside, David is captivated by the deliciously deviant and assertive Miss Honeywell, and also by her friend Karen, who is later brought in to participate in their Saturday spanking sessions...

The Spanking Court by Jack Crawford

Charles Davenport (Charlie to his friends) is a ridiculously rich, good-looking guy who enjoys a lavish lifestyle. But the world has changed, and men no longer have the upper hand. Charlie finds himself up in court for being sexist and disrespectful to women, where he receives the comeuppance many believe he so richly deserves. A painful and humiliating switching is followed by a sentence of 're-education' at the Briarwood Facility. Once at the facility, Charlie cannot buy his freedom, and has to endure endless rounds of corporal punishment and harsh discipline. The tables are truly turned as the women guards call all the shots, and sexual favours are demanded...

The Spanking Secret by Ken Burke

Ken and Sarah enjoy a fulfilling marriage, even though it is Sarah who calls the shots. Sarah is the dominant one in the relationship, very much in charge. This is fine with Ken, who has a submissive nature and needs Sarah's discipline. He is spanked regularly by his wife, and this aspect of their relationship has been kept secret for many years. But gradually, things begin to change which have a huge impact on Ken. Sarah tells her friend Liz, and later her sister, Linda... and both end up firstly witnessing Ken's spankings, then spanking his bare bottom themselves. And it doesn't stop there, as Ken's bossy mother-in-law gets in on the act too. Ken has a sore bottom, and a face red with embarrassment, yet the situation in which he now finds himself in is a huge turn on. Well content with his lot, he wouldn't change a thing!

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for!

Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...?

Trevor's First Spanking: Married for six months, Jane finds Trevor's selfish attitude and behaviour increasingly irritating. He's untidy, doesn't help around the house, and expects Jane to do everything. A rebellious Jane goes round to see her friend Amy, but on arrival Jane is very surprised to see Amy's husband standing in the corner with a bare, freshly spanked bottom. Amy gives Jane a few tips on how to discipline Trevor... and it works a treat!
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