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Tyler Simms was just an ordinary guy in a dead end job, a guy whose life changed drastically in less than 24 hours. When a lawyer turns up informing Tyler he has just inherited Adderly Manor, a mansion in upstate New York and a fortune of nine hundred million dollars, Tyler can't believe his luck. But there is a small catch... Tyler must retain the staff and he must marry a submissive woman within six months. Given Tyler's secret fantasies of discipline and spanking, the terms of the will aren't exactly unwelcome, but finding the right wife is more of a problem. The hunt is on, and Tyler must evaluate the applicants... but perhaps the woman Tyler truly seeks is closer to home than he could ever have imagined; perhaps she is nearby, just waiting for the right opportunity...
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Chapter One

Tyler Simms shuffled some papers on his massive oak desk, scowled, and pressed a button on his intercom. "Miss Langley, please come to my office immediately," he said in a calm but assertive voice.

"Yes, Mr. Simms," a female voice at the other end replied.

Tyler leaned back in his leather office chair and looked at the papers once again. A minute later, there was a knock at his partially open door. A pretty young woman with long dark brown hair appeared in the opening.

"You wanted to see me, Mr. Simms?"

Tyler straightened in his chair and gazed into the soft green eyes of the young woman. "Yes, Miss Langley," he said. "Please come in and close the door."

Miss Langley entered the office and closed the door behind her. Her hands were trembling slightly and her legs appeared to be shaking beneath her short black dress. She approached the desk but didn't sit in one of the visitor chairs.

Tyler looked up from the papers. "Miss Langley, how long have you been working for this company?"

She looked down at her hands. "Uh... two years, Mr. Simms."

He nodded. "Certainly long enough to learn correct customer protocol, don't you think."

"Yes, sir."

"Then why have I received not one but three customer complaints in the past two days related to your deportment?"

Her eyes widened and her hands trembled even more. She gathered her breath. "I... I'm sure I don't know."

Tyler picked up one of the sheets of paper and read off several statements made by the three angry customers. The statements were very serious charges of her using impolite language and not addressing the customer's concerns. "What do you have to say to that, Miss Langley?" he asked once he was finished reading.

The young woman wiped a tear from her eye. "I... don't know what to say."

He continued to glare at her. "Did you use that language?"

She thought for a few seconds. "Uh... I might have, sir. I... was having a bad day."

He shook his head. "That's no excuse and you know it, don't you?"

She swallowed hard. "Yes, sir. I'm sorry."

"If you want to continue working here, we will need to deal with this. Do you want to continue working here?"

"Yes, sir," she replied quickly.

"Good, because I believe you have the potential to be a good employee." He stood up. "Okay, first of all, I have taken care of the customers, so we only have to deal with your poor behavior."

She took a deep breath. "Thank you, sir."

"Second, tomorrow you will report for mandatory re-training in customer relations."

She nodded. "Okay."

"Finally, there is the matter of your punishment."

"Punishment, sir?"

He scowled again. "Certainly, Miss Langley, you didn't think that you could simply skate by a problem this serious with a re-training session."

The young woman didn't answer, keeping her eyes firmly on the carpeted floor.

"Mistakes of this magnitude require punishment," Tyler said. "Now, I could suspend you without pay for a week or I could reduce your salary." That got her attention.

"Oh, no, Mr. Simms. Please don't do that. I can't afford to take a pay cut or get suspended."

"There is an alternative," he said.

"What is it?"

"One that I've done before. One that has proven to be very effective, but is not very pleasant."

Her face brightened slightly. "What is it, Mr. Simms? I will do just about anything to keep my job and avoid losing pay."

"I'm talking about a paddling, Miss Langley, a paddling administered immediately to your bare bottom while you're bent over the desk."

Her mouth gaped open. "A paddling, Mr. Simms? Is that what you just said?"

"Yes. Have you ever been paddled before?"

She appeared as though she wanted to run out of the office. She didn't answer the question.

He shook his head again. "We're wasting time, Miss Langley," he said. "I asked if you've ever been paddled before."

"Uh... yes, sir. My mother used the paddle on me and my brother occasionally."

"Okay. Now, you have to decide right this instant," he said. "If you choose to be paddled, please bend over the desk, raise the hem of your dress, and lower your undergarment." He clapped his hands once for emphasis.

"Is this really necessary?"

"It is if you want to keep your job and not get suspended."

She thought for a few seconds, then nodded and approached the desk. When she reached it, she bent her upper body over the polished surface, reached back and lifted the hem of her dress above her waist. She followed this by lowering her white cotton panties to below her thighs.

Tyler opened the top drawer of his credenza and extracted a fraternity-type paddle. He clutched it in his right hand and moved out from behind the desk. He gazed at the bare bottom of his employee. "This will not be pleasant for either of us," he said. "But it will be a valuable learning experience."

He retracted his right arm and snapped it forward. The paddle bit into the exposed flesh producing a bright red rectangle. She gasped from the pain. He put his left hand on her back and struck again, this time a little lower. She tried to rear up but couldn't.

Over the next minute, he administered ten harsh strokes of the paddle, covering every square centimeter of her lush bottom, turning it deep red in the process. Tears massed in her eyes and streamed down her face.

When he was finished with the paddling, he set the paddle down on the desk next to her. "Okay, Miss Langley," he said. "You may get up and restore your attire. When you are quite under control, you may return to your work station. The training session starts at 0800 in the conference room. I advise you to be on time." He backed away.

For a few seconds, Miss Langley didn't move, as though she was frozen in place or too stunned to process what she had just experienced. Finally, she pushed herself up and rubbed her bottom. She wiped the tears from her eyes and looked at her boss. "Uh... Mr. Simms?"

"What is it, Miss Langley? I said you could go."

The hem of her dress had fallen back down, but she made no move to pull up her panties. "Mr. Simms, I was... uh... wondering if you could sort of hold me for a minute."

He gazed at her. "I'm not at all certain that would be appropriate, Miss Langley."

She gave him a small hopeful smile. "Please, sir."

He looked at her and noted the smile, noted the tears, and he felt something he hadn't felt for a long time, some sort of primal tug. He approached her and pulled her into his arms. She responded first by resting her head on his shoulder, then by lifting the hem of her dress and pressing her body into his.

"Simms... wake up!"

At the sound of the voice, Tyler Simms awoke with such a start he nearly fell out of his cloth-covered office chair. His eyes sprung open. He swiveled and saw a middle-aged man in a business suit standing in the doorway to his cubby. "What the hell, Carter!" he said. "I'm on my lunch break."

The man in the doorway shook his head. "Look at the clock, Tyler," he said. "It's nearly two. Lunch break ended an hour ago."

Tyler sat up in his chair and glanced at the analog clock on the wall of his cubby. "Oh... I must have slept longer than I planned." He stood up and tried to clear the dream fragments from his head. He glanced at Carter. "Okay... I'm awake and ready to work. What's the big deal anyway?"

Carter scowled. "Langley is on the warpath again," he said. "All outstanding claims must be processed by five this afternoon. No exceptions."

"Why?"

"She says she won't authorize any more overtime. If you're not finished, you'll have to work on your own time."

"That isn't right," Tyler said. "If she wasn't the daughter of the CEO, she'd never get away with that crap."

"Maybe not. But she is Old Man Langley's daughter and she's our boss, so it's best to stop bitching and get back to work while you still have a job."

Tyler scanned his small cubby, his eyes moving from the computer screen on his cheap desk to his diploma from Forest State to his discharge certificate from the Army. How did I end up here? he wondered. He regarded Carter for a second. "If I had just a little of her money or some of her contacts, I would turn the tables on her," he muttered.

Carter shook his head. "Well, you don't, so forget it." He turned and disappeared into the long corridor.

"Someday," Tyler muttered again as he sat down and wheeled himself to the computer screen.

Tyler finished his work and shut down his computer at five thirty. When he exited his cubby, he found the area - all twenty cubicles and Susan Langley's office - was entirely deserted. He shook his head and muttered under his breath as he made his way through the office maze and out of the five-story building into the parking lot to his five-year-old Honda Accord.

On the twenty-minute drive home, he reflected on his life. He was thirty years old, a veteran of the US Army, and had a bachelor's degree in business. And yet, here he was, a low-level claims processor in a medium-sized insurance company, earning $39,000 dollars a year, driving a relatively inexpensive car, and living in a one-bedroom apartment. He had few friends and had trouble getting a woman to go out with him - his last date was two months ago, and there hadn't been a second date.

As he pulled into the parking lot, he recalled the intense dream he was having while asleep in his office chair. He had had the dream before - it was one of his favorites. Someday he would put the haughty and totally unobtainable Susan Langley in her place. "Oh, sure," he said aloud in a sarcastic voice. "Just keep dreaming and it will happen."

Once inside his cheap apartment, he opened a can of beer and sat down on his sofa. He was hoping to fall asleep again and have the dream in which the beautiful but unfortunate Miss Langley had to go across his lap for some additional training. However, in spite of his desire and a second can of beer, his mind wouldn't slow down enough for him to sleep.

He was about to get a third can of beer when he heard a knock at his door. "Who the hell could that be?" he grumbled.

He looked through the peephole and saw a very well-dressed middle-aged man standing on the stoop. The man was holding an expensive-looking leather brief case. Probably a salesman, Tyler thought. But he opened the door anyway.

The man smiled when he saw Tyler. "Are you Tyler Simms?" he asked.

"Yes."

The man nodded. "I'm Preston Whitaker, attorney for the late Joseph and Rose Adderly."

"What do you want?"

"May I come in, Mr. Simms?"

Tyler continued to scan his visitor. "Look, if you're selling something, I'm not interested."

Whitaker gazed at Tyler and smiled again. "I'm not selling anything, Mr. Simms. But I believe you'll want to hear what I have come to say."

"Who are you again?"

"Preston Whitaker, attorney for Rose and Joseph Adderly."

"Should I have heard of them?"

"You don't know who they are?"

"No."

"Mr. Simms, what I have to say is better discussed inside rather than on your front stoop. May I come in, please?"

Tyler scanned the man once again and nodded. He stepped back and let Whitaker enter. "Sit anywhere you like," he said as he closed the front door.

Whitaker looked around the small apartment and settled for sitting in one of the wooden chairs that surrounded the four-person table just outside the galley kitchen. He set the brief case on the table and opened it.

Tyler sat down opposite Whitaker. "Okay, Mr. Whitaker. Suppose you tell me what this is all about?"

Whitaker took a deep breath. "As I said, I am the attorney for the late Joseph and Rose Adderly."

"I got that," Tyler said. "I guess I'm supposed to know who they are, but I don't."

"Before she married Joseph Adderly, Rose's last name was Simms. In case you really don't know, she was your father's sister."

Tyler's eyes widened slightly. "I didn't know my father had a sister. But then, I didn't really know my father all that well. My mother told me that she met him while she was working for a military contractor - this would have been around 1986. Apparently, he was in the process of retiring from the Navy and was taking a job with the contractor. They dated and obviously slept together - at least enough for her to get pregnant with me. She said they actually did get married when I was born, but because of his job, he was gone nearly all the time. They divorced in 1994. I saw him a few times after that, mostly at Christmas. He died when I was fifteen. My mother never told me anything about his family. She passed away five years ago. So there you have the sorry story of my life."

Whitaker folded his hands and listened intently. When Tyler finished speaking, the older man smiled. "I think your story is about to change," he said.

"What do you mean?"

"Joseph Adderly was the principal owner and CEO of the Kinsen Investment Group. He had holdings all over the world, but mostly in Asia. When he died two months ago, his net worth was a little over nine hundred million dollars. He and Rose married in 1977. She passed away three weeks ago. They always wanted to go together, and they almost succeeded."

"Mr. Whitaker, this is all very interesting, but what does it have to do with me?"

Whitaker's smile widened and he extracted a paper from his brief case. "Very simple, Tyler," he said. "Rose and Joseph always wanted to keep the company in the family. You are the only member of the family still alive and so inherit the Kinsen Investment Group and the Adderly estate, effective immediately. Congratulations."


Chapter Two

Tyler's mouth dropped to his chin. "You're not serious. This is some kind of joke, right?"

Whitaker passed the paper to Tyler. "No joke, Tyler. You are now a very wealthy man, compliments of your Aunt Rose."

Tyler scanned the paper and shook his head. "I can't believe it," he said. "Nine hundred million dollars, you say?"

"Yes - less my fee, of course - and a twenty-acre estate and forty-plus-room mansion in upstate New York." He paused for a moment. "However, there are two provisions in the will that must be met."

Tyler scowled. "I knew it," he said. "There's always a catch."

"First, you must retain the staff at the mansion - about ten people, I believe. Second - and this is the more difficult, probably - you must marry within six months and to a woman who meets certain criteria."

Tyler opened his mouth to speak, but Whitaker cut him off with a raised hand.

"Also, you will need to stay married for at least ten years," he said. "If any of these conditions are not met, the estate and the investment group will be placed in a blind trust to be distributed to various charitable organizations." He looked at Tyler. "Is there a problem with any of the provisions?"

Tyler shook his head. "I don't know. This is all happening so fast. How am I supposed to get married and what are the criteria?"

"A very good question," Whitaker said. "We'll help you find the right woman."

"What about the criteria?"

The attorney settled back in the high back chair. "Perhaps some background would be helpful. After Mr. Adderly graduated from college, he became an officer in the U. S. Army. His specialty was Asian languages, so he was stationed in Korea and Japan. While he was there, he became very familiar with both the burgeoning economies and the complex culture of those nations. After he left the army in 1965, he began investing, and, because of his intelligence and intimate knowledge of the region, he became quite wealthy. However, in the mid-seventies, he realized he needed to be married in order to fit into the right social circles. And, in order to satisfy some of the old-school conservatives he encountered, his wife had to be submissive, or at least appear that way in public."

"What do you mean by submissive?" Tyler asked.

"She had to be attractive, intelligent, and articulate, but be willing to stay in the background and follow his instructions... and she needed to be willing to submit to discipline, if it became necessary."

This got Tyler's attention. Whitaker had just described Tyler's fantasy woman. However, in real life, he had yet to meet such a woman.

"Was Rose that type of woman?"

"Of course, I didn't know the Adderlys in the beginning," Whitaker said. "However, from what I understand, Rose had been a young secretary in the Investment Group and somehow Joseph recognized her potential. Anyway, the Rose I knew was a perfect lady who stayed by her husband's side and never questioned his judgment or spoke out of turn - at least not in public."

"And you want me to marry a woman like Rose?"

"It's not what I want, Tyler. This is the provision of the will. Apparently, the Adderlys believed that the company needs a couple like they were to continue the success. I'm not sure I necessarily agree with their assessment, given the cultural shifts we are beginning to see in Asia. However, it is not up to me to agree or disagree. I am simply the executor of the estate."

Tyler slumped in his chair. This was hitting him too fast; it was practically everything he ever wanted in life, like the answer to a prayer or the beginning of a dream. But dreams end, sometimes badly, he realized. He straightened himself up in the chair. "And all this is on the level?"

Whitaker smiled. "Tyler, I can understand your ambivalence - somebody you never met and never even knew existed leaving you a fortune." He paused, opened the brief case, and extracted a green file folder filled with sheets of white paper. He pushed the folder across the table. "But I assure you it's all true. Here, you can read it for yourself in these documents."

Tyler glanced at the folder in front of him, then re-directed his gaze back to the attorney. "Okay... so what happens now?"

"If you wish to continue the process of inheriting the company and the estate, we will leave tonight for Adderly Manor in upstate New York. I have the corporate jet standing by. I have an assistant who will come in tomorrow and take care of your affairs here, unless for some reason you want to continue your job and live in this apartment. Frankly, from the looks of things, I imagine there's not much here you would want to keep. And you will have access to charge accounts that will allow you to buy a new wardrobe and whatever else you might want or need."

Tyler looked around him at his shabby apartment with its second-rate furnishings and sparse decorative touches. He thought about his small cubicle at work and his co-workers. He wouldn't miss them; they wouldn't miss him. The only thing he regretted was not being able to put the haughty Susan Langley in her place. Maybe I'll be able to buy the company, he thought, then she'll be sorry. "What happens after I get to the estate?"

"The estate manager, Sean O'Leary, will review everything with you. He handles the finances and pays the bills. He's been with the Adderlys for twenty years and is very trustworthy. Then on Monday, you will meet with Andre Jackson...he manages the investment group and has been with KIG for thirty years. You can rely on him, just as Joseph did."

"Pardon me for saying this, Mr. Whitaker, but this sounds too good to be true."

The attorney nodded. "I understand how you feel. But I think you'll feel differently once you've seen the estate and reviewed the accounts."

"And you said you would help me find the right woman to marry? I haven't had much success with women lately."

Whitaker laughed. "Well, those days are over," he said. "My assistant and I have a plan that we'll implement as soon as you're settled."

"I don't mean to pry, Mr. Whitaker, but... what's in it for you?"

Whitaker's smile widened slightly. "That's a fair question," he said. "Let's just say that my firm gets a healthy fee for dealing with this will. Plus, we get a substantial bonus if you're married within four months of arrival... and to the right woman. And, of course, we want to remain as the principal law firm for the investment group. In other words, we only succeed if you succeed."

"I like that," Tyler said. "It's always good to have motivated people working for you. What about the rest of the staff?"

"Joseph rewarded people very well - which is one of the reasons he wasn't a billionaire - and regarded associates as family members rather than employees. In fact, he sometimes hired members of the same family who were down on their luck. The hope is that you will do the same."

"Mr. Whitaker, I've been a nobody all my life. I know exactly what it feels like to be thought of as a nameless employee, a mere cog in some big wheel. I just hope I can live up to everyone's expectations and not screw up."

"Tyler, I've reviewed your background. You've had some unfortunate breaks, but I believe you're stronger and better prepared than you realize. Just don't let it all go to your head - wealth and power can do that to a man."

"I don't think you'll have to worry about that."

"I'm not worried," Whitaker said. "As I said, our job is to make you successful in your transition and afterward." He pushed back his chair and gathered his papers back into the brief case. "Now, are you ready to leave and see your new home? I have a car and driver waiting outside to take us to the airport."

"How long is the flight?"

"About an hour and a half, airport to airport. Then about twenty minutes by helicopter."

Tyler stood up and a sly smile crept over his face. "Wait... a car and driver, corporate jet, helicopter. How much is this costing me?"

Whitaker returned his smile. "You don't need to know," he said. "But believe me when I say you can afford it. And you can write it off as the cost of doing business."

"Will I need to learn Japanese or Korean or Chinese maybe?"

"We'll get to that," Whitaker said. "Now, get your wallet and whatever else you need to bring along, and let's go."

Tyler nodded and went into his small bedroom to get his wallet. He looked around him and saw nothing else he wanted to add. He might later, he realized, but not right now. Then, just as he was turning out the light, he had a sudden vision of Susan Langley over his lap. The hem of her dress was up on her back and her panties were down to her knees. His right hand was raised above her trembling bare bottom. Someday, Miss Langley, he said to himself. Someday.

He thought about this on the fifteen minute drive to the county airport where a sleek ten-passenger Lockheed awaited. By seven thirty - only two hours after he left his dreary cubicle in Milwaukee, Wisconsin - he was in the air, soaring high over Lake Michigan while eating a steak and half-listening to Whitaker describe the estate and the staff he would be inheriting.

Somewhere over Lake Huron, he closed his eyes and forgot all about Susan Langley.


Chapter Three

Sierra Montoya stood at the leaded glass window on the third floor of Adderly Manor. The window overlooked the winding brick driveway and turnaround in front of the massive timber and stone mansion. Next to her was Samantha Rustonkowski. Both were wearing identical short black maid dresses with a white apron in front and a small white cap in front of their hair.

"Sammi R, who is this guy anyway?" Sierra asked.

Sammi R turned toward the window. Both women were watching the sun set over Lake Ontario in the near distance. "I don't know for sure," she said. "Mrs. Covington said he is some kind of long-lost relative of Mrs. Adderly."

Sierra scowled. "Great. Probably some stuck up jerk who'll want to bring in his own staff, or worse...sell the place and move to Europe."

Sammi R shook her head. "I don't think so. Mrs. Covington said that one of the provisions of Mrs. Adderly's will is that this guy will need to retain the staff."

"Does Mrs. Covington really know for sure or is she just guessing?"

"How should I know? But the old lady seems to be up on everything. She probably helped Mrs. A write the will."

Sierra unconsciously brushed back her long black hair. "Well, let's hope you're right."

"If you're so worried about it, why don't you marry that doctor you were dating?"

Sierra crossed her arms and looked at her friend and co-worker. "You have to be kidding."

"I thought you liked him. What's the problem? At least it's a way out of here."

"He's too full of himself," Sierra said. "Besides, when he's not bragging about the fact that he's a doctor, he's really not much of a man... more of a wimp... lets me walk all over him." She thought for a moment. "And this job really isn't all that bad, except that Ian and Marcello hit on me occasionally... but they're pretty harmless, nothing I can't handle."

Sammi R checked her wristwatch. "Well, we'll soon know. Mrs. Covington wants the staff assembled in the entryway by nine thirty... in full uniform."

Sierra rolled her eyes. "That figures. We'll probably have to work all weekend to impress this bozo."

"Look, Sierra, you better chuck the attitude and put on a happy face. This guy may not be able to fire you, but Mrs. Covington can. Or she and her husband can make your life miserable. I don't think you want that, do you?"

Sierra shook her head, as she recalled being lectured by the housekeeper more than once. "No, I don't." She glanced away from the window and looked down at the carpeted floor. "Sometimes I don't understand my attitude. I wish my dad was here. He would know how to handle it."

"I didn't know your father was so strict."

Sierra smiled. "He was every bit a loving father, but he knew when to draw the line. When you got called into his office, you knew you were in trouble and you knew what was going to happen. He definitely meant business. But you always walked out of his office feeling better about yourself."

"Sounds a little like Mrs. Covington."

Sierra shook her head. "He was nothing like Mrs. Covington. My father truly cared about me. I don't think Mrs. Covington cares about anyone but herself."

"You may be right about that," Sammi R said. "But it doesn't matter at the moment. It's about ten minutes after nine. You better check your appearance and go to the bathroom, if you need to."

Sierra nodded and smiled. She reached out and touched her friend's arm. "Thanks, Sammi R. It's good to know I have at least one friend here. Lord knows, my mother hasn't been much help."

"What do you mean? She got you this job, didn't she? Intervened with Mrs. A to hire you after you graduated from college and couldn't find a real job."

"I think that was more of a fulfillment of a promise rather than anything else," Sierra said. "Mr. and Mrs. A promised to look out for my mother and me after my father's business failed in the crash of '08."

"Lucky you," Sammi R said. "But both of the Adderlys are dead, so you better stop complaining and do what you're told. Understand?"

Sierra gave her friend a mock salute. "Yes, ma'am."

At precisely nine thirty, nine people, all dressed in the appropriate attire for their position, stood in two parallel lines facing each other just inside the massive entryway of Adderly Manor. The dark oak wood door was open to the turnaround. In the distance, they could hear the sound of a helicopter landing. They all appeared very anxious as they peered out the door to catch glimpse of the new owner, the one about whom they knew so little.

An older woman with short gray hair wearing a long black dress stepped forward. "Now remember everyone, we're all on probation. Smile and don't speak unless you're asked a direct question. Understand?"

Everyone in attendance took a deep breath. "Yes, Mrs. Covington," they said in one loud voice.

Mrs. Covington resumed her place by the door.

A minute later, a white limousine pulled up. Both lines of people straightened immediately as though they were soldiers on parade. The driver door opened and a tall man dressed in a chauffeur uniform stepped out. He moved to the back door, opened it, and held it stiffly. Whitaker got out first, followed by Tyler, still wearing his tan chino trousers and rumpled blue shirt open at the neck.

"This way, Mr. Simms," Whitaker said, extending his right arm toward the front door.

Tyler nodded and walked through the opening. He stopped and waited for the attorney to enter.

Whitaker scanned the two short lines of staff members. "Staff," he called in an official voice. "This is Mr. Tyler Simms." He motioned to Tyler. "He is Rose's nephew and the inheritor of the estate."

Mrs. Covington stepped forward and made a slight curtsy. Sierra rolled her eyes. "Mr. Simms, I am Miriam Covington, the housekeeper," she said. "We are very pleased to meet you. We are all here to serve your needs, just as we did with your aunt."

Tyler gathered his breath and looked up and down the two lines. "Thank you, Mrs. Covington," he said.

"We know you're probably very tired from your trip here, but perhaps you could say a few words to the staff," Mrs. Covington said.

Tyler gathered his breath again. He looked at Whitaker. The older man nodded. "Okay... It's... nice to see you all... It's a lovely house. I will try to get to know you over the next few days." He paused and looked down at his feet. "Look... this is a brand new experience for me. Four hours ago, I was just leaving a cheap cubby in an insurance company in Milwaukee. I didn't even know I had an Aunt Rose. So please forgive me if I don't always say or do the right thing." He paused again.

Sierra watched him carefully and thought that he was absolutely nothing like she had imagined. She was intrigued.

He took one more deep breath and unconsciously wiped his forehead. "Has anyone here ever seen the movie, King Ralph?"

For a moment, no one made any response whatsoever. Finally, Sierra stepped forward slightly. "I have," she said.

Tyler smiled at her. "Then you know how I feel right now."

Sierra returned his smile. "Well, I don't know about that," she said. "But I can see how this could be awkward for you."

Mrs. Covington's jaw dropped and she gave Sierra a wicked scowl. "Thank you, Miss Montoya, for that input." She turned toward Tyler. "Mr. Simms, let's get you settled. Is there anything you want or need?"

"Well, I guess I'd like to see where I'm going to be staying, maybe take a shower," he said. He turned to the attorney. "Mr. Whitaker, I'm going to need new clothes as soon as possible. Hell, I didn't even bring a toothbrush."

Whitaker patted him on the arm. "We'll take care of all that for you."

"Thank you," Tyler said. "What time do we need to meet in the morning?"

"How about eight thirty? We can meet over breakfast."

"Sounds okay... as long as I know where I'm going."

Mrs. Covington pointed to a young man wearing a brown suit and tie. "Ian will take care of you, Mr. Simms," she said.

Ian smiled and stepped forward. He extended his right arm toward a winding staircase. "If you will accompany me, Mr. Simms, we'll get you settled."

"Thank you," Tyler said. "And thank you everyone. I guess I'll see you in the morning." He followed the young man toward the stairs.

When Ian and Tyler were out of sight, Mrs. Covington looked up and down both lines. "Very good, everyone. You are dismissed for the night. I'm sorry, but you'll all have to work this weekend."

The staff members began to scatter in different directions.

Mrs. Covington pointed to Sierra. "Miss Montoya, please remain behind and accompany me to my office."

Sammi R lightly touched Sierra's arm knowingly, then moved off toward the kitchen. Sierra swallowed hard, recognizing that she was in trouble. In her head, she could already hear the lecture she was sure to receive. Once again, she wished her father was with her.


Chapter Four

Tyler Simms felt both overwhelmed and a little giddy as he followed Ian up the long winding staircase and down a wide corridor. In his life, he had only been in one house that resembled Adderly Manor, and that had been a museum. They stopped in front of the last door, which was open.

"Mr. Simms, this will be your suite," Ian said.

Tyler stood for a moment in the opening and peered in. The room was gigantic, probably as large as his apartment back in Milwaukee. Under one window toward the back of the suite was a king-size bed covered by a black quilt. On either side of the bed were oak end tables with ornate Tiffany lamps. Along another wall were an antique wardrobe, a small dresser, and a leather recliner in the corner. Along yet another wall was an oak roll top desk and leather swivel chair. A sixty-inch HD television was attached to the wall opposite the bed and recliner. A large Persian rug partially covered the highly polished wood floor.

Ian stepped aside and silently urged Tyler to enter. "This is all mine?" Tyler asked.

Ian chuckled, then quickly caught himself. "Yes, sir."

Tyler smiled as he entered. "Look... Ian, is it?"

"Yes, sir."

"Look, Ian. You don't have to sir me. Less than five hours ago, I was a nobody living in an apartment smaller than this suite. I'm going to need all the help I can get to get me through this gig. Okay? My name is Tyler."

Ian entered the suite and quickly closed the door behind him. "Mr. Simms... sir... I am here to serve your needs. If my mother... Mrs. Covington... caught me calling you Tyler or even being overly friendly, I would be in big trouble."

Tyler sighed. "Well, Ian, I wouldn't you to be in big trouble," he said. "But is it okay to ask you questions about this place? I mean, I don't even know exactly what it is you all do."

Ian looked back to the closed door as if checking for spies. "I'm mostly the assistant groundskeeper. I work with my father. However, I guess I'm also supposed to serve as your personal assistant. I did some of that for Mr. Adderly after Mr. Boswell retired five months ago. You should ask Mr. O'Leary any questions related to the estate." He looked at the door again. "And that's all I better say."

"I understand," Tyler said. "Is it possible to get something to eat?"

"Yes, sir," Ian said. He pointed to an intercom box with a series of numbers next to the bed. "Just press '2'. That will connect you with Mrs. Covington. She will arrange for you to get whatever you want."

Tyler smiled. "Thank you, Ian," he said. "By the way, who was that young woman who said she had seen King Ralph?"

"Oh... that's Sierra. She's one of the maids."

Tyler nodded. "A bit bold."

"Yes, sir," Ian said. "I believe Mrs. Covington has spoken to her about that before."

Tyler saw something in Ian's face he wasn't sure how to interpret. "I guess I have to ask... is everyone around here afraid of your mother?"

Ian cast his eyes to the floor. "It's best if I don't answer that question, sir."

"It's okay, Ian," Tyler said. "I have - had - a boss like that. She manages the insurance company I used to work for. Everyone was scared to death of her; she's a real bitch."

Ian did a half turn toward the door, obviously anxious to leave. "Will there be anything else, Mr. Simms?"

Tyler thought for a moment. "Well, I could use a toothbrush and some shaving equipment. Does this suite have a bathroom?"

"Yes, sir." Ian pointed to a closed door in the wall perpendicular to the back wall. "Through that door. Inside, you will find everything you need, including towels and a robe. I believe Mr. Whitaker is acquiring some appropriate clothing for you. I will bring it up as soon as it arrives."

Tyler scanned the room. "Thank you, Ian. I will use the intercom if I need anything else."

"Very good, sir." Ian opened the door and left the room, closing the door behind him.

For a long moment, Tyler stood in the middle of the suite as if he wasn't quite sure what he was supposed to do. Then he went to the leaded glass window next to the bed and peered out. It was dark outside, but he could just make out what appeared to be a small pond and a garden. He clapped his hands together and laughed.

"Holy shit! Thank you, Aunt Rose, whoever you were."

He crossed over to the door that led to the bathroom. He opened the door and stepped into the largest, most ornate bathroom he had ever seen - marble and gold fixtures, sunken spa tub, walk-in shower. It even had a bidet. He looked at himself in the mirror over the double sinks. His face was the same, but he felt different, almost transformed, almost like a wealthy man secure in his manor with a competent staff to see to his every need.

For a brief instant, he thought about Susan Langley, what she would think if she could see him now, an extremely wealthy man not living in a mansion but a manor. He dismissed the thought. His former boss was nothing to him now. He then thought about the young woman whom Ian had identified as Sierra. She was quite attractive, he decided. He wondered if she was married or dating anyone. For a brief instant, he was sorely tempted to ask Mrs. Covington if Sierra was available for turn-down service.

He laughed again and shook the image from his head, remembering that Mr. Whitaker promised to fix him up with a suitable wife and companion. He hoped it would be soon he thought as he turned out the light in the bathroom and began to undress for the night. He was tired, very tired, in fact but not particularly sleepy. He decided to try the recliner and see what channels he could get on the television.

Sometime later, he fell asleep in the recliner while watching an episode of House Hunters. He had watched the show while thinking he could buy whatever house he wanted. In his scattered dreams, he toured houses all over the world. Each house had a different young woman living in it.

He awoke around one and went to the bathroom. As he passed his bed, he noticed that someone had left him a note. He picked it up and read:

Mr. Simms,

You have clothes in your closet and underwear in the dresser, compliments of Mr. Whitaker. I will check on you in the morning, around 7:30. In the meantime, please call if you need anything.

Ian

Tyler checked both the large walk-in closet and the dresser, smiling to himself as he saw his new wardrobe - a nice assortment of jeans, chinos, collared shirts, and colorful briefs and tee shirts. It was exactly what he would have selected for himself. He drank some water from a chilled carafe, stripped out of his clothes, and got into the bed, which was remarkably soft and comfortable. He was asleep again in less than five minutes.

He awoke at ten minutes to seven with the early June sun streaming into his eyes. He got out of bed and stretched. Then he went to the window. In the daylight, he could see that his property included a formal garden that extended to a small wood. He could also see a terrace with outdoor furniture. Behind the terrace was a large swimming pool and tennis court. Just like the movies, he thought, and musing over learning to swim and play tennis.

By seven thirty, he was showered and dressed, both eager and nervous at the same time. He had half-expected to wake up and find that he was still in his apartment back in Milwaukee, that this was all a dream or some kind of sick hallucination. Now, as he looked around him, he was convinced it was real.

At precisely seven thirty, Ian knocked at his door. Tyler let him in and they had a brief conversation about the weather.

"Sylvie and Marie are setting up breakfast in the small dining room, sir," Ian said. "If you will follow me, I will show you the way."

Tyler smiled. "Thank you, Ian," he said. "But if you don't mind, I want to stay here for a few minutes, then just explore the grounds a little. I'm sure I can find the dining room okay unless it's some secret room."

"No secret rooms here at the Manor, sir," Ian said. "At least none that I'm aware of."

Tyler nodded. "Then please go about your other duties. I'm sure you have better things to do than babysit me. I'll be all right."

"Very good, sir." Ian turned. "But if you do need anything, just ask one of the staff." Then he was gone, closing the door behind him.

Tyler looked out the window one more time, then went to the bathroom. He had been on his own since he was a young teenager. He didn't want someone hovering over him. He checked his appearance one last time. Now or never, he told himself.

He opened the door to his suite and ventured into the wide corridor, immediately struck by how quiet the house seemed to be. As he got closer to the winding staircase, he saw the young woman who had spoken up the evening before. He thought he remembered Ian said her name was Sierra. She was wearing a maid uniform.

For a moment, he watched her as she appeared to be dusting the pictures - an assortment of old landscapes done in oil - that hung on the walls of the corridor. He approached. "Good morning," he called out cheerily.

Sierra stopped her dusting and glanced at him briefly before lowering her eyes. "Oh... good morning, sir."

She is beautiful, he thought as he watched her make a half-hearted attempt at a curtsy. "I believe Ian said your name is Sierra. Is that right?"

Once again, she looked at him briefly, then lowered her eyes. "Yes, sir."

"What's your job around here?" As if it wasn't obvious.

"I'm one of the maids, sir."

Tyler glanced at his watch and noted that it was only ten minutes before eight. He found that he very much wanted to prolong the conversation with this attractive young woman. "Well... everything is so bright and clean around here. Nice work."

"Thank you, sir."

He took a step closer; she took a step back. He looked around to see if anyone else was watching them, especially Mrs. Covington or her son. "Look, Sierra," he said in a low voice, almost a whisper. "As I said when I arrived, yesterday I was a nobody, a low-level claims processor. You don't have to treat me like royalty. I'm not even King Ralph."

She chuckled, then caught herself. "Do you need anything, Mr. Simms?"

He could see that she was clearly uncomfortable and that this conversation would go no further. He stiffened slightly. "Not at the moment, Sierra. Thank you."

"I'll make up your suite this morning, sir." She made another small curtsy and went back to her dusting.

He nodded and descended the staircase.

At eight thirty, after having explored the terrace and the gardens, Tyler found the small dining room. The polished oak table was already set with sterling silver flatware and bone china plates. Three places were set, with a crystal goblet of water at each place.

Sitting on either side of the table were Preston Whitaker and the estate manager, Sean O'Leary. Tyler sat at the head of the table. "Tyler, this is Sean O'Leary, the estate manager," Whitaker said.

O'Leary, a large man wearing a gray suit and white shirt open at the neck, stood and extended his right arm. "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Simms."

Tyler also stood and grasped O'Leary's hand. "Likewise," he said. "It's a beautiful estate. My compliments."

Both men sat. "Thank you, Mr. Simms," O'Leary said.

"Is everyone ready for breakfast?" Whitaker asked. "Let's eat first, then talk business."

"I know I'm ready," Tyler said.

"Any time, Mr. Whitaker," O'Leary said.

Whitaker rang a small crystal bell. Immediately, a middle-age woman wearing a white cook's uniform appeared. "Sylvie, we're ready for breakfast," he said.

"Very good, sir," Sylvie said. She pivoted and disappeared through a door that appeared to lead into a kitchen.

A few minutes later, she and a younger woman returned carrying steaming bowls of scrambled eggs, bacon, and hash brown potatoes. They set the bowls down on the table and stepped back. "If you gentlemen need anything else, please ring," the cook said.

For the next ten minutes, the three men ate mostly in silence. "This is excellent," Tyler exclaimed as he cleaned his plate.

"Thank you, sir," Sylvie said as she helped to clear the table.

Once the dishes were cleared, the younger woman poured coffee into their cups and disappeared into the kitchen.

"I could get used to this," Tyler said.

Both Whitaker and O'Leary laughed. "I hope so," Whitaker said.

O'Leary placed a folder of papers on the table and opened it up. "These are the accounts, Mr. Simms. If you would care to look them over."

Tyler glanced at the papers. "Mr. Whitaker tells me that you've been managing the estate for twenty years and that you're doing an excellent job. From what I've seen, it's obvious he's right."

"Thank you," O'Leary said. "It's been a privilege."

"I do have one question, however... mostly directed at Mr. Whitaker."

Both men looked at Tyler expectantly, but said nothing.

"My question is, do I have to actually live here? I mean, I know from the will that I must retain the staff - and that is no problem. But what if I decide I would rather live somewhere else?"

"Where else would you care to live?" O'Leary asked as if he couldn't understand the question.

"I don't know," Tyler said. "I haven't really thought about it. I mean, yesterday at this time I was already at work in that cheap cubby. But now, I guess I'm just exploring my options."

"Well, there's nothing in the will that specifically says you have to live here," Whitaker said. "But if you live somewhere else, what will the staff do?"

Tyler leaned back slightly in the high-back cushioned chair. "Of course, this is all so new and happened very fast," he said. "Obviously, I don't know for certain what I want to do. The will tells me I must get married as soon as possible, so that's obviously a priority." He paused and glanced at the two older men. "However, once that's done, I might want to travel, see the world - or at least the parts I didn't see when I was in the army. In the meantime, I was thinking that this entire estate is so beautiful and peaceful, it would be a shame not to share it."

"What did you have in mind, Mr. Simms?" O'Leary asked.

"Well... I was kind of thinking it might make a good bed-and-breakfast inn or maybe a corporate retreat. That insurance company I worked for sent its executives to a place like this nearly every fall. Seemed like a waste of money to me, but I was hardly in a position to voice an opinion. Anyway, a retreat would keep the staff occupied and maybe generate some income... which you could distribute among the staff."

For a long moment, neither Whitaker nor O'Leary said anything. Finally, Whitaker took a deep breath. "Well, of course, it's your property to do with as you wish," he said. "What do you think, Sean?"

O'Leary twitched slightly. "I can't honestly say. The thought of using this estate as anything other than a private residence never occurred to me. But, I don't suppose it's a bad idea, if you decide not to live here. The staff will certainly appreciate the additional income. It's a very generous thought, Mr. Simms."

Tyler smiled. "Well, I appear to have more than enough money - no point in being greedy." He paused. "Look, gentlemen, let's get friendly here, especially if we're going to work together. I've always been bothered by formality. Please call me Tyler."

Whitaker and O'Leary looked at each other, then shifted their gaze to the younger man. "Okay... Tyler," O'Leary said, "But this isn't as easy as you might think. After all, Rose and Joseph were so much older, plus... well, you do pay us."

"Sean, I thought you handled payroll," Tyler said.

O'Leary chuckled. "Good point," he said. "Tyler, I think we're going to get along just fine."

"Great. Now that we've got that settled, I believe we've got to find me a wife. Preston, you said you would take care of it. If you've got a plan, this would be a good time to discuss it."

"All right," Whitaker said. "If you're ready, we'll throw out a few ideas."

Tyler nodded. "I'm ready."


Chapter Five

Sierra sat at the long staff table in a room adjacent to the kitchen. It was customary on Saturday evenings for the staff members to get their own meals so that the two cooks, Sylvie Porter and Marie Petain, could have the evening off. There were always lots of leftovers and other foods from which the staff could select.

Sierra had made herself a large chef salad. While she ate, Sammi R entered the room carrying a plate filled with roast beef and carrots. She sat down at the table across from her friend and co-worker. "Well, what do you think?" she asked.

Sierra swallowed a small bite of lettuce and cheese. "What do you mean?"

Sammi R scowled. "Oh, come on, you cleaned his suite. Besides, I saw you talking with him this morning."

Sierra's mouth gaped. "Oh, god... Mrs. Covington didn't..."

"Relax," Sammi R said chuckling. "Mrs. Covington was busy in her office most of the day. I'm the only one who saw you. So... what do you think?"

Sierra looked around her as if watching for spies. "He seems nice enough," she said tentatively. "A bit out of his element, I think."

Sammi R nodded. "I imagine so, if it's true what he said about being a claims processor. Mrs. Covington said he has to get married; it's one of the provisions of the will."

"How soon?"

"Mrs. Covington said the sooner the better. She wasn't sure what the deadline was."

"Well, does he have any prospects? A girlfriend or fiancé?"

"It doesn't appear that way."

"So what's he going to do? Go to brides are us?"

"Very funny," Sammi R said. "Marie overheard him talking with Mr. Whitaker and Mr. O'Leary about it. I guess they have some kind of plan."

"What plan?"

"Marie heard something about a competition."

"What kind of competition?"

Sammi R shook her head. "Marie didn't find out. Sylvie called her into the kitchen while the men were discussing it."

Sierra scowled. "Well, it doesn't matter," she said. "The whole idea is so incredibly sexist, almost barbaric."

"It may be, but regardless, if this Simms character isn't married soon, we may all be out of a job. You're still young and cute. Your best years are ahead of you. But the rest of us aren't that fortunate. I, for one, would rather be here than working in some hotel in Syracuse. I think the same goes for everyone else. I mean, my god, Mr. and Mrs. Covington have worked here practically their entire adult lives. What would they do?"

"Why should I care what happens to the Covingtons?" Sierra asked. "Besides, what can I do about it? Just because I think the idea of a competition to see who gets to be this guy's wife is stupid and sexist doesn't mean I have a better idea."

For a long moment, Sammi R looked at Sierra while both women finished their dinners. Finally, she swallowed her last bite of carrot, took a sip from the glass of red wine at her elbow, then snapped her fingers. "I've got it," she declared.

"You've got what?"

Sammi R gave Sierra sly smile. "I've seen you look at him. I think we could have the start of a true Cinderella story."

"Sammi R, what are you talking about?"

"Marriage, my dear."

Sierra's pretty mouth gaped slightly. "Wait a minute... you mean me and this Simms guy? You're crazy."

"Why? You're both relatively young consenting adults. He's rich. He needs a wife. You need a wealthy husband. And we all need jobs. It seems perfect."

"Maybe to you," Sierra sputtered. "But not to me. I don't even know what kind of man he is. Besides, I have confidence Mr. Whitaker will find him a suitable wife, so you can relax." She pushed back her chair.

Sammi R continued to smile at her younger friend. "Maybe so," she said. "But how often does opportunity knock like this?"

Sierra stood up and picked up her empty salad plate. "I guess that's where we differ. I don't see this as any kind of opportunity. Mr. Simms is nothing more to me than the man who owns the estate. And I'm probably even less to him."

"Well, at least think about it," Sammi R said as Sierra turned to leave.

Later that night, when she was alone in her tiny room on the third floor, Sierra did think about it, even though she didn't want to. She was lonely. She missed her father, who had doted on her. And, even though she saw her almost every day, she missed her mother, who simply hadn't been the same woman since Sierra's father died.

Sierra lay back on her single bed and closed her eyes. The window was open, and she could hear the sound of crickets chirping in the night. In the distance, frogs croaked, calling out to each other in an attempt to advertise their availability for mating. She opened her eyes. I'm not a cricket or a frog, she thought. And I shouldn't have to advertise my availability.

She closed her eyes again and thought about the mysterious Tyler Simms. Not a bad looking guy, she concluded; probably just as lonely as she was. She thought about what Sammi R had said earlier: "He needs a wife; you need a wealthy husband; and we need jobs. It's perfect." She quickly dismissed the notion from her mind – there was nothing perfect about it, she decided.

After that, she fell into an uneasy sleep. While she slept, she dreamed that somehow she managed to catch the attention of Mr. Simms. She had deliberately done a poor job cleaning his suite. She had missed scrubbing the shower and sink, and didn't leave clean towels. She had even rearranged his clothes, contrary to his wishes. That evening he confronted her about it. At first he was calm and understanding. However, when she gave him some attitude and called him a dirty name, he became perturbed.

"You don't appear to value your job very highly, young lady," he said.

The 'young lady' got her attention. She remembered that her father used to call her that when she was in trouble. Perhaps this guy has some potential, she thought. "I'm sorry," she said. "Sometimes I get out of control."

He wrapped two fingers lightly around her wrist. "How do you get back into control?"

She hesitated for a few seconds before answering. Then she gave him a small smile. "Discipline... sir."

He tightened his grip on her wrist. "What kind of discipline?"

She lowered her eyes. "I think you know."

He nodded. "And does that work every time?"

"If it's done correctly."

He gazed at her, sought her eyes with his own. "Then it appears we have arrived at a solution," he said. "You value your job and I value your service... when it's done to my satisfaction." He paused and grabbed her arm. "I believe we can resolve this immediately, if you will accompany me to my rooms."

"Yes, sir," she said. Inwardly, she was smiling and lubricating freely.

Once they were inside his suite, he closed the door and sat down on the edge of the bed. "Okay, Miss Montoya, please lower your undergarment and lie across my lap."

She flushed and feigned embarrassment. "Whatever for, sir?"

"I believe you know what for," he said. "Don't make this more difficult than it needs to be."

"Yes, sir." She reached under her maid dress and lowered her black cotton panties to below her knees. She slowly approached.

When she was close enough, he reached out and pulled her into his legs, bending her upper body slightly. Then he retracted his right hand and gave her a hard swat to her right cheek. She shuddered and squirmed. He tightened his grip on her arm and issued another hard swat, this one to her left cheek.

After that, he spanked her like a machine, alternating between cheeks until her bare bottom was bright red and tears ran down her face. He stopped and gently rubbed the sting out of her flesh. She took a deep breath. It hadn't been a particularly harsh spanking - her father been much harsher - but it was effective, both in making her feel punished and chastised and in strengthening the attraction she felt for him. She wanted him, and she wanted him to want her.

He released his grip and urged her into a full standing position. "There, young lady, do you believe you will do a good job from now on?"

She wiped her eyes with the back of her small hand. "Yes, sir... although I may... require discipline from time to time... if you would see fit to administer it."

He smiled at her knowingly. "I can do that, but I will hope it does not become necessary."

It will most definitely become necessary, she thought. But she didn't say it. Instead, she looked at him longingly. "Sir... will you hold me for a moment."

He opened his arms. "Of course."

That's where the dream ended. Sierra awoke in a cold sweat, feeling a tingle between her legs that she hadn't felt in a long time. Certainly, she hadn't felt it with Ian or Marcello or the doctor she sometimes dated. She sat up and tried to shake off the feeling but couldn't. Finally, with dawn approaching in streaks of yellow and gold, she snaked a hand between her legs and finished the job the dream had started. Afterward, she fell back asleep.

She awoke again at seven thirty. The sun was already rising in the sky and fresh warm air filtered in through the window. Outside, birds, not crickets, were chirping. She sat up and stretched. She smiled as fragments of the dream she had had projected themselves in her mind. "I wonder," she said aloud as she rolled her lithe body out of bed and stood up.

In the bathroom she shared with the three other female staff members who lived on the south wing of the third floor, she encountered Marie Petain, the cook's assistant. Marie, although not unattractive, was divorced and over forty. She had been Sylvie's assistant at the manor for more than ten years - definitely not in competition in the supposed race to be the wife of Tyler Simms.

"Are you going to church this morning?" Marie asked.

Sierra smiled as she prepared to step into the shower. Marie asked her this question nearly every Sunday. Occasionally, Sierra, a casual Catholic since her father's death, would go; however, most Sundays, she preferred to stay home and relax.

"I don't know, Marie. I haven't decided yet."

Marie wrapped a large towel around her naked body and glanced at Sierra. "Well, you need to decide very soon. Marcello's going to drive us all in the limo. We leave at nine thirty."

"Who's we all?" Now, Sierra was intrigued.

"Your mom and Sammi R, plus me. And, I believe Mr. Simms is going, which is why Marcello is driving."

"Mr. Simms is going?"

Marie nodded. "Yes, I guess he's Catholic. Who knew?"

Sierra stepped into the shower and closed the curtain. "Nine thirty, you said?"

"Nine thirty," Marie said. She opened the door to the corridor and paused. "This is a good opportunity. Think about it." Then she left, closing the door behind her.

Not you too, Marie, Sierra thought. But, in truth, she was very interested. Maybe, in some small way, this was God's will imposing itself on her. Maybe her luck was changing. While the warm water cascaded down her back and over her slender bottom, she thought once again about the dream and made her decision. She was going to church.


Chapter Six

After spending all day Saturday touring the vast estate and reviewing accounts and bank statements, Tyler was tired and needed a break. In a house full of people who worked for him, he felt very alone. His discussions with Sean O'Leary and Preston Whitaker had gone well and been productive. At least, he believed he had some kind of direction forward. However, by late afternoon, they had gone home and left him with the staff he had inherited - people who regarded him like a wealthy owner, definitely not like a friend or even a peer.

That evening, he did manage to learn from Ian that many of the staff members went to church on Sunday morning, some to the local Methodist church and a few to the Catholic church in Oswego. Might be a good way to meet people, he thought. He especially wondered if Sierra was Catholic. He himself had lapsed when his mother died. Perhaps it's time to go back, he thought. With that in mind, he sought out Marcello and asked if the man who served as chauffeur would drive him and whoever else wanted to go.

On Sunday morning, after waking from a fitful sleep, Tyler got out of bed at seven. He remembered Marcello told him that they would need to leave by nine thirty to get to St. Mary's in Oswego by ten. He showered and dressed quickly, wanting to get to the large kitchen before Sylvie in order to prepare his own breakfast - which he had been doing every day of his life up until yesterday - and perhaps even eat with some of the staff.

He made it to the kitchen just ahead of the old cook.

"What can I cook for you, sir?" Sylvie asked, appearing just a little nervous.

Tyler smiled at her and shook his head. "Please relax, Sylvie," he said. "I just want a bowl of cereal and some toast. I can get it myself, if it's okay."

The cook appeared as though the ground was going to open up under her any second. "Are you sure, sir? I always cooked a big breakfast for the Adderlys."

Tyler held up his hands. "Look, Sylvie, I don't want to cause any trouble," he said. "I am used to doing things for myself. I promise I won't mess up your kitchen... which is beautiful... much better than my little galley back in Milwaukee." He looked at his cook. "Sylvie, I would like for us to be friends. As I said Friday evening, being wealthy is a completely new experience for me. From what I've been told, my late Aunt Rose probably didn't even know where the kitchen was. But that isn't who I am."

Sylvie nodded. "Very good, sir. The cereal is in the pantry along with the bread. We have several different juices in the refrigerator." She pointed to a cabinet that contained glasses and dishes. "Please let me or Marie clean up."

Tyler chuckled as he retrieved a glass bowl from the cabinet. "All right. I think we can compromise on that."

While he was eating his modest breakfast, several staff members entered the kitchen, each one stopping when they saw their employer sitting at the staff table, a bowl of Cheerios in front of him.

He looked up and smiled. "Please get your breakfast and sit down with me," he said. "I want to get to know you."

By eight thirty, Tyler had talked with five of the staff members. However, he was a bit disappointed that Sierra had not come for her breakfast. At eight forty-five, he got up. Everyone except Sylvie and Marie had come and gone. As instructed, he left his dishes and juice glass on the table. "Thank you, ladies," he said as he passed through the door of the kitchen.

Back in his suite, he dressed in a pair of khaki chinos and a light blue polo shirt. He complemented the outfit with a new pair of tan deck shoes. He picked up his leather wallet and peaked inside, noting that it still contained the new ATM card, Platinum American Express, and MasterCard Whitaker gave him the day before...that along with three hundred dollars cash. He had never been that prosperous in his life. And yet, as he thought about it, the cash and the plastic amounted to very little compared to his apparent net worth of over nine hundred million dollars.

At nine fifteen he left his suite and made his way to the turnaround in front of the house. As he stood outside, he noted that it was a beautiful day in early summer. He took several deep breaths, inhaling the fragrance of new flowers.

A few minutes later, the long white limo pulled up. Marcello stepped out of the driver side. He was wearing white pants and a white polo shirt through which his chest and arm muscles bulged. His Italian heritage was clearly reflected in his black wavy hair and smooth olive complexion. Tyler couldn't help wondering if the chauffeur was on intimate terms with any of the female staff members, including Sierra. Tyler had to stifle a chuckle as he thought about movies he had seen in which the chauffeur seemed to play a prominent role. Marcello appeared to fit the stereotype perfectly, a character drawn directly from central casting.

"Good morning, sir," Marcello greeted. He opened the back door, inviting Tyler to step inside.

"Good morning, Marcello," Tyler said. "Beautiful day."

Marcello smiled. "That it is, sir."

"Who is coming with us?"

"I'm not sure, sir," Marcello said. "I believe three or four."

Just as Tyler was about to step into the limo with its one long side seat and one back seat, four of the female staff members emerged from the front entrance. He watched, recognizing them as Carmen, Marie, Samantha - the one everyone called Sammi R - and finally Sierra. He had eaten breakfast with three of them; he had missed Sierra.

He remembered from his conversations that Carmen was Sierra's mother. Both were attractive women, Sierra being simply a younger version of her mother. He noted that all four women were wearing summer dresses that enhanced their appearance. He stood at the limo door while they approached.

"Good morning, ladies," he said. "Thank you for coming with me." He stepped aside to let them enter first.

"Thank you, sir," Carmen said as she followed her daughter into the stylish interior.

Once they were all inside, Marcello closed the door, slipped in behind the wheel, and started the engine.

"Very nice car," Tyler said, nervously watching his four passengers. "Believe it or not, except for the short ride from the helipad, this is my first trip in a limo."

All four passengers chuckled. "Us too," Marie said.

"Usually we have to ride with Carmen, who is the only one of us who has a car," Sammi R said.

Tyler glanced around him, consciously not focusing on Sierra, who had the nicest legs of any woman he had ever seen, including Susan Langley. "I'm going to change that," he said. "At least as much as I can."

No one answered that statement, and the conversation lagged. Tyler sensed the discomfort, felt the awkwardness. Two days ago, they were his peers. Now, through an accident of fate, he was their employer, their social and economic superior. "Are you all from this area?" he asked as the limo cruised through the countryside, heading east toward Oswego.

"I am, sir," Marie said. "Born and raised in Oswego."

"I came from Syracuse," Sammi R said.

Neither Carmen nor Sierra said anything.

"What about you, Carmen?" Tyler asked.

Carmen looked at her daughter, then looked at Tyler. "New York City... sir."

There's probably a good story there, he thought. But he didn't ask. "Look, ladies... I know this is a bit awkward," he said. "But, as long as Mrs. Covington isn't here and it's not too much of a breach of etiquette, I would greatly appreciate it if you stopped saying sir to me. My name is Tyler, and believe me when I say I feel exactly like the proverbial fish out of water. Okay?"

The four women looked at each other then looked at Marcello, secure behind a soundproof glass screen.

"As long as Mrs. Covington isn't around," Carmen said.

"Thank you," he said. "It's a deal." He paused. "Now, if it's okay with you, I would like to take you to lunch after church - some place nice in Oswego."

Again, the four women looked at each other. It was clear that Marie, Sammi R, and Sierra thought of Carmen as the spokesperson.

"I think it's okay," Carmen said at last.

Tyler smiled at his success, although he couldn't help noticing Sierra kept to herself. She is beautiful, he thought. He had a quick vision of her lying across his lap, dress up, panties down, silently waiting for a spanking she had earned for some misdeed. He shook the vision from his head.

At five minutes before ten, Marcello stopped the limo in front of St. Mary's Catholic church in Oswego. The parking lot was filled and people were streaming into the church. Marcello got out and opened the door to allow his passengers to disembark. Tyler let the women go first. "I'll park the limo and wait for you," Marcello said as Tyler stepped out.

"You're not coming in with us?" Tyler asked.

"No, sir."

"Aren't you Catholic?"

Marcello flushed slightly. "Mr. Simms, just because my parents were from Italy doesn't mean we're Catholic."

"I'm sorry, Marcello," Tyler said. "I meant no offense."

The chauffeur smiled. "None taken, sir. And actually, I am Catholic. It's just that it's been quite a while since I've been to church."

"Same here," Tyler said. "Please come with us and get reacquainted."

Marcello chuckled. "Is that an order, sir?"

At first, Tyler was taken aback by the question. Then he saw the humor in Marcello's eyes and decided to play along. "Yes, that's an order."

"Very well, sir," Marcello said. "I'll just park the limo and meet you inside."

"Okay, we'll save you a seat," Tyler said. "But, Marcello... don't make me come out to get you."

Marcello issued a mock salute and got back in the limo. Tyler moved to catch up with his companions, who were just entering the church.

After Mass, Marcello drove them to the best Italian restaurant in Oswego, one owned by family who was friends with his family. After lunch, they walked to Fort Ontario and watched boats come and go on the massive Great Lake.

"Do we have a boat?" Tyler asked.

"No, sir," Marcello said. "I don't believe the Adderlys enjoyed the water."

"Well, maybe that's something we could look into. Might be fun to take everyone out on a Sunday afternoon."

"Do you know much about boats, sir?" Marcello asked.

"Not really," Tyler said. "But that insurance company I used to work for had a large pleasure boat. They sometimes took the employees out on Lake Michigan. I went a couple of times." He turned to his four female companions. "What do you ladies think? Should we get a boat?"

All four looked startled, as though they had never before been asked for their opinion on anything related to the estate. "I believe," Carmen began, looking at her companions, "that you should do whatever pleases you, sir."

Marie and Sammi R nodded quickly. Sierra had no reaction at all.

Tyler looked at them, a bit disappointed in their lack of enthusiasm. He was especially disappointed in Sierra's non reaction. He'd had another vision. This time he and Sierra were in the cabin of a large boat. She was bent over the bunk, her bikini bottom peeled down to her knees. She was awaiting yet another spanking - followed, of course, by a nice makeup session. Once again, he shook the image from his head. "Well... I'll speak with Mr. O'Leary very soon. Maybe we'll get a boat." He paused and watched a sailboat make its way from the dock into Lake Ontario. "And, please... I don't see Mrs. Covington anywhere... call me Tyler."

On Monday morning at nine, Tyler met with Whitaker and Andre Jackson in the small dining room. Andre Jackson was the general manager of the Kinsen Investment Group and had flown in the night before from the KIG office in Tokyo. He was a large man with short graying hair. He had a friendly way about him, but was also all-business.

Tyler listened intently for more than an hour as Jackson reviewed investment portfolios and strategies. The manager also laid out the history of the company and how much money came in and went out every month. And when he was finished with his presentation, he pushed a huge folder filled with spreadsheets across the table.

"I know this must seem pretty overwhelming, Mr. Simms," Jackson said. "Do you have any questions?"

Tyler looked intently at the stack of spreadsheets, then shifted his gaze to the manager. Tyler had the sudden thought that Jackson was, in some way, patronizing him, imagining that the younger man couldn't possibly understand the intricacies of the investment world. He took a deep breath. This was his world now and he felt the sudden need to assert himself.

"You're right, Mr. Jackson," he said. "I don't have a solid background in investing and speculation. However, because I've had to support myself and live on a budget most of my life, I do understand living within one's means, doing without, if necessary, cutting back on unnecessary expenses." He paused and took another deep breath. He was gaining confidence. "How many offices do we have altogether?"

Jackson seemed surprised by the question. "Well, currently we have ten offices in the eastern hemisphere and four here in the western hemisphere."

"Fourteen offices altogether," Tyler said. "Mr. Jackson, do we really need that many offices, especially in the twenty-first century where practically everything can be done via the internet? It seems that fourteen offices is a lot of overhead. What do you think?"

Jackson looked at Whitaker, then back at Tyler. "Well, sir, I guess I haven't really thought about it. This is the way Mr. Adderly set up the company, and we seem to be making money. Of course, if you have other ideas..."

Tyler smiled at Jackson's discomfort and held up his hand to stop him. "Relax, Mr. Jackson. I'm not going to make any changes. I trust the way you're running the company. Besides, at the moment, I seem to have other priorities. Mr. Whitaker says I need to get married as soon as possible. I imagine that will occupy my time for the next several weeks. I will, however, review these spreadsheets when I have the time. And I greatly appreciate your flying in from Tokyo to brief me on the business. Will you be going back right away?"

Jackson, whose posture reflected a very defensive position, eased back a little. "No. I thought I would visit our offices in New York and Toronto while I'm this close."

Tyler nodded and pushed back his chair. "Well, I'll let you get to it, then. Marcello will drive you to the airport in Syracuse. Please continue to keep me posted." He stood up. "Thank you once again."

Jackson's eyes widened slightly as he realized he was being dismissed - courteously, but dismissed nonetheless. He also stood up, and the two men shook hands. "Uh... thank you for your attention, Mr. Simms. Good luck with your search."

"Thank you," Tyler said. He pressed a button on the wall intercom. "Mrs. Covington, Mr. Jackson is leaving. Please have Marcello bring the limo around for him."

"Very good, sir," Mrs. Covington said through the speaker.

Tyler turned toward the door that led to the terrace. "Have a good trip, Mr. Jackson. Mr. Whitaker, please accompany Mr. Jackson to the door then join me on the terrace. We have some things to discuss."

Whitaker's eyes also widened as he seemed to realize that his new employer was adapting to his role very quickly. "Of course, Mr. Simms."


Chapter Seven

That Monday afternoon, Tyler half listened to Whitaker's idea for finding Tyler a wife that the attorney believed would meet the criteria set forth in the spirit of the will. He half listened because his mind kept projecting images of Sierra. In truth, all he knew of the young maid was that she was Carmen's daughter and that she was beautiful. He also knew that he wanted to get to know her better. He didn't know whether or not she would meet Whitaker's criteria.

The attorney's idea involved his firm selecting three or four young women from good families, women who were interested in getting married to a multimillionaire, and having them compete in some way. To Tyler, this sounded like some kind of Bachelor spinoff. He very nearly laughed at the apparent absurdity of it. However, apart from his occasional fantasies featuring the elusive Sierra, he had to admit he didn't have a better idea. And the clock was ticking. After the detailed discussion, he gave the go-ahead.

Whitaker's plan was to have his staff put the word out that Tyler Simms, newly minted multimillionaire, was looking for a wife who met certain criteria. Young women who were interested would then receive a copy of the criteria, and if they were still interested after reviewing the criteria, they would submit a one-minute video of themselves describing why they believed they would be a good wife. Tyler would review the videos and select three or four women to invite to the estate to determine the winner. Whitaker estimated that, with any luck, the entire issue should be settled in six weeks.

As Tyler thought more and more about the idea he had approved, he couldn't help wondering if they should attempt to sell it to the networks as the newest reality show - Find Tyler Simms a Submissive Wife, or something equally as stupid. In the end, he rejected the notion of selling the idea. No one would ever believe it, he concluded.

However, he also had to admit he was a little excited by the possibilities the idea presented. Women would line up to be with him; no more rejection. And all it took was wealth and power. Still, did he really want a wife who was primarily motivated by his money? What about love? What about mutual attraction? Or did any of that even matter?

Probably not, he decided. The truth of the matter was that he needed a wife, one who met certain criteria. And there simply wasn't time for the usual avenues of selection and courtship. Perhaps, he had to trust, the love and genuine attraction would come eventually. In the interim, he might as well enjoy the fantasy as long as it lasted.

Over the next few days, he looked for Sierra, hoping to catch her alone so he could talk to her as a man might talk to a woman to whom he is attracted. He was very tempted to ask her to enter the competition - she wouldn't even have to submit a video. But he never got the opportunity, as she was either very busy with her duties or there was always someone else around, especially one of the dreaded Covingtons.

On Sunday, she did accompany him to church. However, Marie, Carmen, and Sammi R were also in the limo, and Sierra let them do nearly all the talking. He was gratified that, at least on these excursions, the women were beginning to open up to him a little. Carmen even called him Tyler.

The next Tuesday morning, as Whitaker's staff was busy contacting young women, Mrs. Covington asked to see him in her office. He wasn't sure what to expect as he made his way to her small office on the first floor of the north wing. Maybe she wanted to discuss the upcoming competition, he thought.

He knocked at her partially open door and peered inside. The office contained a large wooden desk filled with papers and a desktop computer. Behind the desk was a bulletin board containing what appeared to be a monthly schedule.

Mrs. Covington sat behind the desk, reading glasses perched on her nose. "Please come in, Mr. Simms," she called.

Tyler entered and immediately sat in the padded visitor chair without waiting to be invited. He had a quick vision of some of the staff members sitting in this same chair, probably getting yelled at for some small mistake they had made. He eased back and gazed at his housekeeper, trying to remind himself that she was, in reality, his employee.

She removed her glasses and folded her hands in front of her. She pasted a small smile on her mature face. "Mr. Simms, thank you for coming."

Tyler nodded but remained silent.

"Yes, well," she began, "it's come to my attention that you are escorting some of the staff members to church on Sundays and that you take them for lunch afterwards."

Tyler nodded again. "Yes," he said. "Is that some kind of problem?"

Her fingers twitched slightly. "Frankly, yes. At least it could be."

He straightened in the chair and continued to look at her. In reality, he didn't like Mrs. Covington. She reminded him of an older version of Susan Langley - unnecessarily pompous and demanding, a person with an over inflated sense of her own power. "Why?"

She tried to match his gaze but couldn't. "Mr. Simms, the staff members are my employees and I've always insisted they maintain a certain distance from the owners of the estate."

Tyler bristled. He wanted to leap out of the chair, but stopped himself. He took a deep breath. "Mrs. Covington, I realize that I'm new here. But I was under the impression that the staff members were my employees. Is that not correct?"

She hesitated, apparently surprised at her inability to fully intimidate the new owner of Adderly Manor. "Yes... I suppose technically that may be correct - although it may be more accurate to say we are employees of the estate," she said. "But, as housekeeper, the staff answers to me."

"And are they not working to your satisfaction?" His tone was calm but insistent.

Again, she hesitated. "Well... I suppose so."

He scowled. "Mrs. Covington, they are either doing their jobs or they're not. Now, which is it?" His tone was still very calm. He was beginning to enjoy this interaction, imagining himself confronting Susan Langley. He was beginning to feel the power he had inherited.

"Everyone is doing his or her job."

"Then I don't see a problem." He started to stand up. "Let me know when there is a problem." He was about to turn around and leave the office, but he stopped and looked at her again. "Mrs. Covington, let's be frank. We both know my background. I am most definitely not like the Adderlys, nor do I care to be. I am all alone here on this beautiful estate and have no one to talk with. Some of the staff are nice enough to listen to me occasionally. As long as they are doing their jobs, I don't see it as a problem and neither should you. Do we understand each other?"

The older housekeeper flushed slightly, apparently not at all accustomed to being talked to in that manner. "Yes, Mr. Simms."

He smiled at her. "Thank you, Mrs. Covington. You are doing a wonderful job here, and I greatly appreciate it." Then he turned and left the office without waiting for a reply.

As he made his way down the corridor toward the terrace, he suddenly felt faint and started to stagger. He very nearly fell down as he reached the door that led to the outside. "Mr. Simms, are you all right?" The voice belonged to Sammi R.

At the sound of her voice, he managed to right himself, using the wall for support. He gazed at her, taking a few seconds to register her presence. "Oh... Sammi R... Yes, I'm all right. Thank you. I just felt faint for a few seconds."

"Well, you don't look all right," Sammi R said. "Sierra, please come and help me with Mr. Simms."

Seemingly out of nowhere, Sierra appeared at his side. With the late morning sun behind her, she almost looked like an angel. She clutched his right arm to keep him steady, and he could feel her strong fingers pressing into his flesh. He looked at her and could see, just for an instant as the sun hit her dress, the shadow of her body underneath the cloth. It was a vision he would not soon forget.

"What is going on out here?" The shrill voice belonged to Mrs. Covington, who had evidently heard the noise and come out of her office. She was advancing quickly down the corridor.

"Mr. Simms appeared to be fainting," Sammi R said.

"Is that true? Are you all right, Mr. Simms? Shall we call a doctor?" The housekeeper appeared concerned, but there was a trace of a small smile on her firm lips.

Tyler stood up immediately and shook the vision of the young maid from his head. "I'm perfectly all right, Mrs. Covington," he said. "I guess I just lost my balance as I moved to the terrace door. Fortunately, these two young ladies were nearby and kept me from tripping over my clumsy feet." He smiled at both Sierra and Sammi R. "Thank you, ladies, for preventing me from further embarrassment."

Mrs. Covington eyed her two maids suspiciously. "Well, it appears that no harm was done and the situation is resolved. Perhaps we can all get back to our work." She gave her two maids a hard stare, then turned around and returned to her office.

"Well, that was certainly a close call," Tyler said in a low voice. "I better go on out to the terrace, and you two better return to your duties." He nodded. "Thank you again."

"Are you sure you're all right, Mr. Simms?" Sammi R asked. She was speaking to Tyler but looking at Sierra.

"Yes, thank you," Tyler said. "But perhaps you could ask Marie or Sylvie to bring me out a glass of ice tea."

"Certainly, sir," Sammi R said.

Tyler opened the terrace door, took a deep breath of fresh summer air, and walked out to the terrace, closing the door behind him. When he was alone on the terrace, he sat in one of the padded outdoor chairs that overlooked the pool and the woods beyond and took several deep breaths to calm himself. His successful - but stressful - encounter with Mrs. Covington had clearly affected him more than he cared to admit.

However, it was the image of Sierra gripping his arm with her strong fingers, the image of her lithe body silhouetted under the maid dress, that most disturbed him. He had hoped that she would see his strength, his resolve to protect her and the rest of the staff against what he considered to be Mrs. Covington's tyranny. Instead, she saw only his weakness. They're probably already laughing at me, he thought.

He tried to put these conflicting images out of his mind and focus on the future, on the women he would soon be meeting, women who would basically be auditioning for the role of wife to a multimillionaire. The prospect of conducting the auditions excited him a little. However, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't get Sierra out of his mind.


Chapter Eight

Sierra sat across from her mother with her head in her hands. They were in Carmen's room on the south wing of the third floor. "What's wrong, honey?" Carmen asked.

Sierra looked up. It was well after nine o'clock at night and the last remnants of daylight filtered in through the window. She lifted her head as though it was a boulder. "Mom... what are we doing here?"

"What do you mean?"

Sierra shook her head. "I mean... why are we working here?"

"Don't you like it here?"

"Not especially. I want to be back in New York."

"Sierra, you know as well as I do that we can't go back. We lost everything. You should consider yourself fortunate that Joe and your father were such good friends." Carmen touched her daughter's cheek, then pulled back. "Besides, if you don't like it here, why don't you marry that doctor? He seemed to have plenty of money and he's not bad looking."

Sierra's eyes widened. "I don't even like him, let alone love him."

"What's that got to do with anything?"

"Mother, I knew you wouldn't understand."

"Sierra, look at me."

Sierra raised her eyes to meet those of her mother's.

"Sierra, sometimes things happen in life that you aren't fully prepared for. You just have to make the most of it."

"Is that what you're doing?"

"You might say that."

"Mom, why don't you get married again? You don't even date. It's been four years since Dad died."

Carmen looked thoughtful for a few seconds. "I guess... I'm not ready. Besides, I want to see you happy first."

"Well, you may have a long wait," Sierra said.

"Is it really as bad as all that?"

Sierra shook her head again. "I don't know. I've got nothing to compare it to."

"What about Tyler?"

"What about him?"

Carmen gave her daughter a sly smile. "He seems to like you."

"Oh, really? I hadn't noticed. Besides, he's going to have women competing for him, at least that's what Marie says."

"I suppose that's true," Carmen said. "He has to get married, according to the will. But... there's no reason why you can't compete."

Sierra stood up and looked disgusted. "Mother... I can't believe you just said that. First of all, I'm nothing to him but the maid who is part of the group who goes to church with him on Sundays. So he likes to look at my legs. That doesn't make me wife material. Second, I think the whole idea of competing to be his wife is extremely demeaning, and I want no part of it."

Carmen chuckled. "Sierra, all women compete, which is why fashion and cosmetics are billion dollar industries."

"Did you have to compete with other women to get Dad to marry you?"

"Of course." Carmen also stood up and touched her daughter's trembling hand. "Look, honey, not all men are as easy as that doctor you don't like. If you want the man you've selected to marry you, you have to show it. Do you even like Tyler?"

"I guess I've never really thought about it."

Carmen scowled. "Liar," she said.

Sierra flushed and her expression hardened for an instant. Then she softened as she noted her mother's earnest smile. "Okay... maybe I have thought about it a little," she conceded. "But what's the point? I mean, even if he was really interested in me, he would never be able to get past Mr. Whitaker. Besides, I'm not even sure what kind of man he is."

"Word is he stood up to Mrs. Covington. He may be stronger than he appears."

"I heard that," Sierra said. "But then he nearly fainted in the corridor. So what does that say about him?"

"Make an effort to get to know him," Carmen said. "Mrs. Covington can't watch you every minute, especially on Sundays."

Sierra nodded. "Perhaps." She paused for a moment, then looked thoughtfully at her mother. "Mom, do you know anything about the criteria?"

"Nothing but rumors," Carmen said. "Supposedly, Mr. Whitaker has a list that was laid out as an addendum to the will. But, I imagine they're looking for a woman like Rose."

"I'm not sure I understand. What kind of woman was Mrs. Adderly?"

Carmen smiled. "Even though she was so much older, we became good friends, probably because we had similar backgrounds and were married to the same type of man. Anyway, Rose Adderly was the perfect wife to a man who was strong-willed and driven to succeed."

"What do you mean?"

"You're a modern woman, Sierra, and you're probably not going to like the way this sounds, but Rose knew how to conduct herself in a man's world. She knew when it was appropriate to assert herself and when it was appropriate to stay in the background. I guess you might say she let her husband take control of their life together."

Sierra shook her head. "In other words, she was submissive to her husband."

"I guess you could say that," Carmen said. "But, that kind of life suited her. And it got her out of the company secretarial pool. As long as she remained submissive, at least in public, she was able to travel the world and live in grand style. And Joe was not a bad man or an abusive husband. They truly loved each other."

"Was she perfect all the time?" Sierra asked.

"No one is perfect all the time. I'm sure they had their moments."

"And when they had their moments, what happened?"

"I don't know. We never talked about that. Why is it important to you?"

Sierra flushed again, remembering for an instant the dreams she'd had in which Tyler spanked her. "Well, Mom... I'm not completely naïve. If she was a submissive, he probably disciplined her."

Now it was Carmen's turn to blush slightly. "I wouldn't know about that."

Sierra smiled at her mother's sudden discomfort. "I don't believe that," she said. "He probably spanked her when she got out of line." She paused and gazed at Carmen. "Did Dad ever spank you?"

Carmen's blush deepened. "I don't know where you get these questions sometimes. But my relationship with your father is really none of your business."

Sierra was about to respond to this but stopped herself. "Okay, Mom, I won't pursue it. But the idea doesn't bother me. On the contrary, I always admired the way you and Dad seemed to fit together, to love each other." She hesitated as a tear entered her eye and rolled down her cheek. "I wish I could find a man like Dad."

Carmen also wiped a tear from her eye and pulled her daughter into an embrace. She kissed her on the cheek. "So do I, honey. But don't give up, especially on Tyler. I see some of your Dad in him."

They broke apart. Sierra touched her mother's cheek. "Okay, Mom. Thanks. I love you." She turned toward the door.

"I love you too," Carmen said in a low voice as her daughter disappeared into the corridor.

Back in her own small room, Sierra spent a fitful night thinking about what her mother said. At first, she tried to imagine her father spanking her mother, but she couldn't produce the image. Then, she tried to imagine Joe Adderly spanking Rose. But she couldn't conjure an image for that either.

Finally, she thought about herself. What kind of woman am I? What do I really want? Am I a submissive? Can I let my husband take complete control? Am I willing to accept discipline? She fell asleep before she could find the answers to these questions.

At six thirty the following morning, she dressed quickly and began her work on the second floor, hoping to see Tyler when he emerged from his suite. She knew she probably wouldn't say anything when she saw him apart from good morning. However, she wanted to look at his face, note his expression when he saw her. Would she see any of her father in him? A part of her hoped she would. But then, another part of her thought, even if she did see her father in him, what good would it do?

Just as she was dusting the frame of the third door from Tyler's, his door opened and he stepped out. He was wearing jeans and a yellow polo shirt that framed his chest perfectly. She stopped dusting and dared to glance at him. He is handsome, she thought. Perhaps not quite in the same league with Marcello, but definitely not hard to look at. "Good morning, Mr. Simms," she said in a soft voice, lowering her eyes to the carpet.

He paused and flashed a big smile. "Good morning, Sierra. You're up bright and early."

"Yes, sir," she said. She dropped her duster on purpose and gave him a brief glimpse of her panty-covered bottom when she bent over to pick it up. All women compete, her mother had said. Then let the competition begin.

As he passed her by heading for the stairs, she could smell the Old Spice body wash he used. She could also see the look on his face, the look that told her he definitely liked what he had just seen. Round One to the maid, she thought.

"Have a good day, Sierra," he said as he got to the stairs.

"Thank you, sir," she returned and went back to her dusting.


Chapter Nine

For the next two weeks, as summer fully emerged in upstate New York, Tyler contented himself with issues related to the estate. He, O'Leary, and Fletcher Covington toured every inch of the extensive grounds, which stopped less than a half mile from the Lake Ontario shoreline. They also visited the land that bordered the estate, and Tyler discovered that the soil and climate were perfect for viticulture.

Sitting down on the terrace one afternoon, Tyler asked O'Leary and Fletcher if the Adderlys had ever considered either growing grapes or making wine or both.

"I don't know if they ever even considered using the estate for anything other than a retreat," O'Leary said. "What did you have in mind?"

Tyler considered for a moment. In truth, he wasn't particularly interested in exploiting the estate. He was mostly trying to keep himself occupied while waiting for the videos to arrive. He was trying to keep from thinking about Sierra. "Well, I certainly wouldn't want to destroy the pristine nature of Adderly Manor. However, I don't see any harm in exploring the possibilities, especially if we could acquire some adjoining land." He looked at Fletcher Covington. "Mr. Covington, how much extra work would be involved in acquiring some additional acreage and turning some of these acres into vineyards?"

"I would, of course, have to research the issue. I'm certainly no expert on viticulture," Covington said. "It would also depend largely on how much additional acreage. I imagine I would need extra help."

Tyler nodded. "Sean, do we have enough money to bring in a consultant and hire extra hands?"

"I believe there is money in various accounts that could cover it," O'Leary said.

Tyler smiled. The wheels inside his head were turning rapidly for the first time since he had arrived at the estate. He felt like he was on the brink of making his first real contribution. "Well, I'm asking for an honest assessment - what do you think? Should we get into the grape business? Any profits would, of course, go to the estate in an account that you gentlemen would control, not as part of KIG."

O'Leary and Covington looked at each other. "I like it," O'Leary said. "It's certainly doable. What do you say, Fletch?"

A smile slowly came to Covington's weather-beaten face. "I say... let's go for it. Things have been kind of boring around here. Let's shake things up a bit. Thank you, Tyler. I'll get started on this today."

"Great," Tyler said. "And Sean, perhaps you and Fletch can look at acquiring some of the adjoining land."

"We'll go land shopping right away," O'Leary said.

"Oh, Sean, one more thing," Tyler said. "I want you to check into buying a boat."

"What kind of boat?"

"Every Sunday, when we go to church, we walk around the docks on Lake Ontario and see the boats. I thought maybe the staff would enjoy going out on the lake sometime. Certainly, we need more leisure activities around here."

"Boats are not my specialty," O'Leary said. "But, I will look into it for you. Fletch, I'm not sure your wife will like the staff having more leisure activity."

Covington scowled. "I'll deal with my wife," he said firmly. "I personally believe the staff would greatly benefit from less structure and supervision and more leisure."

"Then we're settled," Tyler said, standing. "I will look forward to your reports."

The three shook hands, and O'Leary and Covington left Tyler alone on the terrace.

A week later, Tyler owned an additional twenty acres of prime land. Covington had researched viticulture and hired a consultant to help the estate get started in the business. O'Leary had combined two household accounts in order to pay for the additional acreage and the additional tools and resources necessary. He also presented Tyler with three boats for sale.

Still trying to keep his mind occupied, Tyler, Marcello, and Carmen traveled to Oswego to look at the boats and make a decision. After some examination and three excursions onto Lake Ontario, they settled on a twenty-five foot Grady 255. Tyler felt good as he looked over his purchase. In the month or so he had owned the estate, he had made everyone happy - everyone except Mrs. Covington and Sierra. He understood Mrs. Covington; he honestly didn't think anything would make her happy. However, he didn't understand Sierra, who seemed desperately unhappy. Well, so be it, he thought.

Near the end of June, Whitaker arrived with eight videos made by young women seemingly eager to be Tyler's wife. Tyler said he would review the videos and decide on three or four women who would be invited to the estate. Hopefully, the entire issue would be settled by mid-July; Tyler would be married and the terms of the will fulfilled.

For the next day or so, while Whitaker and the staff anxiously waited, Tyler reviewed the videos. Although there was quite a bit of diversity among the eight, each was very pretty and reasonably well-educated. None of the eight was over twenty-five; none had been married before or even in a long-term relationship. They all claimed to have understood the criteria and agreed to them, up to and including being submissive to the point of accepting discipline when necessary.

As he watched the videos over and over again, attempting to pare the group down to three or four, he couldn't help getting more and more excited. In his adult life, he had never dated a woman this beautiful and this willing. Now they were lining up, doing what they could to get his attention. They were actually competing for the chance to be with him. Incredible, he thought.

Finally, after some deliberation and consultation with Whitaker, he made his choices: Bethany Carson from Albany, Maria Donatello from Buffalo, Emma Forester from Providence, and Rebecca Waverly from Rochester. In consultation with the attorney and the estate staff, it was decided that each young woman would be invited to spend two days and nights at the estate. After the fourth woman made her visit, Tyler would make his selection and the wedding would follow. It was also decided, as a matter of fairness, that the three who were not selected would be paid ten thousand dollars. Tyler wasn't sure how he felt about that - paying women to spend time with him seemed a lot like prostitution. However, in the end, he approved the idea; anything to get this process over with.

As the staff prepared for the first visitor, Tyler realized he was seeing less and less of Sierra; she even missed the last Sunday excursion to church. He did wonder about it, but was too busy planning to give it too much thought.

Even though he was certain and confident that the staff had been thoroughly briefed on the upcoming competition, Tyler asked Mrs. Covington to assemble everyone in the large dining room on the evening prior to the arrival of the first young woman, Bethany Carson. Thus, at seven o'clock, he stood before all ten staff members, including Sean O'Leary. They were seated around the polished oak dining room table, all watching him closely.

He took a sip of ice tea and scanned the staff. He was especially looking for Sierra, who was sitting as far from the head of the table as she could.

"Uh... thank you all for coming," he began, knowing full well that Mrs. Covington hadn't given them a choice - the meeting was mandatory. "As you know, under the terms of the will, I must get married to a woman who meets certain criteria. Mr. Whitaker and his staff have provided me with four women who meet that criteria and are willing to be my wife and the first lady of the estate. The first arrives tomorrow. Her name is Bethany Carson, and she comes from Albany. I know that you will regard her and the three that will follow with respect. I am confident that you will continue to do great work and do what you can to ease this process along. I promise you that whatever decision I make regarding these women is for the benefit of us all and will not change, in any meaningful way, the nature of the estate." He paused and once again scanned the staff to gauge their reaction.

Sensing he was finished with his speech, Mrs. Covington stood up. "I believe we all know and understand what's at stake. We will endeavor to make each of the young women as comfortable as possible and will support whatever decision you make."

"Thank you, Mrs. Covington," Tyler said. He scanned the staff one last time, noting that Sierra kept her eyes directed at the table and not at him. He couldn't even be certain whether or not she was paying attention. "I guess that's all I have to say. Thank you again for coming." He turned and walked out of the room. He had his own plans to make.

At eleven the following morning, Marcello pulled into the turnaround in front of the mansion and stopped. He stepped out of the car, opened the back door, and assisted Bethany Carson to exit the vehicle. Tyler smiled and waved. She was even prettier in person than she appeared in the video, with flawless skin, long auburn hair, hazel eyes unencumbered by glasses. He knew from the video and Whitaker's research that Bethany was twenty-four years old. She was a graduate of Columbia University and was currently working as a kindergarten teacher. She was born and raised in Albany, where her father was a government official and her mother was a nursing supervisor.

Once she was steady on the pavement, he greeted her. "Bethany, I'm Tyler. Welcome to Adderly Manor." He reached out with both hands to escort her inside, noting that she was wearing a light blue sundress that showed her legs to best advantage.

She accepted his hands and let him lead her inside. "This is such a beautiful estate," she said, smiling.

"Ian, my assistant, will bring your bags up to our suite," he said. "I thought I would give you a tour of the manor, and then we'll have lunch. Do you need to freshen up first?"

Her smile widened, showing off her perfect teeth. "No, sir."

Wow, he thought. She's really trying to impress me. He squeezed her hand. "Bethany, I understand you're trying to stick to the criteria, but you don't need to say sir to me. I'm just Tyler, okay?"

"Whatever you wish," she said.

For the next thirty minutes, Tyler and Bethany toured the manor. Wherever possible, he introduced her to the staff members. He couldn't help noticing that Sierra was nowhere to be found - he did learn later that she was cleaning rooms on the third floor where the resident staff lived and he had never thought to visit. He asked his guest questions related to her background and general interest, which she answered in very respectful tones. She, on the other hand, didn't ask him anything. Thus, by the end of the tour, he had the distinct impression that she was a true submissive - perhaps too submissive.

After lunch, they spent the afternoon outside by the pool. Tyler learned that she was a reasonably good swimmer but didn't play tennis. Throughout the day, although she didn't call him sir, Bethany never stopped being very respectful and just a little shy. She very seldom initiated a conversation and generally kept her eyes lowered when they were face to face. She even flushed slightly when he took her hand and walked with her through the formal garden.

Later that evening, after dinner in the small dining room, the couple retired to Tyler's suite. By prior arrangement, they agreed to sleep together; sex was optional, but they believed they needed to spend as much time together as possible, to learn everything they could about each other.

Tyler was already learning, even before he saw her naked, felt her body up against his. She was very pretty and apparently very willing. But, in his mind, he could see that she was basically uninteresting.

They watched television until eleven - with Tyler selecting the programs - then decided it was time for bed. "Would you like me to give you a massage?" Bethany asked, her hazel eyes sparkling.

Tyler wasn't sure how to answer. In his life, he had never had someone give him a massage, let alone a beautiful young woman. "Thank you," he said. He took her hand in his. "But I would rather go to bed."

She flushed again. "Tyler... I want you to know... I... don't have a lot of experience."

He smiled at her and touched her cheek. "In all honesty, neither do I." And that was true.

She returned his smile and pulled away from him. "I... guess I should have told you that before," she said. Then she lifted the hem of her sundress and removed her white cotton panties. "You... can spank me if you feel you need to." She looked at him hopefully.

He had read stories about women who were true submissives, but he didn't think he'd actually ever known one, let alone have her offer herself to him. Again, he wasn't sure how to proceed, although the lower half of his body was one step ahead and sending near-frantic messages. "Is that what you want?"

She seemed to think for a moment. "I... want to be a good girl and a good wife to you," she said at last.

He had dreamed of this moment. Why deny yourself, he thought. He sat down on the edge of the bed and patted his lap. "All right then. Come over my lap."

Without another word, Bethany dutifully draped herself across his lap and buried her face in her hands. He raised the hem of her dress and exposed her pristine bottom, crying out to be spanked. Once she was in position, he didn't waste any time. Relying on the stories he had read for guidance, he raised his right hand and brought it down hard and fast, impacting her left cheek with a resounding slap. She flinched but held her position.

A second later, he issued another swat to her right cheek with the same result. Then, gaining confidence, he spanked her in earnest, alternating between her two reddening cheeks. After perhaps thirty or forty seconds, she began to squirm. Her fingers tightened around the bedspread. Tears filled her eyes.

He took this as a sign that she had had enough and stopped. He rested his right hand on her warm flesh and watched her relax. Slowly, he inched a finger between her legs and discovered, to his surprise, that she was lubricating. The spanking had turned her on, perhaps even more than it turned him on. He urged her off his lap and into a standing position.

She stood before him with her head and eyes lowered to the floor. He stood and took her hands in his. "Have you learned your lesson?" he asked, not knowing what the right answer was to that question.

"Yes, sir," she said.

"Good," he said. "Now, remove your dress and get into bed."

She gave him a small smile and did what she was told, exposing a slender body with small breasts. While he undressed, she pulled back the covers and slipped into bed between the cotton sheets. He climbed into bed and pulled her into his arms and they made love with her giving herself up to him quickly and easily. They fell asleep side by side.

Over the next two days, Bethany and Tyler spent practically every minute together. He spanked her two more times, and they had frequent sex. However, as much as he enjoyed the sex and the spanking, by the time she was to leave, he knew he couldn't spend the next ten years with her. She certainly met the criteria set forth in the will. But she didn't meet his criteria. He didn't exactly tell her that as he was helping her into the limo, but they both understood.

"Goodbye, Tyler," she said. "Thank you for inviting me to your estate."

He smiled at her as he closed the door of the limo. Later that afternoon, he would direct O'Leary to send a check for ten thousand dollars to her.


Chapter Ten

Sierra was standing at the large window on the third floor. She was watching Tyler help Bethany into the limo when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned and saw that the hand belonged to Sammi R.

"I thought I would find you up here," Sammi R said.

"I just finished cleaning the bathroom on the south wing and was getting ready to clean their suite," Sierra said.

"So, what do you think?"

"About what?"

Sammi R scowled. "There you go again. You know perfectly well what I mean."

Sierra did know, she just wasn't sure how to answer. For the past several days, she had done everything she could to avoid Tyler. She had cleaned the suite, but made absolutely sure neither he nor his guest were anywhere near when she did. "She seemed nice enough - a bit shy though."

"Come on, Sierra, you can do better than that. I mean, you cleaned the room. Is she a keeper or not?"

Sierra flushed with slight anger. "How should I know? It looks like they slept together... and I know they did other things besides sleep from the used condoms I found in the wastebasket. But, apart from that, I can't tell you anything. You probably saw them together more than I did. What did you think?"

"I didn't like her," Sammi R said.

"Why not?"

Sammi R shook her head. "She had no personality."

"I didn't think personality was one of the criteria."

"Oh, she seemed submissive enough, perhaps even too submissive. But, she isn't right for him, and I'll bet he knows that."

"Who knows what he knows," Sierra said. "And it doesn't matter anyway. We have to live through three more before he makes a decision... three more bimbos throwing themselves at him because of his money."

Sammi R touched her friend's cheek. "Don't give up hope, honey."

"What do you mean? I never had hope in the first place. I am the upstairs maid and most definitely not a competitor."

Sammi R smiled. "So you say. But I know you better than that."

"I'm not sure you do," Sierra said. Then she softened slightly. "When does the next hopeful arrive?"

"Tomorrow, so I'm told."

Sierra nodded. "Well, with Tyler out of the room, I guess I better get started on the cleaning, get rid of the evidence that - what was her name? Bethany? - was even here." She pushed past her friend and headed for the back stairs.

"Hang in there, kid," Sammi R called.

That night, after successfully avoiding Tyler once again, Sierra lay in her small bed and thought about the competition and the young women selected to compete. She thought about Bethany Carson. Because Sierra had cleaned the suite, she knew that Bethany and Tyler had sex - several times, in fact. However, Sierra also believed, from the way the young woman seemed to hang onto Tyler and yet defer to him, that he probably had spanked her more than once. Of course, there was no evidence of that and Sierra couldn't imagine what Bethany could have done to require a spanking as discipline. She probably gets off on it, Sierra thought, or else she's manipulating Tyler, and he's too stupid or horny to realize it.

Sierra fell asleep with that thought in mind. And while she slept, she dreamed that Tyler was a sheikh who kept a harem. Not surprisingly, all four competitors were part of the harem, submitting to discipline whenever the sheikh felt like administering it, which was often. Sierra herself worked for the sheikh as a maid but was not part of the harem. She was jealous and confronted the sheikh. In the dream, this unwelcome confrontation resulted in not just a spanking, but a severe whipping. But in the end, Sierra, by virtue of enduring the whipping, became not just a concubine but the sheikh's favorite, his crown jewel. She awoke with a smile on her face, even though she knew that what happened in the dream could never happen in real life. Nor would she want it to.

At eleven thirty that morning, Sierra once again stood at the third floor window that overlooked the turnaround. She watched as the limo pulled up to the front and Marcello stepped out of the driver side. He opened the rear door and helped the passenger exit, a young woman with jet black hair and a fair complexion. Even from her position so far away, Sierra could see the nipples of the woman's breasts straining against the cloth of her skin tight dress. She also caught a quick glimpse of the woman's black satin panties just before she fully emerged from the vehicle. Sierra shook her head. Great, another bimbo.

While she continued to watch, Tyler greeted the woman, holding out both hands, just as he had done with Bethany. I hope he sees right though her, she thought... just another gold digger in search of a sugar daddy. Fragments of last night's dream flitted through her mind. Could I be the crown jewel, she wondered. Then, disgusted with herself, she shook the images and fragments from her head and walked away from the window.

"I've got work to do," she said aloud.

For the next two days, Sierra kept a low profile, just as she had when Bethany was the visitor. She fought with herself constantly over the situation as she saw it - a competition among deceptively attractive young women willing to debase themselves for a chance at wealth and comfort. Or perhaps they really were submissives in search of a strong dominant man, one who had plenty of money. Christian Grey came to mind immediately; yes, she had read Fifty Shades of Grey and thought it was a stupid novel. Or had she?

Still, regardless of her personal feelings, Sierra found herself eager to clean the suite, see how many used condoms Tyler had put in the wastebasket. From a distance, she watched the young woman for telltale signs that she was being spanked. Sierra had learned from Sammi R - who seemed to know just about everything - that this particular visitor was Maria Donatello. She was twenty-three years old and came from Buffalo, where she had earned a degree in nursing and was currently working in a hospital. Sierra wasn't impressed.

On Saturday morning, Sierra stood once again at the third floor window and watched Tyler help Maria into the limo, kissing her lightly on the cheek. Sierra looked closely at Tyler's face as he closed the limo door. Not a chance, she thought as the limo pulled away. Unconsciously, she pumped her fist.

"Another one bites the dust," came Sammi R's voice behind her.

Sierra turned. "Are you stalking me?"

Sammi R smiled. "Not at all," she said. "More like your guardian angel."

"Just what I've always wanted," Sierra said.

"I guess I'm here whether you want me or not."

"So is she a keeper or not?"

"You tell me."

Sierra was going to protest that she didn't know, but she thought better of it because she did know. "I don't think so. I think she was even more boring than the last one."

"That was my impression."

Sierra thought for a second. "I believe she likes spanking more than the last one."

"What makes you say that? Don't tell me you were spying."

"No," Sierra said. "But I did see a large old-fashioned wooden hairbrush on the bedside table. Do you keep your hairbrush on the bedside table?"

"No."

"Neither do I. And this one was perfectly clean - not a trace of hair."

Sammi R smiled at her friend. "You're quite the little detective, aren't you?"

"So when does the next one arrive?" Sierra asked.

"Monday morning," Sammi R said. "Which gives us the weekend to prepare."

"What do you mean? I will need to clean the suite, empty the wastebaskets and change the sheets. What else is there?"

Sammi R smiled. "I think you know."

"Sammi R, I don't know anything."

"We'll see," she said. "Don't miss church tomorrow. Tyler is taking us out on the boat."

"I have work to do," Sierra said and walked away from the window.


Chapter Eleven

Tyler gave one last half-hearted wave to the limo as it moved away from the turnaround, carrying Maria Donatello. Once the limo was on the long driveway, he shook his head, turned, and walked back into the mansion. Two down, two to go, he thought. This is going to be harder than I figured.

At first, he had enjoyed his visit with Maria - or at least he enjoyed her body, taking full advantage of it both nights. He had even enjoyed spanking her, although he never would have thought of using the hairbrush; that had been her idea and her brush. However, in the end, like Bethany, Maria was too passive, almost too submissive. And he was never sure whether or not her submissiveness was real or an act. He fully suspected that she was playing him, but he had no intention of learning the truth.

As he made his way to the terrace to relax and watch the birds fly around the newly installed feeders, he found that he looked forward to spending this evening and night alone. He also looked forward to his usual Sunday excursion to church in Oswego. He had promised the staff a short trip onto Lake Ontario in the new boat. He only hoped Sierra would join them this week. He had missed her last Sunday.

In fact, he had missed her all week. He knew that she cleaned the suite, although he hadn't actually seen her do it. He couldn't help wondering what she thought of Bethany and Maria - certainly she had seen the used condoms in the wastebasket.

That night, alone in bed, Tyler dreamed that he was surrounded by young women all stripping off their clothes and clamoring for his attention. None of them said they loved him or even made an attempt to praise his looks or his lovemaking ability. They simply wanted his money and were willing to play the submissive love partner in order to get it. His first instinct was to spank them all and send them on their way.

Then, near the back of the throng, he saw, much to his surprise, Susan Langley. She was beckoning to him, mouthing the words, "I was so wrong about you. Take me, please."

He was about to respond, but then he saw Sierra, clothed in her maid uniform. She was shaking her head and pointing to the wastebasket. He wasn't quite sure how to interpret that gesture, but suddenly he felt ashamed of himself. This is not who I am, he thought. He waved his arms. "Get out of here, all of you," he shouted. "You too, Miss Langley."

The women all hung their heads and turned toward the door - all except Sierra, who was now nodding. Tyler woke up before he could discover whether or not she stayed.

Sunday morning was beautiful, sunny and warm, a perfect day for boating. Tyler was dressed and in the turnaround by nine twenty. Five minutes later, Marcello pulled the limo around. Tyler looked behind him to see four women emerge from the mansion: Carmen, Marie, Sammi R, and, for the first time, Irina Milicia, another of the maids.

"Good morning, ladies," Tyler greeted.

Marcello opened the rear door and the women slid into the long side seat of the limo. Tyler waited a few seconds, hoping to see Sierra. However, she didn't appear. "Where's Sierra?" he asked when he was seated and the limo was heading toward the long driveway.

The four women all looked at each other. "I think she said she was tired and wanted to relax today," Carmen said at last. The other three women nodded.

Tyler was disappointed but tried hard not to show it. "That's too bad," he said. "I hope Mrs. Covington hasn't been working her too hard. I know the two visitors have probably created a little extra work."

"It's nothing we can't handle," Carmen said. "My daughter can be... hard to understand sometimes."

Tyler decided to let that remark pass. He smiled. "Well, it's a beautiful day. Is everyone up for a boat trip?"

All four women nodded. "Yes, we are," Sammi R said.

Since it had rained the Sunday before, this would be the first Sunday he could take everyone out on the lake. Because he lacked experience, he had hired a well-seasoned captain to pilot the boat on its maiden voyage while he served as first mate, learning all he could about the boat's operation. He was looking forward to the voyage and the lesson. His only regret was that Sierra wasn't going to see him learning.

Tyler was exhausted when he finally stumbled into his suite that evening. The excursion out into Lake Ontario on the boat he had named the Rose Adderly had been fun, and he had learned enough in the five hours they were out to feel confident handling the boat himself.

Now, as he got ready for bed, he had to prepare himself for the next visitor, Emma Forster, a twenty-four-year old from Providence, Rhode Island. He knew from Whitaker's research and the video that she was a struggling artist who had graduated from Brown University. She had dark blond hair and deep blue eyes to go along with a slender body. Even without seeing her in the flesh, he already thought she was the prettiest of the four he had selected. He only hoped she had an interesting personality to go along with her looks.

By ten thirty, he was asleep and had no dreams all night, at least none he would remember.

Twelve hours later, he dressed in his usual jeans and polo shirt and was standing at the entrance of the mansion watching Marcello bring the limo into the turnaround. As usual, the long car stopped, Marcello got out of the driver side, and opened the rear door. Immediately, the lone passenger emerged. Tyler was pleased to see that she strongly resembled the young woman he had seen in the video. However, he was somewhat surprised to see that, unlike her two predecessors, who had worn dresses, she was wearing tan walking shorts and a long black tee shirt.

He smiled at her as he approached, his hands stretched out in greeting. "Hello, Emma. I'm Tyler. Welcome to Adderly Manor."

Emma returned his smile and took his hands. "Thank you for inviting me," she said. "It is quite beautiful."

"Marcello will take care of your luggage. Would you like a tour?"

"Yes, I would," she said, casting a sideways glance at the chauffeur.

Tyler squeezed her hands, noting that they were slightly callused. Artist's hands, he thought, as he led her inside.

Twenty minutes later, they were sitting side by side on a bench in the formal garden. Emma looked around her, then shifted her gaze to Tyler. "Are we quite alone here?"

He was a little surprised by the question. "Of course."

"Good. Because I want to talk for a minute."

"Okay," he said slowly. This is different, he thought.

She moved away from him and turned her body to face him. "I'm a girl who believes in being up front," she said. "I don't believe in playing silly games."

"Okay." He didn't know what else to say. Just be patient.

"So here it is: the way I see it, what you're proposing is basically a business arrangement. Am I right?"

"I hadn't thought of it in exactly those terms, but I guess that's one way to characterize it."

"That's the way I want to characterize it," she said. "And as such, as I see it, you're paying me to play a role... and that's all well and good, because, even though I prefer the visual arts, I am also an actor. I can play the role of submissive wife in public. That's what this is all about, isn't it? I mean, I come from a relatively prominent family in Rhode Island. I understand the need for public perception, especially when your part of the world seems to be stuck in the fifties with regard to male-female relationships, even though we both know it's all so much bullshit."

Tyler was intrigued and suddenly felt he was out of his league. "Emma, what are you trying to tell me?"

She smiled. "Let's negotiate."

"Okay."

"I will play the role of submissive wife when we're in public view. I will give you an heir, if you so desire. That's all on top. However, in private, I want to be free to pursue my art. Also, whereas I may appear as though you are in control of me, don't even think about actually disciplining me. I am a free spirit and will remain that way... in private. That also includes sexual relationships. I will sleep with you occasionally. But I prefer women. And of course, as long as you're discreet, you can go ahead and fuck the maid or the housekeeper or anyone else you like. You can even keep a mistress, for all I care. Then, after the ten years is up, I will give you a quiet divorce and you will give me enough money to open my own gallery... along with adequate financial support so I don't have to actually work. That's the deal. If you're not comfortable with it, give me the ten thousand dollars now and I will head back to Rhode Island." She stopped and looked at Tyler.

For a long moment, he said nothing, as though he wasn't at all sure what to say. Finally, he took a deep breath. "Well, Emma... I certainly respect your honesty," he began. "You've given me a lot to think about. And I think we should spend the next two days getting to know each other better, see if at least we can be friends."

"So, you're not ruling out the possibility of a deal?"

"Look, you were honest with me so let me be honest with you. This competition wasn't exactly my idea. I just inherited all this... unexpectedly, I might add. One of the provisions of the inheritance is that I get married to a certain type of woman."

"Yes, I know that," she said. "And I'm saying I can play that part."

"No doubt. But, to be honest, I don't know what I actually want. I'm trying to keep an open mind. You're certainly different from the last two visitors. I still have one more to... to audition before I have to make a decision. At this point, I don't know what's going to happen."

Her expression softened a little. "Well, you seem like a nice enough guy," she said. "So let me tell you what I'll do. I know, for appearance sake, we're supposed to sleep together. Okay... I'm willing to do that... although don't get any ideas. In my mind, sleep together doesn't mean sex. I will also play the part of the submissive. However, I must warn you that if you lay a hand on me, I will cry rape. Are we clear on that?"

Suddenly, she reminded him of Susan Langley. If ever a woman was in need of a spanking, Emma Forester was it. However, it was obvious he wouldn't be the one to administer it. He resolved that it would be an interesting two days.

By Wednesday morning, Tyler and Emma were friends. However, they weren't lovers. And they both knew they never would be. For two nights, they had slept in the same bed but had not touched or even seen each other naked. Tyler had learned quite a bit about coming from a prominent family and the presumed social obligations associated with it.

At eleven that Wednesday morning, Marcello brought the limo up to the front of the mansion and Tyler opened the rear door for Emma. She kissed him on the cheek before entering. "It's not going to happen, is it?" she asked.

He gave her a weak smile. "I haven't decided yet," he said.

She scowled. "Don't bullshit me," she said. "I thought we were at least being honest with each other."

"I am being honest, Emma." And in his mind, he really thought he was being honest. Emma Forester was the prettiest and most interesting of the three young women he had auditioned so far. But he just wasn't sure he could live with her.

"I'm offering you a good deal," she said.

"No doubt."

"Then what's the problem?"

He shook his head. "I guess I'm still an old-fashioned romantic. I haven't completely given up on love in a relationship."

"A noble thought," she said as she moved through the door of the limo. "But outdated, I think. I will remember you fondly." Then she disappeared into the interior.

He closed the door and stepped back, more confused than ever. One more to go, he thought.


Chapter Twelve

Then next morning, the limo pulled up to the front of the mansion, and Tyler was there to greet it. Just as before, Marcello opened the rear door while Tyler waited on the front stoop. A few seconds later, a young woman with long brown hair emerged. She was wearing the standard short summer dress and showed off nearly all of her perfect legs.

He recognized her as Rebecca Waverly. He knew from the research and the video that she was twenty-two years old and had been born and raised in Rochester. She also just graduated from Syracuse with a degree in English literature. While her family didn't quite have the social pedigree claimed by Emma Forester, her parents were not poor.

He stepped forward and greeted her. "Hello, Rebecca. I'm Tyler."

She flashed a toothy smile. "Hi, Tyler," she said. "Please call me Becky."

"Marcello will get your luggage. Would you like to see the estate?"

Her smile widened and she took his hand. "Yes. I would like that very much. But first, if it's okay with you, I would like for you to show me your suite."

She isn't wasting any time, Tyler thought as he felt the urgent pressure of her hand in his. Probably an act, but we might as well find out. "You know, Becky," he started, now getting good at the game - nothing like a little practice to make one proficient. "I will be happy to show you our room. But, just so you understand, I do the suggesting around here. And in case that isn't clear, once we get upstairs and alone, I will help you learn it. Do you understand?" Yes, being a stern disciplinarian was getting more natural.

She lowered her eyes immediately but didn't completely lose her smile. "Yes, sir, I understand. I want to learn."

He took her hand and led her into the mansion and up the stairs. When they reached the second floor, he spotted Sierra coming out his suite. He called out to her.

"Sierra." She stopped. "This is Becky Waverly. I'm going to show her the suite."

Sierra shrank back against one of the doors. "Yes, Mr. Simms. I just finished cleaning it."

"Thank you, Sierra," he said. "Will you be joining us on Sunday?"

She raised her eyebrows for a second. "I haven't decided yet... sir."

Becky looked at Tyler, then at Sierra. "Sunday?"

"A group of us goes to church in Oswego every Sunday morning. We're all Catholic, just as I remember you are."

"Oh... of course," Becky said. She squeezed Tyler's hand in a gesture that said she was ready to move on.

Tyler got the hint. "Hope to see you Sunday morning, Sierra," he said as he once again led Becky toward the door to his suite.

Sierra didn't answer. She simply walked away, rolling her eyes as she went.

Once inside the suite, Tyler sat down on the edge of the bed. "Well, this is it," he said.

Becky stood in the middle of the room and looked all around her. "It's beautiful," she said in a voice that suggested she could be very happy here.

He tried to look stern. "Now, about that lesson. You need to come across my lap... now."

"Yes, sir," she said, flushing slightly.

She approached and draped herself across his lap as though she had done it before more than once. Carefully, he lifted the hem of her dress and discovered she wasn't wearing any panties. "That was very bold," he said. "In this house, you will wear underwear. Not wearing underwear is a punishable offense."

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry. Do what you need to do to correct my mistake."

That was all he needed to hear. He looked down at her bottom, exposed and waiting and pristine; an artist's canvas needing a splash of color. He assumed she was no stranger to spanking, that she probably got off on it, perhaps even craved it. Okay, he thought. Let's give her what she wants and see what happens. He raised his right hand and brought it down hard, impacting her left cheek with a resounding slap.

She flinched but didn't move. He repeated the action, this time striking her right cheek. Again, she didn't move. He took a deep breath, then simply cut loose, spanking as hard and fast as he could until his right hand began to hurt a little.

Tears now filled her eyes and she was squirming slightly. But she didn't tell him to stop. That would be up to him. After about a minute of steady spanking, he stopped and rested his hand on her very warm bottom. "This was a very mild lesson," he said. "If it happens again, the spanking will be much worse. Understand?"

She gathered her breath. "Yes, sir."

Unconsciously, he began to gently massage her wounded flesh, with his fingers occasionally straying into the area between her legs. She didn't resist. Rather, she spread her legs slightly to give him better access. He understood the gesture and took full advantage of it.

Less than five minutes later, she began to squirm and moan as her young body approached climax. When it hit, she became so animated that she slipped off his lap and landed in a heap on the floor. She gathered her breath and managed to stand up. She looked at Tyler. "I... know... I'm being forward... and you can spank me for it," she said in a very breathy voice. "But... I need... you to... take me... right now." She stripped off her dress, fully exposing her slender body and full breasts, the nipples erect.

Emboldened by her audacity and apparent need, Tyler wasted little time removing his own clothes. In fact, he moved so fast that he almost forgot to put on a condom. He remembered just at the last minute, as he was about to enter her.

Their lovemaking was fast and furious, ending in a matter of minutes. Afterward, they lay together on the surface of the big bed, naked and panting. He pulled her into his body and she rested her head on his chest. In his mind, when he could manage a coherent thought, he realized that she was the best lover he had had so far.

He looked at her and smiled, wondering if she was the one. So much like a little girl, he thought as he watched her fall asleep nestled in his arms. Then he realized that she may be too much like a little girl.

Over the next two days, Tyler watched Becky closely. There was no question that she was submissive and that it wasn't an act. After some discussion, he learned that she was an only child and that her father was both loving and strict. She didn't just get off on being spanked, she needed it. She was clearly looking for a father figure and a very structured life. He had to admit that he enjoyed being with her. Besides the lovemaking, she was delightfully immature, a quality he found endearing.

However, on Saturday morning as he walked her to the limo, he knew she wasn't right for Adderly Manor or KIG. He needed a wife who wanted a husband, not a father or a disciplinarian. He needed a wife who could be a partner and not just in bed. He did, however, believe she might make a good maid and resolved to speak with Mrs. Covington about the possibility of offering her a job.

On Saturday afternoon, Tyler sat alone on the terrace, once again watching the birds swarm around the feeders. What a nice simple life they had, no hard decisions to make, just live in the moment. He thought about the past two weeks, about the four young women who had basically auditioned for the role of first lady of Adderly Manor. Soon he would have to make a decision; the clock was ticking. In his mind, he compared the four to each other and to the criteria. He also compared each to his own expectations and desires. And when he was finished with his comparison, he realized that he didn't think he could live with any of them.

He had already rejected Bethany as uninteresting. Maria was slightly more interesting than Bethany, and he hadn't rejected her completely, but he felt no chemistry between them. He didn't think he could live with Emma and her idea of being a free spirit in private. He knew that Becky, as loving as she had been, was simply too immature to play the part of his wife.

So what was there to do? There wasn't time to start the process over and there definitely wasn't time to find a suitable wife via the internet. He closed his eyes and allowed himself to drift off into sleep. He wouldn't worry about it now; rather, he would look forward to his usual Sunday with the staff and hope that Sierra decided to accompany them.


Chapter Thirteen

As had become her custom, Sierra stood at the third floor window and watched Tyler say goodbye to Becky Waverly, the last of the four contestants in the Marry Tyler Simms competition. She scowled and rolled her eyes. Of the four young women, Sierra had liked Becky the least. She wasn't sure why. Perhaps it was because Tyler seemed to like Becky the most - or at least seemed the most attracted to her. Just a stupid little girl, Sierra huffed.

She heard a noise behind her and turned in time to see both Sammi R and Carmen approaching.

"Well, what's the verdict?" Sammi R asked.

Sierra shook her head. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched the limo drive away. "Who knows?"

"Come on, Sierra," Sammi R said. "You saw them together more than we did. You cleaned the suite. Is little-miss-teenager the one or not?"

Sierra shrugged. "She was cute... in her own way," she said. "But too immature and too needy. Definitely not right. I'm sure he saw that."

Sammi R and Carmen flanked Sierra. All three women looked out the window, gazing at the back of the limo as it disappeared in the distance. "So, which one then?" Sammi R asked.

"How should I know?" Sierra replied. "What do you think?"

"I didn't like any of them," Carmen said, tickling the fingers of her daughter's hand.

"But he has to pick one of them and very soon, or we'll all be out of a job. A least that's what Mrs. Covington says."

"There is a possible alternative," Carmen said, now grasping Sierra's fingers.

Sierra looked at her mother. "Mom, don't start that again. The competition is over."

"Not necessarily," Carmen said.

Sierra pulled away. "So what are you suggesting? That I go down there and throw myself at him? Take him by the hand and drag him to his bed, strip off his clothes, climb on top of him? Tell him, here I am; take me?"

"Sierra, I'm not suggesting anything," Carmen said. "Except you have more going for you than any of the four women who just debased themselves. Somehow you need to make him see that."

"Mom, I'm not even sure I like him, let alone want to marry him."

Carmen took her daughter's hand again and looked into her eyes. "Honey, Tyler's a good man. You'd know that if you weren't consciously trying avoid him. He's in a tough situation and is doing the best he can. But he needs a good woman beside him. I believe you could be that woman, if you let yourself."

"Sierra, I agree," Sammi R said.

Sierra looked back and forth between the earnest faces of her mother and her best friend. Then, with a sudden flurry, she shook her head. "Why does life have to be so complicated? I don't like this. I don't like any of it." She shook free of her mother's hand and walked away. She still had Tyler's suite to clean.

Later that evening, after her work was finished for the day, Sierra sat in her room with the door closed and listened to the sounds of the evening outside her open window. She thought about what her mother had said. She thought about the four young women who had visited Adderly Manor in hopes of becoming its mistress; four women with perhaps the same needs as Sierra.

She thought about her own pedigree: daughter of a once-prominent business owner, graduate of a private school and Columbia University. She knew and understood social graces, how to function in any situation. But now, thanks to her father's business collapse and untimely death, her circumstances were reduced, her chances for a good life diminished, dependent upon marrying a man she couldn't respect, like Dr. Rankin.

She thought about Tyler Simms. Yes, he was a relatively handsome man, at least well put together. Yes, he seemed to be adapting to his role as lord of the manor while apparently not losing the common touch. Her mother liked him; Sammi R liked him. In fact, just about everyone, with the possible exception of Mrs. Covington - who probably didn't like anyone - liked him.

She conceded that perhaps even she liked him, at least a little. But would he be a man who could take control when necessary without being prompted, as he was by the faux submissive women who had been his recent guests? That was a question she couldn't answer. And there was no real way to learn the answer.

So there it is, she thought. And, in the end, what difference does it make anyway? The competition is over and he has to make a choice, a choice that doesn't include me as a possibility. She put her head in her hands and let hot tears trickle down her face, although she wasn't quite sure why she was crying.

Early on Sunday evening, with the warm July sun descending over Lake Ontario, Sierra decided to take a walk around the grounds of the estate. She was alone; she had been alone all day. That morning, she had turned down the usual invitation to join the group going to church in Oswego, then out to lunch and a boat trip into Lake Ontario. With swollen eyes from crying, she had watched the limo containing Tyler and his group of admirers pull away from the mansion in order to enjoy this beautiful summer day.

As she walked, she was more confused than she had ever been before in her twenty-seven years of life. She felt the immense weight of everyone's expectations, including her own. It was time to start her life, perhaps a life that didn't include Adderly Manor.

Strolling aimlessly, somehow she ended up by the carriage house. Marcello was sitting in front watching her. He waved as she approached. She waved back. He had been hitting on her for the past two years, although not so much lately. She couldn't help wondering why he had apparently given up.

"Hi, Sierra," the chauffeur said.

"Hi, Marcello," she said. "May I join you?"

He looked at her and smiled; not a suggestive smile, but a friendly one. "Sure, have a seat." He pointed to a folding chair next to his. "Haven't seen much of you lately."

Sierra sat down in the folding chair. "I've been kind of busy."

He shifted his gaze to the horizon. "Nice evening."

"Yes."

He gave her a half smile. "Sierra, I know you didn't just happen to walk this way. What's on your mind?"

Sierra started to say something, then paused to gather her thoughts. Why had she sought out Marcello? "Marcello, I guess I was just wondering why you stopped hitting on me."

"Are you serious? You came out here to ask me that?"

She took a deep breath. "Yes," she said. "You used to hit on me on all the time. But lately you've been ignoring me."

"You told me you didn't like it. You told me to stop. Remember?"

"I know I did, but..."

He scowled. "But what? Sierra, I've known you a long time, even when you used to come here with your father. You know I would never do anything to hurt you or make you feel uncomfortable. Sometimes I just like to tease you. What's this all about anyway?"

She looked over at him with widened eyes. "You remember me when I came with my father? I don't remember you."

"No, I guess you wouldn't," he said. "I wasn't the chauffeur then. I worked for Mr. Covington before Ian was old enough to be much use around the estate. But I remember you spent a few weekends here... must have been ten or eleven years ago. I saw you occasionally with your father. I assume your mother came too, but I didn't see her... at least not then. Now I see her all the time. Funny how things work out sometimes."

Sierra was intrigued. "Marcello, what else do you remember about that time?"

He thought for a moment. "I remember one particular weekend in early September... back in 2008, I think it was. I didn't see this myself, but I heard that you had some kind of argument with your father. What I remember most is that the following morning - probably Saturday - you apparently disappeared. Nobody knew where you went. Your father was in a panic. Mr. Covington and Mr. Adderly organized a search party, and we all combed the estate looking for you while Mrs. Adderly and Mrs. Covington took two of the cars out. They even had the local police searching."

Sierra smiled. "I remember that," she said. "I was mad at my dad because he had been spending more and more time with his real estate company, and less and less time with Mom and me. I was seventeen at the time and a spoiled brat. I had no idea back then what was happening to the real estate market. I don't know what I was thinking at the time or what I planned to do - if anything. I just wanted to get away."

"Well, you gave everyone a pretty good scare."

"No harm done, I guess, since I was found pretty quickly," Sierra said. "I did appreciate everyone looking for me. I think I was just trying to get my father's attention, and I got it. He made sure I understood what I had done wrong."

Marcello nodded. "Yes, I did hear a rumor that your father was pretty hard on you."

Once again, she smiled at the memory. "It was no more than I deserved," she said. "But that's the way he was, strict but loving. He had rescued me from myself, took control when I needed him to. He punished me, but I knew he did it because he loved me." She stopped and wiped a tear from her eye. "Sometimes, I really miss him... especially now."

Marcello reached over and touched her hand; she didn't pull it away. "Honey, I'm sorry."

She grasped the edges of his rough fingers. "Thanks, Marcello," she said. "And I'm sorry if I'm not making any sense. Nothing around here has made much sense lately."

"Look, kid. I'm not just the blind chauffeur. I have a pretty good idea what's going on around here. Everyone is on edge waiting for the master to make a decision."

"Master? I thought you liked Tyler?"

"Don't mistake sarcasm for reality," he said. "I do like him. I like him a lot, in fact. I feel for him. But, at the end of the day, he is our employer and he has to make a decision that will affect all of us." He paused and looked at her. "So, what are you going to do?"

At first, she didn't seem to hear the question, as though she were in some kind of trance. Then, she nodded and stood up. She leaned over and kissed Marcello on the cheek. "Thanks, Marcello, thanks for listening. I know what I'm going to do now."

"What?"

She smiled as she turned toward the driveway. "You'll see."

Then she started to walk away without waiting for a reply.


Chapter Fourteen

On Monday morning, Tyler awoke from one of the weirdest yet most powerful dreams he had ever had. In the dream, all four of the young women he had just entertained were on his bed. They were naked and kneeling so that all he could see were their backsides. Each bottom was red as though it had been freshly spanked.

And as he was standing there admiring the sight, each young woman was imploring him to take her. But he simply couldn't make up his mind. Then, he noticed that off to the side of the bed was Sierra in her maid uniform. She was shaking her head at him.

As he got out of bed, he understood what the dream meant, even as the fragments dissipated in his mind, reducing themselves to faint memory. He just wasn't sure what to do about it. He was about to go to the bathroom when he heard a knock at his door. Instinctively, he glanced at the bedside clock. It read 7:05, too early for Ian to wake him up or Sierra to want to clean the room. "Just a minute," he called.

He found a tee shirt and a pair of black lounging pants and put them on quickly. He opened the door. On the other side were Carmen and Sammi R. They both looked very anxious.

"Ladies, what's wrong?" he asked.

Carmen appeared as though she was about to faint. Sammi R gathered her breath and glanced behind her. "May we come in?" she asked in a low voice.

Tyler took a step back. "Of course."

Sammi R nudged Carmen through the entrance and closed the door.

He put his hands on his hips and shifted his gaze from one sweating face to the other. "Tell me what this is all about."

"It's Sierra," Sammi R managed to say.

"What about Sierra?"

"She's... she's disappeared," Sammi R said.

"What do you mean disappeared?"

"She's not in her room; she's not anywhere in the house. No one has seen her since yesterday evening," Carmen said with a sigh.

Tyler looked out the window, noting that the sun was rising and it appeared as though the day would be beautiful. "I don't understand," he said. "Maybe she's outside somewhere."

"We don't think so... at least not somewhere nearby. This isn't like Sierra at all," Sammi R. said.

Tyler was about to ask another question when his intercom box crackled. "Mr. Simms?" The voice belonged to Mrs. Covington.

He pressed the talk button on the box. "Yes, Mrs. Covington?"

"Will you come to the small dining room right away, please?"

He looked at Carmen and Sammi R. "Of course."

"There's something terribly wrong," Carmen said. "I can feel it."

"Let's go and find out," Tyler said.

A minute later, with Carmen and Sammi R trailing a few feet behind him, Tyler entered the small dining room. Already there were Fletcher and Ian Covington, along with Mrs. Covington and Marcello. They all appeared very anxious.

"What's this all about?" Tyler asked.

Mrs. Covington nodded to Marcello. "The sheriff called this morning," he began tentatively. "To report he found one of our cars, the old Jaguar, on the side of the road about two miles outside of Oswego. It was empty."

Tyler scratched his head. "So, someone stole the car and then abandoned it?"

"Yes, sir," Marcello said. "The car is a classic and hadn't been driven in a long time. I didn't think it had any gas in it."

"So, do we know who took it?"

All six staff members looked at each other. "Probably Sierra," Sammi R said at last.

"What?" Mrs. Covington said. "Why Sierra?"

"Uh... she's missing this morning. We were going to tell you," Sammi R said.

Mrs. Covington shook her head. "So, Sierra is a car thief? How could that happen, Marcello?"

"You know the garage isn't alarmed," Marcello said defensively. "And everyone knows where the keys are."

"I'm holding you responsible, Marcello," Mrs. Covington said.

Tyler held up his hands. "Please... worry about that later," he said. "The car is incidental. Marcello can arrange to pick it up. Right now, we need to find Sierra. She may be in trouble."

"She's in trouble all right," Mrs. Covington said.

"I didn't mean that way," Tyler said. He turned to Carmen. "Carmen, you noticed her room was empty. Did she take anything with her?"

"Well, her clothes were all there," Carmen said. "I think she took her phone and her purse... at least I didn't see them."

"Marcello, did the sheriff have any idea how long the car had been by the side of the road?"

"Well, sir he didn't say specifically; however, I believe they patrol that main road every couple of hours. I got the call at six thirty, so it's probably only been a couple of hours at the most."

"All right, let's go with the idea that she hasn't been gone more than a couple of hours. Unless she got a ride with someone, she's more than likely still in Oswego. Marcello, are there some cars we can use?"

"We can use my car," Carmen said.

"And I can take you in the limo," Marcello said.

Tyler shook his head. "No, you need the limo to pick up Mr. Whitaker. Remember?"

"Of course," Marcello said. "Then use the '67 Mustang. I'll put some gas in it."

"Good. You get started on that right away. I'll get dressed and be ready to go in ten minutes. Carmen, you and Sammi R go ahead. Be sure to take your phones so we can communicate."

Mrs. Covington fidgeted. "Wait a minute. What should we do?"

"Stay here," Tyler said. "Fletcher, you and Ian look over the grounds just in case Sierra wanders back. Mrs. Covington, stay near your phone and make sure the house is ready for Mr. Whitaker. All right?"

"Yes, sir," Mrs. Covington said.

"Okay... does everyone know what to do?" Tyler asked.

"Yes, sir," all six staff members answered at the same time.

"Move," Tyler ordered. Then he pivoted and headed back to his suite.

Fifteen minutes later, Tyler was settling himself behind the wheel of a red 1967 Ford Mustang. On any other day, he would have thoroughly enjoyed powering up this vintage muscle car in mint condition. But not today. Today he was on a mission. Sierra was lost and alone, and he needed to find her, even if she perhaps didn't want to be found. As he piloted the car out of the ten-car garage near the carriage house, he felt almost like a shepherd looking for a lost sheep, a lost sheep in the presence of wolves and other predators.

Carmen and Sammi R had already left, on their way to Oswego. He tried to think of where Sierra might be. He prayed she hadn't found a ride with some stranger. If so, she could be anywhere by now. He tried to think of why she took off, left without saying anything to anyone, without telling him goodbye.

As he thundered west toward Oswego, pushing the vintage car to its limits, he thought about Sierra. She had been virtually invisible the past two weeks. Had she been consciously avoiding him, consciously staying away from the competition and the competitors? He knew she cleaned the suite every day and probably knew better than anyone at the estate what he had been doing with his guests. Had she been upset by that? He realized at that point how much he didn't know about her. In fact, about the only thing he was certain of was that he liked her, a lot. And now he missed her.

He passed the Jaguar - a 1967 red XKE - resting abandoned on the shoulder. Of the five classic automobiles in the garage, why had she chosen the Jaguar to steal away in? So many unanswered questions. He had to find her.

Just as he was about to enter Oswego, he called Sammi R. "Where are you?" he asked when she answered on the first ring.

"We just cruised by McDonalds and Burger King - no luck. We thought we'd try the lakefront," Sammi R said.

"Okay. I'll try Wade's and then just go up and down some streets, maybe try the bus station at SUNY."

"We'll keep in touch," Sammi R said and ended the call.

Tyler parked in front of Wade's Diner, already filling with Monday morning patrons probably on their way to work. It was then he realized just how early it was - only a few minutes before eight. He looked inside the crowded diner but didn't see Sierra. He got back in the Mustang and piloted to the river. As he crossed the river on Bridge Street, he decided on a whim to check St. Mary's. Slowly, he turned onto West Seventh and saw a solitary figure sitting on the top steps that led to the entrance of the massive stone church. He parked in front and could see from the street that the figure was a young woman dressed in jeans and a tee shirt. He couldn't see her face because she was holding her head in her hands.

Nervously, he got out of the car and started up the stone steps, his eyes never leaving the young woman. Once he was about half way up, he was certain the young woman was the one he was looking for. "Sierra?" he called.

She looked up, apparently recognized him, then stood up and turned as though she was going to run.

He quickened his pace. "Sierra, wait."

She stopped and froze in place; she said nothing.

Tyler reached the top of the stairs. He wanted to grab her hands and pull her toward him, but he resisted the temptation. Instead, he looked into her face and could see that she had been crying. "Thank god," he said. "We were all so worried. Are you all right?"

She returned his look then lowered her eyes. "I... I'm not sure."

"You mother and Sammi R are also cruising the streets looking for you." He paused, pulled out his cell, and punched the number for Sammi R. "I've found her," he said.

"Where?" Sammi R returned.

"At the church."

"Thank goodness," came Carmen's voice, floating through the air. "We'll come and join you."

"No," Tyler said. "I'll make sure she gets home okay. You head on back and tell the others. Okay?"

There was a slight hesitation at the other end. "Okay," Sammi R said at last and ended the call.

"So what now?" Sierra said.

This time he did take her hand. "I think we have some things to discuss."

She tried to pull her hand away but he held fast. "Do I have a choice?"

He shook his head. "Not unless you want to be arrested for car theft."

She shrugged. "All right. I guess we're having a discussion."

"Not here, not on the steps of the church. We need to go someplace a little more private."

"Where then?"

He thought for a moment. "The boat."

For an instant, she appeared as though she was going to protest, but apparently thought better of it. Silently, she allowed him to lead her to the car. When they reached it, he opened the passenger door and she slid in.

"Nice car," she said once she was settled. "I'm surprised Marcello let you take it."

He gave her a small smile as he got behind the wheel. "I think it was the only one with gas," he said. "Why didn't you take this one instead of the Jag?"

She shrugged again. "It was dark and I wasn't thinking."

"So... did you walk into town?" he asked once they were underway.

"Well, I didn't fly," she said. "I left my wings back at the mansion."

He didn't try to match her sarcasm. They drove the rest of the way to the dock in silence.

When they reached the dock, which was mostly deserted, Tyler parked and opened the door for Sierra. He took her hand and led her to the Rose Adderly. Once they were on board, he took her into the galley below. She looked around her at the simple but functional surroundings. It was the first time she had been aboard.

She glanced at Tyler. "So... what do we do now?"

"Sit down... please," he said, pointing to a small sofa.

She sat. "So... are you going to have me arrested?"

He sat opposite her. "That depends."

Her eyes widened. "On what?"

"The outcome of our discussion." He looked hard at her. "Why?"

"Why what?"

He scowled. "Why did you take the car? Were you running away?"

"I don't know what I was doing," she replied. "It seemed like a good idea at the time."

"Well, you scared us, especially your mother."

"Only my mother?"

"Me too," he said. "We need you back at the estate. And you left without saying a word to anyone."

"Look, I'm sorry, okay."

His expression hardened, but on the inside, his feelings were anything but certain. "Sorry doesn't cut it," he said. "You took a car without permission and apparently quit without proper notice... in violation of your employment agreement."

She cracked a small smile. "What employment agreement? I think you're just making that up."

"No, I'm not," he said. "You're in serious trouble."

"I said I was sorry and didn't know what I was thinking. What do you really want?"

"I want you to come back with me."

"Why? So I can continue to clean up after your bim... your guests?"

"You didn't like them?"

"No," she said. "But then it really isn't my place to like or dislike them, is it?"

He looked at her wistfully. "You know, the truth is I didn't like any of them either."

"So, how are you going make a decision?"

"I have made a decision," he said. "I'm not going to marry any of them."

Her eyes widened. "But... I thought you had to get married. Wasn't that the whole point?"

He gave her a small smile. "I plan to get married."

"How?"

"By making a decision I should have made two weeks ago."

"What decision?"

For a moment, he said nothing, just gazed at her. Then he reached across the gap between the sofa and the chair in which he was sitting and took her hand. She didn't pull her hand away. "Sierra, I know this isn't very romantic, but I want you to be my wife."

Sierra chuckled nervously and humorlessly as she processed his words. "Tyler... are you serious? You can't marry me; I'm only the maid."

He scowled. "I know your background and I know your quality," he said. "And, in a moment, I intend to find out how well you respond to much needed discipline."

Now she did pull her hand away. "What do you mean by that?"

He gave her a hard look, a no-nonsense look - the same look he had given Susan Langley in dozens of dreams.

"Sierra, you stole a car, quit without notice, left without saying anything to anybody, scaring us all and triggering a search. I don't believe I can just let you off with a warning and a kiss. Your behavior requires punishment so it doesn't happen again. Is that clear?" His voice was calm and insistent.

"You are serious, aren't you?"

He nodded. "Very serious, I assure you. If I become your husband, I will be the undisputed head of the household and responsible for your behavior. I believe deep down you understand that and want that kind of relationship. Am I right?"


Chapter Fifteen

For another long moment, she was silent. Then she met his gaze. "You seem pretty sure of yourself."

"Is that a problem?"

She smiled. "No," she said. "I... I kind of like it."

Her remark boosted his confidence. This was all making more sense to him, and he knew he had to act quickly and purposefully or risk losing her. "Good," he said. "Now, let's settle the punishment and then we can talk about the future." He leaned back in his chair and patted his lap. "Pull down your jeans and come over my lap."

She flushed slightly. "Are you going to spank me?" she asked in a little girl voice.

He looked at her, realizing this wasn't a time for hesitation or any hint of uncertainty. "Yes." A one-word answer, simple and decisive.

She nodded, gave a sideways glance to the closed galley door, and unbuttoned her jeans. She stripped them down to her knees, exposing her white cotton panties. "Wha...what about the panties?"

"They stay up... for now," he said. "However, after we're married, I assure you they will come down."

She held out her left hand and he grasped it with his left, urging her down onto his lap in the process. Once she was in position, he hesitated for an instant, admiring the way the muscles of her bottom stretched the cotton. At that moment, he knew that she had the best looking backside of any of the young women he had seen over the past two weeks. He had to consciously resist the temptation to rip her panties off.

"Do you understand why you're being punished?" he asked with his right hand poised to strike.

"Yes, sir," she replied.

He brought the hand down as hard as he could, impacting her right cheek, the sound dulled slightly by the thin cloth. She winced and squirmed. "Lie still," he ordered.

A second later, he struck again, this time impacting the left cheek with the same result. He paused for a moment, and she looked up at him as though to ask, is that it. That was all he needed to see. Drawing on his experience obtained over the past two weeks, he proceeded to spank her like a machine, issuing stroke after stroke after stroke until tears formed in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. When he saw this, he determined that she had been spanked enough and stopped. He rested his hand on her bottom. He could feel the warmth through the cloth. "I will not tolerate the kind of behavior you demonstrated this morning. Are we clear on that?"

She gathered her breath. "Yes, sir."

"All right, you may get off my lap, pull your jeans back up, and sit down on the sofa."

She did as she was told, looking very subdued and contrite.

He gave her a small smile and took a deep breath to calm himself. "Now, I firmly believe we are good for each other and that you will be a model wife. I wish I could say I love you, but at this point in our relationship, I'm not certain... although I am certain that I could love you and that love will grow between us. I hope I've made clear what kind of husband I will be. Sierra, I am asking you to marry me."

Sierra sat up straight and wiped a few stray tears from her flushed face. She looked at him as though appraising him. She opened her mouth and started to say something, then stopped.

"Yes," she said at last.

His smile widened. "Thank you," he said. "You won't be sorry. You'll never be sorry."

"I don't doubt that," she said. "What do we do now? I mean, at this moment."

He looked at her and understood the nature of her question. "Right now, we're going to the church to set the earliest possible wedding date and see if we can get through pre-Cana quickly. Then we go back to the estate and make the announcement. Anything else will have to wait for after the wedding."

"Even... you know?"

He smiled again, excited by her eagerness. "Especially you know."

"But... why?"

He continued to gaze at her, the sunlight filtering in through the galley window illuminating her face. She was becoming more beautiful by the second, and more desirable. "Believe me, it's not because I don't find you attractive," he said. "But, if we're going to have an old-fashioned marriage, then we need to start it off the right way by opening up to each other on our honeymoon... and not before."

"I understand," she said. "And I will do everything I can to be a good wife, a wife you can be proud of."

"I'm already proud of you. I already feel like the luckiest man in the world."

She stood up. "Can we at least kiss?"

He chuckled and rose to his feet. "Of course." He pulled her into his arms and kissed her softly but firmly on the lips.

After a moment, she pulled away and glanced at the clock on the galley wall. It was nearing nine o'clock on a perfect Monday morning in July.

"Tyler, at the risk of being too forward, I suggest we leave here and go find the priest. If we have to wait for the wedding night, it better come soon."

He nodded and took her hand. He led her out into the sunshine, savoring the feel of her small hand in his. As he looked at her, remembering the very recent spanking he had given her and her reaction to it, he realized that she had easily won the competition without even being a competitor. Funny how things work out sometimes, he thought.


Epilogue

Tyler tucked his polo shirt into his khaki chinos and glanced out of the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked Lake Ontario, shimmering in the near distance. Behind him, Sierra emerged from the palatial bathroom wearing only a thick terrycloth towel. "Are you on your way?" she asked.

He turned and gave her a smile. "Yes," he said. "I wish your mother wouldn't call these eight o'clock meetings on Monday mornings."

She returned his smile. "She takes her responsibility seriously. You know that."

"Yes, I know, and I should be grateful. Are you coming?"

She kissed him on the cheek. "I'll be there. I have to wait for Nancy to return from her run."

Tyler reached behind her and gave her bare bottom a very gentle pat. "Are you all right this morning?"

"Of course," she said. "Why wouldn't I be?"

"I was pretty hard on you last night."

"Well, I don't think I liked it very much when I was over your lap, but I did deserve it... and I survived."

He glanced at his wristwatch and noted it was fifteen minutes before eight. "Okay." He pulled her into his arms and kissed her on the lips. "I guess I better get going... wouldn't want to be late. I'll kiss Joey on the way out and see you over there. Don't forget to eat something."

She grasped his hand just as he was about to turn away from her. "I love you, Tyler."

He tickled the ends of her fingers. "I love you too." Then he let go of her hand and moved quickly out of the 1,000-square foot master suite on the second floor of the 5,000-square foot house they had built right after they were married fourteen months ago.

On his way out of the house, he stopped by the nursery and kissed his month-old son without waking him. Life is good, he thought.

While he was getting into his new Mercedes in preparation for the five minute drive to the Adderly Manor and Corporate Retreat, he reflected on the last fifteen or so months of his life, something he did frequently, reinforcing just how fortunate he felt. He didn't want to forget - never wanted to forget - where he came from and what this new life truly meant to him.

After they left the Rose Adderly on that Monday morning in July, they drove straight to St. Mary's and found Father Franklin in his office. During the long conference, they were able to convince the priest to petition the diocese to waive the usual six-month waiting period before a couple could marry. The actual wedding - a relatively small affair and approved by Preston Whitaker as fulfilling the conditions of the will - took place two weeks later. The young priest was a bit surprised that the couple requested readings from Genesis 3:16 and Ephesians 5:22-33. He was also surprised that they wanted the word obey included in Sierra's vows. Definitely an old-fashioned couple, he thought.

The couple honeymooned by taking two months to travel the world and visit the various offices of the Kinsen Investment Group. Upon their return in late September, Tyler sold the KIG to some of the principal investors, including Andre Jackson. As he said, he wasn't qualified to lead an investment group and he wasn't interested in learning.

Once the sale was complete, he assembled the staff at Adderly Manor and announced his plan to turn the massive facility into a corporate retreat, to be owned and managed by the staff with any profits being equally distributed. The staff voted for Carmen to be the manager of the retreat. Mrs. Covington would continue as the director of housekeeping. Since its inception, the retreat had consistently gained in popularity so that it was occupied with corporate groups nearly every week.

Fletcher Covington and Sean O'Leary were also busy with the vineyard and had plans to build a winery to complement the retreat. Everyone around the estate, it seemed, was busy and satisfied, even to the point of pursuing and establishing personal relationships. Marcello, now the director of corporate transportation, believed he now had the means to marry and asked Sammi R to be his wife. She agreed without hesitation.

At Tyler's recommendation, Mrs. Covington hired Becky Waverly as a housekeeper. Within the first two weeks of her arrival, the young woman met Ian. They married six months later. The staff also retained Preston Whitaker as the attorney for the retreat. Carmen also appointed Tyler as director of marketing for the retreat and Sierra as artistic consultant.

Tyler thought about all this as he drove toward the mansion-turned-retreat, using the newly created back road that wound through the vineyards. Everyone he knew seemed content and satisfied. What a blessing it was to help the people you care about achieve happiness, achieve their potential in life.

He thought about Sierra, how he almost blew the opportunity because he hadn't seen the signs. But in the end, he was so glad he had understood and acted upon her true nature, that he had seen his own potential as a husband who would lead and guide his wife. Again, an incredible blessing.

As he pulled up to the front of the mansion, he could feel the blessing. In fact, he felt so blessed that he thought he might start actually rooting for the Buffalo Bills instead of the Green Bay Packers.

He laughed at that. Not a chance, he thought. No one is that blessed.
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A Good Country Wife by W. Arthur

Claudia meets Adam at college, and the pair subsequently fall in love despite their very different backgrounds... Claudia with her comfortable upbringing and feminist mother, and Adam from a tough and demanding family of no-nonsense farmers. Given that farming is in his blood, it quickly becomes obvious that Adam won't be happy away from the farm, so Claudia makes the decision to spend the rest of her life with him on a farm in southern Ohio. It proves to be a huge culture shock in more ways than one: firstly getting up at five-thirty to immerse herself in hard, physical work; and secondly, getting used to the spanking. Being married to Adam introduces Claudia to domestic discipline. In the Paisley family, the men do not hesitate to discipline their wives when needed - as Claudia finds to her cost on a number of occasions. Leaving the gate open causes the cows to escape and wander over the road, and earns her a bare bottom spanking - the first of many. Adam proves very proficient at spanking her bottom, but far from resenting the correction, Claudia is happy with her lot. That first punishment initiates her into a new way of life - a life that embraces the rhythmic consistency of farm life in all its seasons, and the loving, enduring guidance of her husband. And through it all, she learns how to be a good country wife.

A Good Doctor's Wife by W. Arthur

Connie is working as a nursing assistant when she falls for the handsome intern John Bentley. In between the heavy demands of hospital work, the two get on well, but their relationship changes when Connie makes a serious medication error... and lets John takes the blame. Later (and much to her initial surprise), Connie shows how remorseful she is by going over Dr Bentley's lap for a spanking. It gives her a sore bottom but it clears the air... and paves the way for their relationship to flourish. Ignoring the advice of her room mate to show interest in any wealthy young doctor with real prospects, Connie prefers to stick with John, an only son expected to become a doctor in his father's small hospital in a poor Appalachian county. Courtship and marriage quickly follow, as do a few bare bottom spankings, and the couple move to Bentleyville to begin their new life together. Connie wishes to advance her career, but what she wants more than anything is to learn how to be a good doctor's wife. As time goes by, she finds that she has to be a disciplined wife in order to become a good doctor's wife, but with John's firm but fair demeanour and his particular brand of loving discipline, she has no regrets whatsoever.

A Dominant Man for Callie by W. Arthur

Following the death of her mother when Callie was sixteen, Callie has run wild, giving in to hedonistic pleasures and drugs and behaving like a spoiled princess. Recognising that his only daughter's life is spiralling out of control, Callie's father gives her an ultimatum: he will cut her out of his multi-million fortune unless she marries no-nonsense, dependable young lawyer, Brent Watterson.

At first, Callie is horrified, but grudgingly accedes and marries Brent... only to find her life changes in an unprecedented way. It is difficult making the transition from Daddy's princess to submissive wife, and doubly difficult when she finds out how dominant Brent is. As Head of Household, he expects Callie to be obedient, and when her behaviour isn't acceptable, he punishes her by spanking her bare bottom.

But Callie is becoming increasingly attracted to Brent; he's good looking, intelligent and protective, he can be romantic and loving, and she admires the way he takes control... and for the first time in many years she experiences stability in her life. Though she ultimately agrees she needs Brent's discipline, it isn't always easy for her, as the 'old Callie' surfaces from time to time and gets her in bother.

Will this be merely a marriage of mutual convenience, or will it develop into something loving and enduring...?

Bob & Wendy's Domestic Discipline by W. Arthur

Bob and Wendy enjoy an unconventional lifestyle of kink and discipline. Married for six years, their relationship is one in which Bob is the dominant partner and Wendy his submissive wife. As Head of Household, Bob takes charge and doesn't hesitate to enforce discipline when needed for poor behaviour or disobedience or disrespect. Wendy doesn't like punishment spankings but accepts that she needs them ... however, she loves the fun kind, which inevitably lead to great sex. Theirs is a partnership embracing love and discipline; it works well for them and they wouldn't change a thing about their lifestyle. Although the discipline aspect of their relationship is something they carry out in private, they are pleasantly surprised to discover they are not the only ones who practice it...

Spanking Classics Anthology by Leland Mays

With around 75,000 words this anthology features the following and 21 other classic adult spanking stories:

Walking Naked Down Main Street: Having lost a bet with her friend while playing golf, Jill, after a great deal of hesitation, decides to honour her forfeit and walks naked down the street! Her husband, Ryan, decides to deal with her lewd behaviour by taking her over his knee for a spanking, an activity that leaves both husband and wife intensely aroused and ready for sex. Some days later, while walking together in the park, Jill once again sheds her clothing...

She Forgot His Birthday: Tom is upset that his wife, Audrey, has forgotten his birthday, but he arrives home to a surprise... Audrey, bare from the waist down, is bent over ready and waiting for a spanking. Tom is more than happy to oblige. The spanking renews their flagging sex drive but it appears that there have been some crossed wires between the couple.

Spanking - Is It for Everyone?: Intrigued by spanking stories she has read on a website, Tina entices her husband to paddle and cane her. The experiment ends badly, with the couple in trouble with the law, but judicial guidance gives Tina the feeling she was seeking all along: sexual bliss as well as the pain.

Spanking the Wife and Girlfriend by Frank Martinet

This compilation, which features men spanking their wives or girlfriends, includes the following and 6 other stories:

A Real Treat: Bianca and her boyfriend have a very active and fulfilling spanking relationship but she provides a real treat for his thirtieth birthday when her younger sister is invited round and he gets to spank them both, putting a paddle, leather strap and cane to good use.

Andrea: Andrea really loved three things: a thick oak fraternity board walloping her shapely bottom, a hardwood hairbrush paddling her buttocks and, well, we'll leave the last thing to your imagination...

Entertainment: Being married to a famous, successful writer was not how Vickie had imagined it would be. Her husband was moody while he was writing and paid virtually no attention to her at all. But when she finally goads him into spanking her things start to look a whole lot brighter.

Disciplined! - Volume 2 by DJ Black

With around 75,000 words, this anthology of spanking fiction features the following and 20 stories by DJ Black:

Taken in Hand: Following the death of her parents, Deborah goes to live with her friend Cassidy and her father, Tom. She soon realises that nineteen-year-old Cassidy is spanked regularly by Tom, and she decides that if she's going to be a true part of the family, she needs to be treated the same as Cassidy. So she asks Tom to punish her in the same way as he does his daughter. Tom obliges with slipper, tawse and cane.

Three Sisters: Galen's three daughters may be grown up but they still cause him strife. He has to cane his youngest daughter for a thoughtless error and then he insists his middle daughter's suitor prove his suitability by spanking and caning her. Just when he thinks it is all over he catches his eldest daughter sneaking back into the house late at night after meeting a man, and he birches her soundly.

Safe and Sound: Amy has crashed John's precious car and as a sign of her repentance, waits for him, bare bottomed, in the outhouse. John sets an old chair in the middle of the room and takes her over his knee and gives her a hard spanking with a hairbrush. She is spanked to tears - which is exactly what she needs.

Caning the Female Employee by Frank Martinet

The following and 3 other stories all feature female employees who find themselves on the receiving end of the cane...

It's Good to Be the King: Billionaire Sir Richard has a busy day meting out a series of painful bare bottom canings to many of his female staff as well as his stunningly beautiful attorney.

Performance Review: After Eve Kissack summons incompetent secretarial trainee Amy to her office she subjects her to twelve strokes of the cane. Once Amy has been dismissed, however, it's Eve's turn to endure three times that number of strokes herself.

New Employee: Recently employed 19-year-old Ashley has failed to observe a few minor company rules and has an appointment with her boss at the end of the day. Prepared to let her off with just a lecture, she surprises him by volunteering for a caning.
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