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Chapter One: The First Crack of the Belt 

People like to believe that sexuality arrives neatly wrapped in puberty. 

That one day a switch flips. 

A boy notices girls. 

A girl notices boys. 

The machinery of attraction comes online and everything begins in a clean, explainable way. 

That was never true for me. 

Long before I understood sex, before I understood relationships, before I even understood what 

arousal was, something inside me had already wired itself differently. 

I was around three or four years old when it happened. 

At least that’s the earliest memory that still burns clearly enough to feel real. 

I was at a friend’s house. Childhood blur surrounded everything — carpet patterns, toy boxes, 

daytime television somewhere in the background — but one moment cut through all the noise 

and branded itself permanently into my mind. 

Their older sister had gotten into trouble. 

Her father came in holding a belt. 

I remember the tension in the room instantly changing. The seriousness of it. The anticipation. 

Then he took the strap to her and gave her several swats while she cried. 

For most people, that story probably sounds uncomfortable or traumatic. 

For me, it became the moment everything changed. 

What I felt wasn’t fear. 



It wasn’t horror. 

It was arousal. 

At an age where I shouldn’t even have been capable of understanding what sexual excitement 

was, my body responded instantly and intensely. I didn’t have language for it. I didn’t understand 

it. But the connection had already been made deep inside my brain. 

That moment became the foundation of something that would follow me for the rest of my life. 

Spankophilia. 

A paraphilia that ran parallel to ordinary sexuality, but separate from it. 

Over time, I began realizing this interest functioned independently from normal attraction. It 

wasn’t replacing attraction to women — it existed beside it. 

Like two engines running at once. 

As I grew older, ordinary things began feeding that wiring. A Sears catalog. A dictionary 

definition. A glimpse of a woman’s backside. None of those things were inherently sexual to 

most people, but to me they became mentally linked to spanking, discipline, vulnerability, and 

excitement. 

I began imagining scenarios constantly. 

Not because I was taught to. 

Not because anyone encouraged it. 

Not because I had suffered abuse. 

It was simply there. 

Permanent. 

I would spend years trying to understand what exactly this part of me was. 

Was it a kink? 

A fetish? 

A psychological imprint? 

A sexual orientation? 

Even decades later, I still don’t have a perfect answer. 

What I do know is this: 

It never went away. 



And unlike many fantasies people grow out of, this one only became stronger, more structured, 

and more emotionally significant as I aged. 

Then came Jodi. 

The first girl I ever truly loved. 

We were both seventeen. 

Young enough to still believe emotions were immortal. 

Young enough to think betrayal only happened in movies. 

During one physical encounter together, she asked me to spank her. 

Simple words. 

But for me, they detonated like dynamite. 

Until that moment, most of my experiences had lived inside imagination. Fantasy. Curiosity. 

Internal wiring. 

But now the thing in my head had crossed into reality. 

I remember the shock of it. 

The excitement. 

The intensity. 

The overwhelming feeling that something buried deep inside me had finally found oxygen. 

And it felt right. 

Not in a casual way. 

Not in a playful bedroom experimentation kind of way. 

It felt foundational. 

Like discovering a hidden language I had somehow already known my entire life. 

That moment shaped everything that came after. 

But life has a brutal sense of irony. 

The person connected to your greatest awakening can also become connected to your deepest 

wound. 

When I was nineteen, I discovered Jodi was having an affair with my best friend. 

Not only had they betrayed me, they eventually married each other. 



Had children. 

Built a life. 

Stayed together. 

And while I never wished destruction on them, there was a part of me that desperately wanted 

the universe to punish what they had done. 

It never happened. 

Instead, I carried the punishment. 

People underestimate how permanently heartbreak can alter someone. 

Some losses heal. 

Others scar. 

This one became structural. 

Even now, three decades later, it still feels emotionally fresh. 

Like touching a hot stove that never cools. 

I eventually married another woman — Siobhan — and stayed married for twenty-three years 

until her death from a heart attack at the young age of 47. 

She was kind. 

Generous. 

Patient in ways I still struggle to fully explain. 

Most importantly, she understood something difficult about me. 

She understood that spanking was not a passing fantasy. 

It was part of my identity. 

And even though she herself had no interest in it whatsoever, she allowed me to explore that side 

of myself outside our marriage under clear boundaries. 

No affairs. 

No romantic entanglements. 

No traditional sexual relationships. 

Only disciplinary sessions. 

Looking back, I realize how unusual that level of understanding really was. 



Without her acceptance, an enormous part of my life story never would have happened. 

Because eventually, curiosity evolved into experience. 

And experience evolved into an entirely unexpected world. 

Before the internet became mainstream, meeting like-minded women was difficult. I relied on 

obscure personal ads and alternative communities where women interested in spanking. One of 

the first platforms I found success at was the newsgroups alt.spanking.personals and 

alt.sex.spanking— often calling themselves “spankees” — quietly searched for disciplinarians. 

Success was inconsistent. 

Then came one of the first truly defining experiences. 

I was around twenty-two or twenty-three when I met a woman roughly a decade older than me. 

She knew exactly what she wanted. 

No games. 

No flirtation. 

No ambiguity. 

She wanted a real punishment spanking. 

Not playful. 

Not symbolic. 

Not performative. 

Real. 

And for the first time, I experienced the difference between fantasy spanking and genuine 

disciplinary intensity. 

She cried. 

She struggled emotionally. 

She endured real pain. 

And yet the experience was consensual, intentional, and deeply meaningful for both of us. 

That encounter changed my understanding completely. 

I realized there was an entire psychological dimension to spanking that most outsiders would 

never understand. 

For some people, it wasn’t about sex at all. 



It was catharsis. 

Release. 

Accountability. 

Emotional surrender. 

Stress relief. 

Structure. 

Sometimes even healing. 

Years later, I would create a website called RealOTK.com.com. 

Honestly, I expected almost nothing from it. 

I assumed men vastly outnumbered women in this world. 

I assumed interest would be niche and limited. 

I was wrong. 

Completely wrong. 

Women from every imaginable background began contacting me. 

Housewives. 

Professionals. 

Lawyers. 

Doctors. 

Beauty pageant contestants. 

Women from small towns. 

Women from major cities. 

Women from other countries. 

Over time, I realized I had accidentally filled a void. 

There were countless female disciplinarians online. 

Almost no male disciplinarians. 

And suddenly I found myself occupying a role I never expected to exist. 

Over the following years, I likely disciplined hundreds of women. 

Every experience taught me something different. 

One of the most important lessons was understanding the difference between fantasy and reality. 

Many women loved the idea of punishment. 

Far fewer truly understood what physical pain actually felt like once fantasy disappeared and 

reality arrived. 



You can’t fantasize pain accurately. 

The first real strike changes everything. 

By then I had learned to read body language almost instantly. Often within the first swat, I could 

tell whether someone’s fantasy aligned with what they were genuinely capable of enduring. 

Most adapted. 

Some embraced it. 

Only once did someone abruptly stop a session and leave entirely. 

And that mattered to me. 

Because boundaries mattered. 

Consent mattered. 

Safety mattered. 

The responsibility mattered. 

That responsibility became even more important when I encountered true masochists. 

They were entirely different from ordinary spankees. 

Pain didn’t create resistance in them. 

Pain intensified pleasure. 

That distinction forced me to become careful in a different way, because the danger with true 

masochists was escalation. Someone chasing intensity could unintentionally move beyond safe 

physical limits. 

So even within this unusual world, restraint mattered. 

Control mattered. 

And despite what outsiders might assume, the deeper I entered this world, the more I realized it 

wasn’t primarily about aggression. 

It was about understanding human psychology. 

Desire. 

Vulnerability. 

Trust. 

Shame. 

Relief. 



Structure. 

Connection. 

The strange truth is this: 

What began as a confusing childhood imprint eventually became one of the defining forces of 

my entire life. 

Not just sexually. 

Emotionally. 

Psychologically. 

Relationally. 

It shaped love. 

It shaped heartbreak. 

It shaped marriage. 

It shaped identity. 

And whether the world understands it or not, this story is real. 

It is mine. 

And this is only the beginning. 

Chapter Two: Jodie 

There are people who enter your life quietly and leave behind damage loud enough to echo for 

decades. 

Jodie was that person for me. 

Even now, at fifty-four years old, saying her name still creates a strange shift inside my chest. 

Not dramatic. Not cinematic. Just an old ache that never completely dissolved. 

People assume time heals everything. 

It doesn’t. 

Time teaches adaptation. 

That’s different. 

I met Jodie when we were teenagers, at the age where emotions feel absolute and permanent. 

Before adulthood teaches caution. Before betrayal teaches distance. 



Back then, love still felt pure to me. 

Simple. 

Uncomplicated. 

She was beautiful to me in the way first loves always are. Not because she was objectively 

perfect, but because young love creates its own gravity. The person becomes larger than reality. 

They stop feeling like another human being and start feeling woven into your identity itself. 

That was Jodie. 

When we were together, the world felt quieter. More stable. I felt wanted in a way that settled 

something deep inside me. 

And because she was my first real love, she also became attached to another part of me I barely 

understood at the time. 

The spanking. 

Until her, that part of my life had existed mostly in secrecy and imagination. It lived in thoughts I 

never discussed openly. Fantasies I carried privately. Strange wiring I couldn’t explain even to 

myself. 

Then one day during a physical moment together, she asked me to spank her. 

The request itself was simple. 

But internally, it felt enormous. 

I remember the instant realization that the thing I had carried silently for years had suddenly 

crossed into reality. Fantasy became physical. Mental became real. 

And what shocked me most wasn’t merely the excitement. 

It was the feeling of recognition. 

Like something inside me said: 

Yes. This is it. This is the thing you’ve been searching for. 

It felt less like discovering something new and more like uncovering something ancient already 

buried inside me. 

That moment permanently fused together several things in my mind: 

love, 

vulnerability, 



desire, 

discipline, 

trust, 

and emotional intensity. 

At seventeen, I didn’t yet understand how dangerous emotional fusion could become. 

Because when your deepest emotional connection and your deepest psychological wiring 

become attached to the same person, losing them later doesn’t merely hurt. 

It destabilizes identity itself. 

At nineteen, my world collapsed. 

I found out Jodie was sleeping with my best friend. 

Even now, decades later, part of me still struggles to describe that pain accurately. Not because 

the details are unclear, but because some emotional injuries exist outside language. 

It wasn’t simply jealousy. 

It wasn’t merely heartbreak. 

It was humiliation. 

Replacement. 

Abandonment. 

Confusion. 

Grief. 

All happening simultaneously. 

The two people I trusted most in the world had chosen each other over me. 

That realization changed something permanent inside me. 

And the cruelest part was what happened afterward. 

They stayed together. 

Married. 

Built a family. 

Had children. 

Created the exact future I once imagined for myself. 



There’s an uncomfortable honesty I have to admit here: 

I wanted their relationship to fail. 

Not because I wished misery on them as human beings, but because emotionally I needed the 

universe to make sense. I needed betrayal to carry consequences. I needed some form of cosmic 

balancing. 

But life doesn’t work that way. 

Sometimes people hurt you deeply and still go on to live happy lives. 

That realization is one of adulthood’s ugliest lessons. 

Meanwhile, I carried the wound forward into every relationship afterward. 

Including relationships with women who had done nothing wrong. 

That’s the part nobody likes admitting. 

Trauma spreads. 

Not outward through cruelty necessarily, but inward through distance. Through guardedness. 

Through emotional compartmentalization. 

Looking back now, I think part of me froze emotionally at nineteen years old. 

I could still function. 

Still work. 

Still build relationships. 

Still laugh. 

Still care about people. 

But something fundamental about emotional trust never fully recovered. 

And oddly enough, the spanking world became one of the few places where vulnerability still 

felt strangely honest to me. 

That sounds backwards to outsiders. 

But it’s true. 

Within discipline dynamics, everything was explicit: 

expectations, 

roles, 

limits, 



intentions, 

consequences. 

Ironically, that world often felt emotionally safer than ordinary romance. 

There was structure. 

Clarity. 

No hidden betrayal. 

No pretending. 

As strange as it may sound, many of the women I later met through the spanking world were 

emotionally more transparent than people in so-called normal relationships. 

And I often wondered privately whether part of my deepening involvement in discipline over the 

years came not only from desire, but from heartbreak. 

Because pain you understand can feel safer than pain you don’t. 

Physical pain has rules. 

Emotional betrayal doesn’t. 

That distinction matters. 

Years later, I married Siobhan. 

And this is important: 

I truly loved her. 

I do not want history rewritten into something unfair. 

She was kind to me in ways I probably appreciated too little while she was alive. 

Steady. 

Patient. 

Loyal. 

But if I am being completely honest, the emotional intensity I felt with Jodie never existed again 

with another woman. 

Not in the same way. 

That first heartbreak left fingerprints on every relationship afterward. 



Even my marriage. 

And perhaps the strangest part of all this is that Jodie probably has no idea. 

She likely moved through life believing our relationship was simply a teenage chapter that 

ended. 

Meanwhile, for me, it became one of the defining emotional events of my entire existence. 

That’s the strange imbalance of human relationships: 

two people can survive the exact same experience while carrying entirely different versions of its 

weight. 

Over the years, I disciplined hundreds of women. 

Some wanted catharsis. 

Some wanted accountability. 

Some wanted release. 

Some wanted emotional surrender. 

Some wanted structure. 

Some simply wanted to feel something real. 

But underneath all of it, I sometimes wondered whether I was also searching for something 

myself. 

Not sexually. 

Emotionally. 

A place where trust could exist without deception. 

A place where vulnerability had rules. 

A place where pain arrived honestly instead of unexpectedly. 

And maybe that’s part of the truth I’ve spent my life circling around: 

the spanking was never only about spanking. 

It became intertwined with heartbreak, 

trust, 

control, 

fear of betrayal, 

and the search for emotional certainty in a world where certainty rarely exists. 

Jodie was the beginning of that realization. 



And in some ways, she never stopped being part of it. 

Chapter Three: The Betrayal 

There are moments in life where a person can divide themselves into two versions: 

who they were before, 

and who they became afterward. 

For me, that dividing line came at nineteen years old. 

Before that, despite all my confusion about sexuality and identity, I still believed in people. 

Not perfectly. 

Not blindly. 

But fundamentally. 

I believed loyalty meant something. 

I believed love protected itself. 

I believed best friends stayed best friends. 

Then all of that shattered at once. 

The strange thing about betrayal is that most people imagine it arriving dramatically. They 

picture screaming arguments, slammed doors, explosive confrontations. 

Real betrayal is often quieter than that. 

It slips into your life silently before finally revealing itself all at once. 

Looking back now, there were probably signs I ignored. Small moments. Changes in behavior. 

Instincts I talked myself out of trusting. 

That’s another painful truth about heartbreak: 

part of you often knows before your mind allows itself to accept it. 

When I discovered Jodie was involved with my best friend, the emotional impact was immediate 

and absolute. 

It felt physical. 

Like something inside my chest had collapsed inward. 

I remember trying to process it logically at first, almost as if calmness could somehow protect 

me from what I was feeling. 



Maybe there was an explanation. 

Maybe it wasn’t serious. 

Maybe I misunderstood something. 

But eventually reality becomes impossible to negotiate with. 

The two people I loved and trusted most had chosen each other. 

Not me. 

Each individual betrayal would have been survivable on its own. 

Losing a girlfriend hurts. 

Losing a best friend hurts. 

Losing both simultaneously creates something different. 

It creates isolation. 

Suddenly the people who once anchored your emotional life become the very source of your 

humiliation. 

And humiliation is a deeply underrated emotion when it comes to emotional trauma. 

People talk about sadness all the time. 

They talk about anger. 

They talk about grief. 

But humiliation burns differently. 

Especially as a young man. 

Because underneath heartbreak was another unbearable thought: 

I had lost. 

That’s how it felt emotionally. 

Replaced. 

Outmatched. 

Discarded. 

And the mind becomes merciless after something like that. 

You replay conversations. 

Moments. 



Memories. 

Trying to identify where things changed. 

You interrogate yourself endlessly. 

Was I not enough? 

Too emotional? 

Too strange? 

Too weak? 

Too obsessed? 

Too different? 

The human brain would almost rather blame itself than accept randomness. 

For a long time, I carried enormous shame over how deeply it affected me. 

Men are taught to minimize heartbreak. 

To move on. 

To toughen up. 

To pretend emotional devastation is weakness. 

But that betrayal changed me permanently. 

Not temporarily. 

Permanently. 

That distinction matters. 

Because some emotional injuries heal cleanly. 

Others become integrated into personality itself. 

After Jodie, something inside me became guarded in a way it had never been before. 

Trust stopped feeling natural. 

Vulnerability started feeling dangerous. 

Love became associated not only with connection, but with risk. 

And perhaps most importantly, emotional intimacy stopped feeling safe. 

That final part shaped the rest of my life more than I realized at the time. 

I could still love people after Jodie. 



But there was always distance now. 

A protected area inside me that never fully opened again. 

Even with Siobhan. 

Especially with Siobhan, if I’m being completely honest. 

And that honesty is uncomfortable because Siobhan deserved sincerity from me. She deserved 

emotional fullness. 

But grief does strange things over long periods of time. 

Sometimes people don’t realize they’re emotionally compartmentalizing because it becomes 

their normal operating system. 

I became very good at functioning while wounded. 

That’s different from healing. 

The outside world rarely notices the difference. 

You can work. 

Laugh. 

Build businesses. 

Maintain marriages. 

Raise responsibilities. 

All while carrying unresolved emotional damage quietly in the background like static. 

And strangely enough, the world of discipline began making more emotional sense to me after 

the betrayal. 

At first, I didn’t fully understand why. 

Now I think I do. 

Discipline dynamics offered something ordinary relationships no longer did: 

clarity. 

Everything existed openly. 

Rules. 

Expectations. 

Boundaries. 

Consequences. 

Roles. 



Nothing hid beneath the surface. 

Ironically, many of the women I later encountered in the spanking world communicated more 

honestly about their emotional needs than people in ordinary relationships ever did. 

There was vulnerability in that honesty. 

A woman saying: 

“This is what I need.” 

“This is what I want.” 

“This is what helps me.” 

“This is what I fear.” 

“This is what I crave.” 

No manipulation. 

No hidden agenda. 

No pretending. 

And after betrayal, transparency becomes emotionally intoxicating. 

I think part of me eventually became drawn not only to spanking itself, but to the emotional 

directness surrounding it. 

Pain was honest. 

Physical limits were honest. 

Reactions were honest. 

A woman crying during a punishment spanking was emotionally real in a way much of ordinary 

life no longer felt to me. 

Not because I enjoyed causing suffering. 

That’s too simplistic and honestly inaccurate. 

What moved me was authenticity. 

The removal of masks. 

The emotional nakedness that happened when someone surrendered control completely and 

trusted another person enough to become vulnerable. 

That vulnerability felt sacred to me because betrayal had made ordinary vulnerability feel 

dangerous. 



I realize how psychologically complicated that sounds. 

Maybe it is. 

But memoirs are supposed to tell the truth, not simplify it. 

And the truth is that heartbreak reshaped how I experienced connection itself. 

Even decades later, I still sometimes wonder who I might have become if Jodie had never 

betrayed me. 

Would I have explored spanking differently? 

Would I have stayed emotionally softer? 

Would discipline have remained fantasy instead of becoming central to my life? 

Would I have trusted more easily? 

Loved more openly? 

There’s no way to know. 

That’s another difficult truth adulthood teaches: 

you don’t merely live your life. 

You also live the lives created by your wounds. 

And whether fair or unfair, Jodie became one of the deepest wounds I ever carried. 

Not because she intended to destroy me. 

But because first love has unusual power. 

It reaches you before defenses exist. 

Before experience creates armor. 

And when that kind of love breaks, some part of you remains standing forever in the ruins of it, 

looking around in disbelief. 

Even while the rest of your life continues moving forward. 

Chapter Four: Learning to 

Compartmentalize 

After Jodie, I stopped believing that love and safety automatically belonged together. 



That realization did not happen overnight. 

At nineteen, I didn’t sit down and consciously decide to become emotionally guarded. Human 

beings rarely work that way. Emotional adaptation happens slowly, quietly, almost invisibly. 

At first, life simply continues. 

You wake up. 

Go to work. 

Talk to friends. 

Date again eventually. 

From the outside, everything appears normal. 

But internally, something fundamental changes after a betrayal deep enough to alter your 

emotional architecture. 

You begin measuring risk differently. 

Especially emotional risk. 

I still wanted companionship after Jodie. 

Still wanted women. 

Still wanted intimacy. 

But there was now a difference between what I allowed someone to see and what I actually felt. 

That gap became one of the defining characteristics of my adult life. 

I became skilled at compartmentalization. 

At the time, I didn’t even realize I was doing it. 

Compartmentalization sounds clinical when psychologists describe it, but in real life it often just 

feels like survival. You separate parts of yourself into different rooms emotionally so one wound 

does not contaminate the entire structure. 

The man working a normal job existed in one room. 

The man dating existed in another. 

The man carrying heartbreak lived somewhere deeper and quieter. 

And the man fascinated by discipline, spanking, vulnerability, and emotional surrender existed in 

yet another separate space entirely. 

For years, those worlds barely touched each other. 

Part of that separation came from necessity. 



Spankophilia is not something most people casually discuss over dinner. 

Even today, despite how openly sexual culture pretends to be, there are certain desires people 

still struggle to understand unless they experience them personally. And spanking occupies a 

strange territory because outsiders often misunderstand it immediately. 

Some assume it is abuse. 

Others assume it is purely sexual. 

Some assume it comes from cruelty. 

Others assume it comes from trauma. 

In my experience, none of those explanations fully capture the reality. 

For me, spanking existed in a much more psychologically layered space. 

It involved sexuality, yes. 

But it also involved emotional release, trust, vulnerability, surrender, authority, catharsis, 

emotional honesty, and structure. 

The structure mattered more than I initially understood. 

After betrayal, chaos becomes exhausting. 

You begin craving emotional predictability in places you never previously noticed. 

And the discipline world operated on a strange kind of predictability. 

There were rules. 

Limits. 

Safe words. 

Negotiations. 

Consent. 

Understanding. 

Oddly enough, it often felt more emotionally transparent than ordinary dating. 

I began exploring more actively through alternative personal sites and hidden online 

communities long before social media made every niche visible. 

Back then, these spaces felt underground. 

Quiet corners of the internet where people revealed parts of themselves they could never discuss 

publicly. 

At first, I was nervous. 



Not merely about meeting women, but about what it meant psychologically. 

What kind of person was I becoming? 

Was this harmless? 

Unhealthy? 

Immoral? 

Natural? 

Dangerous? 

I constantly wrestled with those questions internally. 

But curiosity kept pulling me forward. 

And slowly, experience replaced fantasy. 

One of the earliest women I met through these communities was older than me by over a decade. 

I was in my early twenties. 

She was in her mid-thirties. 

That age difference mattered psychologically because she carried certainty I didn’t yet possess. 

She knew exactly what she wanted. 

Not playful experimentation. 

Not flirtation. 

Not curiosity. 

She wanted punishment. 

Real punishment. 

At that point, most of my understanding still lived inside imagination and limited experiences. 

But this encounter crossed into an entirely different territory psychologically. 

She wanted emotional intensity. 

Pain. 

Consequences. 

Catharsis. 

And strangely enough, despite how unusual the situation sounds to outsiders, there was an 

honesty to it I found deeply compelling. 

No games. 



No pretending. 

No emotional manipulation. 

Just directness. 

“This is what I need.” 

There’s something psychologically disarming about that level of honesty. 

Especially after betrayal. 

The experience itself changed my understanding permanently because it forced me to confront 

the enormous difference between fantasy and reality. 

Fantasy is infinite. 

Reality has weight. 

Pain sounds abstract in imagination. 

It becomes immediate once experienced physically. 

That distinction became one of the most important lessons I would later carry into every session, 

every interaction, and eventually into the creation of RealOTK itself. 

Because many people fantasize about punishment without truly understanding what real physical 

discipline feels like. 

Imagination edits reality. 

Reality does not negotiate back. 

Over time, I became surprisingly skilled at reading emotional reactions. 

Body language. 

Breathing. 

Eye contact. 

Muscle tension. 

Tone of voice. 

Sometimes within seconds, I could tell whether someone’s fantasy genuinely aligned with their 

actual tolerance once the experience became real. 

And contrary to what outsiders might assume, responsibility became one of the heaviest parts of 

the role. 

That surprised even me. 



Because providing discipline required far more emotional awareness than aggression. 

Anyone can strike another person. 

That’s easy. 

Understanding another person psychologically is far more difficult. 

Especially when trust is involved. 

Especially when vulnerability is involved. 

Especially when someone is surrendering emotional control to you intentionally. 

That realization changed how I viewed the entire world of spanking. 

It stopped feeling merely sexual. 

It became psychological. 

Human. 

Complex. 

And somewhere during those years, another realization quietly emerged inside me: 

I felt more emotionally understood in these hidden spaces than I often did in ordinary life. 

That realization disturbed me. 

Because on paper, none of it should have made sense. 

The “normal” world was supposed to feel emotionally safer. 

Yet many ordinary relationships felt performative to me after Jodie. People hid things. Protected 

themselves. Played emotional games. Avoided honesty. 

Meanwhile, inside these strange hidden communities, people often arrived emotionally exposed 

from the beginning. 

Ashamed. 

Nervous. 

Hopeful. 

Honest. 

And honesty has gravity. 



Especially for wounded people. 

Looking back now, I realize I was not only exploring spanking during those years. 

I was exploring trust itself. 

Trying to understand whether emotional safety still existed anywhere after betrayal had 

fundamentally changed my view of love. 

That search would eventually shape almost every major decision I made afterward. 

Including my marriage. 

Including RealOTK. 

Including the role I eventually stepped into as a disciplinarian. 

At the time, though, I still believed I was simply exploring a fetish. 

I did not yet understand I was building an entire emotional philosophy around it. 

 

Chapter Five: Siobhan 

If Jodie represented emotional intensity, then Siobhan represented stability. 

And at the stage of life when I met her, stability mattered more than I realized. 

People often assume marriages are built purely on passion, but long marriages usually survive 

because of something quieter: 

tolerance, 

patience, 

forgiveness, 

routine, 

partnership, 

and the willingness to continue choosing each other after idealism fades. 

Siobhan and I built a life together over twenty-three years. 

That matters. 

Especially in a world where many relationships barely survive a fraction of that time. 

I want to be careful here because memory can become unfair when writing about the past. It’s 

easy to accidentally compare people against emotional ghosts they never had a chance of 

competing with. 



That would be unfair to Siobhan. 

She deserved better than being measured against a wound. 

The truth is that she was a genuinely good woman. 

Loyal. 

Grounded. 

Emotionally generous. 

And perhaps most importantly, she accepted parts of me that many people would never have 

understood. 

By the time we were married, I already understood that spanking was not a temporary curiosity 

or passing phase. It had become permanently intertwined with my identity and emotional life. 

I also understood something else: 

I could not simply suppress it. 

I tried at times. 

Most people with unconventional desires do. 

You tell yourself you can outgrow it. 

Ignore it. 

Compartmentalize it forever. 

But suppression rarely destroys deeply rooted psychological wiring. Usually it only creates 

resentment, secrecy, or emotional fragmentation. 

Some men hide affairs. 

Some hide addictions. 

Some hide emotional emptiness. 

I hid an entire parallel sexuality. 

Except eventually, even hidden things begin pressing against the walls of a marriage. 

What made Siobhan extraordinary was not that she shared my interests. 

She didn’t. 

Not at all. 



She had no personal interest in spanking dynamics and did not enjoy them herself. But unlike 

many people, she didn’t immediately reduce my interest to something monstrous or shameful 

either. 

Instead, she tried to understand it. 

That distinction probably saved our marriage. 

Because eventually we arrived at an arrangement built almost entirely on honesty and 

boundaries. 

I was allowed to explore the disciplinary side of my life outside the marriage under strict 

limitations. 

No affairs. 

No romantic relationships. 

No traditional sexual involvement. 

Only disciplinary interactions. 

Even now, I realize how unusual that level of trust and acceptance truly was. 

Most marriages would never survive that conversation. 

Ours somehow did. 

And looking back, I think part of the reason was because Siobhan understood something 

emotionally important: 

the spanking world was not replacing her. 

At least not in the conventional sense. 

The difficult thing to explain to outsiders is that my interest in discipline operated almost 

independently from ordinary romantic attachment. 

That’s why I often describe it as parallel sexuality. 

Separate systems. 

Separate emotional mechanisms. 

Separate forms of fulfillment. 

That distinction confused even me for years. 

I could love a woman deeply emotionally while still needing disciplinary experiences that 

existed outside traditional intimacy altogether. 



To many people, that probably sounds contradictory. 

To me, it simply felt true. 

And Siobhan, somehow, accepted that truth better than I did myself at times. 

There’s another uncomfortable honesty here too: 

our arrangement worked partly because it removed secrecy from the equation. 

After what happened with Jodie, deception carried enormous emotional weight for me. Hidden 

betrayal damaged me more deeply than almost anything else in my life. 

So paradoxically, openness about unconventional desires felt emotionally safer than pretending 

they didn’t exist. 

Siobhan gave me that openness. 

And because she did, my world expanded dramatically. 

What had once been hidden fantasies and occasional experiences slowly evolved into something 

larger and far more psychologically complex than I ever anticipated. 

Women began entering my life from entirely different worlds. 

Professionals. 

Mothers. 

Students. 

Executives. 

Quiet women carrying secret desires. 

Confident women seeking emotional surrender. 

Women searching for accountability. 

Catharsis. 

Structure. 

Release. 

The variety surprised me constantly. 

Before those years, I carried assumptions about who might seek discipline. 

Most of them turned out to be wrong. 

Desire ignores social categories far more than people realize. 

Pain tolerance ignored them too. 



One of the strangest patterns I noticed over time involved how dramatically different every 

woman responded physically and emotionally to punishment. 

No two experiences were ever identical. 

Some women had extremely low tolerance. 

Others possessed astonishing endurance. 

Body size often meant very little compared to psychology. 

And psychology governed almost everything. 

Especially emotional expectations. 

Some women arrived believing they wanted severe punishment until reality confronted fantasy 

directly. Others surprised themselves completely by enduring far more than they imagined 

possible. 

Over time, I became highly attuned to those differences. 

Reading reactions became instinctive. 

Not because I viewed myself as some master disciplinarian, but because responsibility demanded 

attentiveness. 

That responsibility weighed on me more heavily than outsiders might expect. 

Because despite appearances, the role was never simply about delivering pain. 

It involved emotional stewardship. 

Trust. 

Control. 

Awareness. 

Sometimes women arrived carrying enormous emotional burdens hidden beneath the surface: 

shame, 

loneliness, 

self-hatred, 

stress, 

grief, 

or a desperate need to surrender responsibility temporarily. 

Spanking often became symbolic language for emotions they struggled expressing elsewhere. 



That realization changed me. 

It made me see how psychologically complicated human beings truly are beneath public 

appearances. 

And oddly enough, those experiences deepened my appreciation for Siobhan even further. 

Because every time I returned home, I returned to someone who knew about this hidden part of 

my world and still accepted me anyway. 

That kind of acceptance is rare. 

Especially for people carrying unusual desires. 

I do not think I fully appreciated her enough while she was alive. 

That’s another painful truth about long relationships: 

people often recognize the full size of someone’s love only after it disappears. 

When Siobhan died from a heart attack, the loss felt different from losing Jodie. 

Jodie shattered me emotionally through betrayal. 

Losing Siobhan felt like losing shelter. 

A quieter grief. 

A heavier grief. 

A more adult grief. 

There was no anger attached to it. 

No humiliation. 

No replacement. 

Just absence. 

The kind that changes the atmosphere of a house permanently. 

And after twenty-three years together, her absence existed everywhere. 

In routines. 

Silences. 

Rooms. 

Daily habits. 

Even now, when I think about her, guilt sometimes mixes with gratitude. 



Because despite everything unconventional about my life, she tried to love me honestly. 

Not perfectly. 

Not flawlessly. 

But sincerely. 

And sincerity matters more than perfection ever does. 

Especially when a person has spent most of their life afraid of emotional dishonesty. 

Looking back now, I realize something difficult: 

Siobhan may have understood me more compassionately than I ever understood myself. 

And perhaps that was one of the greatest acts of love anyone ever gave me. 

Chapter Six: RealOTK.com 

When I created RealOTK.com.com, I honestly expected almost nothing to happen. 

That’s the truth. 

The site was never designed with grand ambitions. I wasn’t trying to build a business empire, 

start a movement, or become some underground public figure inside the spanking world. 

At the time, it simply felt like an experiment. 

A possibility. 

A quiet attempt to create a space where women interested in real disciplinary dynamics could 

contact a male disciplinarian directly. 

Even writing that sentence still sounds surreal to me. 

Because before RealOTK.com, I carried the same assumption most men probably would: 

that women seeking punishment spanking from men had to be extraordinarily rare. 

I was wrong. 

Completely wrong. 

What surprised me wasn’t merely the volume of responses. 

It was the diversity. 



Women from every imaginable background began contacting me. 

Young women. 

Older women. 

Professionals. 

Mothers. 

College students. 

Executives. 

Conservative women. 

Highly successful women. 

Quiet women carrying hidden desires they had never spoken aloud before. 

Over time, I began realizing something important: 

there were countless women silently carrying this interest while believing almost nobody would 

understand it. 

Especially not men. 

The internet had plenty of female disciplinarians. 

That part of the world already existed openly enough. 

But male disciplinarians were surprisingly rare. 

And without intending to, I had stepped into an empty space. 

The response became overwhelming quickly. 

Messages arrived from all over the country. 

Then eventually from other countries entirely. 

Some women wanted conversations. 

Some wanted guidance. 

Some wanted structure. 

Some wanted accountability. 

Some wanted catharsis. 

Some simply wanted to finally tell another human being: 

“This exists inside me.” 

That alone carried emotional weight. 

Because secrecy exhausts people. 

Especially when the secret involves desire. 

The strangest part was how normal most of these women seemed by ordinary societal standards. 



Actually, “normal” is the wrong word. 

Human. 

That’s the better word. 

Because one of the biggest lessons RealOTK.com taught me was how little hidden desires 

correlate with external appearance. 

The public face people show the world often tells you almost nothing about their internal 

emotional life. 

I disciplined women who were highly educated. 

Highly respected. 

Financially successful. 

Socially polished. 

Women who outwardly appeared completely conventional while privately carrying intense 

emotional needs involving discipline, punishment, surrender, accountability, or catharsis. 

That contradiction fascinated me endlessly. 

Especially because many of them carried deep shame surrounding those desires. 

Some feared they were damaged. 

Others feared they were weak. 

Some worried they were immoral. 

Others worried they were psychologically broken. 

I understood those fears intimately because I had spent most of my own life asking similar 

questions about myself. 

What RealOTK.com slowly became was not merely a website. 

It became a window into hidden psychology. 

And over time, patterns emerged. 

One of the strongest patterns involved the enormous difference between fantasy and reality. 

This became almost predictable. 

Many women loved the fantasy of punishment. 

Far fewer truly understood the emotional and physical reality once imagination disappeared and 

the experience became immediate. 



Fantasy is safe because it exists entirely under your control. 

Reality introduces uncertainty. 

The body reacts differently than the mind expects. 

Pain arrives differently than fantasy imagines. 

Emotion surfaces unpredictably. 

I became highly skilled at recognizing that difference quickly. 

Usually within moments. 

Breathing changed first. 

Then posture. 

Then eye contact. 

Then tension. 

Some women adapted and found the experience deeply cathartic. 

Others discovered their fantasy did not align with reality nearly as closely as they believed. 

And interestingly, that never made me judgmental toward them. 

If anything, it made me respect vulnerability more. 

Because showing up at all required courage. 

Especially for women raised in a world where admitting desire for discipline often carries 

enormous social stigma. 

Over time, another distinction became increasingly important to me: 

the difference between spankees and true masochists. 

The two are not identical. 

That realization mattered psychologically and ethically. 

Most women I encountered sought emotional release through punishment dynamics. Even when 

pain was involved, the emotional framework centered around accountability, surrender, catharsis, 

or vulnerability. 

Masochists operated differently. 

Pain itself became pleasurable. 



Not symbolically. 

Directly. 

That distinction changed the entire emotional structure of a session. 

With ordinary disciplinary dynamics, pain eventually creates emotional resistance. Tears. 

Pleading. Emotional release. Vulnerability. 

With true masochists, increasing pain often intensified excitement instead. 

And strangely enough, that required even greater restraint from me. 

Because unlike fantasy, the human body has limits regardless of what adrenaline or arousal 

might temporarily disguise. 

That responsibility never left my mind. 

No matter how intense a session became, I always viewed emotional and physical safety as the 

boundary that mattered most. 

That probably sounds contradictory to outsiders. 

But responsibility became central to my identity within that world. 

Not domination. 

Not ego. 

Responsibility. 

Understanding people psychologically mattered more than delivering pain ever did. 

And over hundreds of interactions, I began realizing something else: 

many women were not actually seeking punishment. 

They were seeking relief. 

Relief from stress. 

Relief from pressure. 

Relief from self-control. 

Relief from responsibility. 

Relief from emotional isolation. 

Punishment simply became the language through which that relief was experienced. 

That realization changed the way I viewed almost everything. 



Because once you begin listening carefully to people, you discover how profoundly lonely many 

human beings truly are beneath their public lives. 

Some women came to me after divorces. 

Some after abusive relationships. 

Some after emotional neglect. 

Some simply exhausted from spending their entire lives in control. 

For a brief period, discipline allowed them to surrender that control safely. 

And the surrender itself often mattered more than the pain. 

I think that’s the part outsiders misunderstand most. 

They assume the experience revolves entirely around physical intensity. 

In reality, psychology governs almost everything. 

Trust. 

Safety. 

Authority. 

Vulnerability. 

Shame. 

Relief. 

Acceptance. 

The physical act is only the surface layer. 

And perhaps because I carried my own emotional wounds so deeply, I often recognized pain in 

others quickly. 

Not physical pain. 

Emotional pain. 

The hidden kind people spend years disguising beneath competence and ordinary life. 

RealOTK.com exposed me to enormous amounts of hidden humanity. 

Far more than I ever expected. 

And somewhere during those years, I stopped viewing spanking merely as a fetish altogether. 

It had become something psychologically larger. 

A strange intersection between sexuality, emotional release, trust, identity, and vulnerability. 



Complicated. 

Messy. 

Human. 

Just like the people seeking it. 

Including me. 

Chapter Seven: The Weight of Responsibility 

One of the biggest misconceptions people have about the world of discipline is that it revolves 

around power. 

At first glance, I understand why outsiders see it that way. 

A disciplinarian appears to hold control. 

Authority. 

Physical dominance. 

But over time, I realized something almost opposite was true. 

The deeper I entered that world, the more responsibility began outweighing power. 

That responsibility changed me. 

Especially once RealOTK.com became established and the number of women contacting me 

increased dramatically. 

In the beginning, I still viewed most interactions through the lens of curiosity and exploration. 

But after enough experiences, patterns started becoming impossible to ignore. 

People were bringing far more than fantasies into those sessions. 

They were bringing emotional burdens. 

Some carried shame so deeply it shaped the way they spoke. 

Others carried loneliness disguised beneath humor or confidence. 

Some carried exhaustion from spending their entire lives in control. 

Others carried self-hatred they barely understood themselves. 

And strangely enough, many of them trusted me with those hidden emotional realities 

surprisingly quickly. 

That trust could feel heavy at times. 



Because despite the unusual nature of the interactions, the emotional vulnerability involved was 

often very real. 

Sometimes more real than ordinary relationships. 

I began realizing that many women were not merely seeking punishment itself. 

They were seeking structure. 

Consequences. 

Accountability. 

Emotional release. 

Temporary surrender from the pressure of constantly managing their lives. 

Modern life demands endless self-control from people. 

Especially from women who spend their lives balancing careers, families, appearances, 

expectations, and emotional labor simultaneously. 

For some of them, discipline became a strange form of relief from constant responsibility. 

That realization changed how I viewed almost every session afterward. 

Because once you understand someone is emotionally vulnerable, you stop viewing the 

interaction casually. 

At least I did. 

One example that stayed with me involved women who approached discipline through weight-

loss accountability. 

If someone had described that dynamic to me when I was younger, I probably would have 

assumed it sounded absurd. 

Then I experienced it firsthand. 

Women began contacting me asking for external accountability systems connected to 

punishment. They would set goals for themselves — usually involving weight loss, exercise, or 

personal discipline — and attach consequences if they failed. 

At first, I didn’t fully know what to make of it psychologically. 

But the more I listened, the more I realized these women were often struggling against 

themselves more than anything else. 



Self-control. 

Motivation. 

Follow-through. 

Consistency. 

The discipline became symbolic reinforcement. 

And surprisingly, many succeeded. 

Not because they feared me personally, but because consequences made their goals emotionally 

real in a way ordinary promises to themselves often did not. 

Human beings are strange creatures that way. 

We often endure pain more willingly than uncertainty or self-disappointment. 

Still, those experiences forced me to confront difficult ethical questions internally. 

Where does accountability end and dependence begin? 

Where does emotional support become unhealthy attachment? 

What responsibilities does a disciplinarian carry psychologically? 

I wrestled with those questions constantly. 

Because despite appearances, I never wanted to become someone exploiting vulnerability. 

That mattered deeply to me. 

And perhaps because of my own emotional wounds, I became unusually sensitive to hidden 

desperation in people. 

Sometimes women arrived seeking punishment when what they truly needed was emotional 

reassurance. 

Sometimes they sought structure because their personal lives felt chaotic. 

Sometimes they sought intensity because numbness frightened them more than pain. 

You begin seeing those distinctions after enough human interactions. 

And once you see them, it becomes impossible not to carry some emotional responsibility for the 

people trusting you. 

That responsibility became even more complicated when I encountered women who blurred the 

line between discipline and emotional dependency. 

A disciplinarian occupies a psychologically unusual role. 



Part authority figure. 

Part confidant. 

Part emotional witness. 

And emotional intensity can create attachment quickly. 

Especially in dynamics involving vulnerability and trust. 

There were moments where I had to consciously maintain boundaries not because physical 

boundaries were at risk, but because emotional ones were. 

That surprised me more than anything. 

Because before entering this world, I assumed the primary complications would revolve around 

sexuality. 

In reality, the deepest complications were almost always emotional. 

Loneliness. 

Attachment. 

Validation. 

Shame. 

The desire to feel understood. 

Those were the forces operating underneath nearly everything. 

And somewhere during those years, I began understanding something uncomfortable about 

myself too. 

Part of what fulfilled me was not merely discipline itself. 

It was being trusted. 

Needed. 

Emotionally relied upon. 

After Jodie, those feelings carried enormous psychological weight for me. 

Being betrayed creates an intense fear of emotional insignificance. It leaves part of you terrified 

of being disposable. 

But within the discipline world, I often felt emotionally important to people in a very direct and 

immediate way. 

That realization forced me to examine myself honestly. 



Was I helping people? 

Seeking validation? 

Trying to heal unresolved wounds? 

Building emotional control where betrayal once existed? 

Probably all of the above. 

Human motivation is rarely pure. 

That’s something age teaches you. 

The older I became, the less interested I grew in simple explanations for human behavior. People 

are layered. Contradictory. Often emotionally divided against themselves. 

I certainly was. 

Because despite everything I experienced through RealOTK.com and the discipline world, part 

of me still longed for ordinary emotional peace. 

Not excitement. 

Not intensity. 

Peace. 

That’s one of the strange contradictions of my life: 

I spent years participating in emotionally intense experiences while privately craving emotional 

calm. 

And maybe that contradiction explains more about me than any fetish ever could. 

The truth is, the women who entered my life through discipline taught me far more about human 

vulnerability than I ever expected. 

Not because they were weak. 

But because they were honest enough to reveal hidden parts of themselves most people spend 

entire lifetimes concealing. 

And in return, I slowly began realizing how much of my own life had also been built around 

hidden emotional truths: 

the heartbreak I never fully healed from, 

the need for structure, 

the fear of betrayal, 

the longing for honesty, 

the search for emotional certainty, 

and the strange comfort of controlled pain over unpredictable emotional chaos. 



By then, I no longer viewed RealOTK.com as simply a website. 

It had become a mirror. 

And sometimes what it reflected back at me was far more revealing than I expected. 

Chapter Eight: Fantasy and Reality 

One of the most fascinating things I learned over the years was how poorly most people 

understand the difference between fantasy and reality. 

Not just in spanking. 

In life generally. 

Human beings spend enormous amounts of time imagining experiences they have never actually 

lived through. And imagination is deceptive because it edits discomfort automatically. 

Fantasy removes hesitation. 

Removes awkwardness. 

Removes unpredictability. 

Removes consequences. 

Reality restores all of it immediately. 

That gap between imagination and experience became one of the defining psychological patterns 

I witnessed through RealOTK.com. 

Many women arrived carrying vivid fantasies about punishment. 

The fantasy itself was often emotionally powerful: 

being disciplined, 

losing control, 

being held accountable, 

being emotionally overpowered, 

feeling vulnerable, 

feeling exposed, 

feeling emotionally seen. 

But fantasy allows complete control over intensity. 

Reality does not. 

The first real strike changes everything. 



That was something I observed repeatedly. 

Not because women were dishonest about what they wanted, but because pain cannot truly be 

simulated mentally. The nervous system reacts independently from imagination. 

You can fantasize about endurance endlessly. 

Then reality arrives through the body all at once. 

Breathing changes. 

Muscles tighten. 

Eyes widen. 

Adrenaline appears instantly. 

And suddenly the mind realizes this is no longer hypothetical. 

Over time, I became surprisingly good at recognizing that moment. 

Usually within seconds. 

There’s a specific shift people go through when fantasy collides with physical reality. Some 

adapted quickly. Others became emotionally overwhelmed almost immediately. 

Only once did someone fully stop a session and leave abruptly after realizing the experience was 

more intense than she expected. 

Oddly enough, that moment increased my respect for boundaries even further. 

Because consent is not merely a one-time agreement. 

Consent is ongoing reality. 

That distinction mattered deeply to me. 

The older I became, the more I realized how much responsibility exists anytime another human 

being places themselves in a vulnerable position emotionally or physically. 

And despite what outsiders might assume, discipline requires attentiveness far more than 

aggression. 

Aggression is easy. 

Awareness is difficult. 

You have to read breathing. 

Posture. 

Tone. 



Tension. 

Fear. 

Emotional overwhelm. 

Sometimes words themselves become unreliable because people emotionally freeze once 

intensity arrives. That’s why trust and boundaries mattered so heavily to me. 

Especially safe words. 

Safe words remove ambiguity. 

That clarity matters enormously inside emotionally intense experiences. 

One thing that fascinated me endlessly was how dramatically different people responded to pain. 

No two women were alike. 

Some women who appeared physically delicate possessed astonishing emotional and physical 

endurance. 

Others who appeared highly confident emotionally had extremely low tolerance once reality 

arrived. 

Psychology mattered more than physical appearance almost every time. 

And then there were masochists. 

True masochists occupied an entirely different psychological category altogether. 

The distinction between a spankee and a masochist became one of the most important things I 

learned. 

A spankee often seeks emotional catharsis through punishment dynamics. Pain serves a 

psychological purpose connected to vulnerability, accountability, surrender, emotional release, or 

discipline. 

A masochist experiences pain itself as pleasure. 

Directly. 

That changes everything. 

The emotional energy inside a session shifts dramatically when pain intensifies arousal rather 

than resistance. 

At first, I found that deeply confusing psychologically because my understanding of discipline 

had always revolved around consequences and emotional catharsis. 



Masochists disrupted that structure completely. 

The more intense the sensation became, the more emotionally engaged they often became. 

And ironically, those situations required even greater restraint from me. 

Because human beings can psychologically chase intensity beyond safe physical limits 

surprisingly easily when arousal becomes involved. 

That realization forced me to become even more mindful about boundaries and escalation. 

Again, responsibility outweighed power. 

Always. 

That was the truth outsiders rarely understood. 

There’s a lazy stereotype people often project onto disciplinarians — that the role primarily 

attracts cruelty or sadism. 

In reality, truly irresponsible people rarely last long in emotionally intense dynamics because 

trust eventually exposes them. 

Trust reveals character quickly. 

Especially when another person becomes emotionally vulnerable in front of you. 

And vulnerability changes the emotional atmosphere of a room profoundly. 

That’s another thing fantasy fails to capture accurately. 

Vulnerability feels very different in reality. 

When someone cries genuinely. 

Shakes. 

Becomes emotionally exposed. 

Lets go of composure. 

Something human happens in that moment beyond sexuality. 

Something emotionally raw. 

And over time, I realized many women were not merely chasing physical sensation at all. 

They were chasing emotional release. 



Release from pressure. 

Release from control. 

Release from emotional exhaustion. 

Release from constantly holding themselves together. 

Modern life leaves many people emotionally compressed. 

Discipline became a strange form of decompression for some of them. 

That realization changed how I viewed nearly everything afterward. 

Because once you begin understanding emotional context, the physical act itself becomes less 

important than what it emotionally represents. 

Punishment might symbolize accountability. 

Pain might symbolize release. 

Surrender might symbolize trust. 

Endurance might symbolize emotional cleansing. 

Human beings attach meaning to experiences constantly. 

Especially emotionally charged experiences. 

And perhaps because I spent much of my own life emotionally compartmentalized after Jodie, I 

recognized emotional suppression in others quickly. 

People carry enormous hidden emotional weight. 

Far more than they reveal publicly. 

Sometimes during conversations before sessions, women would begin talking casually and 

unexpectedly drift into confessions about loneliness, relationships, shame, self-worth, stress, 

grief, or emotional numbness. 

Those moments stayed with me far more than the physical details ever did. 

Because underneath every fantasy was always a human being trying to feel understood 

somehow. 

Including me. 

That may be the strangest realization of all. 

For years, I thought I was primarily exploring a fetish. 

Instead, I slowly discovered I was spending much of my life exploring vulnerability itself. 



Mine. 

And other people’s. 

And vulnerability, I eventually learned, is where fantasy ends and reality finally begins. 

Chapter Nine: The Women Behind Closed 

Doors 

If there was one thing RealOTK.com destroyed permanently, it was my belief that hidden desires 

belong only to certain types of people. 

They don’t. 

Desire ignores education. 

Ignores income. 

Ignores social status. 

Ignores appearances. 

Over the years, I met women from almost every imaginable background, and that reality 

fascinated me endlessly because outwardly many of them appeared completely conventional. 

You could pass them in a grocery store and never suspect the emotional worlds they carried 

privately. 

Some were highly successful professionals. 

Some were stay-at-home mothers. 

Some worked ordinary jobs. 

Some were wealthy. 

Some struggled financially. 

Some projected enormous confidence publicly while privately carrying profound vulnerability. 

The variety itself became one of the most psychologically revealing parts of my experiences. 

Because once enough women trusted me with their hidden selves, patterns began emerging that 

had very little to do with stereotypes. 

One of the strongest patterns involved loneliness. 

Not physical loneliness necessarily. 

Emotional loneliness. 



Many of these women spent enormous portions of their lives performing competence for the 

world. Holding themselves together. Meeting expectations. Managing careers, relationships, 

families, appearances, obligations. 

And underneath all that control sat exhaustion. 

Sometimes discipline became the only place where they felt permitted to stop performing 

strength temporarily. 

That realization changed how I viewed vulnerability entirely. 

Especially because many of the women who sought me out were not weak people at all. 

In fact, many were remarkably strong. 

Which is why their willingness to surrender emotionally during sessions carried so much 

psychological intensity. 

I think outsiders often misunderstand surrender because they associate it automatically with 

weakness. 

But genuine vulnerability requires enormous trust. 

Especially for people accustomed to controlling every aspect of their lives. 

Some women wanted emotional structure. 

Some wanted accountability. 

Some wanted catharsis. 

Others simply wanted a place where they no longer had to pretend. 

And strangely enough, honesty often arrived faster inside those dynamics than it did in ordinary 

social interaction. 

People confessed things. 

Not necessarily because they intended to, but because emotional vulnerability has a way of 

dissolving masks quickly. 

I heard stories about broken marriages. 

Childhood shame. 

Emotional neglect. 

Stress. 

Depression. 

Body image. 

Fear of aging. 



Fear of being unwanted. 

Fear of never feeling emotionally understood. 

The physical aspect of discipline was often only the doorway into much deeper emotional 

territory. 

That realization humbled me. 

Because by then I understood I was no longer simply participating in isolated spanking sessions. 

I was interacting with hidden parts of people’s emotional lives. 

And hidden emotional worlds are fragile things. 

One woman that stayed in my memory was extraordinarily successful professionally. Confident. 

Intelligent. Highly respected in her field. 

If someone had asked me to guess whether she privately desired discipline, I never would have 

imagined it. 

But beneath that polished exterior was someone emotionally exhausted from carrying 

responsibility constantly. 

She once told me that discipline gave her something almost nothing else in life provided: 

permission to stop being in control. 

That sentence stayed with me. 

Because I realized how many people quietly spend their lives imprisoned by their own self-

management. 

Another woman approached discipline through accountability. She struggled with weight loss for 

years and felt trapped inside cycles of self-disappointment. Traditional motivation methods failed 

repeatedly because emotionally, nothing felt immediate enough to disrupt the pattern. 

For her, consequences created emotional clarity. 

Not humiliation. 

Not degradation. 

Clarity. 

That distinction mattered. 

And surprisingly, once structure existed, she succeeded. 

Actually, several women did. 



That fascinated me psychologically because it revealed how differently human beings respond to 

motivation. Some people thrive through encouragement. Others respond more strongly to 

accountability tied to emotional consequence. 

Again, human beings are complicated. 

Far more complicated than public culture usually allows. 

Over time, I also became increasingly aware of how much shame many women carried 

surrounding these desires. 

Some feared they were broken. 

Others feared they were immoral. 

Some worried they were psychologically damaged. 

And because I had spent most of my own life wrestling with similar fears about my own 

sexuality, I understood that shame intimately. 

Shame isolates people. 

Especially secret shame. 

It convinces them nobody else could possibly understand. 

Yet ironically, once enough people trust you with their private truths, you begin realizing how 

universal hidden complexity really is. 

Almost everyone carries something. 

A secret. 

A contradiction. 

A wound. 

A longing. 

A hidden emotional need they rarely reveal openly. 

The discipline world simply exposed those hidden layers faster than ordinary life often does. 

And perhaps because I carried unresolved heartbreak myself, I became increasingly sensitive to 

emotional pain hidden beneath confidence. 

Some women seemed emotionally hungry simply to be understood without judgment. 

That mattered more than I initially realized. 

Because despite the physical nature of discipline, many interactions ultimately revolved around 

emotional recognition. 



Being seen. 

Being accepted. 

Being understood. 

Those needs are profoundly human. 

Not deviant. 

Not abnormal. 

Human. 

That realization softened some of my own shame over time too. 

For years, I viewed my spankophilia primarily as something strange I needed to manage 

privately. But through hundreds of interactions, I slowly began understanding that human 

sexuality and emotional psychology are far messier than society pretends. 

People are not cleanly organized creatures. 

We are layered. 

Contradictory. 

Emotionally divided. 

Often searching for comfort in unusual places. 

I certainly was. 

And maybe that’s why the women of RealOTK.com affected me more deeply than I expected. 

Because beneath all the secrecy, discipline, vulnerability, and emotional intensity, I recognized 

something familiar in almost all of them: 

the desire to feel accepted despite the hidden parts of themselves. 

That desire connected all of us more than the spanking itself ever did. 

And perhaps that was the most honest thing RealOTK.com ever revealed to me: 

people are rarely frightened by desire itself. 

What truly frightens them is the fear that if someone sees who they really are, they may no 

longer be loved afterward. 

Chapter Ten: The Masks People Wear 

One of the strangest things about getting older is realizing how little people truly know about one 

another. 



We move through life surrounded by carefully managed versions of each other. 

Public versions. 

Professional versions. 

Family versions. 

Social versions. 

Most people spend years learning how to appear acceptable. 

And the older I became, the more I realized almost everyone was hiding something underneath. 

Not necessarily something dark. 

Just something vulnerable. 

RealOTK.com exposed me to that reality constantly. 

Women would arrive appearing composed, confident, completely ordinary on the surface. Then 

slowly, through conversation and trust, entirely different emotional layers would emerge 

underneath. 

The contrast fascinated me endlessly. 

I met women who looked emotionally fearless in public but privately carried profound shame. 

Women who projected control while secretly craving surrender. 

Women who seemed emotionally unavailable until vulnerability finally cracked through the 

surface unexpectedly. 

And perhaps because I had spent so much of my own life hiding parts of myself, I recognized 

masking behavior quickly. 

You learn to notice it when you live behind masks yourself. 

For most of my life, I existed in two parallel worlds simultaneously. 

There was the outward version of me: 

working, 

functioning, 

building relationships, 

handling responsibilities, 

appearing relatively normal to society. 

Then there was the hidden internal world: 

the discipline dynamics, 

the emotional complexity, 

the lifelong paraphilia, 



the unresolved heartbreak, 

the strange search for emotional certainty through controlled vulnerability. 

Those two worlds coexisted for decades. 

And compartmentalization eventually becomes exhausting. 

That’s one of the things outsiders rarely understand about hidden desires: 

the secrecy itself often becomes heavier than the desire. 

Especially when society provides very little language for discussing psychologically complicated 

sexuality honestly. 

People prefer simple categories. 

Healthy or unhealthy. 

Normal or abnormal. 

Good or bad. 

But human beings rarely fit cleanly into categories that simple. 

Certainly not me. 

One thing RealOTK.com forced me to confront repeatedly was how many women were carrying 

hidden emotional identities completely disconnected from their public image. 

I remember speaking with one woman who was highly accomplished professionally, respected 

socially, financially successful, and outwardly extremely confident. 

Yet privately, she described feeling emotionally numb most of the time. 

Not depressed exactly. 

Disconnected. 

Like she had spent so many years managing appearances and responsibilities that she no longer 

felt emotionally present inside her own life. 

That conversation stayed with me because I understood it more than I wanted to admit. 

After enough emotional pain, many people begin living partially detached from themselves. 

Functioning. 

Performing. 

Existing. 



But not fully feeling. 

And oddly enough, emotionally intense experiences sometimes became one of the few places 

where people felt fully present again. 

That included me. 

There’s something difficult to explain about emotional intensity: 

it cuts through numbness. 

Not only physical intensity. 

Emotional intensity. 

Trust. 

Fear. 

Vulnerability. 

Exposure. 

Surrender. 

Those states force presence. 

You cannot emotionally drift away during genuine vulnerability. Your mind arrives fully in the 

moment whether you intend it to or not. 

I think that’s partly why these dynamics became so psychologically powerful for many people. 

Not because pain itself was magical. 

But because emotional immediacy is rare. 

Modern life creates distraction constantly. 

Phones. 

Work. 

Stress. 

Noise. 

Performance. 

Obligations. 

People spend enormous portions of their lives emotionally absent from themselves. 

Then suddenly an emotionally intense experience strips all distraction away, and for a brief 

period, they feel completely present. 

That realization shifted my understanding of discipline profoundly. 

The deeper I explored this world, the less interested I became in simplistic explanations. 



This was never just about physical sensation. 

It was about emotional states. 

And emotional states reveal hidden truths about people quickly. 

Sometimes women cried unexpectedly during sessions, not because of physical discomfort alone, 

but because vulnerability itself released emotions they had been suppressing for years. 

Sometimes conversations afterward became more intimate psychologically than many 

conventional relationships ever reach. 

Not sexually intimate. 

Emotionally intimate. 

That distinction matters. 

Because emotional honesty became one of the most addictive parts of this world for me. 

Especially after spending so much of my life surrounded by ordinary social performances. 

In normal life, people often hide constantly: 

their fears, 

their loneliness, 

their shame, 

their insecurities, 

their emotional wounds. 

Inside emotionally intense dynamics, those masks often dissolved rapidly. 

And once you witness enough hidden humanity, you stop seeing people in simplistic ways. 

You stop dividing the world into normal people and damaged people. 

Everyone is carrying something. 

Some people simply hide it better. 

That realization softened me over time. 

Not outwardly perhaps. 

I still carried emotional guardedness from Jodie. 

Still struggled with trust in many ways. 

Still compartmentalized parts of myself heavily. 



But internally, I became less judgmental toward human complexity. 

Because by then I had seen too much hidden vulnerability to believe simple narratives anymore. 

I had met women who appeared emotionally perfect publicly while privately feeling broken. 

Women who looked emotionally fragile publicly while privately possessing enormous strength. 

Women whose hidden desires terrified them because they feared rejection if anyone truly 

understood them. 

And underneath all of it existed the same universal fear: 

If someone sees the real version of me, will they still accept me? 

That fear shaped much of my own life too. 

Even after building RealOTK.com. 

Even after hundreds of experiences. 

Even after years of self-reflection. 

Part of me still feared complete visibility. 

Maybe because visibility creates risk. 

Jodie taught me that. 

When betrayal happens early enough, vulnerability never feels entirely safe again. 

And perhaps that’s why discipline dynamics became emotionally meaningful beyond sexuality 

itself. 

Because vulnerability inside those spaces often came with explicit agreements: 

trust, 

boundaries, 

structure, 

clarity. 

Ordinary life rarely offers those guarantees. 

Love certainly doesn’t. 

Love is messy. 

Unpredictable. 

Chaotic. 

People leave. 

People betray. 

People change. 



But within controlled vulnerability, at least temporarily, there existed emotional certainty. 

And after a lifetime shaped partly by emotional uncertainty, certainty became emotionally 

intoxicating to me. 

Chapter Eleven: The Psychology of 

Punishment 

The older I became, the less convinced I was that spanking itself was the true center of what I 

was exploring. 

At first, of course, it felt physical. 

Immediate. 

Erotic. 

Intense. 

But over time, after hundreds of interactions and years of reflection, I began realizing that 

punishment was often functioning as emotional symbolism far more than physical experience. 

That realization changed everything. 

Because once you begin listening carefully to people, patterns emerge underneath the surface 

behavior. 

Very few women simply said: 

“I want pain.” 

What they actually described was far more psychologically complicated. 

“I want accountability.” 

“I want release.” 

“I want to let go.” 

“I want structure.” 

“I want consequences.” 

“I want to stop thinking.” 

“I want someone else in control for a while.” 

“I want to feel emotionally clear again.” 

Those are very different things. 

And perhaps because my own life had been shaped so heavily by emotional betrayal and 

compartmentalization, I recognized emotional confusion quickly in other people. 



Many women arrived emotionally overwhelmed long before any physical discipline ever 

occurred. 

Some carried enormous stress. 

Others carried guilt. 

Some carried hidden shame they barely understood themselves. 

Others simply seemed emotionally exhausted from constantly performing competence for the 

world. 

Modern adulthood asks people to carry impossible amounts of psychological pressure while 

pretending everything is manageable. 

Eventually something inside many people begins searching for relief. 

Discipline became one pathway toward that relief. 

Not because punishment magically solved problems. 

But because emotionally intense experiences interrupt psychological noise. 

That matters more than most people realize. 

Human beings spend enormous amounts of time trapped inside their own thoughts: 

anxiety, 

regret, 

stress, 

fear, 

self-criticism, 

uncertainty. 

But emotionally immediate experiences force presence. 

For a brief moment, the mind stops wandering. 

And presence itself can feel relieving. 

That’s one reason I eventually stopped viewing discipline as merely sexual. 

It often functioned emotionally more like ritual. 

A structured emotional release. 

The structure mattered enormously. 

There were rules. 

Expectations. 



Limits. 

Consequences. 

Consent. 

Closure. 

That predictability created emotional safety for many people. 

Especially people carrying internal chaos. 

I understood that more than I wanted to admit. 

Because underneath much of my own life existed emotional chaos too. 

Not outward chaos. 

Internal chaos. 

The unresolved heartbreak from Jodie. 

The compartmentalization. 

The hidden identity. 

The constant attempt to reconcile parallel emotional worlds inside myself. 

Discipline created temporary emotional order. 

And perhaps part of why I became so deeply drawn into the role of disciplinarian was because I 

too was searching for structure emotionally. 

That realization took years to admit honestly. 

Because it’s easier to believe our desires exist in isolation than to acknowledge how deeply they 

intertwine with emotional history. 

But the truth is, emotional wounds shape people profoundly. 

Especially wounds involving trust. 

After betrayal, unpredictability becomes emotionally exhausting. 

Discipline dynamics removed unpredictability. 

Everything was negotiated openly. 

Everything existed clearly. 

The vulnerability was intentional rather than accidental. 

Ironically, that often made those interactions feel emotionally safer than ordinary intimacy. 



Ordinary relationships contain ambiguity constantly. 

People say one thing while feeling another. 

Hide dissatisfaction. 

Conceal resentment. 

Withhold truth. 

Pretend. 

Inside discipline dynamics, honesty became unavoidable much faster. 

At least emotionally. 

And perhaps that honesty became one of the most psychologically addictive parts for me. 

Not the authority itself. 

Not even the punishment itself. 

The honesty. 

Watching masks disappear. 

Watching composure dissolve. 

Watching another human being stop performing and become emotionally real. 

That kind of vulnerability carries enormous emotional gravity. 

Especially for someone who spent much of his life emotionally guarded. 

Over time, I also began understanding that punishment means radically different things to 

different people. 

For some women, it symbolized accountability. 

For others, release. 

For others, surrender. 

For others, emotional cleansing. 

For others, trust. 

Human beings attach meaning to physical experiences constantly. 

Religious rituals do this. 

Athletics do this. 

Sex does this. 

Even grief rituals do this. 

Pain itself is rarely just pain psychologically. 



Meaning transforms it. 

That realization helped me understand masochists differently too. 

At first, masochism confused me because it disrupted my framework of punishment emotionally. 

But eventually I realized that masochists were also pursuing altered emotional states — simply 

through different psychological mechanisms. 

Some people seek emotional release through surrender. 

Others through endurance. 

Others through intensity itself. 

Again, human psychology is layered. 

Far more layered than simplistic labels allow. 

One of the most important lessons I learned through all of this was that emotional needs do not 

disappear simply because society finds them unconventional. 

People still carry them. 

Hide them. 

Struggle with them. 

Search for ways to express them safely. 

And secrecy magnifies emotional intensity enormously. 

Especially when people feel ashamed of what they desire. 

That shame appeared constantly in conversations. 

Women worrying they were broken. 

Weak. 

Immoral. 

Damaged. 

I recognized that shame instantly because I carried my own version of it for most of my life. 

For years, I viewed myself almost like a psychological anomaly. 

Someone fundamentally different from ordinary people. 

But eventually RealOTK.com exposed me to enough hidden humanity that I stopped believing 

ordinary people truly exist at all. 

Everyone carries contradictions. 



Everyone. 

Some simply carry more socially acceptable contradictions than others. 

That realization softened my perspective toward both others and myself. 

Not completely. 

I still wrestled with self-judgment at times. 

Still questioned aspects of my sexuality and emotional wiring. 

Still wondered how much of my life had been shaped by wounds versus innate desire. 

But age teaches you something important eventually: 

human beings are not puzzles that resolve neatly. 

We are ongoing negotiations between biology, memory, emotion, desire, fear, experience, and 

longing. 

I certainly was. 

And perhaps the deepest truth underneath everything I experienced is this: 

very few people are truly searching for pain. 

Most people are searching for relief from something else. 

Chapter Twelve: The Ghost of Jodie 

There are people you lose. 

Then there are people who continue existing inside you long after they’re gone. 

Jodie belonged to the second category. 

What made that difficult was not merely the heartbreak itself. 

It was the permanence of it. 

I used to believe emotional wounds behaved like physical wounds. That enough time would 

naturally reduce the pain until eventually it became insignificant. 

Life taught me otherwise. 

Some emotional injuries do not heal cleanly because they become integrated into identity itself. 

That was Jodie for me. 



Even decades later, part of me still emotionally existed in relation to her absence. 

Not constantly. 

Not obsessively. 

But structurally. 

Like an old fracture that healed slightly crooked and quietly changed the shape of everything 

afterward. 

For years, I resisted admitting how deeply that betrayal shaped me because it felt weak 

somehow. 

Especially as a man. 

Men are expected to recover quickly. 

Move forward. 

Stay emotionally functional. 

Pretend heartbreak is temporary. 

I became very good at appearing emotionally functional. 

Internally was another matter. 

The hardest part to explain is that the betrayal itself was not the only thing that stayed with me. 

It was the contrast. 

Jodie represented the last period of my life where love still felt emotionally innocent. 

Before suspicion. 

Before compartmentalization. 

Before emotional caution became automatic. 

After her, vulnerability never felt fully safe again. 

Possible? 

Yes. 

Safe? 

No. 

That distinction shaped every relationship afterward. 

Even my marriage. 

Especially my marriage. 



I loved Siobhan sincerely, and I want to keep saying that because honesty matters. But the 

emotional intensity I once felt with Jodie never fully returned with another woman afterward. 

I sometimes hated myself for that. 

Because Siobhan deserved complete emotional presence from me. 

Instead, part of me always remained emotionally guarded beneath the surface. 

Not intentionally cruel. 

Not consciously withholding. 

Just wounded in ways I never fully repaired. 

And perhaps that’s one reason the discipline world became emotionally meaningful beyond 

sexuality itself. 

Controlled vulnerability felt safer than uncontrolled vulnerability. 

Within discipline, everything existed clearly: 

roles, 

expectations, 

limits, 

trust, 

consequences. 

Ordinary love contains ambiguity. 

Discipline often removed ambiguity entirely. 

That mattered enormously to someone emotionally shaped by betrayal. 

Over time, I began realizing how many of my emotional preferences connected back to certainty 

itself. 

Certainty became emotionally intoxicating to me because betrayal creates permanent sensitivity 

toward unpredictability. 

When trust shatters young enough, uncertainty stops feeling exciting. 

It starts feeling dangerous. 

That realization forced me to confront difficult questions about myself honestly. 

How much of my adult emotional life had been shaped by unresolved heartbreak? 

How much of my attraction to discipline involved emotional structure rather than sexuality 



alone? 

How much of my need for control emerged from emotional wounds? 

I still do not have perfect answers. 

Maybe nobody ever fully understands themselves. 

But age eventually forces certain truths into the open whether we want them there or not. 

One of those truths was this: 

I never completely stopped grieving Jodie. 

Not the current version of her. 

Not the woman she eventually became. 

I grieved the version of myself that existed before losing her. 

That’s different. 

Sometimes heartbreak is not only about losing another person. 

Sometimes it’s about losing who you were while loving them. 

The younger version of me believed in permanence emotionally. 

Believed love protected itself. 

Believed loyalty naturally mattered. 

That version of me disappeared after the betrayal. 

And no relationship afterward fully restored him. 

Not because later relationships lacked value. 

But because innocence does not regenerate once broken. 

That realization sounds tragic written plainly like this, but I no longer experience it as tragedy 

exactly. 

More as reality. 

Human beings are shaped by emotional events constantly. 

Some people are shaped by success. 

Others by grief. 

Others by rejection. 

Others by love. 



Most people are shaped by several at once. 

Jodie shaped me profoundly. 

Even now, when I think about her, the feeling is strangely layered. 

There is still hurt there. 

Still sadness. 

Still unanswered emotion. 

But there’s also understanding now. 

At nineteen, betrayal feels absolute and personal. 

At fifty-four, you begin realizing people are simply flawed and emotionally complicated. 

Young people hurt each other constantly while trying to figure themselves out. 

That doesn’t erase pain. 

But it changes perspective. 

I no longer believe Jodie intended to destroy me. 

She was young too. 

Confused too. 

Human too. 

Still, impact matters regardless of intent. 

And the impact lasted a lifetime. 

Sometimes I wonder whether she ever realized the emotional magnitude of what happened from 

my side. 

Probably not. 

Most people never fully understand the role they occupy in someone else’s emotional history. 

That’s part of life’s strange imbalance. 

One person experiences an event as a chapter. 

Another experiences it as an origin story. 

For me, Jodie became an emotional origin point for much of what followed: 

the guardedness, 

the compartmentalization, 

the fascination with controlled vulnerability, 



the search for emotional certainty, 

the attraction to emotional honesty inside discipline dynamics. 

Even RealOTK.com, indirectly, traces part of its emotional lineage back to her. 

That’s difficult to admit because it almost sounds unfair to every woman who came afterward. 

But memoirs are supposed to tell the truth, not manufacture emotionally convenient narratives. 

And the truth is this: 

heartbreak echoes. 

Sometimes for years. 

Sometimes for life. 

Especially first heartbreak. 

Especially when love and identity became intertwined before betrayal arrived. 

Even now, part of me still occasionally wonders what my life might have looked like had none of 

it happened. 

Would I have remained emotionally softer? 

Would I have trusted differently? 

Would spanking have remained fantasy rather than becoming central to my emotional world? 

Would I have approached love with less caution? 

There is no answer. 

And eventually you reach an age where unanswered questions stop demanding resolution. 

They simply become part of your landscape internally. 

That’s what Jodie ultimately became for me. 

Not merely a lost love. 

Not merely betrayal. 

A landscape. 

One that shaped the emotional terrain of my entire life afterward. 

Whether I wanted it to or not. 

Chapter Thirteen: Two Separate Hungers 



One of the hardest things to explain to people about my life is that my sexuality never felt 

singular. 

From the outside, most people assume attraction operates in one unified direction: 

romance, 

physical desire, 

love, 

sex, 

connection. 

One system. 

Mine never felt that way. 

From my earliest memories, it felt like two parallel forces operating side by side inside me. 

One was ordinary romantic attraction: 

wanting companionship, 

love, 

connection, 

affection, 

emotional intimacy with women. 

The other was entirely separate: 

discipline, 

spanking, 

authority, 

vulnerability, 

emotional surrender, 

catharsis. 

The two sometimes overlapped. 

Sometimes didn’t. 

That distinction shaped nearly every important relationship in my life. 

Especially because the discipline side of me could exist independently from ordinary sexual 

fulfillment altogether. 

That confused me for years. 

I could feel emotionally and psychologically fulfilled through disciplinary experiences without 

needing traditional sexual contact at all. 

To outsiders, that probably sounds contradictory or impossible. 



To me, it simply felt true. 

And because it felt true, I spent much of my life trying to understand what exactly I was. 

A fetishist? 

A paraphiliac? 

Someone psychologically imprinted during childhood? 

Someone biologically wired differently? 

I explored every explanation repeatedly over the years. 

None ever fully satisfied me. 

What I eventually realized is that human beings desperately want simple explanations for 

complicated realities. 

Especially sexual realities. 

But sexuality rarely behaves simply. 

Certainly not mine. 

The earliest roots of my spankophilia appeared before puberty entirely, which complicated things 

even further psychologically. 

That mattered enormously to me because it challenged many assumptions people make about 

sexuality developing later through conscious experiences or choices. 

My attraction formed before I understood sex itself. 

Before relationships. 

Before emotional maturity. 

Before dating. 

Before identity. 

It arrived almost like instinct. 

And because of that, I eventually stopped viewing it as something chosen. 

It felt more like something discovered. 

Or perhaps uncovered. 

Something already embedded deeply inside my nervous system long before I understood its 

implications. 



That realization carried both relief and discomfort. 

Relief because it meant I was not consciously inventing this part of myself. 

Discomfort because it meant I might never fully escape it either. 

For years, I tried mentally separating my ordinary emotional life from my spankophilia entirely. 

That never truly worked. 

Because even when the two systems operated independently, they still influenced one another 

psychologically. 

Especially after Jodie. 

The emotional devastation of betrayal fused itself into the same emotional territory where 

discipline, vulnerability, trust, and surrender already existed. 

That changed everything afterward. 

Sometimes I wonder whether my interest would have evolved differently had heartbreak not 

entered the equation so violently at nineteen. 

Would spanking have remained playful? 

Contained? 

Secondary? 

Or was it always destined to become emotionally central regardless? 

Again, there are no answers. 

Only patterns. 

And the older I became, the more interested I grew in observing patterns rather than forcing 

explanations. 

One pattern became impossible to ignore: 

many people carry parallel emotional systems inside themselves whether they admit it or not. 

People often publicly pursue one thing while privately longing for another. 

Security while craving chaos. 

Freedom while craving structure. 

Control while craving surrender. 

Love while fearing vulnerability. 



Human beings are internally contradictory creatures. 

I certainly was. 

The discipline side of my life often fulfilled emotional needs ordinary relationships could not 

reach. 

Not because ordinary love lacked value. 

But because discipline dynamics activated entirely different psychological states. 

Presence. 

Intensity. 

Clarity. 

Surrender. 

Catharsis. 

Emotional exposure. 

Sometimes those experiences felt emotionally deeper than conventional intimacy. 

That realization frightened me at times. 

Because culturally, we are taught to view romantic love as the highest emotional connection 

possible. 

Yet some of the most emotionally honest moments of my life occurred inside controlled 

vulnerability rather than ordinary romance. 

That forced me to question many assumptions about intimacy itself. 

What actually creates emotional closeness? 

Shared vulnerability? 

Physical affection? 

Trust? 

Exposure? 

Emotional honesty? 

I still do not know completely. 

But I know this: 

many conventional relationships contain enormous emotional distance despite appearing normal 

externally. 

Meanwhile, some unconventional dynamics contain startling emotional honesty beneath the 

surface. 



RealOTK.com exposed me to that reality constantly. 

Women often revealed hidden emotional truths inside discipline dynamics they had never spoken 

aloud anywhere else in their lives. 

And in return, I often revealed hidden truths about myself internally too. 

Not always verbally. 

But psychologically. 

Because every meaningful interaction forced me to confront aspects of myself repeatedly: 

my need for structure, 

my fear of betrayal, 

my attraction to emotional honesty, 

my compartmentalization, 

my unresolved grief, 

my desire to feel trusted, 

my fascination with vulnerability. 

Eventually I stopped seeing my life as divided between “normal sexuality” and “spankophilia.” 

That framework became too simplistic. 

The two systems had intertwined emotionally over decades whether I wanted them to or not. 

And perhaps the deepest realization of all was this: 

I was never really searching only for spanking. 

I was searching for emotional states. 

Certainty. 

Trust. 

Vulnerability. 

Release. 

Acceptance. 

Presence. 

Connection without deception. 

The spanking simply became the language through which those deeper emotional needs 

expressed themselves. 

That realization softened some of my self-judgment over time. 



Not completely. 

I still wrestled with shame occasionally. 

Still questioned parts of myself. 

Still wondered how differently my life might have unfolded under other circumstances. 

But eventually age forces a person toward honesty if they are willing to face themselves long 

enough. 

And honesty led me here: 

my life was never driven by simple lust. 

It was driven by two separate hungers running beside each other for decades. 

One seeking love. 

The other seeking emotional truth through vulnerability and discipline. 

Sometimes they cooperated. 

Sometimes they conflicted. 

Sometimes they became impossible to separate entirely. 

But both shaped me. 

And denying either one would mean denying the truth about who I became. 

Chapter Fourteen: After Siobhan 

There is a strange silence that enters a house after someone dies. 

Not ordinary quiet. 

Something heavier. 

A missing emotional gravity. 

After Siobhan passed away, I began noticing absences everywhere. Not dramatic absences 

necessarily. Small ones. 

A chair remaining empty. 

A habit interrupted. 

A conversation that no longer happened automatically. 

The sound of only one person moving through a house built for two. 

Grief reveals itself through ordinary moments far more often than dramatic ones. 



That surprised me. 

Movies teach people to expect grief as emotional collapse. Sometimes it is. But often grief is 

repetitive quietness. The constant rediscovery that someone is still gone. 

Every morning. 

Every evening. 

Every routine. 

And unlike heartbreak, grief carries no villain. 

That changes the emotional texture completely. 

With Jodie, pain came mixed with betrayal, humiliation, anger, confusion. 

With Siobhan, there was only absence. 

Pure absence. 

And perhaps because there was no anger to protect me emotionally, the grief settled differently 

inside my body. 

Softer. 

Heavier. 

More permanent somehow. 

For twenty-three years, she had occupied the role of emotional stability in my life. Even with all 

my compartmentalization and emotional complexity, she remained constant. 

That constancy matters more than people realize until it disappears. 

Especially for someone like me, who spent much of life emotionally uncertain beneath the 

surface. 

After she died, I found myself reflecting differently on our marriage. 

Not idealizing it. 

Not rewriting it into perfection. 

Just seeing it more honestly. 

I began recognizing how much emotional generosity she had shown me over the years. Far more 

than most people probably would have been capable of. 

She accepted parts of me that even I struggled understanding fully. 



That realization carried guilt sometimes. 

Because loss creates retrospective clarity. 

You begin replaying moments differently. 

Recognizing patience you once overlooked. 

Recognizing sacrifices you normalized. 

Recognizing love that quietly held your life together while you remained distracted by other 

emotional storms. 

I do not mean that I failed to love her. 

I did love her. 

But grief forced me to confront an uncomfortable question: 

had I ever fully allowed myself to belong emotionally to anyone after Jodie? 

That question haunted me for a long time after Siobhan’s death. 

Because compartmentalization becomes so natural after enough years that eventually you stop 

noticing it entirely. 

You think emotional distance is simply personality. 

Until loss reveals how much of yourself remained protected all along. 

After Siobhan died, I also noticed something else: 

the discipline world changed emotionally for me too. 

Not immediately. 

But gradually. 

For years, RealOTK.com and the women who entered my life through it had existed alongside 

marriage inside carefully managed emotional boundaries. 

After Siobhan was gone, those boundaries felt psychologically different. 

The structure changed. 

And without realizing it initially, loneliness began entering spaces previously occupied by 

routine and stability. 

Loneliness is a dangerous emotion because it disguises itself well at first. 

Especially in older adults. 



You continue functioning. 

Working. 

Talking. 

Living. 

But internally, silence begins spreading. 

I think many people underestimate how profoundly human beings need emotional witness. Not 

constant attention. Just presence. Someone existing alongside their life consistently. 

When that disappears after decades, something fundamental shifts. 

And perhaps because I had spent so much of my life psychologically analyzing vulnerability in 

others, I became increasingly aware of my own vulnerability after Siobhan’s death too. 

Age changes vulnerability. 

When you are young, vulnerability feels dramatic. 

Urgent. 

Romantic. 

When you are older, vulnerability often feels quieter. 

More existential. 

You begin realizing time itself has become limited. 

Relationships become finite. 

Loss becomes unavoidable rather than hypothetical. 

That awareness changes how a person experiences solitude. 

Especially after fifty. 

I found myself thinking more often about legacy. 

Meaning. 

Identity. 

Whether I had understood myself honestly at all. 

And strangely enough, the older I became, the less interested I grew in defending or justifying 

my sexuality intellectually. 

When I was younger, I constantly searched for explanations: 

biology, 

psychology, 

paraphilia theory, 



emotional imprinting, 

evolutionary ideas. 

But age slowly stripped away some of that urgency. 

Eventually, I stopped asking: 

“Why am I this way?” 

And started asking: 

“What kind of man was I because of it?” 

That question mattered more. 

Because sexuality alone does not define character. 

Behavior does. 

Integrity does. 

Responsibility does. 

How you treat vulnerable people does. 

And perhaps more than anything else, I wanted to believe I had carried responsibility ethically 

inside a psychologically complicated world. 

Not perfectly. 

No human being moves through life perfectly. 

But consciously. 

That mattered to me deeply. 

Especially after enough years witnessing how easily vulnerability can be mishandled by selfish 

people. 

Loss also changed the way I viewed love itself. 

When you are younger, love often feels connected to intensity. 

Chemistry. 

Obsession. 

Desire. 

Emotional urgency. 

But long marriages teach a different form of love entirely. 

Reliability. 

Patience. 



Endurance. 

Acceptance. 

Siobhan gave me those things consistently. 

And after she was gone, I finally understood how emotionally valuable stability truly is. 

That realization carried sadness because human beings often recognize the full value of things 

only after they disappear. 

Perhaps that is one of life’s cruelest patterns. 

Still, grief softened certain parts of me too. 

It made me less judgmental. 

Less certain. 

More aware of how temporary everything really is. 

The older I became, the harder it was to maintain simplistic views about people, relationships, 

sexuality, or emotional pain. 

Everyone is carrying something invisible. 

Everyone. 

Grief taught me that more clearly than anything else. 

And perhaps that is why, after Siobhan’s death, I began finally feeling ready to tell this story 

honestly. 

Not to shock people. 

Not to defend myself. 

Not to convince anyone. 

But because hiding parts of yourself for an entire lifetime eventually becomes exhausting. 

Especially once enough people you loved are already gone. 

At some point, honesty begins feeling more peaceful than secrecy. 

Even complicated honesty. 

Chapter Fifteen: What I Believe Now 



At fifty-four years old, I no longer believe human beings are nearly as simple as we pretend to 

be. 

Age strips certainty away from you gradually. 

When you are young, you want clean answers: 

good people, 

bad people, 

healthy desires, 

unhealthy desires, 

love, 

lust, 

truth, 

lies. 

Then life happens. 

Heartbreak happens. 

Marriage happens. 

Loss happens. 

Secrets happen. 

Loneliness happens. 

And eventually you begin realizing most people exist somewhere inside contradiction. 

I certainly do. 

For most of my life, I wrestled internally with the question of whether my spankophilia 

represented something meaningful psychologically or simply unusual wiring I happened to be 

born with. 

I still don’t know entirely. 

Maybe nobody ever fully understands the origins of their deepest desires. 

What I do know now is this: 

desire alone does not determine morality. 

Behavior does. 

Responsibility does. 

How you treat vulnerable people does. 

That distinction became more important to me as I got older. 



Especially after years inside emotionally intense dynamics where trust carried enormous weight. 

One thing I feel strongly about now is that vulnerability should never be exploited. 

Not emotionally. 

Not physically. 

Not psychologically. 

The older I became, the more seriously I viewed the responsibility attached to trust. 

Because trust is fragile. 

I learned that young with Jodie. 

Then learned it again differently through the women who entered my life afterward. 

People remember how you make them feel emotionally long after details disappear. 

That includes kindness. 

Cruelty. 

Acceptance. 

Judgment. 

Safety. 

Especially safety. 

And perhaps because I spent much of my own life feeling psychologically different from 

ordinary people, I became deeply sensitive toward shame in others. 

Shame isolates people. 

It convinces them they are uniquely broken somehow. 

But after decades of listening to hidden confessions from women across every imaginable 

background, I stopped believing normality truly exists. 

Everyone carries hidden contradictions. 

Some are sexual. 

Some emotional. 

Some spiritual. 

Some psychological. 

Most people simply learn which parts of themselves society rewards and which parts must 

remain hidden. 

I happened to build much of my life around one of the hidden categories. 



Would my life have been easier without spankophilia? 

Probably. 

Simpler too. 

But simplicity is not the same thing as authenticity. 

And authenticity matters more to me now than social comfort does. 

That doesn’t mean I romanticize everything about this journey. 

There were costs. 

Emotional costs. 

Relational costs. 

Psychological confusion. 

Shame. 

Isolation. 

Compartmentalization. 

And perhaps most painfully, the constant tension between wanting ordinary emotional peace 

while carrying extraordinary emotional complexity internally. 

That tension never completely disappeared. 

Even now. 

I think part of maturity involves accepting that some internal conflicts are not meant to be solved 

completely. 

Only understood more compassionately. 

That realization changed how I viewed myself over time. 

When I was younger, I often viewed my desires almost like evidence against myself 

psychologically. Something strange needing explanation or defense. 

Now I simply see them as part of my emotional architecture. 

Not the entirety of me. 

Not the definition of me. 

Part of me. 

That distinction matters enormously. 



Human beings become dangerous when they reduce themselves or others down to a single trait, 

desire, wound, or identity. 

A person is always larger than one aspect of themselves. 

I am larger than spankophilia. 

Just as I am larger than heartbreak. 

Larger than grief. 

Larger than RealOTK.com. 

Larger than loss. 

At least I hope so. 

The older I became, the more interested I grew in emotional honesty over social performance. 

That’s partly why writing this story began mattering to me eventually. 

Not because I expect universal understanding. 

I don’t. 

Many people will probably misunderstand parts of my life completely. Some will judge it. 

Others will reduce it into stereotypes because complexity makes people uncomfortable. 

That’s fine. 

People simplify what they fear or cannot relate to. 

But I also think many readers — even those with no connection whatsoever to spanking — will 

recognize something emotionally familiar underneath this story: 

the experience of carrying hidden parts of yourself through life while wondering whether anyone 

could fully understand them. 

That experience is universal. 

The details change. 

The loneliness doesn’t. 

And perhaps loneliness has always been one of the deepest undercurrents running through my 

life. 

Not because I lacked people. 

I had relationships. 

Marriage. 

Conversations. 



Experiences. 

Connection. 

But loneliness sometimes exists even in crowded emotional lives when parts of yourself remain 

hidden continuously. 

That’s one reason the discipline world became emotionally powerful to me. 

Inside those moments, masks often disappeared quickly. 

People became emotionally real. 

Vulnerable. 

Exposed. 

Honest. 

And honesty feels intimate in ways ordinary conversation often doesn’t. 

Especially after a lifetime shaped by betrayal and emotional caution. 

Do I regret the life I lived? 

That’s a difficult question. 

There are things I regret emotionally. 

Pain I caused unintentionally. 

Ways I emotionally withdrew from people after Jodie. 

Ways compartmentalization shaped relationships. 

But I do not regret seeking authenticity. 

I do not regret trying to understand myself honestly. 

And I certainly do not regret the moments where vulnerable human beings trusted each other 

enough to stop pretending temporarily. 

Those moments mattered. 

More than I expected they would. 

Especially now, at this age, when performance matters less and truth matters more. 

If I have learned anything through all of this, it is probably this: 

Human beings are not machines built from logic. 



We are emotional ecosystems shaped by memory, biology, love, shame, fear, longing, trauma, 

desire, and loss simultaneously. 

Most of us spend our entire lives trying to reconcile contradictory parts of ourselves. 

I know I did. 

And maybe that is the closest thing to peace I have reached: 

not solving myself completely, 

but finally accepting that complexity itself is part of being human. 

Final Chapter: The Man Looking Back 

At some point in life, a person stops asking who they are becoming and starts asking who they 

have been all along. 

That shift happens quietly. 

There’s no ceremony for it. 

One day you simply realize there are more years behind you than ahead of you, and suddenly 

reflection becomes less theoretical. 

More urgent. 

At fifty-four, I no longer look at my life as disconnected chapters. 

I see patterns now. 

Patterns that were invisible while I was still living inside them. 

The little boy who experienced arousal before understanding sexuality. 

The teenager who fused love and vulnerability together through Jodie. 

The young man emotionally shattered by betrayal. 

The husband trying to balance honesty, secrecy, love, and parallel desires. 

The disciplinarian listening to hidden confessions from strangers. 

The older man sitting alone after loss, trying to understand what all of it meant. 

They were all the same person. 

Just different ages standing at different points inside the same emotional landscape. 

For years, I viewed my life almost like a problem needing explanation. 



Why this desire? 

Why this wiring? 

Why this emotional intensity? 

Why this need for discipline, structure, surrender, vulnerability? 

Now I’m less interested in explanations. 

Age slowly humbles certainty out of people if they are paying attention honestly. 

I no longer believe every emotional truth can be dissected cleanly into psychology or biology or 

childhood experiences alone. 

Human beings are more mysterious than that. 

I certainly am. 

Maybe my spankophilia was neurological. 

Maybe psychological. 

Maybe emotional imprinting. 

Maybe all three. 

At this point, the explanation matters less to me than the life built around it. 

And when I look honestly at that life now, I see both beauty and damage intertwined together. 

That’s probably true of most lives if examined closely enough. 

The discipline world brought me experiences most people would never imagine. 

Conversations most people never hear. 

Emotional honesty many ordinary relationships never reach. 

It also brought secrecy. 

Compartmentalization. 

Isolation. 

Questions I spent decades trying to answer. 

Both things are true simultaneously. 

That’s another lesson age teaches: 

mature truth is usually contradictory. 

Simple narratives belong mostly to youth. 

The older I became, the less interested I grew in judging people harshly. 



Because after enough years listening to hidden confessions, you begin realizing almost everyone 

is struggling with something invisible. 

Loneliness. 

Fear. 

Shame. 

Regret. 

Hidden desire. 

Emotional wounds. 

The specifics change. 

The human condition underneath rarely does. 

Perhaps that’s why RealOTK.com ultimately affected me so deeply. 

At first, I thought I was building a place centered around spanking. 

Instead, I accidentally built a place where hidden humanity surfaced. 

Women came to me carrying secrets they had hidden for years. 

And in many ways, I was carrying my own. 

Not only the spankophilia. 

The heartbreak too. 

Especially the heartbreak. 

Even now, after all these years, I cannot honestly say Jodie stopped mattering emotionally. 

She did. 

She still does. 

Not in the way young people imagine love. 

Not obsessively. 

Not romantically. 

More like an old emotional scar woven permanently into identity. 

Some people leave fingerprints on your life. 

Others leave architecture. 

She became architecture. 



And maybe the hardest truth I eventually accepted is that healing does not always mean erasing 

pain. 

Sometimes healing simply means learning how to carry it without letting it poison everything 

else. 

I wish I had learned that younger. 

I think I spent many years trying to emotionally outrun wounds instead of understanding them. 

Compartmentalizing. 

Separating. 

Managing. 

Containing. 

But emotional truths do not disappear simply because they are hidden well. 

They wait. 

Patiently. 

And eventually age forces confrontation. 

Not dramatically. 

Quietly. 

A person reaches a point where pretending becomes more exhausting than honesty. 

That’s where I finally arrived. 

Not perfect understanding. 

Not complete peace. 

Just honesty. 

And honesty is strangely calming after a lifetime of hiding pieces of yourself. 

If there is one thing I understand now that I didn’t understand when I was young, it’s this: 

people are rarely defined by the parts of themselves society finds easiest to categorize. 

We are larger than our sexuality. 

Larger than our heartbreak. 

Larger than our wounds. 

Larger than our shame. 



But we are also shaped by them. 

Profoundly. 

The mistake is pretending otherwise. 

For years, I feared being fully seen because I believed visibility created rejection. 

Maybe that belief started with Jodie. 

Maybe it started even earlier. 

But fear of emotional exposure shaped enormous portions of my life. 

Ironically, I then spent decades participating in experiences built entirely around vulnerability 

and exposure. 

That contradiction still fascinates me. 

Perhaps part of me was searching for a form of honesty controlled enough to feel safe. 

A place where emotional masks disappeared intentionally rather than accidentally. 

Maybe that’s what discipline ultimately represented to me underneath everything else: 

structured honesty. 

A temporary place where people stopped pretending. 

Including me. 

Do I think I was broken? 

No. 

At least not anymore. 

Complicated? 

Absolutely. 

Wounded? 

Certainly. 

Different? 

Without question. 

But broken suggests something incapable of meaning or love or humanity. 



And despite all my contradictions, I loved deeply. 

I hurt deeply. 

I listened deeply. 

I searched deeply. 

That sounds human to me now. 

Not broken. 

Just human. 

And perhaps that is the final truth I have arrived at after all these years: 

every person carries hidden worlds inside them. 

Some worlds are socially acceptable. 

Others remain buried behind silence and shame. 

But they are there nonetheless. 

Desire. 

Fear. 

Loneliness. 

Longing. 

Contradiction. 

Memory. 

Entire emotional universes hidden beneath ordinary faces. 

I spent much of my life believing mine made me uniquely strange. 

Now I think it simply made me honest enough to notice what most people spend their lives 

hiding. 

Even from themselves. 

 

 

 


