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Prologue
 
 
Kayla Lourcy stepped unwillingly over the threshold of the orbital shuttle that would take her to the colony ship Jupiter. Something like a thousand old-fashioned shutter-sounds echoed from cameras that had no shutters, to capture the moment. Countless video recorders silently stored the footage that wasn’t footage.
Kayla had told Patrick McDowell that she wanted no press to record their boarding of the Jupiter. She had screamed at him, finally, right there in her own office where she had always, always kept her cool before, but he had patiently told her that unless she wanted to be tried in absentia for her role in her dead father’s malfeasance, she would let the government-media complex have its way. She would smile, wanly, and let Earth Network and its rivals Global Communication and Worldwide Broadcasting post the news on a billion phones, across the planet: Miss Lourcy and Patrick McDowell leave aboard Larry Lourcy’s ship, under a cloud of suspicion.
In creating the colonization program of which the Jupiter was now to be the final vessel—at least until the earth administration changed—her father, Lawrence Lourcy, had certainly done things that could have landed him in prison. And Kayla had participated. The fact that her father’s goals had been the noblest ever to grace a human intelligence, not just in Kayla’s and Patrick’s minds but in the minds of millions of other people, mattered not at all. Those millions weren’t running the planetary administration.
The Lourcy faithful had followed the news about Lawrence’s colonization program eagerly for more than twenty years. They still hoped that the colony on Draco would be the place their children would find refuge from the destruction mankind had visited upon Terra, their home. But they weren’t in charge of the courts.
Kayla herself shared their hope, and she knew Patrick, Lawrence’s chief engineer and senior vice president of design, did too. She just hadn’t wanted to leave now, with the administration breathing down her neck.
“Smile,” Patrick said, his brogue discernible even through gritted teeth, as he turned beside her, just inside the main hatch of the Jupiter. “At least you won’t have to see them for a long, long time.”
He had a way of finding reasons for optimism that Kayla found intensely irritating, although a part of her acknowledged that the cause of her irritation lay in the way those reasons always seemed, in fact, compelling. If Kayla wanted to be pissed off, Kayla would be pissed off, and Patrick could piss off, to use an expression from his homeland.
“I wouldn’t be seeing them today if you weren’t a jackass,” Kayla replied through a gritted-teeth smile of her own.
“Kayla! Kayla!” a reporter shouted. “How do you feel?”
Goddammit, why did Patrick have to pause in the doorway like that?
“We feel wonderful,” Patrick shouted back.
Sensing an opportunity, someone from one of the networks thrust a microphone at them. “Kayla,” a video reporter said, “what do you think your father would say if he could see you boarding his pride and joy, the Jupiter?”
Patrick opened his mouth, but Kayla had had enough of him trying to speak for her. He probably thought he was helping by silencing her, but these vultures had no right to triumph over her with their painful questions, and to get their viewing numbers from making her cry.
“He wanted to be on this ship,” Kayla said flatly. “I think he would have been on this ship if the unjust allegations made against Lourcy Industries hadn’t made his last years a living…”
Patrick put his hand over the microphone. “Kayla,” he said urgently in her ear, his Irish brogue strangely like a cat purring in her ear, “think of him. Don’t think of you, or me. Think of him. Think of everything he worked for, and everything he stood for.”
Kayla glared up into his infuriatingly handsome face. He was ten years older than she, and he seemed to wear that maturity in the slight lines around his eyes that even Kayla had to admit made him look wise, under the mop of light brown hair that was always tousled from the way he ran his hands through it whenever he was thinking, which was a great deal. Patrick, she knew, hadn’t had a completely sunny relationship with Lawrence; they had butted heads the way all hyper-intelligent men do when they’re committed to the same thing. But Patrick could have no idea how it made Kayla feel to have to think about what Lawrence had worked for (while ignoring Kayla) and what he had stood for (which was, apparently, very often, ignoring Kayla).
But she thought of his face when he had told her about the colonization program for the first time, when she was only three. He had come into the playroom, where Kayla drew pictures and played with dolls and, above all, built castles, under the care of her nanny. His face shone, he gave her an enormous hug, and he said, “The Saturn and the Mars and the other ships left orbit today, sweetie. Your kids are going to be safe.”
Kayla did cry then, for the cameras, and she turned back to the video reporter’s mic and said, “Really, I think he would be so very happy that Patrick and I get to live his dream, and go to Draco. Did you know that he called the planet Draco because I loved the stuffed dragon my mom gave me before she died?”
A perceptible ‘aw’ ran through the crowd. Kayla looked up at Patrick and saw that he was giving her a sad smile. It took all her willpower not to reciprocate with an angry glare, but instead to keep the dopey smile that had somehow happened to her face when she spoke about her parents.
Ancient history. Soon to be history that happened on a different planet.
“Good luck!” someone shouted, and then a hundred more people did. The klieg lights illuminated the tarmac of the air-and-orbit-port unnaturally, against the gathering light of a tropical dawn. Patrick put his arm around her and led her inside the shuttle, where they sat among the fifty other colonists who had already boarded, all of them between the ages of twenty and forty, fertile, and able-bodied otherwise as well.
“Patrick,” she said, as the shuttle taxied out to the immensely long runway required to get it off the ground, “are they sure you don’t dream in cryo-sleep?”
He looked at her, and Kayla realized, unhappily, that he could probably see the distress and apprehension on her face. He just knew her too well; he had already been a vice president at Lourcy when she had done her first summer internship there, during college.
“They’re as sure as they can be, I believe. It takes a long time to recover fully, but no one’s ever reported dreaming.”
“How long? To recover, I mean.”
“Well, the longer the sleep the longer the recovery, and the trip to Draco is the longest ever tried. They reported needing a full week of very limited movement, building muscles back, getting used to walking.”
“And we won’t age at all?”
Patrick shook his head. “You’ll still be twenty-five and I’ll still be thirty-five, as far as our bodies are concerned.”
“Anything else?” Kayla had been so distracted by her father’s final illness that she hadn’t ever had the chance to look carefully through the transmissions they’d gotten back from the Draco colonists, over the subspace link that had made the Draco mission possible in the first place: the subspace link could only be used on a planet, and it was immensely expensive to build and maintain, but without it Lawrence would have been dead decades, perhaps centuries before anyone knew whether there were humans alive on Draco.
“Well, it hits women harder than men, I’m afraid.”
“All women?”
“Most of them.”
“Not me.” Kayla stared out the window.
“Flight attendants prepare for orbital takeoff,” came the captain’s voice, as the shuttle finally turned, its immense rocket engines beginning to flare into deafening life under them.
“Kayla Lourcy,” Patrick shouted, “you have more of your father in you than you want to admit!”
Then nothing was audible but the roar, and Kayla lost herself in the growing pressure of gravity, back into her seat.



Chapter One
 
 
“She’s coming around,” a female voice said.
Kayla tried to open her eyes, but found she couldn’t. Nor did any light seem to be making its way through her lids, to indicate that her eyes still functioned.
“Good,” another woman said. “That’s twenty-two of twenty-eight.”
Twenty-eight? Twenty-eight what? Oh, God, are there that many out of fifty-two dead? The first expedition had only lost a single colonist to cryo-sleep.
Kayla tried to make a noise, and found that her vocal cords were functional, just barely, as if she were humming softly. She opened her lips and found them moist, though the effort of opening them cost her much more energy than she expected it to.
“Hum,” she said, softly and painfully.
“Hush, dear,” said the first voice. “Don’t take it too fast. Your eyes are bandaged, and in an hour we’ll take the bandages off slowly, in the dark, and then get you used to using them again, gradually. We just need to wake up all the girls first, and get you together in the processing room.”
With immense effort, Kayla said, “Twenty-four dead?”
“I told you to hush… Kayla.” The woman must have checked a list of names. “Oh,” she said in surprise, “you’re Kayla Lourcy.”
Kayla tried nodding instead of speaking. It wasn’t painful, at least, but her neck muscles seemed terribly weak.
“No, everyone seems okay, at first glance,” the woman said. “Oh, you mean because you heard Marjorie say ‘twenty-two of twenty-eight.’ She meant twenty-eight girls. You’re, um, going to find that the way things run on Draco is a little different than you were probably expecting. Just get used to being awake for now, okay?”
Kayla heard her footsteps recede from the side of the cryo-bed. Twenty-four men, not twenty-four dead. They had segregated the sexes? Why?
 
* * *
 
In the metal-walled processing room, a sizable space like a conference hall, they went through the painful process of recovering their eyesight—or that was how it felt to Kayla. She had last seen the room, the largest on the Jupiter, twenty-two years before, though of course it only seemed to Kayla like a few hours.
Marjorie, a woman of about forty, guided them through the process of removing the bandages. The first thing Kayla saw was a very dim light. It took a full minute before she could tell that that light was coming from the closed door, where a little illumination spilled around the jamb. Then Marjorie’s assistant Sandra turned on the lights very low, and gradually raised them until Kayla could see that she sat among the other twenty-seven female colonists of the Jupiter. They blinked, and blinked, and blinked, looking at each other with grave smiles and thumbs-up.
Finally, after a half-hour of that, the lights were fully on, and though the world still seemed fuzzy to Kayla, she felt fully human again, though terribly weak. Marjorie stepped to the front of the room, and waited for the murmured greetings among the women to subside at the sight of her official pose. Kayla kept to herself. Patrick had really been the only colonist she knew, and he wasn’t here because of this strange segregation.
“Good morning!” Marjorie said. “Down in Draco City, our capital and only city, it’s actually evening, but it’s definitely morning up here for you, since you just woke up. My name is Marjorie Leary, and I’m the senior matron of the administration.”
Kayla felt her brow furrow at the unfamiliar title.
“The men in your group,” Marjorie said, “were woken yesterday. They are already down on the planet. So—” she checked the tablet she carried, “—Heather Ross, Bella Gutierrez, Maria Maldonado, and Heather Salieri, your husbands are just fine. They had their briefing yesterday, and today they’re being presented with their career options. Things are going to be different for you ladies, however.”
Something in the way she said it with a hint of stern authority kept anyone, even Kayla, from raising her hand.
“I regret to inform you—though I have to say I don’t regret it all that much, so don’t run crying to me for sympathy when you get your bottom smacked because you bratted at your guardian—that gender relations on Draco follow a different pattern than they follow on Earth—at least the last time we heard from Earth.” Marjorie said this with such a grim air that Kayla instantly knew something had gone very, very wrong with the subspace link.
“I’m not going to candy-coat this for you ladies. Women on Draco are subservient to men.” She paused to let the little gasps and exclamations of disbelief fade away. “Everything went to hell, ten years after we got here. We lost the subspace link because a premenstrual woman, who happened to be the chief of engineering at the subspace array, closed a relay she should have left open. She blew out fifteen relays up the line, fused them solid. We had enough of the alloy we needed to repair two relays. The Jupiter—” Marjorie slapped the internal metal wall, which rang back a hollow sound, “—is carrying enough for two more. So far, we haven’t found what we need here on Draco to make any more. But I digress.”
The women in the room were murmuring now, trying to make sense of what they were hearing. Marjorie held her hands up for silence.
“This happened fourteen years ago. A political party that had already begun to gain a little strength, whose candidates supported a strong central authority and a traditional division of labor…”
Kayla couldn’t contain herself now. “Traditional?!” She stood up, feeling woozy from the aftereffects of cryo-sleep but determined not to show any weakness if she could possibly help it.
Marjorie walked calmly over to confront her. “Kayla, I understand how hard this is going to be for you—for you more than for every other lady here. But this is the way it is on Draco.”
“You cannot be serious.”
“I’m telling you that I’m serious, Kayla Lourcy. You’re not going to enjoy what happens if you refuse to sit down and hear what I have to say.”
“What?” Kayla asked defiantly. She had had just about enough of this ‘senior matron.’
“Sandra,” Marjorie said to her assistant. “Please get my paddle.”
“Your what?”
“Go to the front of the room, please, Kayla. Bend over and put your elbows on the table. I’m going to show you and every other lady here how things work on Draco, under the administration of Governor Leary, who happens to be my husband.”
Kayla, like all the other women, was wearing the standard issue colonist’s blue jumpsuit. Now she noted, though she hadn’t before, that Marjorie wore a dress—really a rather short dress, actually—of rather rough gray fabric, belted at the waist.
Sandra returned from, Kayla assumed, the shuttle that waited to take the colonists to the surface, carrying a long, flat object that seemed to be made of heavy plastic. Its face was pierced by several holes. She handed it to Marjorie.
“Kayla, please do as I’ve said.” The matron tapped her palm meaningfully with the paddle.
What the hell was going on? This woman could not be serious. Corporal punishment?
“You have got to be kidding me. I’d like to talk to Patrick McDowell, please.” Kayla tried to keep her voice even, but she could hear a little hysteria rising in it.
“I assure you, Kayla, that I’m not kidding. You’re going to be paddled, now. Your only choice is how it happens.”
Now Kayla was nearly shouting, with vocal cords that ached with the effort, after having been idle so long. “I want to talk to Patrick McDowell. You’re not going to do this, so you had better just calm the fuck down with your corporal punishment bullshit.”
Marjorie remained utterly, maddeningly calm. “We learned the hard way here on Draco that order and discipline are much more important things when you’re fighting the environment for your very survival than they are when you’re just making money off your rich daddy’s business.”
“How dare you?! My father drove himself to an early grave…”
Marjorie nodded to Sandra. Kayla’s voice trailed away at the sight of that nod. Sandra, who Kayla now noted was a very sizable woman of twenty or so, reached out and grabbed Kayla, spun her around, and twisted her arm behind her back. Kayla tried to struggle, but the weakness from cryo-sleep made her feel like she had about as much strength as a newborn kitten.
“What are you doing? I’m Kayla fucking Lourcy!” she screamed. Even as she screamed it she realized it was far from her proudest moment, but goddammit, she was indeed Kayla fucking Lourcy. Draco was named after her fucking stuffed animal.
“Kayla,” Marjorie said. “I understand how hard this is. I really, really do. But our lives here depend on our ability to trust that everyone will do what he or she has to do. Governor Leary and the planetary council have decided that in order to maintain trust throughout our society, public corporal punishment is a necessary evil. For women over eighteen, that means the paddle, outside their clothing. Are you going to put yourself in position, or is Sandra going to have to hold you down?”
Kayla could do nothing but stare back at Marjorie Leary, wild-eyed. To travel eighteen light-years and then to get paddled on her rear end within an hour of waking up from a twenty-two–year sleep seemed something she simply didn’t have an appropriate reaction for. She suddenly remembered asking Patrick about whether people dreamed in cryo-sleep. Maybe that was what was happening now?
“Put her in position, please, Sandra,” Marjorie said wearily. Sandra instantly began marching Kayla toward the front of the room. If Kayla had been able to process what was going on, she would have accepted the fact that she was about to be paddled and she would have gone unforced to the table, and perhaps retained a shred of her dignity. It all unfolded so fast, though, that Sandra had to push her fairly hard all the way until she pressed Kayla’s thighs against the metal tabletop.
Kayla finally managed to make her muscles stop resisting at that point. Sensing her compliance, Sandra let go and said quietly, “Elbows on the table, Kayla. Bottom well out for the paddle.”
“I want all you ladies to understand,” Marjorie said, as her voice approached, “that your husband or guardian will discipline you as necessary. Female government authorities like me also have that power, but their punishments must be witnessed. Sandra, please witness. Kayla Lourcy, ten swats for unruly conduct plus five swats for disrespect.”
“Witnessed, matron,” Sandra said.
Kayla looked down at the dull finish of the tabletop, feeling like her brain consisted of exactly the same sort of dull stuff. Nothing made any sense.
“Kayla?” Marjorie said.
It took her a moment to understand that the woman had addressed her.
“Kayla, I hope we’re not going to have a problem, going forward.” Now Marjorie’s voice grew much sterner. “Let’s try that again. Kayla?”
“Yes?” Why did she feel that even though her jumpsuit was still on, this woman had somehow bared her bottom just with her voice?
“You must thank me for punishing you.”
“What?”
There was no noise, nor any puff of air; Kayla guessed that the holes in the thick plastic ensured that. But suddenly a muffled thud sounded from the direction of her backside, and a sting coursed through her body.
“Ow!”
“That didn’t count, Kayla, because you haven’t thanked me.”
“Oh, God. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” Marjorie said, and then she continued the paddling. Every stroke landed in the same place, full across Kayla’s bottom-cheeks. Marjorie delivered them slowly, lecturing all the while.
“Kayla here,” she said to the women, “should serve as an example to you all.”
Even the first stroke had hurt. The fifth made Kayla cry out and start to squirm, bouncing her backside up and down a little to try to take away some of the sting. Sandra quietly counted the swats as they fell.
“Really, the paddle isn’t the worst part.”
“Ah!” Kayla cried, at the tenth. “I can’t! Ah!”
“The worst part is the humiliation.”
Kayla cried; she sobbed like a little girl. Kayla Lourcy, daughter of the founder, executive vice president of Lourcy Industries, sobbed into the metal table as the senior matron paddled her bottom to make an example of her.
“Fifteen,” said Sandra.
“You may go back to your seat, Kayla,” Marjorie said.
Kayla winced as she rose. She didn’t look at Marjorie. At first she thought the woman hadn’t been correct about the paddle not being the worst part, because Kayla’s rear end stung like ten thousand bees had decided she was their mortal enemy. Then she realized that whereas the last time she had walked among the colonists, as she went to lie down in her cryo-bed, twenty-two years—and four hours—before, she had held her head high and smiled grandly; now it wasn’t just Marjorie and Sandra’s eyes she couldn’t meet. As she moved stiffly back to her seat, where she perched on her hip to avoid the pain, all she could think was, Kayla fucking Lourcy just got a paddling, and there definitely appears to be more where that came from.



Chapter Two
 
 
Sitting in the little bedroom—more like a closet, really—assigned to him in the men’s dormitory wing of the Draco administration building, Patrick McDowell read the Draconian Basic Law, adopted by two-thirds majority in the plebiscite held twelve years before the Jupiter arrived at Draco. He read it in growing disbelief. To codify gender roles that way… it seemed to him medieval.
Exactly, he realized. The colony had been reduced to medieval conditions, and a medieval division of labor seemed right to them. More, it had made them feel like they were doing something about the problem. When John Leary, at the head of the values coalition, declared that a new era of prosperity could dawn on Draco if only the colonists would see that evolution itself had decreed that men and women were fit for different jobs, and that one of the jobs men were fit for was taking charge of their wives and daughters, the values platform had instantly gained a 55% approval rating in the polls. When the plebiscite occurred, in which women actually voted away their right to vote, bestowing it on their husbands and, for single women, on the new role called ‘guardian,’ the resolution had won handily, with 70% of the vote.
Patrick had to study the Basic Law and its history because he would be tested that day, in order to be admitted to full citizenship. He probably would have spent a few hours reading the materials they had pointed him to on the data-net even if he had come across them randomly somehow, back on earth, though; it was just such an incredible experiment in social engineering.
Two things appeared to have made it possible for the Basic Law to gain passage: the incident at the subspace link station and the way the values coalition had cleverly emphasized the ten-year sunset clause they had written in. The original law provided for its reauthorization at the end of ten years by another plebiscite, and the colony had apparently in fact reauthorized it two years before, with adult women given a full vote for the occasion.
There didn’t seem to be any doubt that PMS had in fact caused the de facto destruction of the subspace link. Jane Loggins, the chief engineer on duty that day, had a documented history of irritability that accompanied her monthly cycle. She had closed the wrong relay right after having a heated argument with a colleague about the staff refrigerator. Her own account of the incident made for riveting, horrifying reading. Being a scientist, and working with scientists, she had carefully recorded the facts of her behavior at different points of her monthly cycle in her journal. She had even written there, on more than one occasion, “I’m not sure I should be on duty today.” The values coalition’s greatest coup, and the key moment in the campaign to pass the Basic Law, had been Jane Loggins’ own endorsement of the movement.
It seemed to Patrick that taking away the vote had started out as a maximal position on Leary’s part, which he had probably intended to bargain away. But the Loggins incident, as it was known, had suddenly put that position within reach. One of Leary’s more extreme allies had given a speech in which he begged women to search their hearts and ask themselves if voting for the wrong candidate, or the wrong resolution, was really any different from closing the wrong relay at the subspace link station.
 
Whereas the colonists of the planet Draco face hardships that make certain freedoms to which modern people are accustomed unsafe to maintain, and whereas the colonists wish to secure to themselves first safety, and, later, prosperity, therefore be this basic law adopted and enacted as the foundation of good order on the planet Draco, this fifth day of January in the year 2187 of the Common Era, by Earth reckoning, and the year 12 of human life on Draco.
 
An article about the post of governor, which had far-reaching executive powers, followed. Then came an article about the governor’s council, which served as the colony’s legislative body. The specifications for the court system followed. Then the real innovations, if they could be called that, began.
 
By recommendation of the governor, and ratification by the governor’s council, all recognized forms of gainful employment shall be classified as appropriate either only to men or also to women. No woman shall be gainfully employed in a post designated as appropriate only to men. Forms of gainful employment designated as appropriate to women shall be further placed under the direction of a male agent of business, ordinarily the head of household in authority over the woman occupied in such employment. These forms of employment shall be further designated as ‘women’s work,’ and any remuneration for them shall be delivered to the agent of business.
The maintenance of discipline throughout the civil order being vital to the survival of the citizenry, the practice of corporal punishment shall be employed throughout the civil administration of Draco, and the planetary administration shall promote said practice for use in the homes of citizens. The foregoing notwithstanding, men are explicitly advised that the right to use any form of discipline acceptable to them, provided it do no permanent injury to the party disciplined, shall not be abridged by the governor or by legislation made in the governor’s council.
 
Patrick had already seen one of the posters that clearly traced their origin to this article of the Basic Law. It showed two photographs of a young woman, at a guess in her twenties. In the photo on the left, her cheeks were stained with tears, and she was shown in a medium-shot that suggested she was bending over something—a stool or the arm of a chair, perhaps. On the right side of the poster the same young woman was hugging a child close, with a touchingly maternal smile on her face. The caption was in block letters: SOMETIMES FAMILY HARMONY IS ONLY A SPANKING AWAY.
One of the questions Patrick had been told in his citizenship interview that he should expect to be asked on the test concerned the origin of this article, which was apparently called ‘the spanking article’ of the Basic Law. It had of course been highly controversial at the time of its adoption, but John and Marjorie Leary had given an interview together that won the hearts of the colonists, in which they revealed that John spanked Marjorie regularly, and that they both attributed the strength of their marriage to that practice.
The social disorder on Draco had been very severe at the time. The values coalition’s principal rival, the liberal progressives, had refused to concede that their demands for radical equality had anything unrealistic about them. The day before the Learys gave the interview, several hundred protesters, 70% of them young women, had been arrested when they tried to storm the administration building.
It turned out in the wake of the protest and the interview that most of the colonists were more than ready to embrace something new, especially since John Leary made it clear that part of the values coalition platform was that the government’s power stopped at each citizen’s front door. Patrick had to admit that the notion of keeping order so simply appealed to him as well. Jack Tatum, the official who had conducted Patrick’s citizenship interview, had told Patrick that guidance was readily available to him, should he wish it, on the matter of discipline in the home.
“But,” Jack had said, “that’s probably not something you’ll have to worry about all that soon—although we encourage men to get married as soon as they can find a suitable wife.”
Then came the article about guardianship.
 
At the age of eighteen, each unmarried woman shall be assigned a male guardian. A woman’s guardian shall be responsible for her conduct. He shall have authority to discipline her in any way he sees fit, so long as he does not cause her permanent injury.
 
Jack had pointed Patrick to a separate document, titled the disciplinary codicil, which defined the disciplinary rights of a guardian. It appeared that the only thing a guardian was forbidden to do was force himself sexually upon the woman for whom he had responsibility. There was a list of punishments that guardians were specifically and explicitly allowed and encouraged to use as well: spanking, strapping, paddling, and caning were the more familiar types of punishment there. There was also a section on forms of humiliation that the administration found potentially beneficial, and which Patrick imagined had originated in the Leary household. Astonishingly, they included the removal of pubic hair and the dressing of the fractious woman in diapers.
Another, rather propagandistic, document called ‘A Guide to Guardianship’ made it clear, though, that such measures were to be employed only in situations ‘in which ordinary disciplinary measures such as hand-spanking and belt-whipping prove ineffective.’ For the most part, the pamphlet said, the role of a guardian was to check in with his charge once a week, and help her in the process of courtship that would lead to her marriage.
If it were decided by the woman, in association with her guardian and, if necessary, the administration of the colony, that she was unsuited for the married state, she would at the age of thirty move into a facility called Lourcy House, which Patrick saw in yet another document was run by Jane Loggins herself. The women of Lourcy House, it appeared, were engaged in some of the professions not limited to men—research and art, most importantly. They lived under the authority of the head of the facility, leaving their guardians behind when they moved in.
Patrick thought of Kayla, not for the first time since he had learned in the men’s briefing aboard the Jupiter about what had happened on Draco in the twenty-two years they had been in transit. Part of him wished he could have been there to help cushion the blow a little bit, but really, how could anything have cushioned that blow?
He sighed. At the very least, he hoped to be able to use the influence it appeared he had by virtue of his position at Lourcy Industries to make sure she had a guardian who would be understanding.
There was a knock at the door of Patrick’s little room.
“Come in,” Patrick called. The door opened, and Jack Tatum poked his head in.
“Sorry to disturb you, Patrick,” he said. “We’ve got a bit of a situation with Kayla, and I’m hoping to consult with you.”
“No trouble at all,” Patrick said. “I don’t mind having a break from studying the Basic Law.”
Jack laughed as he came in and sat down on Patrick’s bed. “I know what you mean.”
“What happened with Kayla?” Patrick asked.
“Well,” Jack said as if not wanting to break bad news but knowing he had to, “she got paddled aboard the Jupiter.”
“You’re kidding,” Patrick said.
“Nope. Marjorie Leary thinks she’s going to have significant problems adjusting. Obviously we need to choose her guardian well, and we need to give him as much support as we can in figuring out how to help Kayla get used to her position. I’m afraid to say that Marjorie is inclined to assign her somebody with a very firm hand. What I’m hoping for from you is a couple of things. First, I’d like to make sure we keep you in the loop. Do you have any objection to reading over weekly updates from Kayla’s guardian?”
“Not at all,” Patrick said.
“Great. Thanks. Second, I’m hoping you’ll talk to Kayla and make it as clear as you can that she’s got to toe the line. If she doesn’t, she could end up in a very bad position—and I’m not just talking about having to go over her guardian’s knee once a week or more. The governor, as you can understand, is going to watch her case very closely. He’s not going to tolerate Kayla Lourcy trying to stir up trouble. You can see his position, I imagine.”
“Of course.”
“Thanks. I hope that between her guardian and you, you’ll be able to persuade her that there will be plenty of things she can do here that will make for a very nice life on Draco. It’s obviously not what she was expecting, but maybe it will help that she’s making her father’s dream come true.”
Patrick couldn’t help saying, “Lawrence Lourcy would be pretty unhappy about the Basic Law, though.”
Jack chuckled. “I don’t dispute that. But Mr. Lourcy was a bit more utopian than it proved possible for his colonists to be. He put way too much confidence in the ability of people to reach consensus when those people have to spend most of their time trying to keep themselves alive in conditions that were completely unfamiliar to them. And remember that the Basic Law was reapproved two years ago.”
“Just barely, right?” Patrick asked.
“That’s right,” Jack said. “And maybe that means we’ll have a new Basic Law in eight years’ time. Until then, though, Kayla is going to have to live Larry Lourcy’s dream according to the one we’ve got.”



Chapter Three
 
 
“Alright, Kayla,” the nurse said. “Up on the table, please.”
“What’s this examination for?” Kayla asked. She had been on Draco for three days now, and she was feeling a little stronger, but not very much. All the women of the Jupiter had had regular physicals from nurses on the first day, but this exam had been scheduled specially, and only for the single women, in and around their exercise sessions, and their informational sessions—classes, really—about life on Draco. They were housed in what Marjorie Leary had assured them was the largest building on the planet—the administration building, which apparently served as capitol, courthouse, hospital, and school.
“It’s a screening to make sure you’re cleared for sexual activity, honey.” The nurse was, like everyone Kayla had met so far, an original colonist: everyone on Draco had either come in the first ten ships, with their fifty passengers each, or were the children of those who had. At the indoctrination session that morning, Kayla’s second morning on Draco, they had heard that there were now four hundred eighty-six children of the originals, and that since the passage of the Basic Law, the fertility rate had tripled. Of the four hundred eighty-six, only one hundred had reached majority so far: part of the reason for the passage of the Basic Law had been the alarm many colonists felt at how few children had been conceived in the colony’s first ten years.
“What does that mean?” Kayla asked, once she had complied. She wore a blue hospital gown, with, of course, nothing under it. She had learned the hard way not to cross authority on Draco in any obvious way—her bottom was still quite sore—but she had no intention of being led blindly down the path of Draconian womanhood, the way it seemed all the other women from the Jupiter had no problem with doing.
“The doctor will explain,” the nurse said. “Feet in the stirrups, please.”
“Can’t I wait?”
“No, you can’t wait, Kayla. The doctor is a busy man.” She sighed. “Honey, we all know how hard a time you’re having.”
Kayla felt her face go red in shame and anger. Yes, fine, she was having a hard time—a very hard time—but dammit, they all needed to stop saying that. If life on Draco were anything like life on Earth, everything would be fine.
The nurse looked into Kayla’s eyes and gave her a kindly, if also a little frustrated, smile. “I voted against the Basic Law, honey, and I still am not a huge fan of it. I was a doctor back on Earth, and now I’m a nurse. But it works.”
“Are you married?” Kayla whispered.
“Mm-hmm.”
“Do you get spanked?”
The nurse laughed. “Now and then. Not often, and not very hard. Here’s the thing: having more social definition, if you will, really helps when you’re trying to keep people fed and alive.”
A knock came at the door, and a man entered quickly. “Why isn’t she in the stirrups?” he asked gruffly. He, too, was an original.
The nurse sighed. “Kayla here has a lot of questions, doctor.”
The doctor made an impatient little sound in his throat. “Kayla,” he said, “lie on your tummy for me, with your backside raised a little.”
“Why?” Hadn’t the nurse just told her to get her feet in the stirrups?
“I’m going to remind you why it’s important to do as you’re told when you’re in an administration facility.”
“What?” Kayla asked in disbelief. “You mean… spank me?”
“Yes, you silly, spoiled girl. Spank you.”
“But… but… you’re a doctor.”
He gave her a look that demonstrated that he was indeed a doctor, and that he wanted her to know she was wasting his time trying to pretend that he didn’t know what she needed better than she did. “Yes, young lady, I’m a doctor, which makes me very good at telling when a spanking is necessary. Please don’t make Lydia here—” he nodded to the nurse, “—call the orderlies to hold you down.”
“But that matron woman said that women got punished with the paddle over their clothes. And she said that only female—”
The doctor cut her off. “I feel sure she didn’t say only, Kayla. I feel sure you thought that was implied. Lydia, do I have authority to spank my patients if necessary?”
“Yes, doctor,” Lydia said.
“Do I have authority to spank them on their bare bottoms?”
“Yes, doctor.”
He turned back to Kayla. “Now please get yourself on your tummy, and raise your bottom for me. I’m going to bare it and spank it, and then you’re going to get your feet in the stirrups and we’ll proceed with the exam. Do you understand?”
He sounded frustrated with her, but not angry, really. Kayla felt herself starting to cry in her own anger. “You won’t,” she said, trying to sound firm but knowing she couldn’t manage it.
“Doctor?” Lydia asked.
“Yes?”
“I don’t think we need the orderlies.”
“No, you’re probably right,” he replied. “She’s still got cryo-weakness.”
Then, without further ado, Lydia was coaxing Kayla over onto her belly. The hospital gown, of course, instantly fell open, so that the doctor wouldn’t even need to bare her backside. Kayla tried to take that as a small victory, and failed miserably.
Kayla struggled a very little bit, but the cryo-weakness was real, and though Lydia did have to hold her down gently, because Kayla kept trying feebly to raise herself up and protest, the nurse had her on her belly and tugged at her hips to get her to raise them slightly, which seemed to make it much, much more humiliating—just as having Sandra tell her to push out her bottom, three days before on the Jupiter, had been the most shameful part of the whole thing.
How could she possibly be getting spanked again? She tried to remember that she was Kayla fucking Lourcy, but that had begun to seem inadequate to life on Draco. Even if she weren’t Kayla fucking Lourcy anymore, she would be again, or she would be someone better—someone who didn’t get spanked and humiliated.
Then the doctor put his arm around her waist and started to smack her bottom with his open hand. “Kayla,” he said, “listen to me.”
“Ow!” He spanked hard and quick, five times—ten. Having his masculine arm around her like that seemed to change the character of the whole thing in a way Kayla couldn’t define. She forced back the thought that Lydia had awakened in her—about how social definition could be helpful. How could this be helpful?
The doctor paused. “People like me are here to take care of you. Lydia is here to take care of you. Even Marjorie Leary is here to take care of you, as hard a time as you had the other day.”
Did everyone know about that? Of course everyone must. Kayla felt her face grow hot.
He held her tight around the waist, but he didn’t spank her again. “Here on Draco, we have to do what we’re supposed to do, or we’re not going to make it. The time I’ve just had to spend disciplining you is time I could have been helping another patient. Do you understand what I’m saying?”
What the hell was this emotion Kayla was feeling? Remorse? She bit her upper lip and shoved it down, but when she said, “Yes,” she did mean it, a little bit.
“Are you going to get your feet in the stirrups now?”
“Yes.”
If Kayla thought that the spanking had been humiliating, the exam was ten times more so. Once she had her feet in the stirrups, the doctor snapped on rubber gloves. Then he sat on his wheeled stool, between her legs, and brusquely lifted up the front of the hospital gown to reveal Kayla’s pussy. He looked at her down there and said matter-of-factly, though not without kindness, “Alright, Kayla, part of this exam is to inform you of administration policies regarding sex, and how they apply to you in light of what I find in my examination. So I’m going to start by conducting a visual and tactile examination of your vagina and your anus.” As he spoke, he spread lubricant on his gloved fingers.
Kayla bit her lower lip. “Okay,” she said, trying to be compliant.
“You’ve had gynecological exams before, I know,” he said, as he began to palpate Kayla’s pussy in a way that seemed unfamiliar and very, very unwelcome.
“Yes…”
“I’m afraid that this exam is different, because of the special requirements of the Basic Law.”
Kayla realized, to her horror, that the doctor was actually trying to arouse her, and unfortunately not doing a bad job of it. She made a little whimpering sound.
“Just relax,” he said. “I can see you’ve had intercourse, and are nice and open down here. One of the things we have to do today is take your sexual history. Go ahead and start telling me about how you lost your virginity.”
“What?” Kayla gasped. “What are you doing?”
Nurse Lydia said gently, “The public health policy of the administration makes it necessary for women’s sexual histories to be kept and carefully guarded.”
The doctor continued as he kept stroking her, now and then inserting a finger inside, clearly with the intent of arousing her much more than of examining her. “Children are such an important part of ensuring our future here on Draco that the administration has decided that as a measure to ensure family harmony, marriages will be screened according to women’s erotic proclivities. It’s been instrumental in bringing the birth rate up to pair men with high testosterone counts to women with strong sex drives.”
Kayla felt her fists clenching along her sides. It shouldn’t be arousing. It just shouldn’t. But something about the shame, the spanking, and the doctor’s anatomically informed skill, was making her body respond to this horrible ‘examination.’
“How old were you when you had intercourse for the first time?” Lydia asked. “It will help you relax for the doctor if you focus on that, as long as it was a positive experience. Was it a positive experience?”
“Y-yes,” Kayla stammered. “Oh, please…”
“I’m afraid this is part of my job,” the doctor said. He turned to Lydia. “Solid ten on contraction,” he said. She made a little note on her tablet.
“What does that mean?” Kayla asked desperately.
“It means your vagina is healthy,” the doctor said reassuringly. “When it’s time for you to have sex, you and your partner are going to enjoy yourselves greatly. To put it another way, from the administration’s perspective, you’re a catch. Now do please answer Lydia’s question.”
He reached for something in a drawer behind him, and Kayla saw the shape of it. “What’s that?” she asked in a panic.
“I’m afraid it’s just what you think it is, honey,” Lydia said. The doctor pressed a button, and the air was filled with a faint hum.
“You’re going to have an orgasm for me now, Kayla,” he said. “We need to make sure your arousal cycle completes properly, and we need to determine how far along you are toward multi-orgasm.”
“Have you had multiple orgasms, ever?” Lydia asked sympathetically.
Kayla shook her head.
Lydia smiled. “Best part of the Basic Law,” she said.
Kayla had focused on the vibrator, with its long part and its short part. She had only ever tried a vibrator once, and had found herself too embarrassed to do it again, even in private, but she still remembered the strength of the orgasm she had had.
The doctor laughed and gently rubbed the long part of the buzzing vibrator up and down Kayla’s pussy-lips, so that she cried out. “What? What’s… the best part?”
“The administration promotes multi-orgasm as a social policy,” Lydia said. “Why don’t you tell me about your first intercourse, now?”
Now the doctor had the toy—instrument, whatever—inside her, and the little part came up against her clit, and the words came out in a rush. “College… got fancy… fancy hotel room for—oh, God—me and boyfriend…”
“And how old were you?”
“Ah! Nineteen! Oh, please…”
“Did it hurt?”
“N-not very much. Oh, God, doctor, please, please…”
“What position?”
“Just, um, regular… missionary… but then… ah… he had me get on top…” At the memory, the lovely memory of Michael Fulton in the room at the Ritz, of riding his cock to the first sex-induced orgasm of her life, Kayla came.
And the way the doctor knew how to use that infernal vibrator, or maybe some effect of the weakness in her muscles from the cryo, made the orgasm so incredibly powerful that Kayla screamed in pleasure as she had never screamed before—though Michael had fondly designated her a screamer after they had made love at the Ritz.
And then he didn’t take the vibrator away, though she begged, “Oh, it… it happened… please…”
Lydia said, “We want to see if it will happen again, Kayla. Have you had anal sex?”
Just the question, the silly, shameful question, made Kayla come again. “No!” she shouted, gasping, in the midst of her climax.
“But you fantasize about it?”
The shudders began to leave her. “Yes,” she moaned.
The doctor shut off the vibrator. “Solid ten there, too,” he said. Lydia made a note. Kayla felt like she could barely even see them, her body was still shaking so violently from the two orgasms.
“I never…”
“I know,” the doctor said. “That’s why we do this exam. You can expect to have a lot of suitors, Kayla.”
“Wh-what does that mean?”
The doctor replied matter-of-factly, “You’re in the top tenth when it comes to sexual responsiveness. A lot of men with high testosterone levels are looking for that.”
Kayla’s jaw dropped. “But how will they know?”
“Your scores will be posted, completely anonymously, along with an outline of your interests, and you’ll screen the suitors with the help of your guardian. You’ll only meet the ones you think you might like.”
Kayla felt her cognitive function returning, under the stimulus of this horrifying, fascinating information. “So… it’s like a marriage market?” Her eyes felt as wide as saucers.
“I suppose you could call it that,” Lydia conceded. “But even the administration won’t be able to link these results with your name—only the suitors you select will ever know who you are.”
The doctor took out a plastic speculum. “I’m going to finish up your exam now, while Lydia takes the rest of your sexual history.”
Kayla’s head swiveled from him to the nurse. The clinical way they spoke of Kayla’s erotic life seemed to cast a humiliating sort of spell over her: life on Draco involved Kayla’s pussy and bottom being placed at the disposal of the colony’s greater good, their manner said, and Kayla had better get used to it.
As the doctor poked and prodded in the usual way—Kayla actually felt some distress that this part of the exam, the part that she had hated back on Earth more than nearly anything else in the world, now seemed reassuringly normal—Lydia continued to ask the most embarrassing possible questions.
“Did you have sex often with that man?”
“We… I mean, we dated for, um, four years.”
“Did you have sex often?”
“What kind of…”
“Kayla,” the doctor said with a sigh, “if I have to spank you again, I won’t hesitate.”
“Yes, fine, damn it. Um, yes, a lot.”
The doctor returned to spreading Kayla’s pussy wide with the speculum.
“Ow!”
“How often?”
Kayla gave a little sob. “Five times a week?”
“Were you faithful to him?”
“What?”
The doctor was putting the speculum in Kayla’s anus now. She felt her cheeks grow hot with shame, especially since she had just admitted to fantasizing about anal sex. As he opened her up there to look inside Kayla’s most private, most shameful place, she imagined, as she had so many times, what it would be like if a man told her he wanted to put his cock there. She couldn’t help wondering if the high-testosterone Draconian men who wanted to date her would tell her over dinner that they intended to fuck her up her aristocratic ass—after first having come in her pussy to help the birthrate, of course. At the mental image, she moaned, which made her blush even hotter.
“Did you have intercourse with anyone else while you were dating the man who took your virginity?”
Kayla stared at her. “I refuse to answer that. Ow!”
The doctor had given her a sharp spank on her upper thigh, while he still held the speculum open inside her anus. “Kayla,” he said, “please try to be helpful. It’s for your own good, and for the good of the colony.”
Kayla felt an angry blush rise. “Okay, yes, damn it. I had sex with another guy, once. I was drunk, and he was hot. Is that what you want to hear? I regretted it; I’ve always regretted it. It was Michael’s roommate.”
“Did you orgasm with the roommate?”
Kayla felt like screaming. How could this nice-seeming nurse be doing this to her? “Yes.”
“Did the roommate have you in any positions you hadn’t tried with your boyfriend?”
“How could you possibly know that? Yes… he… I wanted to try doggy-style.”
Lydia at last let her clinical demeanor fall a bit. “It’s a pattern,” she said.
“Oh.”
“How many partners after that?”
Kayla could breathe a sigh of relief. “None,” she said. “I didn’t have time for it, with my father dying and everything.” Lydia gave a sympathetic and, Kayla thought, approving smile. To her irritation, Kayla realized that that smile made her feel good.
The doctor said, “I’m sorry I had to discipline you, Kayla. You seem like a good girl, underneath your anxiety.” The doctor took off his gloves and dropped them in the bin. “Good luck in your life on Draco. I hope to see you again some time.”
Lydia squeezed her hand before she left. “You can go ahead and get dressed and go back to the women’s wing.”



Chapter Four
 
 
Patrick knocked on the door with the card that had ‘Kayla Lourcy’ pinned to it. After his conversation with Joe Moscone, the burly hydroponic farmer assigned by Marjorie Leary as Kayla’s guardian, Patrick knew what he had to try to do. He just had very little faith in his ability to do it.
Joe was a nice, easygoing guy, but he had made it clear to Patrick that Marjorie had indeed chosen him because he believed in using a firm hand.
“I’m not gonna lie,” he told Patrick. “I spank hard, and I don’t hesitate to use my punishment strap. I don’t think anything else makes sense. You need to tell Kayla that she’s not gonna get any leeway with me at all. If she puts a toe out of line, she’s gonna have a long session with my strap, and she’s not gonna be sitting down for the next couple days after that.”
“That sounds like you’ve done this before,” Patrick said.
“Yup,” Joe said matter-of-factly. “Before I married Frannie, eight years ago, I was the guardian for two girls who both got married. Since Frannie died last year, I’ve been taking care of two more—girls from the second generation. One of them is about to get married. The other will probably be with me a while; she’s going for an academic career and doesn’t think about men much.”
“Do you have to discipline them often?”
“Nope. The academic one—Shelly’s her name—I’ve never had to discipline at all. Only had to strap Kirsten once—that’s the one who’s marrying a truck driver in a month. Good guy, and a very good match in the bedroom.”
Patrick felt his brow furrow. Joe spread his hands. “Look, I didn’t make the Basic Law, but getting rid of some of the 20th-century romance nonsense? Not a bad thing, in my book. I think you’ll be surprised how much more honest people are about sex here on Draco. Frannie and I got matched up because we both had mid-range sex drives and we both liked to cuddle and spend time outdoors. I asked her out, we went on a few dates, we liked each other. We had eight wonderful years, and four cute children I’m looking for a nice girl to help me raise now.”
“Kayla?” Patrick asked, before he could stop himself.
Joe guffawed. “No! Not a chance! I mean, I haven’t seen her exam results yet, but I can already tell she’s too much woman for me.” Joe had met Kayla briefly right before he had coffee with Patrick. He turned serious then. “I have a feeling she needs a man who doesn’t just have a firm hand, but really wants to push her to achieve. She can’t be an executive here—not only because she’s a woman, but because we don’t really have executives on Draco. Managers, yes, but managers here are hands-on guys. They have to be, or they’ll be out of a job. I do think she can find some intellectual work to do, though, after she’s started a family with her husband and settles down a bit.”
They were sitting at the table in the little café in the lobby of the administration wing. Everything on Draco was a mixture of primitive and ultra-high-tech. The computers took absolute priority, after things like antibiotics and anti-bacterials. Coffee was low down on the list: judged a staple, it was planted in the hydroponic facilities where Joe and two hundred other men worked, but the beans were of course of the most easily grown, least easily killed, robusta variety, and Patrick already felt intense longing for the pure Arabian Mocca he had drunk daily on Earth. The drink was served out of enormous urns—no espresso machines, no blended drinks, no breakfast sandwiches. At least it was cheap, like all the staples: the Basic Law made for a very stable economy, it seemed. Patrick had been given twenty Draconian dollars, and he had been sure it wouldn’t go far, but the coffee was five cents per cup, and that made him feel so wealthy he had bought one for Joe.
“Where are your children now?”
“Oh, in daycare—and the two oldest are in grade school already. They’ve got fantastic teachers at the center. Frannie worked there before she got sick.”
Patrick pondered his next question, and finally decided that Joe was so forthright it didn’t make any sense not to ask it. “Did you spank your wife?”
He laughed. “Only twice in eight years—both times because she forgot to change the air filter in the garden. After the second time, she didn’t forget again.” Joe spoke the final words grimly. “First time was with my hand, over my lap. Second time I stripped her naked and bent her over the ottoman and strapped her until I was sure she learned the lesson. Every plant in that garden had died.”
Patrick swallowed involuntarily, imagining the scene: big Joe Moscone slapping his punishment strap against his hand, telling his wife to take off her clothes and get over the ottoman; his wife crying in fear, and then in agony as the strap fell upon her bare bottom over and over, until Joe had decided she had had enough.
Patrick wasn’t particularly happy to find that the thought of the corporal punishment of women aroused him as much as it did, but neither could he deny it, his scientific mind being accustomed to trying to take all the varnish off a fact so that he could examine it as closely as possible.
“What about the other stuff in the codicil—like shaving and diapers?”
Joe laughed again. “Not my thing. A few guys go that route, and I have heard that sometimes when nothing else will work, taking a girl back to childhood that way can put her on the right track, but none of my girls have needed it. They do say that Marjorie Leary was one of the ones who did, and that’s why it’s in the codicil, but they don’t talk much about it—in public, at least.”
Looking at Kayla’s door in the women’s wing now, Patrick tried hard not to picture Kayla in nothing but a diaper, and failed miserably. He knocked on her door again.
“Come in,” Kayla’s voice came through the door. Patrick opened it to find her sitting at the little desk, wearing the jumpsuit from the Jupiter, clearly having refused one of the simple rayon tunic dresses that, it seemed, every woman in the colony wore. Kayla’s room looked exactly like his own room on the men’s floor, with the exception that whereas in Patrick’s room a copy of the Basic Law had been posted prominently on the bulletin board, in Kayla’s, in the corresponding space, the powers that be had posted another of the graphics from the administration’s design office: a photo of a handsome, burly, bare-chested man, with the caption, Did you really burn dinner again? Looks like you’ll be over his knee tonight. Poor you, girl.
“Oh, God,” Kayla said. “Patrick. I’m…” Then she burst into tears as she got up and hugged him. “They… I mean, I met my… my guardian, and… and…”
“Shh,” Patrick said. “Shh, Kayla, it’s okay. It’s okay.”
Patrick got her to sit back down at the little desk, while he sat on her bed.
“God, Patrick. I mean, he’s not… he’s not… mean, or anything. But…”
“It’s okay. I met him. The administration want to keep me in the loop. I don’t think he’s a bad guy.”
“No, he’s nice. He really seems to… to want to help. But…”
“But you can’t believe that he’s responsible for you.”
“No. I mean… what does that even mean? Responsible? No, don’t answer that—they told all of us what it means, I guess. I just don’t want to believe it, or pretend that I think it makes any sense.”
“Kayla,” Patrick said, trying desperately to do the job the administration had assigned to him, “it does make sense. I understand that it doesn’t make a kind of sense that makes you happy, but this is where we are, and we’re not going to be going anywhere else.”
“I know,” she sobbed. “And really everyone is nice, and understanding, even that Marjorie Leary. But I went to business school, Patrick. I’m an executive. The thought that it’s against the law for me to do what I was trained to do… I mean, the nurse at that horrible exam was really a doctor, but at least she gets to do what she trained to do. I have to… I don’t even know. Get married. Start a family.”
“You say that like it’s a horrible thing.” Patrick couldn’t keep his own frustration out of his voice.
“No,” Kayla said. “No—I always meant to, you know, have kids. But look at that poster.” She pointed to the bulletin board, where the hunky guy waited to spank the girl who had burned his dinner. “When the government is telling you that you have to, and, apparently, sending you suitors and making you talk to your guardian about dating them. It’s just… barbaric.”
“It seems barbaric to you,” Patrick said gently. “And I have to say that I think of it as medieval. But think about it. Barbarian tribes and medieval villages had no margin for error, when it came to staying safe and ensuring the future. Neither does Draco.”
Kayla seemed to consider it. “But wasn’t that because of the terrible mother and child mortality? Draco has modern medicine, so they don’t need to reproduce as fast, right?”
“I have a feeling that the Basic Law isn’t going to be around for all that long,” Patrick admitted. “The population is going to explode, and become much more diverse, if the trend here continues. But from everything I’ve seen and read so far, they’re still right on the edge of survival: everyone has to pull his or her weight. The Basic Law saved them from becoming a space-age Roanoke; you have to understand that the huge majority of them are going to cling to it.”
“But what does that mean for me?” Kayla wailed.
“It means that you can’t get out of it, if you want to have anything like a good life here. They’ll paddle you, and cane you, and then send you to the work camp on the outskirts of the colony if they have to, to sew clothing and can vegetables. No jails here; they can’t afford them.”
“And if I refuse to work in the work camp?” Kayla seemed to be trying to pursue the idea just to get the worst out of the way.
“They would cane you until you did, as far as I can tell. They don’t seem to have a problem with that.”
“And if I still refused?”
Patrick grimaced. “I think they wouldn’t feed you.”
“Oh.” Kayla looked down at her hands, folded in her lap. “I didn’t want to come here, Patrick. I mean, I did, but really I didn’t.”
Patrick knew what she meant despite the nonsensical way she put it. “I know. You loved your father, and your father could be a right bastard. And you loved his dream, but you wanted your own dream to live.” He opened his arms. “Come here, Kayla. Let me hug you, okay?”
She looked up at him, her eyes fierce though there were tears in them. For a moment, Patrick thought she would refuse to let him embrace her, but then she got up and crossed the tiny distance. He closed her in his arms, covered with the rough, undyed rayon shirt all men on Draco wore, and held her tightly for a long moment. He remembered the expensive French perfume Kayla had worn to work every day in the executive suite at Lourcy, and he felt a pang of longing for home, but there was something about the clean, scrubbed smell of her now that gave him a pleasing sense of potential—for change, for growth, for innovation.
“Promise me you’ll try,” he murmured.
“I promise. Do you think I want to get spanked any more than I have been already? The stupid doctor spanked me.”
Patrick laughed. “Seriously?”
“Yes! You have no idea the way it is for single women here. I have to take a sex class tomorrow.”
Now Patrick was really laughing, and so was Kayla. He released her from the hug, and she returned to the desk chair, nodding with wide eyes.
“I’m not joking, Patrick. I got the notice just before you got here.” She passed him her tablet.
 
Dear Miss Lourcy,
Because of your results in your sexual exam, you have been designated a 1A spousal prospect. You are therefore directed to attend a 1A informational and training session on 15 March at 2 p.m., in the third floor training room of the educational wing. We hope you take this designation as a compliment: the administration sees 1As like you as a vital resource in the building of Draconian prosperity.
Your initial training session will involve discussion of the best attitude for a girl like you, with a high sex drive and an interest in adventurous eroticism, to take while selecting spousal prospects. In future classes, if your guardian decides you should enroll in them, you will also learn techniques for enhancing your partner’s pleasure, and your own. You should be prepared to remove your clothing in order to facilitate discussion and practice.
We understand that we ask a great deal of 1As like you, Miss Lourcy, but we have a scientific basis for these requests, and we know that as a 1A, the time commitment you make to your training will provide pleasurable benefits to you as well.
With thanks for your service to your planet,
Marjorie Leary, Senior Matron
Director of Sexual Education
 
Patrick felt his jaw drop. “That,” he said, “takes the cake.” He looked at Kayla, unsure of whether he should inquire further. “Um, do you feel…? I mean, do you think they’re right? About you being a… 1A?”
Kayla sighed and nodded glumly. She made a sour face. “Doesn’t mean I want to do it in the service of Draconian prosperity, though.”



Chapter Five
 
 
Five other girls were at the training session. Marjorie Leary, not at all to Kayla’s surprise, was their teacher. The room was a small gymnasium, more or less, the floor covered with mats and various kinds of gymnastics-looking equipment standing against the walls.
“Girls,” the senior matron said, “have a seat on the floor, please.”
Kayla looked at the other students. Two of them she recognized from the Jupiter: they had slightly dazed expressions that Kayla was sure matched her own. The other three she had never seen before: they wore the standard rayon dress called a ‘Draconian’ as if they had been wearing it all their lives, which they undoubtedly had, for they were clearly second generation colonists. Theirs were various colors, unlike Marjorie’s gray one; the new colonists had been told that they might dye their clothes themselves, at their own expense. The clothes themselves, produced in a few very basic styles, were free.
Had they lived all their lives under the Basic Law? Probably not, for they seemed about twenty years old, but, Kayla thought with distaste, they must not be able to remember a time when they weren’t made to feel that their bodies were at the disposal of men.
“Introductions, first,” Marjorie said. “You all know me, of course. What you don’t know, probably, is that I’m a 1A like you.”
The three second-generation girls giggled loudly at this. Kayla looked at them in wonder. They had expressions of admiration—worship, even—when their eyes rested on Marjorie.
Marjorie smiled at them kindly. “That’s why John and I have eight children, of course.”
More giggles, and now Kayla’s two fellow Jupiter colonists joined in the mirth. Kayla tried to smile, but she couldn’t do better than not scowling. “I think you’ll be surprised how much I can teach you, and how valuable what we do here today will prove to your future happiness. As you Jupiter girls know, the way we live now, here on Draco, is very different, where sex is concerned, from the way they live on Earth. But I promise you that if you work to accept your role, your erotic needs are going to be fulfilled much more thoroughly here than they would probably have been on Earth.”
Marjorie looked around at her students, meeting each of their eyes for a moment. She came to Kayla last, and Kayla found that this woman who had paddled her so severely aboard the Jupiter was, under the tough-as-nails exterior, clearly well-intentioned. That didn’t mean Kayla sympathized with those intentions, of course. She would find a way out of this, but for now she would play along.
“Alright,” Marjorie said, “there’s someone else here who you probably all know—even you seconds. Kayla, why don’t you go ahead and introduce yourself? Please also say something about how you’re feeling about the Basic Law. I want this to be a safe space, so feel free to express your real opinion.”
She couldn’t mean that, could she?
Kayla looked at the faces around the little circle sitting on the gym mat. “I’m Kayla Lourcy. My dad was responsible for Draco getting colonized. As you may have heard, I didn’t really want to be on the Jupiter, but the Earth government was going to throw me into jail unjustly. They wanted a scapegoat.” Kayla realized then that Marjorie’s talk of a ‘safe space’ was making her let go of her emotions in a way she didn’t like. She blinked back the tears and gritted her teeth. “Anyway. I’m here. And the Basic Law. Well, I’m pretty sure the whole planet knows about what happened on the Jupiter. I didn’t take the news well. But… that’s the way it’s going to be, I guess, and here I am, to learn how to have sex with the man the administration chooses for me.”
She spoke the last words intending them to be a joke, but they came out as bitter as Kayla felt them.
Marjorie gave her a sad smile. “As I’ve said, Kayla, I know how hard this is for you. I’m glad you’re here. I think as a 1A you’re going to have a life with your husband that you’ll really, truly thank the Basic Law for someday, but I also know that you can’t see that right now.”
Kayla looked at her, feeling her brow crease in puzzlement.
“Also,” Marjorie continued, her tone softening even more, as if to take the sting from the words she spoke, “although I’ve said that this room is a safe space, I must warn you, as a friend—if you’ll let me call myself that—that if you express the kind of sentiment you just did, outside this room in public, you won’t like the results.”
Kayla felt anger well up in her, and knew that the scowl she had been trying to keep off her face had forced its way on. She said nothing, letting her narrow eyes respond. She expected Marjorie to adopt a stern face in response, or even to threaten her with a paddling, but instead the senior matron just sighed.
“Kayla,” she said. “I wish you’d let me help you. Maybe you will, someday. But I know that’s not going to be today.” She looked into Kayla’s eyes for another long moment, then turned to the Jupiter girl who sat to Kayla’s left. “Your turn, Joanne,” she said.
Kayla had to admit that she found the three second-gens absolutely fascinating. They seemed like regular girls, girls Kayla might have known at home, but what came out of their mouths astounded her. For one thing, all three of them, Mary, Margaret, and Susan (old-fashioned names seemed very much a thing here on Draco) all gushed about how happy they were to have been ‘chosen’ as 1A. Kayla found herself exchanging puzzled looks with the other women from the Jupiter, Joanne and Tiffany, who seemed more compliant than Kayla when it came to the Basic Law, but the enthusiasm of these second-gens clearly took them aback almost as much as it did Kayla.
“My mom’s a 1A, too,” Margaret confided, “and she always tried not to get my hopes up, but I could tell that she really wanted me to find a husband like my dad. I mean, they have sex every night, so it just seemed completely normal, and I was really nervous that I’d have to settle for less.”
All three Jupiter women’s mouths hung open at that. Marjorie noticed and laughed. “You second-gens, look at our new friends.”
Mary, Margaret, and Susan looked over. “What?” Susan said. “What’s amazing about that?”
“Well,” Joanne replied, “um, on Earth I’m not sure any person anywhere would ever talk about their parents’ sex life like that.”
“Really?” asked Mary.
“Really,” said Marjorie. “The culture created by the Basic Law is very old-fashioned in some ways, but in others it’s far more open and enlightened even than space-age Earth culture.”
Kayla couldn’t help herself. “So you really are looking forward to having to serve your husband in bed and just keep having children and taking care of them?” she asked.
Susan said, her own brow creasing, “That’s kind of a strange way to look at it, isn’t it? I mean, I’m a 1A, so I want to have sex a lot. And I love kids, but the schools and daycare centers on Draco are the best places for kids to spend their days, once they’re a year old, so I’ll get to work on my craft—I throw pots. But, yes, I guess that’s fair. It sounds like ‘serving your husband in bed’ is something you don’t think is fun, but, well, it gets me really wet to think about it.” She giggled.
Kayla looked at Joanne and Tiffany. To her horror, they were nodding in sympathy. She shook her head, but couldn’t think of anything to say.
“Kayla,” Marjorie said. “I had a friend among the original colonists. She died a few years ago, but she tested as a 1A and she had some of the same trouble with it that you do. She never accepted that her body made her crave a kind of relationship that, intellectually, she found unacceptable. She ended up in Lourcy House, which wasn’t a bad life for her, really, but I was always sad that it had to be that way.”
“So I can go to Lourcy House?” Kayla said, grabbing at the straw.
“At thirty, if you feel that’s the right thing, in consultation with your guardian. Until then, your guardian will decide about your courtship.”
“What does that mean? If some ‘suitor’ wants to have sex with me, can he just rape me if my guardian says it’s okay?”
“No, of course not,” Marjorie said patiently. “But your guardian is permitted to discipline you to help you understand your duty when it comes to your sexuality and your marital status. And you are permitted to protest your guardian’s discipline, but you must not expect the administration to take favorably to making a change based on anything short of permanent injury. We choose guardians because we have faith in them. If you complain, you will probably get a guardian chosen because he’s an even firmer disciplinarian than the one you had.”
Medieval. That’s what Patrick had called it. And it really, really was. They would spank her until she had sex with the man her guardian thought was a good match. And Joe had made it very clear that he had a knee waiting for her, or even what he had called ‘my faithful punishment strap,’ if she ‘needed’ it.
“We have to be clear on this, sweetie,” he had said in a kind tone. “There are gonna be times when I know what you need much better than you do. I can already tell that a lot of those times, what you need is gonna be a trip over my knee for a bare-bottom spanking. That’s just the way it is.”
Kayla hated the way that made her feel—when he had said it, and now, thinking about it. There were cowardly flutters in her tummy, every time, at the thought of having to lower her jumpsuit—because she would be damned if she ever wore one of those rayon dresses—and her panties, and lay herself over Joe’s powerful lap so that he could bring his big hand down on her bare bottom until he thought she had learned her lesson.
Kayla had said experimentally, “Oh, come on.”
But Joe had replied, his face going stern, “Do you need a lesson right now, sweetie? ‘Cause I wouldn’t mind giving you one.”
“No,” Kayla said meekly, the flutters threatening to make her faint.
“No, sir,” Joe said patiently.
“No, sir,” Kayla whispered. Flutters. Another spanking was all she needed.
Marjorie was giving a little lecture on the meaning of 1A when Kayla returned her focus to the training session. “It doesn’t mean you like being punished. I have a feeling that’s what you second-gens think, though. Am I right?”
Kayla looked at them—they were nodding. They would probably have nodded at anything Marjorie said, though: she was clearly their heroine—even their heroin. At the thought of the pun, she snickered. Marjorie looked right at her, and Kayla felt bad. To her astonishment, she felt really, really bad for having snickered.
“Kayla?” she said.
“Oh, I’m really sorry… I just… I just thought of this silly pun, and I didn’t mean to laugh.”
She saw Marjorie’s eyes narrow, just a bit—not angrily, but in a way that suggested the older woman was re-evaluating Kayla a little bit.
“That’s alright,” she said. “This stuff can bring out a lot of uncomfortable laughter.”
Now Kayla felt grateful to her. Dammit.
“Anyway,” Marjorie continued, “part of being 1A is enjoying power exchange with a man, or even a woman, or a man and a woman, or two women—you get the idea, I’m pretty sure.” Kayla looked around, but no one seemed scandalized—and she herself wasn’t scandalized. In fact, the other five students were all smiling secretive sorts of smiles. Okay, yes, from medieval to kinky-progressive in no time at all.
“But no one likes getting punished, so if you were hoping that suddenly when you entered courtship you were going to start, well, I’m afraid it isn’t going to happen.”
Mary raised her hand. “Okay, but then why do my parents always have sex after my dad spanks my mom?”
“Excellent question,” Marjorie said. “And very much related to an essential aspect of what makes us 1A. Let’s kill two birds with one stone. We’ll take off our clothes now. When you’re naked, go get one of the wedge cushions and bring it to the circle, and lie back on it.”
Kayla watched the others—even the Jupiter girls—start to obey without any fuss at all. She paused, still sitting, just looking and trying to figure out what she wanted to do.
“Kayla,” Marjorie said.
Kayla’s eyes snapped back to the senior matron. Her dress was off, and she wore only a surprisingly lacy red bra and panties. For a woman who had borne eight children, her body was, Kayla had to admit, magnificent. Kayla found her eyes drawn to the V of her thighs, where the lace was shaped to accentuate the way that Marjorie had apparently shaved, or waxed, down there. The sight made Kayla gasp; she wasn’t a prude, of course, but something about the situation—seeing Marjorie in her sexy lingerie because Kayla herself needed to learn about how to a good girl in bed—seemed unimaginably hot, and very dirty.
Marjorie smiled at Kayla’s reaction. “Before I take my lingerie off, Kayla, I just want to ask you to think about how you feel when I tell you that John gave it to me yesterday, and told me I had to wear it today for this training session.” Marjorie turned and went to get one of the big wedge cushions, leaving Kayla to think.
Kayla didn’t want to think about that, so she found herself getting up and going for a cushion. The cushions were covered in a black plush fabric that felt sensual just in the very touch of it on her skin. The governor told his wife that she had to wear special lingerie. It was so… slight, so… innocent, even. And Marjorie had now taken it off, and she was simply, unabashedly naked, as were all the others. The second-gens had no lacy lingerie—just the standard issue white rayon briefs that were free, apparently, like all basic clothes. Could their guardians buy lacy underwear and tell them to wear it? That variation on Marjorie’s words presented another vision that Kayla found she needed to push away.
Kayla and the others from the Jupiter had all worn their shipboard white cotton, so as all six girls took off their underwear, the room looked a little like a locker room at a girls’ school, Kayla thought. The sight that succeeded that one, though, of seven naked women in a circle, their legs spread wide at Marjorie’s instruction, was not like that, except perhaps in a pornographic version of a girls’ school.
“Alright. I promised an answer to Mary’s question. While I give it, I want to see you girls masturbating.”
Kayla looked at Joanne. To her horror, she saw not shock on her fellow newcomer’s face, but amusement. Kayla looked at the second-gens across the circle. Their hands were already moving on their pussies, and Susan had put a second hand under her thigh to touch her anus. Her eyes, and Margaret’s eyes, were closed, but Mary’s were open, looking lustfully at the other women, clearly taking inspiration from their nakedness.
Kayla looked at Marjorie, and to her blushing dismay saw that Marjorie, too, had begun to play with herself, rubbing her fingertips up and down her pussy-lips lightly, as she looked right at Kayla. “Why does Mary’s father fuck Mary’s mother after he spanks her?” she asked rhetorically, and in a rather dreamy way. “Go ahead and play with yourself, Kayla, please.”
Kayla’s fists clenched at her sides. “You’ll be punished if you don’t—but not by me. Your guardian will handle you now, in such cases. You don’t want to go over his knee tonight, do you?”
Marjorie’s words were greeted by whimpers from all around the circle. They were… they were thinking of Kayla getting spanked, while they played with themselves! Kayla looked from one to the other, and they were all looking back at her. She had to put a stop to it… Kayla fucking Lourcy wasn’t going to get punished because she refused to masturbate—she would fake it.
She put her hand down, and found that to her horror Marjorie’s words had somehow made her pussy much more sensate than it had been in, well, a very long time. She moaned involuntarily.
“That’s it,” Marjorie said.
Kayla couldn’t help rubbing and moaning again, and then she closed her eyes, and she couldn’t stop, because she was thinking of the spanking she would get, sometime soon, for something.
“No one likes to be punished,” Marjorie repeated, “but the way a good man—a man who knows what to do with girls like us—punishes a 1A expresses not just his domestic dominance, but his erotic dominance as well. A man who governs you in bed, with his cock,” There were giggles at the play on words, in and among the sighs and moans of six masturbating girls, “almost always gets hard when he punishes you. As you get used to belonging to him, being a 1A means that you will be very happy that he wants you that way, after he teaches you the lesson you need; most of the time, you won’t want to have his cock inside you, taking you hard and fast, right then after he has strapped you or paddled you, especially if he takes your bottom, as is his right, and as many men like to do after a spanking.”
“Why?” gasped Susan. Kayla’s eyes flew open; across the circle, Susan’s middle finger was probing at her bottom-hole gently, now. The sight sent wetness flowing so greatly in Kayla’s own pussy that she was sorely tempted to do the same thing. Susan had asked the question that Kayla desperately wanted to ask.
Marjorie didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she gave a little whimper as she delicately put two fingers inside herself. Then she said, “Because it makes… him… feel dominant. And, as I said, the real answer is that a man fucks his wife… after a spanking, because he wants to, and not because she does.”
Kayla realized that she was coming: the terrible idea that when she was married, here on Draco, her husband, whether after a spanking or not, would simply have her, fuck her, take her, because that was his right, as her husband… even if he wanted to have her bottom. It pushed her over the edge and she cried out, hearing the others do the same around her.
“Very good,” Marjorie said. “We’re done. Now, there are also specialized classes that I, and some of the other 1As of the colony, teach. They cover specific ways of pleasing your husband. Your guardians now, and someday soon I hope your husbands, will decide whether they’re appropriate for you. This is the end of what we might call your basic training in what it means to be 1A.”



Chapter Six
 
 
The next time Patrick saw Kayla was a week later. Her muscle tone had begun to return, so they took a walk, clutching coffee from the admin café, as they both now called it, like every other resident of Draco. When Patrick realized that he had said, “Let’s get coffee at the admin,” and Kayla had made a face, but said, “Okay—it’s not like I’m ever going to have a half-caf no-foam again,” he knew that they were truly on their way to being real Draconians. They sat on a bench on the town green. The carefully planted trees were not tall—the oldest of them being only about fifteen years old—but they did make Patrick think of home, and they did provide a little bit of shade from the hot sun. Draco was a hot planet, and though that meant energy in such abundance that as long as they kept the battery arrays in order no one need ever want, and true prosperity was just around the corner, it also meant covering up, and lots of sunscreen, always.
Or staying indoors, which was most Draconians’ solution, since there was always so much work to be done. Still, there were a few other people on the town green, enjoying a little time off.
The terraforming had begun right here, and there was even a statue of Kayla’s father at the very center. The first vegetative ecosystem had covered 100 square kilometers, with the first hydroponics farms on the outskirts of that Zone 1, as it was called. The atmosphere had required extensive modification, and still wasn’t as favorable as it could be to plants from earth—which was why food gardens grew in domes, with air filters. These trees, and the thousands of others throughout Zone 1, had been raised on the hydroponics farms and gradually acclimatized to the different mix of gases in the terraformed atmosphere. The grass on the town green was the result of ten years of composting in the farms; it had been planted three years before and was still the only open-air grass on Draco, though Zones 3 and 4, spreading out in concentric circles from Zone 1, now had trees.
And at the heart of it all, the town green, next to the admin building. From it radiated out the first grid-laid streets, lined by the modular buildings with their boxy lightweight, ultra-strong titanium frames and their renewable wall panels, made of wood-pulp composite. There were a few nostalgic looking houses now, built in the log-cabin style with composite ‘logs’—Patrick had seen them as he had tagged along with an engineering unit as it made its rounds, while he tried to get a feel for how things worked. Those houses were far out in Zone 3, though, where their builders hoped to have real farms someday, when a critical biomass for such luxuries as heirloom tomatoes and roses was reached. For now, though, the families who lived there were all attached to the hydroponics farms in one way or another: growers, plant scientists, truck drivers who brought the goods to the distribution centers.
“I went on my first date yesterday,” Kayla said.
“Oh?” Patrick replied, though he knew about the date already, from Joe’s report. They had told Patrick that Joe would mail once a week, but it was actually closer to once a day. Joe was worried about Kayla.
“Guy named James. Rising star in the administration. Honestly, I just didn’t want Joe to even have to threaten to spank me,” she said glumly. “And James is really nice. I almost wish Joe had picked another one for me to start with, but James matched most of my interests—like folk music and economics—and Joe said I should just go for it.”
“The date didn’t go well?”
“Not really.” Kayla laughed. “I mean, at least he didn’t try to spank me. Though he did say that he could if he wanted.”
“What?”
“It was my fault. I wouldn’t shut up about the Basic Law, and how unfair it is.”
“So he threatened you? What a gentleman.”
“No, he didn’t threaten me. I actually made him admit that he could spank me, to prove my point.”
Patrick sighed. “Do you think you’re going to be able to stop doing that?”
“No,” Kayla said flatly.
“Joe’s going to punish you, you know.”
“For that? For what I did on the date?”
Patrick nodded. “He’s going to check with James, and James is going to tell him.”
“No, he won’t—he’s a nice guy. He said he felt sorry for me.”
“Well, Joe is going to figure out what happened. You can be sure of that. Even if James lies, which he probably won’t do.”
He looked at Kayla. She had drawn her feet up under her on the bench and was looking at Patrick with wide, fearful eyes. How could she seem so vulnerable, and yet be so infuriatingly intractable?
“Please, Patrick. Please tell him I’ll do better? Don’t let him spank me this first time. I’ll try—I’ll really try.”
“Alright,” Patrick said, looking out across the green at the buildings that made the place look so, well, alien. “I’ll do my best.”
 
* * *
 
But Patrick’s best wasn’t good enough. Kayla got spanked later that same day, when Joe came to meet with her at the women’s dormitory. Patrick met Joe on his way into the building, and said that he thought Kayla probably deserved some slack, and Joe said that slack was exactly what he didn’t believe in, and that was that.
“I think you should come with me,” Joe said. “I want to be sure she knows she can’t avoid a punishment by talking to you.”
So Patrick went, reluctantly. Kayla was waiting for Joe in the one of the little rooms where guardians met with their charges. Patrick noted instantly that a strap, a cane, and a paddle hung on a rack on the wall of the room. Other than that, and the three chairs, the room was completely bare except for one of the administration’s posters. This one actually featured a girl over a man’s lap, her bottom bare and her face obscured by her hair. The girl’s shapely bottom was already a little pink, and the man’s hand was raised. The caption was He knows how to find the best in you.
Kayla looked at Patrick hopefully, then at Joe. She clearly saw the grimness in his eye, because she turned back to Patrick now with fear written on her face. Patrick shook his head sadly.
“Kayla,” Joe said, “come here.”
“Why?” she asked, her voice quavering.
“I have to punish you, sweetie. It’ll just be over my lap, with my hand, because I know you’re scared. If you don’t try harder on your next date, though, it’s going to be the strap. You need to understand that.”
“But…”
“No buts, Kayla. We have to be clear about this. I brought Patrick so that you understand that as much as I respect him and his opinion about you, you’re not going to spare yourself any discipline by trying to get him to talk to me. I’m not going to add any to your spanking because you did that—but next time I will.”
Kayla backed into the corner of the little room. Joe sat in the high-backed chair clearly intended for the guardian. “Over my lap now,” he said. “Don’t make it worse.”
But Kayla just shook her head.
“Patrick,” Joe said, “could you go get her, please? Nice and gently.”
Patrick’s mouth felt very dry. Could he really go and get Lawrence Lourcy’s daughter, and bring her to this man’s lap for a bare-bottom spanking? He had to. Unlike Kayla—and undoubtedly because as a man his lot on Draco presented far fewer unpleasant differences to his lot on earth than Kayla’s did to her—Patrick could do what was necessary here in their new home. He stepped forward and put his arms around her.
“Shh,” he said. “It will be okay. You know why Joe is doing it.”
“No!” she cried. “No, I don’t! You have to make him stop.”
“Shh. Yes, you do.”
“Why?” Kayla started to cry.
Patrick looked at the administration poster and almost simply borrowed its words, “He knows how to find the best in you,” but said instead, simply, “You need it.”
“No, I don’t!”
Patrick began to tug her gently toward Joe. She resisted for a moment, but then she shoved him away and walked under her own power over to the big man in the chair, who reached out his hands to take her by the waist and guide her to his right side.
“Take the jumpsuit down,” he said. “You can pull down your panties when you’re over my lap.”
“Oh, please…” Kayla said, but she reached for the zipper of her jumpsuit at the same time. Patrick watched her blush get redder and redder as Joe helped her pull it down, taking no liberties, of course, but making it clear that he was in charge. Kayla was blinking back tears, as she seemed to try to find something to look at. Patrick was not among the things upon which she rested her eyes, though. As he sat down to watch her ordeal, he just hoped she wouldn’t hate him forever; he had tried, hadn’t he? The fact that he thought that maybe Joe had a point had nothing to do with it.
Kayla’s jumpsuit was bunched around her thighs now, revealing cute briefs of blue cotton that must have come all the way from Earth with her. Patrick wondered whether she wore them out of habit, or because she somehow felt attached to them. They definitely made him think of home, and of his own few relationships—of girls in blue panties and black panties; of sex in nice hotels and in his comfortable house in Seattle. Kayla started to bend over Joe’s lap. Firmly but patiently, he guided her over his thighs.
“Get that bottom high for me,” he said gently, and Kayla tried to comply, with a little sob. “Pull those panties down now.” Kayla reached back with her right hand and hooked her thumb in the waistband. She tugged them down on the right, and then on the left, revealing a pert little bottom that Patrick couldn’t deny he had rather wanted to see bare for quite a while.
“Kayla,” Joe said, “why am I punishing you?”
“What?” Kayla turned her head to try to look at Joe, but couldn’t crane her neck that far. She settled for looking up at Patrick, confusion in her eyes.
“It’s very important that you understand what I’m trying to teach you. Do you need me to tell you why I’m going to spank you, or do you already know?”
“I already know,” Kayla said miserably. Patrick was a little surprised at the resignation in her voice.
“What’s the reason, then?”
“I didn’t give James a fair shot.” That was interesting, Patrick thought. It was a much more honest analysis of the date than she had made to Patrick on the town green.
“That’s right,” Joe said. “I’m not saying he’s your future husband, but he’s highly compatible with you, and all you could talk about was the Basic Law, according to his account, which I have no reason to doubt.”
He started to spank her. It took Patrick by surprise, to see it just start that way. Joe spanked Kayla hard, five times in a row, across both of her little cheeks. Kayla clearly did not have a very high threshold of pain, for she started to cry out, and to kick and squirm, from the very beginning. Joe put his left arm across the small of her back and held her firmly, though, as he smacked her bare bottom.
“Ow! Sir… sir, please!”
Kayla’s bottom was already bright pink where her guardian had started her spanking.
“Should I have a reason to doubt James’ account?”
“Ow!” Kayla really squirmed now, apparently desperate to escape the punishing hand of her burly guardian.
Joe delivered six more spanks, alternating between right and left. Kayla screamed like a wildcat and struggled desperately against him, but she had not the slightest chance of getting free at all. Her arms flailed and her legs kicked, but Joe simply ignored them.
“Should I doubt what James told me?”
“No!” Kayla cried.
Joe spanked her thighs, right and left, six times in alternation, below her bunched panties, even as her legs kicked. Patrick shifted in his own chair, a little uncomfortably, not quite sure how happy he was about the raging erection the spanking had given him.
“Are you going to try harder next time?” He spanked five more times right in the middle. Kayla’s bottom was a blazing red, and her shoulders heaved with sobs.
“Yes, sir,” she cried. “Please stop! I’ll try so hard!”
Was Patrick imagining it, or was there an unfamiliar note of compliance—the compliance almost of a little girl—in Kayla’s plaintive voice?
“Alright,” Joe said. “Your punishment is over. You did alright for your very first lap-spanking, sweetie.” He tugged the panties back up over her bottom, stood her up, and gave her a big hug, while Kayla continued to weep quietly. Joe stroked her back tenderly as he hugged her. “Shh, sweetie,” he murmured. “Shh, it’s okay. I know what you need.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
The next time Kayla saw Patrick, she had just ruined everything that had been left to ruin. She had tried. Maybe she hadn’t tried very hard, but on the next date, with James again, she had not said anything at all about the Basic Law.
And Joe hadn’t spanked her. But James had decided that he wasn’t interested in a third date.
“Kayla,” he said, “in two, three years tops, I think you’re going to find a guy who’s going places, and you’re going to go places with him—as much as anyone goes anywhere on Draco. Administration, head of hydroponics, head of info-tech. You know what I mean. You’re famous, and you know it—and I’ve had fun, really, on these dates, because I knew I was going out with Kayla Lourcy.”
In her very best moment on that date, Kayla said, “You’re going places, James. I can see that.” She meant it, too. If she had actually been looking for a boyfriend, or even a spouse, she would have been way into James. Tall, dark, and handsome. Incredibly smart. Witty. Self-assured, without being clearly enamored too much of his dominance the way some men with his talents and education seemed to be.
“Yes,” he said simply. “I am. And if I could get in a time machine and go two years in the future, I might think that another date with you would be worth it, though I have a feeling my timing would still be off, and some other lucky alpha would have snapped you up.”
Did they actually call themselves alpha? Wow. But of course self-assurance was what being a so-called alpha was all about, of course. Snapped me up. Wow. It was undoubtedly a sign of some kind of growing assimilation that she didn’t throw her drink—a vodka and tonic, which was all Draco had to offer, unless you liked cheap wine or homebrewed ale—in his face.
She had hugged him at the entrance to the dorm, and gone up to her room in reasonable confidence that Joe had no reason to punish her. Her confidence proved well-founded, but the day after that second date with James had also seen the beginning of the way she ruined everything, for that was the day she met Melanie.
Melanie Foster was studying in the educational wing, in the upper-division program that corresponded to what Kayla had thought of as graduate school, to become a researcher on economic theory. Melanie was brilliant, and Draco, even Kayla could see, needed women like her very badly, to help build an economy under circumstances that were in some ways an economist’s dream (Draco as a sandbox with lots of toys) and in some ways an economist’s nightmare (Draco as a powder keg with people inside the keg along with the powder).
Melanie seemed to Kayla a beacon of hope, because the research-academic path was the only one that had been designated for women that appeared to give the slightest hope of autonomy. The very fact that fully three-quarters of the female researchers on Draco lived in Lourcy House as permanently single women under the authority of Jane Loggins seemed proof of that. Already, only a month into her new life on Draco, Kayla longed for the day she could ‘declare for Lourcy,’ as it was called. The very thought of it, of being able to honor her own name that way while she reclaimed her identity, made her life in the pre-research training program bearable.
In that program, Kayla had to refresh her memory on basic economic theory, which was frustrating enough in and of itself because her grasp of it had never been very strong in business school. She, also, however had learn all sorts of niggling little details about life on Draco like the approved ratio of compost to acreage for the growing of soy.
Melanie, five years her junior, was five years ahead in the program, and she already got to play with numbers like that, rather than just memorizing them. Kayla found herself idolizing Melanie.
The reason the trouble happened, though, was that Melanie idolized Kayla, too.
“You’re Kayla Lourcy, aren’t you?” Melanie said, the first time Kayla sat down in the cafeteria, hoping just to eat her imitation chicken in peace. Kayla’s first instinct was to be hostile to this second-gen, but the tone in Melanie’s voice seemed so adulatory, so soothing to Kayla’s bruised ego, that she smiled across the table and said with a sigh, “Yes, unfortunately.”
“Oh, my God—not unfortunately! You kept the dream alive after your father died and the government started to persecute you!”
Kayla smiled and laughed ruefully. “And I got my backside paddled as soon as I arrived here.”
“That was terrible!” Melanie said. “I couldn’t believe it! They say it was just because you said something about the Basic Law. Is that true?”
“Well, really it was because I refused to sit down.”
“Exactly, though, right? I mean, does every girl on Draco have to sit down if Marjorie Leary tells them to?”
Kayla felt the excitement rising. This girl seemed like a ray of hope. But maybe she was a trap?
“Apparently,” Kayla said, carefully guarding her tone, making it neutral.
“I’m Melanie Foster,” the girl said, extending her hand.
“Nice to meet you,” Kayla replied, taking it.
It was not a protest movement, Kayla quickly realized. The second-gens had grown up with the idea that their survival depended on order pounded into them day after day. But Melanie and her friends wanted things to change, eventually, she told Kayla.
“When we have a new administration,” she said one day, after they had been having lunch together every day for a week. “The Basic Law can’t hold on forever. Maybe it makes economic sense now, but if we really want the prosperity the Learys keep talking about, women can’t be baby factories. It’s biology, sure, but is it really nature?”
“No!” Kayla said. “No!”
“I want you to meet my friends. We have to start something up, right?”
Kayla hesitated, but only for a brief moment. She nodded. “Can they come to lunch? Or to the admin café?”
Melanie took out her tablet and started texting with her friends. “The admin café, tomorrow,” she said excitedly. “Two p.m.”
 
* * *
 
Kayla almost felt like her old self, crossing the lobby of the admin building, which was trumpeted as the largest enclosed space on Draco except of course for the hydroponics farms with their enormous greenhouses. She was going to a meeting; she would be leading the meeting, putting together a project team. They would start slow—do nothing dangerous, at least at first…
By the time she realized that Marjorie Leary was sitting with Melanie, it was much, much too late.
She tried to run anyway, but Sandra was there behind her, as well as three other second-gen associate matrons, possessed of powerful physiques. Kayla turned back around and completed her walk to the table in the café.
“Hello, Kayla,” said Marjorie. The worst part about it seemed to Kayla to be that Marjorie didn’t seem angry. Just disappointed, like a mother—a mother with a paddle that had Kayla’s name on it.
“Hi, Marjorie,” Kayla said. She looked at Melanie, who had clearly been crying. Melanie gazed back at her with an apology in her eyes.
“Have a seat, Kayla,” Marjorie said.
“Why? Don’t you just want to paddle me right here?”
“No, I don’t. Though I will if I have to, and that will be in addition to your punishment for encouraging Melanie here to spend her time so terribly unproductively, in trying to spread dissension.”
Kayla sat. “Well,” she said, “do I get sent to the work camp for this?”
Marjorie smiled. “No,” she said. “Not even close. You’re doing very well in your classes, and you’ve shown a little progress in your dating, according to your guardian. We’re going to handle this what I call semi-publicly.”
“What does that mean?” Kayla asked bitterly.
“Your guardian and Bill Hodge, Melanie’s guardian, are going to punish you together, in front of the girls Melanie invited to meet with you.”
“Oh, God. Please…”
“I realize that I could well be making a martyr, but I’m also delivering a stern example.”
“Two martyrs,” Kayla said, extending her hand to squeeze Melanie’s where it lay on the table.
Melanie clearly sensed that Kayla forgave her, and smiled wanly back at her.
“Your guardians have been contacted. You will be punished in the training room tonight at 8 p.m. Also, Kayla, you’ll be entering a special disciplinary program after that. Joe Moscone isn’t the right sort of guardian for that kind of program. After your punishment tonight, you will be going home with Patrick McDowell.”
“What? No—no, you can’t. He was my colleague. You can’t do this.”
“Oh, Kayla,” Marjorie replied. “Don’t be foolish. You know that’s not true.”
 
* * *
 
Sandra secured Kayla and Melanie side by side over the whipping benches, fashioned of course, like almost everything else, from wood-composite. They had been made to remove all their clothing in the locker room, and then to walk down the hall naked, trying to cover themselves. When they entered the training room, the five friends Melanie had invited, for whom Kayla felt very sorry now—though not as sorry as she felt for herself and for Melanie—were sitting on the mat, ten feet from the benches.
Upon each bench lay a rolled-up towel, and Sandra instructed the girls to lie so that the towels were under their hips. As she realized how the towel would raise her bottom for Joe’s strap, Kayla thought bitterly that every time she thought life on Draco had found a new depth of humiliation down into which to cast her, it always seemed to do itself one better: being on display for Melanie’s friends, her naked backside raised for discipline… surely there couldn’t be anything more embarrassing? She felt her whole body blush red as Sandra fastened the straps that would hold her down to the bench so that she couldn’t interfere with her punishment.
Melanie had started to cry as soon as Sandra told her to get over the bench, and Kayla’s heart went out to her. She had apparently never received more than a light hand-spanking from her guardian before.
Then the authorities entered. Kayla and Melanie faced the door, where they were bound to their benches, so that Kayla could see Marjorie Leary enter, followed by Joe, carrying his strap, and a grim-faced man carrying a cane, and finally, to Kayla’s horror, Patrick, looking equally grim.
“Patrick!” Kayla couldn’t help shouting.
“Silence!” Joe roared. He walked over to where Kayla lay tied over the bench. She had never seen his face angry, but it was angry now. Without any warning, he snapped the strap down across Kayla’s bottom.
“Ah!” Kayla screamed. “Oh, God, please… oh, I just can’t!”
Joe whipped her again. “I can’t tell you how disappointed I am in you, Kayla.” And again. Kayla screamed. Her bottom was an agony of fiery lines, and she writhed against the straps to no avail. She heard a few of Melanie’s friends gasp from behind her.
Joe turned to Marjorie. “I’m sorry, Marjorie,” he said, “for beginning early.”
“That’s quite alright. Bill, why don’t you get started, too. I’m sure Melanie and Kayla want to get it over with.”
Kayla looked at Patrick. He clearly was not enjoying the sight, at least. His face remained grim, with a hint of sadness in his expression, too. What did it mean that she would go home with him?
Suddenly Joe began to strap her again, and she felt her body squirming with the agony of it. To her right, she heard the swish of Bill’s cane. Then Melanie started to scream.
One of Melanie’s friends started to sob audibly.
“Girls,” said Marjorie from behind Kayla, where she had presumably gone to stand and address the audience with the two victims framing her dramatically. “I don’t think I need to add much to what you’re seeing here.”
Kayla screamed and screamed, and Joe just kept whipping her with the strap: in the middle, on each cheek, on her thighs, methodically and quickly, up and down.
“All I wish you to remember, girls, is that this is what happens when young women decide they want to try to bring change too quickly. Conduct unbecoming a young woman, is what we call it. It’s not a crime, but, as you can see, your guardians, who are responsible for you, will not take kindly to it.” Marjorie’s voice was hardly audible now to Kayla, over Melanie’s cries of agony and her own.
All Kayla could see was the door, and Patrick standing next to it, his back against the wall, not taking his eyes from the spectacle, but clearly not enjoying it. Kayla wanted to cry, “Help me, Patrick!” but she knew it would only do harm.
Joe stopped striking her at last, and the swishing of Bill’s cane fell silent.
She heard Bill say, “Melanie, have you learned your lesson?”
“Yes, sir,” Melanie sobbed.
“Kayla?” asked Joe. “How about you?”
“Yes, sir,” Kayla managed to get out, through her own tears.
It was over. Or that part was, at least. Kayla had never imagined anything could feel this bad, that was supposed to be for her own good.



Chapter Eight
 
 
“Alright, girls,” Marjorie said to the terrified little audience. “You may go.”
Patrick watched them file out, huddling together. Two of them were weeping uncontrollably, and the other three had tear-stained cheeks. He questioned the wisdom of Marjorie so brazenly challenging them to lionize Kayla and Melanie, but he had begun to sense in the senior matron a sort of deeper strategy than the simple application of force. He wasn’t sure what it was, but it seemed to Patrick to have to do with making corporal punishment so essential an element of Draconian female life that a girl…
Wait. Was that it? That a girl actually felt she needed it? Realized she needed it? He felt his brow furrow at the thought.
Well, he would certainly get the chance to put that idea to the test now.
“Bill,” Marjorie said. “Thank you for coming. You too, Joe.” Sandra began to unstrap the weeping, penitent girls on the benches. Melanie’s backside, from waist to knees, was striped by cruel red lines that grew in intensity from right to left; Bill had been standing over her on her right side. Kayla’s rear end had a different pattern: angry red curls over the same area that looked just as painful.
Bill helped Melanie to her feet.
“Melanie,” Marjorie said, looking into her puffy eyes, where the tears fell unabated at the pain of having to move after her harsh chastisement, “you have a brilliant future. We need you. But we need you to be a good girl, okay?”
Melanie only nodded in reply. Marjorie looked at Bill. “Take her back to her room and comfort her, Bill,” she said.
“I will.”
He put his arm around his charge, and led her to the door and through it.
Kayla was still lying face down on the bench. Now Joe helped her up, as she winced at the pain. He gave her a bear hug, though she did not return it, and kept her hands clasped in front of her.
“I guess this is good-bye, sweetie,” Joe said. “I’m sorry I had to punish you that way. I know you’re going to benefit from it and learn your lesson. I know Patrick isn’t going to go easy on you, but I’m sure that after a few weeks with him you’ll be right back on track.” He kissed the top of her head. “I know you probably don’t believe me right now, but I think you’re a terrific young lady.”
Joe released her from his arms.
“Thanks, Joe,” Marjorie said.
Joe shook Patrick’s hand and said, “Good luck. I think you’ll do great.” Then he left, too. Only Marjorie, Sandra, Patrick, and Kayla remained in the room. Kayla looked terribly vulnerable, standing trying to cover herself, her face nearly as red as her backside at having to be naked in front of him, Patrick was sure.
“Kayla,” he said gently, “stop trying to cover yourself, please.”
She looked at him with wild eyes.
Marjorie gave Patrick an approving glance. “Do as your new guardian says, Kayla,” she said sternly.
Kayla looked at Marjorie. “I don’t understand! Why is he my guardian now?!”
“Kayla,” Patrick said, “look at me, please.” Kayla obeyed, giving him the same wild-eyed stare again. “I requested the duty, when I heard what had happened. From what I’ve learned about how things work on Draco, I think I will be the best possible guardian for you.”
“And I agree,” Marjorie said. “So do as Patrick said, and uncover your breasts and your diaper area, please.”
“Diaper area?!”
“The program I’ve chosen, with Marjorie’s help,” Patrick said, “is going to involve treating you as a little girl until you learn to behave as a grown-up here on Draco. If you want to have any hope of getting out of diapers anytime soon, you’ll obey me right now. Little girls don’t have secrets from their guardians. You’re going to get used to showing me your body, as a sign of your understanding of how things will work in your life from now on.”
“No!” Kayla said. “No! No! No!”
“Patrick,” Marjorie said, “would you like me to have Sandra help?”
“No, that’s alright. Could you leave me alone with my little girl, please?”
“Certainly. I look forward to your first report.” She departed, followed by the silent Sandra, and then it was only Kayla and Patrick in the big training room. She still had her right hand across her chest and her left over the joining of her thighs, covering her pussy with the thatch of golden curls Patrick had gotten a cock-stiffening glimpse of when Kayla had lain down on the bench.
“Kayla, you’re going to have to learn to obey.”
“No. Why should I? Send me to the fucking work camp.” Tears shone brightly in her eyes.
“I’m going to hug you now.”
“Don’t you dare.”
Patrick stepped forward, closed the distance in three strides. Kayla didn’t move. He took her in his arms and just held her, for a long, long time. He had a feeling—a very strong feeling—about what would happen, and finally he turned out to be right: she took her hands from where they were covering her private places, wrapped her arms around him convulsively, and just sobbed.
Patrick rubbed her back gently and steadily with his right hand, merely letting her cry it out—the pain and the shame and the grief. The only other time he had ever seen her cry had been when Joe spanked her. She had not cried at her father’s funeral.
“Oh, God, Patrick,” she finally said. “Please don’t make me. Please just have them send me to the work camp. I can’t.”
“You can,” he said. “I know it seems weird, but I think you’re going to have to trust me. At the moment you don’t have any choice. Your guardian is the only one who can start the process for sending you somewhere else, unless the governor finds him negligent. And I promise I won’t be negligent.”
“But diapers?” Kayla wailed.
“Well, if you’re good for me, maybe I won’t have to put you in diapers.”
“Really?” Her voice sounded so eager to please that Patrick felt sure he was on the right track.
“Really. But what’s going to happen now—and it’s going to continue, so you’d better get used to it—is that you’re going to uncover yourself when I tell you to.”
“But why?”
“Because I’m your guardian, and you’re my little girl.”
“I’m not a little girl, you asshole!” she screamed.
“Yes, you are. The biggest part of the problem here is that you can’t admit it—but you will, and I don’t care how long it takes. For right now, we’re not going anywhere until you stand in front of me and show me your little breasts and your little pussy. You’ll sleep in a diaper tonight, and nothing else, if you don’t obey me now—I’ll restrain you, too, if I have to.”
Despite the lingering strangeness of having this kind of conversation with Kayla, Patrick also felt pleasant surprise at how naturally this way of speaking to her seemed to come to him. When he had asked Marjorie if he could take over guardianship of Kayla, he had been worried that he might not be able to muster the necessary sense of authority. He had also been very curious about whether Marjorie was right about what Kayla needed—and about Patrick himself.
“Let me be frank, Patrick,” Marjorie had said that morning, when she had consented to the request and told him she had been hoping he might make it. “You’re an alpha. It would make me incredibly happy if you and Kayla got married, but I know things don’t always work out the way they should, even here on Draco—perhaps there’s just too much history there, and whatever Kayla thinks of the Basic Law, and of Joe, right now, arranged marriage isn’t part of the deal. But whatever happens on a romantic or an erotic level, you’re well equipped to do the job I want you to do, according to your psychological profile. Kayla is a 1A. That means she has a lot of submissive erotic feeling that needs to be unleashed. She just can’t admit it—she needs a dominant man to take charge.”
An alpha. The terminology wasn’t foreign to him, and he had long known his talent for taking control of any situation that needed personal guidance, but he’d always discounted the idea that being some sort of wolf-pack dominant had any applicability to life in the space age. What Marjorie said, though, made sense to Patrick. To tell Kayla what to do, even when the command was calculated to humiliate her and to make her feel like a little girl, going back into diapers because she had forfeited her right to wear big-girl panties, seemed strangely natural to him. Also, arousing. But he had no trouble ignoring the hardness of his cock and taking care of Kayla on the emotional level she needed; that seemed to go with the territory.
She no longer clung to him as tightly as she had a moment before, and he released her from his arms and stepped back. He looked into her eyes, and watched her hands move convulsively, drifting toward their former positions, trying to cover herself up. Using only his eyes, he told her that she needed to obey him, and, at last she did: her face puckered with shame, but she slowly lowered her hands to her sides, letting him take his fill of the pretty sight of a naked Kayla.
So lovely: the perfect little breasts that he could never help noticing in her elegant dresses and cashmere sweaters in the office in Seattle, now bare to his inspecting gaze; the slim hips and the trim thighs; and the golden curls that didn’t quite obscure the tiny cleft of her pussy.
“Okay?” she asked.
“Call me sir, please.”
Kayla gave a little whimper of frustration. “Okay, sir?” It felt like an important test: to call the man who had once been her colleague ‘sir.’
There would be many more tests to come. “Kayla, I want to tell you that even though I’m not going to put you in a diaper tonight, when we get home I’ll be waxing you between your legs.”
A sob now, rather than a whimper, and Kayla’s hands both moved toward her pussy.
“Don’t cover up, Kayla,” Patrick said softly. “That’s the point. No cover at all: no grown-up hair there.”
“But why? It’s so humiliating!”
“Yes,” Patrick said. “Nothing else seems to have worked, and so humiliation is what I’ve decided you need.”
“You? Or Marjorie?” Kayla said the name of the senior matron as if she were spitting out a bit of rotten apple.
“I decided it. Marjorie has a great deal of experience in this area, but she made several different suggestions, and I chose this program.”
Kayla liked that thought even less, apparently. She made her mouth into a tight line, showing, Patrick thought, that it was worse to know that Patrick thought this kind of humiliation was especially well suited to changing her behavior.
“I won’t let you,” Kayla said.
“You don’t have a choice,” Patrick replied. “If I have to restrain you to wax you down there, I will. That will just make it more painful and humiliating, won’t it?”
“Oh, God,” Kayla whispered. She seemed to shrink away a little, and Patrick stepped forward and put his arms around her again. This time she yielded to the embrace and held him immediately.
“Trust me,” Patrick said. “I’m really sure that you’ll see things very differently soon.”
Kayla nodded against his chest. “Can we go?” she asked. “Sir?”
“Yes, little Kayla, we can.”
She made a sound in her throat, a protest that died as soon as it was born, at him calling her ‘little Kayla.’ Then she nodded, and let him lead her from the training room, down the hall to the locker room. She walked very stiffly, and Patrick could tell how much her bottom pained her. Joe had treated her with the utmost severity. Patrick hoped he wouldn’t be called upon to give that kind of punishment, but to keep Kayla safe he knew he might need to.
Perhaps he just needed time to work through his reaction to watching the discipline session. The heart-rending screams from the two girls had produced such contradictory effects in him that he could hardly say whether he might be capable of doing the same. The control Joe and Bill had exercised even as they were thrashing their young charges—he supposed he could do that. Really, he worried that he might be too lenient, if Joe and Bill were the standard by which he might be judged.
For now, he just wanted to help Kayla get past the beginning.



Chapter Nine
 
 
Patrick’s prefab house was in Zone 3, identical to the houses around it. It was Kayla’s first time outside the center of Draco City since she had arrived, a month before. After the women of the Jupiter had landed in the orbital shuttle way out in Zone 4, a big electric bus had brought them into Zone 1. She had been so traumatized by the first events of her arrival—the paddling from Marjorie Leary aboard the Jupiter, above all—that when she got planet-side, although she had looked out the window of the bus that took the new female Draconians from the landing strip into town, and had deposited them at the administration building, she now could not remember a single thing she had seen on the other side of the dust-scratched Plexiglass. The sight of a landscape with trees and no other obvious form of vegetation seemed at once alien and familiar. The trees were oaks and maples, and maybe beeches and acacia (Kayla was no botanist). There were also smaller fruit trees mixed in as well, but without the context of other greenery—grasses, bushes, weeds. The whole bioscape seemed to tell Kayla that she was eighteen light-years from home.
The houses were well spaced from one another and also well spaced from the trees, because as the terraforming effort moved into a phase in which the colonists would attempt to create weather, the possibility of high winds made it prudent to leave a healthy distance around the houses. That measure also aided in the gathering of solar energy from the panels that adorned every roof.
The house was not fancy, but it was also not small.
“Two things there is no shortage of here,” Patrick said, as he led Kayla inside, “are wood-composite and space to build. So everyone in 3 and 4 gets a mansion, even though the walls aren’t painted and the luxury appliances will be a while in coming.” It was a mansion on a single floor of course, like the largest ranch house Kayla had ever seen. It was much easier to assemble from the prefabricated sections of wood-composite that way.
“So every man gets a mansion?” Kayla asked as Patrick led her from the front hall toward the bedrooms. She did not really try to keep the bitterness out of her voice.
“Every man who lives in the outer zones,” Patrick answered, apparently having decided not to notice Kayla’s tone. “Zones 1 and 2 are more crowded, and the guys there live in apartments in low-rise prefab buildings. We drove past a bunch of them on our way here.” Apparently everyone in Zones 3 and 4 also got one of the little electric cars in which Patrick had driven Kayla home.
Patrick opened a door. “This is your room,” he said.
Kayla peered inside. The room seemed normal, until she noticed that a big teddy bear sat on the corner of her single bed. “Oh, no,” she said. “No stuffed animals.”
“Not optional, Kayla,” Patrick said evenly. “He’s there to remind you that you’re my little girl. When you get punished, he will comfort you, maybe.”
“I’m not going to get punished,” Kayla said, feeling acutely how petulant she sounded.
“That’s good to hear,” Patrick replied, smiling. “The bathroom is just down the hall. You’ll find a pair of scissors on the counter. I’d like you to grab a towel, sit on it on your bed, and cut your pubic hair down as short as you can. Then I’d like you to run the water for a hot bath. That should soothe some of the sting from your strapping, too. Come get me in my office when you start the water running. I’ll be supervising your bath.”
“You’ll what?”
“I’ll supervise your bath, and help you wash if I have to. I need to make sure that you stay clean.”
He said it with such a completely straight face that Kayla wondered for an instant whether Patrick had lost his mind. But just as quickly she realized that he couldn’t mean it seriously; it was, once again, all about the humiliation.
Patrick gave her a quick hug and said, “Little Kayla, I’m glad you’re here.” When Kayla didn’t respond, he said, “I know you’re not very glad to be here, but I hope before too long you’ll feel different.”
“No,” Kayla said. “I mean… No, sir. I know you want to help me. I’m ready to admit that it’s probably better than the work camp.”
“Probably better.” Patrick chuckled. “Well, that’s a start, I guess. I’ll see you in a little bit.” He walked off in the direction they had come, toward the living room, which his office must adjoin, leaving Kayla to begin her shameful task. She sighed and walked down the hall to find the bathroom, poking her head into Patrick’s master bedroom along the way, and having a strange lightheaded feeling when she saw his king-size bed. For when he’s married, of course. Why did that make her feel a little, well, jealous?
She found the scissors, of the standard hair-cutting kind, and got a towel. It was the same rayon fiber as everything else on Draco, but Patrick’s towels at least were fluffy, unlike the standard issue gym towels in the women’s dorm. Kayla stood for a moment, holding the towel against her face. Its softness pleased her, and suddenly, to her dismay, she wanted to hold the teddy bear on her bed. She hadn’t had a single stuffed animal since Draco the dragon. Her father didn’t bring them, and her nannies weren’t that kind of nanny. She realized she was blinking back tears.
Kayla pulled the towel away from her face and looked hard at herself in the mirror. She wore the jumpsuit from the Jupiter, having put it back on after her strapping from Joe, but she understood now that she would have to get rid of it soon. Not just because Patrick had this strange notion that by stripping her naked and baring her between her legs, he would somehow change the way she thought about the Basic Law. Because Kayla knew that wearing the jumpsuit represented a clinging to a life she could never have again, and it was time to move forward. Surely the two things—Patrick’s ‘program’ and her resolution to move forward—weren’t related?
She put the towel on the bed, back in her room, first having glared at the teddy bear to tell it to stop trying to make her hold it. “Looks like Draconians don’t mind allowing a few little luxuries,” she said to the bear, “like lacy lingerie, hair-removal wax, and teddy bears.”
But then she felt terrible for having classed the teddy bear as a luxury, because of course there were hundreds of children on Draco these days, and soon enough there would be thousands. As she thought about the absurdity of worrying that she had offended a stuffed animal, she stripped off the jumpsuit, and then her halter top and panties. She dropped them in the hamper that stood next to the closet, and turned back to the bed. She looked at the teddy bear again. For some reason, almost unconsciously, she put her left hand back to touch her punished bottom, where the soreness had abated, though the ride there in Patrick’s little car had been torture.
At the touch of her fingers, though, the sting came back to life. She didn’t know why at first, but she kept rubbing, somehow strangely enjoying the discomfort, as she looked at the teddy bear.
Kayla gave in. “Your name is Mr. Fuzzy,” she told it and picked it up. Then she sat on the bed and curled up, naked and little, in the same corner where Mr. Fuzzy had been sitting.
 
* * *
 
When she came to find Patrick in his office, she had another towel around her; the first one, covered in her lost golden curls, had gone into the hamper. Patrick looked up from his monitor and said without preamble, “Take the towel off, Kayla, and show me your diaper area.”
“You said…” Kayla answered. “You said you wouldn’t…” She felt panic rising in her chest.
“That’s right,” Patrick said. “But I want to make sure you remember that you’ve got a diaper waiting for you if you need one. Drop the towel.”
Trembling, Kayla obeyed, feeling even more exposed here in Patrick’s office than she had in the training room that afternoon. Something about being for all intents and purposes in Patrick’s power seemed to increase the feeling of bareness.
“I thought you’d like to know,” she whispered, “that I made friends with my teddy.”
Patrick smiled. “Oh, you did, did you?”
Kayla nodded. “His name is Mr. Fuzzy.” Suddenly she realized that the name she’d chosen was rather ironic, given the first thing that Patrick had commanded as part of his program from her. Kayla wasn’t going to be fuzzy anymore, in a certain area. Shocked at her own wicked thought, she gave a tiny little giggle, thinking of the sight of Marjorie Leary’s bare pussy back in that embarrassing training session.
If Patrick had noted any interesting resonance in her teddy bear’s name, he didn’t show it. “Come here,” he said gently. “I need to see how you did with the scissors.”
Kayla shuffled over, as Patrick turned his chair so that she could come and stand between his knees, covered in the rayon denim-like fabric that all Draconian men wore. He did not touch her, but he bent his head to look closely. “That looks fine,” he said. “Now I want you to straddle my knees, so I can see farther down.”
Then he did touch her, to urge her gently back so that he could close his knees for her to straddle as he had requested. The touch made her shiver, although his hands were not cold. Some sort of current seemed to flow in that touch. Did Patrick feel it? Kayla had managed not to blush yet, but now, as she moved her feet apart, shuffling them across the floor of the office so that she could show him more of her closely trimmed pussy, she felt the warmth rise in her cheeks.
That warmth flared to heat as she wondered for an instant whether he would pull her closer, and the heat in her face suddenly seemed to combine with the ache in her bottom from her punishment, to make her warm between her legs. Damn it, Kayla thought, not at all welcome, body.
But Patrick did not return his hands to her hips, and he let her shuffle forward, her knees held apart by his. Again he bent his head to inspect. Kayla found herself hoping, stupidly, that he wouldn’t breathe in, because she was sure if he did—when he did—he would know that she had gotten aroused. She held her own breath, waiting for him to say something humiliating, but he said nothing until finally he looked up with a little smile and said, “Little Kayla, you did a very good job. I want you to go back to your room and sit on your bed. Raise your knees and spread them, and wait for me to get the wax.”
She looked at him, their eyes for once on the same level, between his sitting and her straddling. Before she could even think about what she asked, she said, “May I hold Mr. Fuzzy, please?”
Patrick’s smile widened. “Of course you may.”
Kayla closed her eyes in embarrassment at how juvenile the question sounded. But as she shuffled back again, away from the strong, masculine presence of Patrick McDowell that now seemed to her almost like a heat source that warmed parts of her she didn’t really want warmed (did she?) she saw behind her closed lids Draco, the little dragon that had been all she had left of her mother. She pursed her lips and opened her eyes, but kept them downcast; she didn’t want to know what Patrick thought right now.
She turned and walked quickly out of the room. All she wanted at the moment was something soft and furry to hold, and if it couldn’t be Draco, she definitely wanted Mr. Fuzzy her new teddy to be in her arms when she went through the painful humiliation Patrick had decreed for her.



Chapter Ten
 
 
When Patrick entered Kayla’s room, holding the cloth strips and the little pot of wax in a dishtowel so that it wouldn’t burn his hands, he found her arrayed as he had instructed: her close-trimmed pussy lay open before him, between spread thighs, and she looked at him with wide eyes, clutching the big, soft bear to her chest.
“I’m proud of you for getting ready this way, sweetheart,” he said, protective affection rushing into his chest at the sight of her. He put the pot down on the bed, along with the strips for pulling out the hair. He had watched the video Marjorie’s assistant had provided several times, and practiced putting the wax on a tomato, peeling it off quickly and evenly. (Tomatoes were for some reason the hydroponics farms’ most successful crop, but they were of course of the hardy, tasteless variety—better for practicing your waxing than in a sandwich.) Kayla’s pussy would be different, of course, but Patrick was nothing if not a quick study.
Kayla looked at the wax nervously. “I’ve never done this,” she said.
“I know, sweetheart,” Patrick said soothingly. “I know how to do it, and I know the wax is at the right temperature. It will stay that way if we get this done quickly.”
He took the spreading paddle and made the first line across the top of Kayla’s little triangle of trimmed hair.
“Oh,” she said. “It’s not that hot, is it?”
“Nope,” Patrick said, smiling as he applied the cloth strip. “Hard part’s coming, though.” He ripped the cloth away.
“Ow! Patrick!”
“That’s the hard part.”
“You bet it is! Can you just wait a sec?” Patrick had already spread the second line, down the crease by her right thigh. He impressed himself with how well he stayed focused just on the wax and kept his eyes from lingering on the little slit, where—it was simply impossible not to notice—her adorable pink clit peeped out just a tiny bit.
“Nope,” he said. “We have to get this—”
“Ow! Ow! Ow!”
“—done before the wax gets too cool.”
Patrick actually turned out to be very good at it, and Kayla turned out actually to have a relatively high threshold of pain, which made him wonder about the way she cried when spanked or strapped. Was that about the shame? Yet another piece of evidence that Marjorie Leary was correct about her little-girl submissive nature. He watched her fists, buried in Mr. Fuzzy’s soft fur, clench and unclench, but after that second set of ‘ows’ Kayla just gave little grunts when Patrick pulled the strips off.
“Okay, over on your tummy, with your knees up and your bottom to me.”
“What? Why?”
“You know why. There are some hairs there.”
“Oh, please, Patrick.”
Patrick looked down at the pot of wax, fearing what he saw there. It had cooled, and he would have to reheat it now.
He sighed. “I need to go put this back in the microwave,” he said. “I want you in the position I asked for when I come back, or I’m going to spank you, sore bottom or no sore bottom.”
Kayla gave a whimper at the thought of a spanking and said, “Okay, sir.” As he left to reheat the wax, she began to turn over.
Patrick felt prepared to spank Kayla if he needed to, and even to restrain her as he had already threatened several times. What Patrick felt completely unprepared for, though, was the way his cock leapt at the sight that awaited him when he returned with the reheated pot of wax.
Beautiful Kayla Lourcy, naked, and clutching a teddy bear to her chest as she looked back at him with her big blue eyes. Kayla Lourcy’s whipped bottom, presented for his inspection and baring, submissively upraised. Kayla Lourcy’s now bare, pink pussy, its coral inner lips hinting at their presence like an invitation to teach her about all the things a dominant man likes best. Kayla Lourcy’s adorable little anus, a cute toy for an alpha to play with so very naughtily.
His dominance seemed to sing in his veins, to rise in a wave that engulfed cock, heart, and head. It wasn’t that he wanted to violate Kayla; what made him so hard he thought he might burst through his pants was that she belonged to him, for the moment. Patrick was responsible for her, and he had a duty to control her, to teach her, to train her. Even if not the slightest erotic touch ever passed between them, Patrick’s own innate appetite to have Kayla at his disposal would keep the flame of his lust burning brightly.
If this thing with Kayla didn’t go in an erotic direction, though, Patrick knew, once Kayla had been seen to in one way or another, he would have to find a suitable bride. He already felt immense gratitude to Marjorie Leary for helping him understand how important this—this component of dominance, in his desires—really was to him.
As he approached the beautiful backside Kayla offered, and as he quickly applied the last strips of wax on either side of her delectable rear cleavage, being careful not to touch the raised welts that covered her pert bottom-cheeks, though, he could not stop thinking about what it would be like to fuck Kayla Lourcy. Not only that, but also what it would be like to hold her, the way he had held her in the training room where she had been whipped, until she yielded and showed him the soft side of her nature that now made her clutch her teddy so tightly while her guardian bared her completely between her legs, in her most private places.
At last he ripped the final two strips away. Kayla gave a tiny cry at the feeling and said, “Am I done, sir?”
“Yes,” Patrick said. “You look pretty as a picture.” He got up and opened a drawer in the little desk he had put there for Kayla to continue her studies. He took out the hand mirror and the little bottle of moisturizing lotion he had put there, at Marjorie Leary’s persuasive suggestion. “Turn and sit on your bottom again. You’re going to take a good look at yourself, while you put some lotion on your pussy and your bottom, to soothe them after the waxing.”
“Oh, no,” Kayla said, seeing the mirror and realizing instantly what Patrick intended to have her do.
Patrick shifted the mirror to his left hand, and gave her a sharp smack on her well-punished right bottom-cheek.
“Do as I say, little Kayla,” he said.
“Ow! Patrick… Sir! Please!”
Patrick spanked her again, on the same cheek.
“Oh, God.” Kayla squirmed and escaped into the far corner of the bed, turning to face Patrick, but with her knees drawn up and holding Mr. Fuzzy in front of her like a shield. “Please, sir, don’t make me.”
“Now, sweetheart,” Patrick said, seeing the very mixed emotions in Kayla’s eyes. “If I didn’t already think this was an important part of the program, I would know it now. You need to see what you look like between your legs now, and you need to have me watch you while you do.”
Patrick put the mirror and the lotion on Kayla’s nightstand, and got up on the bed himself, moving deliberately so as not to frighten Kayla but at the same time to make it clear that he would use his superior strength to enforce this lesson. Kayla gave a little sob, but didn’t resist him as he took firm but gentle hold of her around her shoulders. He moved them so that he had his back against the wall and Kayla sat between his spread legs. He worried for a moment that she would feel his raging erection through his pants, pressing against her shapely bottom, but decided that she should probably be aware of it anyway.
He took hold of her knees and spread them, loving the feeling of dominance it gave him. Kayla didn’t resist him, but she murmured, “Oh, please” as she felt herself opened that way, here in Patrick’s lap.
“Get the mirror, sweetheart,” Patrick murmured in her ear. “Now we can both see how pretty you look.”
With a little sob, Kayla reached out to the nightstand and picked up the mirror by its white bio-plastic handle.
“Show me your little pussy, Kayla,” Patrick said softly.
“Oh, God.” The mirror wavered in the air.
“Show me, sweetheart. I can see how very pretty it is, but I want to see you touch it, and display it for me in the mirror.”
When Patrick had expressed skepticism about this exercise in his meeting with Marjorie Leary, she had smiled and said, “I don’t think you understand yet about what it means to a 1A that she has a little girl inside her. When you bare Kayla down there and have her show you, it will make her see herself—her eroticism and her whole personality, really—in a way that I think may take her by surprise and change her attitude toward a great many things.”
Patrick reached out and took Kayla’s left hand, which held the mirror, in his own. He couldn’t believe how aroused the scene made him, and suddenly he realized that Kayla’s breathing betrayed a similar excitement. When his hand touched hers, she trembled, the same way she had trembled in his office when he touched her naked hips. Slowly, he guided her hand, with the mirror in it, downward, until the hand mirror rested on the bed between Kayla’s thighs, and they could both see that Kayla had gotten very wet. The folds of her pussy shone a bit in the light filtering in through the window, through which the green of the trees and the brown of the rich compost made of Kayla’s bedroom a kind of airy nest of warm and cool colors mixed together.
“Oh!” Kayla said, as if the sight surprised her. Patrick smiled, because it didn’t surprise him. He had seen it several times, very recently—though he certainly didn’t think he could ever get tired of it. Keeping himself from touching her there—that was the challenge, and the strength of the urge to do just that did take him a little aback.
Patrick released Kayla’s left hand and reached out to get the lotion. “Have you ever looked at yourself this way?” he murmured.
“No… not even when…”
“When you had your grown-up curls there?”
Kayla shook her head wordlessly. Patrick flipped open the top of the lotion with his thumb. “Hold out your hand,” he said.
Kayla obeyed as if she was in a trance, and Patrick squeezed some of the viscous white stuff onto her fingers.
“Touch yourself now, sweetheart. From now on, you may only do it when I give permission, but I give permission now.”
“I don’t… I mean, I never, until they made me in that… class.”
“That’s alright. I think you’ll probably want to do it more from now on, though. Remember that little girls aren’t allowed to do that without permission.”
“Why?”
“Because they need to learn that their little pussies will belong to their husbands, to make babies in.”
“Oh, my God…” Kayla did touch herself, clearly moved inexorably to that permitted naughtiness by Patrick’s words. She rubbed up and down with her fingertips, applying the soothing lotion, whimpering at the feeling. Patrick found himself swallowing very hard.
“Sir…” Kayla whispered. “Do guardians sometimes touch their little girls here?”
Patrick swallowed again. “Sometimes, but… not today. Today you’ll show me.”
And then neither of them spoke again for a long time, because they were both watching Kayla show Patrick in the mirror: her pussy, with its cute little clit and the sweet, tender inner part; her bottom-hole that a finger could press against and just go in a tiny bit. Her pussy again, wetter and wetter, that more fingers could go in and move faster and faster, until Kayla closed her eyes, arched her back, and cried out, as Patrick held her tightly and Mr. Fuzzy watched from the other side of the bed.



Chapter Eleven
 
 
The new program at Patrick’s house had many strange things about it, but Kayla had to admit by dinnertime on her second day there that it did give her a way to feel she was working toward a life on Draco that she could bear, and even enjoy. Patrick dressed her in an oversized version of the denim overalls all Draconian children wore, over cute pink panties and a pink halter top. Maybe it wasn’t very little-girlish by Earth standards, but as far as Draconian fashion was concerned Kayla had to dress like a five-year-old, by the command of her guardian.
When he told her to put on the panties and the halter top, Kayla had blushed, but she hadn’t even protested so far as to ask “Why?” The humiliation of the previous day had made it perfectly clear that Patrick’s little-girl program, clearly with the approval of the administration in the person of Marjorie Leary, had two main points, and both of them were served by dressing Kayla as a little girl. First, as an unusual but effective punishment, for Kayla felt chastened and even a bit repentant when she saw herself in the mirror wearing the overalls; second, to tell Kayla that she had to behave like a grown-up if she wanted the rights and privileges of a citizen of Draco—even such rights and privileges as the Basic Law permitted to women.
Kayla was not a woman now; her guardian Patrick had returned her to little-girlhood so that she could grow up again and afresh, and do it better this time around. As Kayla sat at her desk and started to catch up on her work for the economics program, she thought of Melanie and wondered how she was doing. A moment later, a chat window from Melanie popped onto her screen.
 
You okay?
 
Well… mostly.
 
My ass is killing me. :(
 
Mine too.
 
And they sent you to Mr. McDowell’s house?
 
Yup, that’s where I am.
 
Is he being nice to you?
 
Kayla felt herself making the tiniest of sour faces as she typed back:
 
Mostly. I’m getting some kind of little-girl treatment.
 
Oh, no! You mean where you get shaved and diapered? I’m so sorry!
 
Did it happen often? Kayla wondered. It must.
 
Well, not diapered, thank goodness. Though I think if I’m naughty… Melanie, I feel like this was my fault. I’m so sorry.
 
Don’t be! I guess I did learn my lesson, because I’m not going to try to meet with any more potential dissidents. :) But some of us have to try, right?
 
Kayla felt a dismay wash over her. How could Melanie be so foolish as to write that, when it was clear that the fascist administration monitored everything?
But suddenly something in Kayla’s mind turned around. She didn’t know, in fact, that the administration did monitor everything. She and Melanie had certainly been guilty of conduct unbecoming young Draconian women, by the standards of their guardians. It didn’t necessarily have anything to do with the administration—indeed, she imagined it was probably another one of the girls’ guardians who had seen the message, and alerted Marjorie. For Melanie to write now to Kayla what she had just written, about trying, wasn’t going to bring dire consequences—Kayla could imagine that Bill might speak to Melanie about it, when he went through her chat log, but from what Melanie had said about Bill, he had been chosen as her guardian because he had a talent for fostering creativity.
 
Right! :)
 
Kayla thought that a new ability to view the logic of Draconian life from Melanie’s perspective seemed to have arisen somehow with her little-girl clothes, and the little-girl things Patrick had compelled from her. Maybe part of it was that the Basic Law treated women like children, but hadn’t Patrick proven to Kayla already that a part of her was still a little girl? She thought about the way he had made her show him her bare pussy, the previous afternoon, and of the strength of the orgasm she had given herself while sitting locked in his embrace; she thought of what she had looked like in the hand mirror and how a deep erotic craving seemed to emerge at the sight.
She shivered, looked down at her little-girl overalls, and thought about Patrick taking them off her. She shook her head to try to clear it of the vision as another message from Melanie popped onto her screen.
 
Gotta go. Can’t wait until you’re back here!
 
Me too!
 
But as Kayla thought about it, she wasn’t really all that sure she wanted to be back, right at the moment.
As that day progressed, though, some of the confidence she had felt in the morning about the meaning of the little-girl clothes and the waxing faded into a general discontent. Now she really did want to be back in Draco City with the other young women, working toward a career. She felt like she could pick up where she left off. Now that Patrick was her guardian, he wouldn’t pressure her on the dating, would he?
Patrick worked at the central monitoring station of the hydroponics in Zone 3, analyzing the efficiency of the algorithms they used to determine how to optimize growth and sustainability. Clearly, he had already made a big difference just in a month of work there; when, after Kayla spent the day working on a paper, Patrick got home at 4 o’clock, he had a big smile on his face, and he told her that he had got a promotion to vice-chief of engineering, one step below the chief of the station.
“And the chief is probably moving up the ladder to admin, so I could get that post, too. I feel like if I were in charge there I could accelerate the composting cycle by almost half, and we’d have a lawn in a year, instead of five years.” He looked at Kayla, and Kayla could tell that he saw that her face was sad. “What’s wrong, sweetheart? I mean, isn’t having a lawn more quickly something worth celebrating?”
He adopted a self-mocking tone that Kayla thought must be intended to cheer her up. Kayla forced a smile onto her face. “I just… I guess being alone all day…” She cast her eyes down to the floor.
“Hmm. Should I take you to daycare?” He put a finger under her chin and lifted her face up when she made a sour expression. “Joking! I could take you to work, I guess, and you could study there. Some of the other guys do that with their wives and girlfriends.”
“Really?”
“Yup. Actually, there are… special rooms, there, for couples to…”
“For spanking?” Kayla demanded.
“No! Well, yes, actually, but not principally. Principally they’re to keep the birthrate up.” Patrick chuckled.
Kayla had the sudden urge to ask whether if she went to work with him he’d take her to one of those rooms. They looked at each other for a long moment, and she wondered if Patrick was thinking along similar lines.
Then he broke the mood. “I thought I’d teach you how to make a fake roast chicken for dinner,” he said, smiling.
Kayla’s reaction took both of them by surprise.
“No, thank you,” she said, in a voice that made it clear that the thanks weren’t sincere. In fact, the voice sounded even to Kayla’s own ears like it was positively bratty.
She tried to figure out why she had such a strong reaction to the thought of learning how to make dinner. The first answer that occurred to her was that to learn to cook, in a strange but real way, would be to admit that she could never return to her Earth life of takeout and restaurants and—in a true emergency—microwave burritos. Of course she knew in practically every other way that she was eighteen light-years from the nearest microwave burrito, but right then she didn’t feel like admitting it.
Then there was the matter of her instant suspicion of Patrick’s motives for wanting to teach her how to roast the soy chicken-substitute. The only good reason Kayla could think of for the lesson was that he had decided to get her ready to be a housewife. Roasting fake chicken would be a valuable skill for a girl who was on her way to submitting to her dominant husband, who would of course be waiting with his punishment strap if the roast chicken-substitute was not to his taste.
“Come on, sweetheart,” Patrick said patiently. “I think it will be fun, and we can’t live on the canned stuff forever. I mean, we can, but wouldn’t it be nice to try to make things more interesting?”
“Well,” Kayla replied, the brattiness growing even stronger in her tone, “you make the fake chicken and I’ll watch, okay?”
“Little Kayla,” Patrick said, his tone less patient than it had been a moment before, “this is what I’ve decided we are going to do this evening. We’re going to do it together, and you’re going to learn how to make the recipe by yourself.”
Kayla lost it then, and as she felt her emotional state slide—or rather, crash—into petulant fury, she realized that something else entirely seemed to be going on in her mind and heart. If she hadn’t been wearing the overalls and the pink underwear, she wouldn’t have thrown a tantrum, she was sure. At first, as she shouted at Patrick, “You think you can make me get married!” she thought that the little-girl stuff had somehow driven her mildly insane.
But then, as she turned to run toward her room, she realized that it was not like that at all. The little-girl stuff had allowed a part of her that was hurting—that had been hurting for a very long time—to come to the surface. As she felt Patrick grab her around the waist and pick her up to bring her to the living room, as she kicked and screamed, she understood that part of her was happy to be dressed in overalls and pink underwear, and happy to be throwing a tantrum about the cooking lesson, and even happy to know that she was bare under her pink panties.
Before Kayla knew it, Patrick had unsnapped the fastenings along the legs of the overalls, which were there so that a little girl’s diaper could be changed, pulled the pink panties down to Kayla’s knees, and upended her over his lap as he sat in his big comfy chair. Kayla was still kicking and screaming, but Patrick started spanking her anyway.
“Kayla Lourcy,” he said as he delivered smack after smack to the middle of her bottom, which was still quite sore from the strapping Joe had given it, “this is not acceptable behavior. I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I think this is exactly the kind of thing that we need to make sure you can deal with without throwing a tantrum.”
Kayla was screaming in pain as well as in the rage, but Patrick just kept spanking. Her bottom felt like Patrick was holding burning coals there when he finally left off.
“Stand up,” he said, “and face me. Take the panties all the way off.”
“Why?” Kayla said fearfully, not obeying him.
“Because I said so, Kayla,” Patrick replied.
Sniffling a little, Kayla did stand up. Unable to look Patrick in the eyes, she stared down at his big hands, resting on his denim-covered legs. “Get those panties off,” Patrick said. “We need to put a diaper on you now.”
“No!” Kayla wailed. “No, please, Patrick. Please, sir. I’ll learn how to cook, I promise.”
“Yes, you will,” Patrick said sternly. “You’ll learn to cook while you wear a diaper.”
“No, you can’t…” Kayla’s voice seemed to fade away.
“Last chance, sweetheart, before I start spanking you again.”
Kayla didn’t answer, but just kept looking down at Patrick’s hands. Then Patrick’s hands reached out and took her around the waist again and put her back over his lap, and then his right hand began to spank her again.
“Oh, God… Okay, sir, okay.” But Patrick gave her ten more spanks, until she cried out in full-throated agony. Then he stopped at last.
“Alright,” he said, “show me you can obey me.”
Kayla stood up and, once again looking down at Patrick’s lap where his strong hands lay idle once again, she took the waistband of the panties that were around her knees, pulled them all the way off, and stepped out of them.
“Go to your room,” Patrick said, “and lie down on your bed, on your back. I’ll be in with the diaper in a moment.”
Feeling like she had been sentenced to life in prison, or worse, Kayla shuffled off to her room. She had known, hadn’t she, that defying Patrick would get precisely this punishment? He had told her as much. Was there a part of her—that same part that liked being picked up by Patrick while she kicked and screamed and put over his lap for a spanking—that actually wanted to see what it was like to have to wear a diaper?
She picked up Mr. Fuzzy from the corner of the bed, almost unconsciously, and lay down as Patrick had told her to do. Hesitantly, because although she knew it would soon be required of her it hadn’t been part of Patrick instructions, she spread her legs like a toddler being obedient for a diaper change. As she felt the fabric of the little-girl overalls brush against the bareness of her pussy, Kayla realized that something about the spanking and the threat of the diaper had made her sensitive down there, the way she had been sensitive when Patrick made her hold the mirror and look at her hairless pussy. Suddenly she wanted to touch herself again, that same way, and feel that delicious feeling. But she wasn’t allowed, was she? Patrick had been clear on that topic. Knowing that if Patrick found her touching herself, she would be punished even more severely made the temptation somehow both worse and better.
Thankfully, Patrick did not leave her there alone for more than a couple of minutes. He opened the door and walked in, holding a large cloth diaper. He had seemed angry when he spanked her—and Kayla admitted to herself that he had every right to be angry with her—but now he was smiling as he looked at Kayla lying on the bed with her legs spread and her overalls pulled up.
“The good news,” he said, “is that because this kind of punishment happens to a lot of young women, they make nice diapers in all sorts of sizes. The only drawback—from your perspective—is of course that they use cloth diapers for a reason that doesn’t only have to do with sustainability.”
“What’s that?” Kayla ask.
“Well, most of the guardians and husbands who use this kind of discipline think it’s very important that a girl in a diaper get used to wetting it, and having the reminder of a wet diaper to help her remember that she needs to make better, more grown-up, choices in her behavior. Plastic diapers don’t feel wet after you go in them, just heavy—cloth diapers remind you, because you feel wet, and you remember that you’ve been naughty.”
“Wait! You can’t seriously be saying… I mean, I don’t think I even could…”
“You can, and you will,” Patrick said calmly. “Now let’s get this on you.”
“Please, Patrick—sir… I thought it was just to wear… I can’t bear even to think about… using it.”
“I know,” Patrick replied patiently. “But when the time comes, you will.”
Kayla felt herself start to tremble, and realized that she had begun to cry. Yes, she had had a secret curiosity. But this was too much. How could she ever humiliate herself that way?
“Do I need to spank you again?” Patrick asked softly—not menacingly, really—as if it were an offer, rather than a threat.
“No,” Kayla said quietly. “Please just get it over with.”
Something in her own voice made Kayla think that perhaps they had reached some kind of turning point. Yes, she was afraid of the pain another spanking would bring, and that was why she let Patrick put the diaper under her bottom and pull the front up and around, and fasten the Velcro. But that was only part of the reason.
Another, very real part of submitting to the diaper was Kayla’s realization that she wasn’t going to escape it. Nor was she going to escape the cooking lesson. Somehow the positive emotions of the morning—confidence, acceptance—had returned, in and among the experience of the spanking and diapering that seemed outwardly so awful, and so likely to produce negative emotions like fear and anger. Suddenly she wanted desperately to learn how to make fake roast chicken.
Patrick stood up, having finished the diapering and fastened up the snaps on the legs of the overalls. He extended his hand to Kayla. “Come on, little Kayla,” he said. “Let’s go make dinner.”
Kayla gave Mr. Fuzzy a kiss on the top of his cute head and put him back in his corner. Then she took Patrick’s hand and let him stand her up, and lead her toward the kitchen.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Why did the sight of Kayla in the diaper get Patrick so very hard? It was as if in unlocking Kayla’s submission he had also unlocked an element of his dominance that he hadn’t know was there: to return Kayla to little-girlhood made him feel protective, loving, and very, very powerful—not in the sense of controlling her, really, though controlling her did arouse him, he had to admit.
Rather, to put her back in diapers made him feel that he could do things he hadn’t known he could do: he could help Kayla have a good life here on Draco. And if the look they had exchanged before the tantrum, when he had told her about the special rooms at work for couples to keep the birthrate high, had been the kind of look he thought it might have been, maybe they could share that good life.
He pushed that thought aside, though. Making sure this disciplinary regime of littleness did its job represented the first priority.
Of course, while cooking, and then eating, the really quite good chicken-substitute, with lemons and herbs fresh from the hydroponics farms, Kayla’s overalls and top got messy, so after they ate dinner Patrick had her strip down to her diaper, loving the way she blushed at the order, clearly on the verge of protesting but deciding against it.
As far as Patrick could tell, diapers were a very significant part of Marjorie and John Leary’s life: Marjorie had given some very detailed advice about how to get the full benefit for Kayla out of them.
“She should be naked except for the diaper frequently, especially in the beginning. When she needs a change, make it as clear as you can that while on the one hand you will always change her, on the other hand the diaper is there for your convenience rather than hers, to prevent accidents that would otherwise ruin the carpet.”
Patrick had laughed at that, sure Marjorie was joking.
But her face remained very serious. “I know it sounds funny, but the point of the regime is to help Kayla understand that you are in charge of her at the most basic level. It’s a way of rebuilding her relationship to you, and through you to life on Draco.”
So Patrick treated himself to the sight of beautiful Kayla Lourcy in nothing but a diaper, the contrast between her grown-up breasts, with their perfect quarter-size pink nipples, and the childishness of the white cloth girding her pussy and bottom, arousing him so much he began to feel rather giddy.
“Come play in the living room,” he said. “I have a coloring book for you.”
It was a coloring book he had picked up from work. It had pictures of the hydroponics farms and of their crops, and it was intended for workers’ children, though ageplay discipline was so common on Draco that many grown women also had copies. It came with a very simple packet of four colors of crayon, made with vegetable wax.
Kayla looked at the coloring book at first as if it were a venomous snake. Patrick sighed and put it on the coffee table. “Color, or just sit there on the floor.”
“On the floor?”
“Yes, on the floor. That’s where children sit.”
“Oh…” Again the girl in the diaper almost protested, but stepped back.
“And let me know when you need your diaper changed.”
Kayla made a strangled whimpering noise in her throat. Patrick just turned and went to get his tablet, which had the briefing document he needed to read that night for a meeting the next day.
Kayla still stood there, unmoving, looking at the coloring book, when he returned and sat in his chair—the same chair where he had spanked her before dinner and before the diaper. He began reading.
“Patrick?”
“Sir.” He looked up from his tablet to where she had turned toward him, her little hands over her breasts and her diaper looking so naughty on her grown-up hips that he had a sudden, very-difficult-to-suppress urge to jump up and kiss her and take her to his bed. Her face had such an adorable look of vulnerable distress that he knew in a rush of happiness that the regime had definitely started to work.
“Sir, may I please get Mr. Fuzzy?”
“Of course you may, sweetheart,” Patrick answered, and returned to reading.
Mr. Fuzzy, Patrick thought, must have helped her wet her diaper. He wasn’t sure how, exactly, but after Kayla came back from her room clutching the big dark brown bear, and sat down on the floor, it was only a few moments later that he glanced over to see that Kayla had her arms around him very tightly, and that her eyes were closed. She blushed red as the sun, she chewed her upper lip, and her brow puckered.
She whispered, “Oh, sir,” and then he heard the soft, delightfully shameful sound of her pee rushing into her diaper.
He turned back to his briefing document.
“Sir?”
“Yes, little Kayla?”
“May I please have my diaper changed?”
“In a few minutes, little Kayla. I want to finish this section.”
“Oh.”
He darted a glance at her and watched her absorb this information. She would have to sit in her wet diaper. The blush had faded a little, but now it returned full force. He fully expected that she would protest at this, though he didn’t think he would have to spank her again, but to his surprise she just closed her eyes, and then opened them and turned back to the coloring book she had started to work on.
“Alright,” he said, not really having finished the section, “let’s get you changed, young lady.”
To his astonishment, Kayla said, “Thank you, sir.” She got up and headed toward her room, carrying Mr. Fuzzy in front of her.
There, he opened the diaper and, resisting the urge to kiss her sweet, bare pussy, he wiped her with a baby wipe so that she giggled, watching his every move as she still held her bear, in the semi-darkness of her little room where the light from the hall spilled in to illuminate the unusual scene of a man changing the diaper of a lovely grown woman. He shook on a little baby powder to keep her dry, and he closed up the dry diaper, regretting the loss of the sight of his little girl’s adorable private places.
 
* * *
 
Patrick intended to keep Kayla in diapers for a week. At the end of that week, Marjorie Leary made a surprise inspection, after dinner. With some surprise, Patrick opened the door and saw her and Sandra standing there.
“Evening, Patrick,” Marjorie said. “I’m just here to check on Kayla’s progress.”
“Of course,” Patrick said, trying to cover over a bit of confusion. He had a moment’s worry that Marjorie wouldn’t approve of the nightly routine he had developed for Kayla, but when she saw Kayla in nothing but her diaper, she smiled at Patrick and said, “Perfect.” Then she turned to Kayla, who was still working on the same coloring book, because she colored very slowly and meticulously, and said, “How are you, little Kayla?”
On Kayla’s face Patrick saw a strange mix of emotions. On the one hand, he could see that the grown-up part of Kayla would probably never be able to get over the paddling Marjorie had given her aboard the Jupiter. On the other hand, though, he could see that Kayla’s growing acceptance of the ageplay regime had given her a very different, much warmer feeling about Marjorie Leary.
Marjorie’s tone, too, somehow managed to strike an impossible balance between the literal and the ironic—telling Kayla both that Marjorie really was a grown-up while Kayla was a little girl and that the whole thing was a fiction intended to help Kayla come to terms with life on Draco without resorting to the paddle or the punishment strap. That way of speaking to her seemed to strengthen Kayla’s little-girl feelings and perhaps even to lessen her resentment of the senior matron.
“I’m fine, thank you, Mrs. Leary,” she said, with her best little-girl smile.
“Such nice manners,” Marjorie said.
“Thank you,” Kayla replied, smiling even more broadly, almost despite herself, it appeared. The smile had seemed a little pasted on at first, but now Patrick could see a real ingenuousness had crept into Kayla’s responses to the older woman.
“Are you behaving yourself for your guardian?’
“Yes, ma’am.”
“That’s very nice to hear. I’m just here to make sure of that, and to see whether it’s time to move forward with getting you back into a more ordinary everyday life.” She shone a very bright, very maternal smile down at Kayla.
Then she turned to Patrick. “Let’s go into your office, if you don’t mind, to discuss what happens next. Sandra, would you stay here and keep Kayla company?”
Sandra nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” She went to sit on the couch, looking at Kayla’s coloring as she did so. “That’s a very nice tree, honey,” she said to Kayla.
Kayla blushed. “Thank you, ma’am,” she said. It seemed to Patrick a wonderful moment of cognitive dissonance, because Kayla, besides being at least a couple of years older than Sandra in physical age, was also twenty years older in actual age, through the strange magic of cryo-sleep and near light-speed travel.
“So,” Marjorie said when Patrick had shut the door of his office behind them. “Really I’m only here to do what I’ve already done—which is to see that the program is progressing and to ask Kayla how she’s doing. But since it seems like that it’s going well, I think we should also talk about moving her on with her dating.”
Patrick felt jealousy rising inside him, and he was surprised by the strength of the emotion. Surely he wasn’t in love with Kayla, was he? He didn’t think any man could fail to be aroused as he had been aroused by this ageplay program, with its waxing of Kayla’s pussy and the inspections and the diapers. So it was natural for him not to want to give that up to another man, but the sheer size of the wave of dismay that overtook him at the thought seemed to indicate that there might be something more involved. “Alright,” he said cautiously. “Remember that I’m completely new at this. Where do I start?”
Marjorie smiled reassuringly. She really was very good at her job, Patrick thought. “I would recommend doing two things. First, I checked Kayla’s queue of suitors before I came over this evening. She’s got twenty alphas lined up for the opportunity to take her out. Obviously, most of them will be unsuitable, and many of them are also interested in other girls, but having Kayla pick one of them for a low-pressure date would be a good place to start. We probably made a bit of a mistake, though with the best of intentions, when we told Joe to get her dating so quickly. The man he chose for her might have been a very good candidate later in the process. So I would say that you and she should look over her queue together, and pick a middle-of-the-road sort of suitor, so that the stakes are pretty low, and set up a coffee date.”
“Sounds simple enough,” Patrick said, managing admirably to keep his jealousy out of his voice, he thought. “What’s the other thing?”
“I think it’s probably a good idea for Kayla to take an advanced class for 1As. It will be a bit of a pain for you to have to drive her in, so if you want we can send a car.”
“No,” Patrick said quickly—perhaps a bit too quickly, since he thought for a moment that a twinkle had come to Marjorie’s eye. “I’m happy to do it. What’s the class?”
“After basic, we always recommend one class in particular before girls move on to the ones that might be called electives. We recommend it because it’s such an essential part of 1A eroticism, at least as we’ve been able to define it.” Suddenly, to Patrick’s slight shock, Marjorie seemed to become a little embarrassed. When she went on, Patrick could see why. “I might as well just tell you. The course is in anal eroticism.”
Patrick felt his eyes widen. “Seriously?”
Marjorie nodded. “It’s something that all 1As share, and it’s also something that—as you probably won’t admit, but as I have no doubt is true—all alphas want from their wives.”
Now Patrick felt a little bit of hotness creep into his own face. “No, I meant… Okay, yes… I guess I’m not happy to admit it, but yes, of course it’s true.”
Patrick wondered if there wasn’t one of Marjorie Leary’s double strategic moves in the advice she was giving. Whether or not she had intended it, though, if she had intended to entice Patrick to be the suitor whom Kayla would date, to whom she would perhaps have to offer up her trained backside for fucking, not to put too fine a point on it, Marjorie could not have come up with a more effective method to put that lure in front of him.



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Kayla opened a chat window with Melanie.
 
Ugh, I have to go to anal sex class!
 
Giggle… The girls I know who have taken that class all kind of liked it.
 
But it’s going to hurt, isn’t it?
 
Kayla found that in a certain way she wanted to dislike the notion of anal class much more than she actually did dislike it.
 
Well… They say that it does hurt a little bit at first, but that it hurts in a good way, if you know what I mean?
 
On the ride into the city center, Kayla said to Patrick, “Thank you for not making me wear my diaper, sir.” Patrick had put her back in panties the day before.
“You’re welcome, sweetheart,” he said. “You earned it. You’ve been very good. Even about the dating, and this class.”
He had broken the news to her two nights before.
“It’s time to pick a guy to go for coffee,” he had said, as they sat in the living room after dinner. Kayla was in his lap, which was something that had come about the evening before, when Patrick had extended his hands to her, unexpectedly, when she had come in expecting to sit on the floor and color. She had taken his hands and, together with Mr. Fuzzy, she had settled into Patrick’s lap in the big comfy chair, where she had been spanked that one time but not again.
The news that she would have to start the courtship process again was not unexpected, and it wasn’t even truly unwelcome—at least, not the way it had been unwelcome when Joe had been her guardian. Kayla did feel now that she wanted to try to find her way as a Draconian woman. She would never be fond of the Basic Law, but she felt willing to accept that she would have to live under it.
And then, of course, there was the matter of how incredibly horny she seemed to be all the time. The diaper discipline had, to her shock, seemed to kick her sex drive up more notches than it had ever been kicked. But the unpleasant part of her reaction to Patrick’s news came from a source she refused to examine closely: at least at this moment, she didn’t even want to ask herself whether her feelings about Patrick could be related to the arousal she felt when he diapered her.
On one level, Kayla knew that she was being absurd even to pretend that the man she wanted to date wasn’t Patrick McDowell. But when she explored her heart in that particular direction the strength of her feelings, and their complexity—their relationship to her father, and to Lourcy industries, and to the Earth she would never see again—made her shy away and think about something else, Like how to color the perfect tree, or, more often, how to write an essay that would bring advancement in the economics research program.
She had picked, for her first coffee date, a man named Robert, who was a widower from the first generation.
“Why him?” Patrick asked with gentle curiosity.
“Because he remembers Earth?” Kayla said, not completely sure herself. “Anyway, you said that I should pick someone I didn’t think would be threatening. He seems like a daddy type, I guess.”
Patrick had smiled, and in his eyes Kayla had seen a certain degree of satisfaction that she, who on Earth would never have dated a paternal-seeming man, wanted to start with this older guy here on Draco, now that her special program with Patrick had taken effect.
He had squeezed her in his arms as she sat on his lap, and she had, as she often did, had a little moment of surprise at how natural it felt to be naked except for a diaper and a teddy bear in Patrick McDowell’s lap.
The date would be tomorrow, and Kayla sort of looked forward to it, she realized as Patrick drove her into town for the 1A training. First, though, there was this humiliating, shamefully arousing, class.
To Kayla’s surprise, it was not Marjorie who taught the class: it was her assistant Sandra—and Sandra’s husband, George. When Marjorie entered, Sandra and George were already naked, and the other 1As—Marjorie recognized Joanne and Susan from her first class, and there were five other women she hadn’t seen before—were getting out of their clothes.
“Welcome, Kayla,” said Sandra warmly. “This is my husband George. You can go ahead and take off your clothes.” Then she returned to sucking her husband’s cock, which was what she had been doing when Kayla walked through the door. George, well-muscled and tall, with curly blond hair, stood in profile at the other end of the room, and Sandra knelt before him.
There was nearly complete quiet in the room, except for the soft sounds of rayon dresses being dropped against the wall, and a strange, wet sound that Kayla realized was coming from Sandra’s mouth, as her husband pumped his hips and drove deep inside her there.
“That’s it, baby,” George said. “That’s it. Back of your throat, now. There we go.”
The first to arrive were sitting cross-legged, in the beginnings of a semi-circle. Kayla went to sit next to Joanne, whose pussy, she couldn’t help noticing, was now bare like Kayla’s own.
“Hi,” Joanne whispered. “Missed you.”
Kayla couldn’t believe how happy it made her feel to have been missed. Suddenly she felt a bond with Joanne she hadn’t imagined she could feel—Jupiter girls, and 1As, and now having to take this horribly embarrassing class.
“Oh, thanks,” she said, feeling little tears rise to her eyes. “I’ve missed being here with all of you.” She had thought she didn’t really mean it—but then she understood that she did. They had to stick together now, here on Draco.
Suddenly George said, “Okay, baby, I’m ready.”
He pulled his enormous cock out of her mouth. She looked up at him, and the expression in her eyes was so worshipful that it made Kayla blush. “Are you gonna put that big cock in my ass, sir?” she asked. The question was clearly rhetorical, but George clearly loved it when his wife talked dirty to him, and his eyes fairly sparkled.
“Is that how you like it, you little slut?”
“Yes, sir,” Sandra said meekly.
Then, not rising from her knees, she turned to the class. “Okay, girls, the best way to introduce you to the topic of this class is just to show you how it works, to reassure you about some things, and to get you hot and bothered about others. Then George is going to leave us girls alone, after he’s fucked me good and properly up my bottom, and we’re going to discuss and demonstrate some ways to get ready, and some things to think about. Any questions before I let my stud have his way?”
Susan raised her hand. “Does George make house calls?”
Sandra laughed, as did the rest of the class. “Susan, I promise if you study hard, you’ll find your own stud won’t be able to leave your backside alone.” The laughter grew, and then Sandra returned her eyes to George, looming above her, slowly rubbing his own hard length, slick from his wife’s mouth, to keep himself ready.
Part of Kayla saw the whole strange situation through her old Earth eyes, with horror and embarrassment. Although she had never thought of herself as repressed, the frankness of the dirty talk pushed hard against the boundaries of her comfort zone. At the same time, though, the new Draconian part of her laughed along, and even—no, she couldn’t, but her body wanted it, wanted him to… she tried to press back the thought, with its breathtakingly exciting image, of Patrick putting her on her knees on his bed, facing the headboard, and telling her to put her face in the covers, so that…
Sandra had lain down on her side, with a special cushion to support her, over which she had draped herself, and George had lain behind her. Sandra reached down with a lube-covered hand and got him ready, while he whispered in her ear. Kayla could tell—she could just tell—that he was talking dirty… talking dirty for his wife’s ear alone, about how bad a girl she was, about how she needed his cock in her bottom.
Envy and arousal filled Kayla in equal measure, like an irresistible tide, rising and rising until she thought it would engulf her utterly. The thought could no longer be shut out: she loved Patrick. She wanted Patrick to do that to her, what George was doing to Sandra, entering her gently where a cock by rights shouldn’t go, except for that one overriding right—the right of a dominant man to put his cock where he pleased in the body of the submissive girl who loved him.
Kayla looked at the other students, the naked girls in a semi-circle, all watching with wide-eyed looks of fascination and—Kayla felt her face go red—lust.
“Go ahead and play with yourselves if you like, girls,” George said, not breaking his rhythm inside his wife’s bottom. Four or five girls did, and Kayla frankly envied them, because she felt such a craving to do the same that she thought she might faint.
After a few minutes in their affectionate spooning position, at George’s command Sandra assumed the position that Kayla had seen in her vision of herself and Patrick. The cushion was rearranged, and Sandra went over it, face down and bottom up, over spread knees.
“Get that face down, baby,” George said. Kayla heard a whimper come from her chest at the sound of the words.
He lubed himself again, and lost no time in entering her again as she cried out. Her sounds in the first position had been soft, loving coos, but now she was screaming with an ambiguous kind of pleasure—and Kayla had no doubt at all that it was pleasure, though she also had no doubt at all that it hurt, too.
And that Sandra wanted it to hurt, just as Kayla suddenly knew she wanted Patrick to hurt her, with his cock in her backside that way. George rode his wife’s rump hard, gripping her hips and driving her cheek into the blue gym mat over which they fucked.
At last, just as Kayla felt that she would go ahead and touch herself between her legs, because now almost all the others were, George grunted, and his hips spasmed into his wife’s bottom. He held himself deep as Sandra moaned. “Thank you, sir,” she murmured.
“Thank you, baby,” George responded gently. He withdrew carefully, and then he turned to the class, unashamed. “Have fun, girls,” he said. “It doesn’t help directly with the birthrate, of course, but I promise that knowing that my baby’s ass is waiting helps me do my duty in her pussy first.”
Kayla thought she heard at least one aroused whimper at those words, and George smiled. He laid an affectionate hand on Sandra’s rear end. “See you at home, baby,” he said.
After he left, Sandra rose slowly and excused herself for a few moments to wash up. Then she came to sit in front of them.
“Questions?” she said simply.
“How much did it hurt your first time?’ a second-gen asked.
Sandra smiled. “Not very much. But let’s be honest. Is there anyone here who’s not hoping it will hurt?”
No one raised her hand.
After that came the butt plugs. Sandra brought out a box with enough blue bio-plastic plugs to go around, all of them rounded and tapered. The girls partnered up, and half of them went over cushions. Kayla partnered with Joanne.
Joanne said, before Kayla went over the cushion, “Kayla, I’m so sorry. We all know you don’t like it here.”
Kayla smiled and squeezed her hand. “I’m starting to like it better.”
“But… I mean, this class… And now I have to put this… there.”
“Hey,” Kayla said. “I’m a 1A, right? They didn’t get that wrong.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’m a little turned on right now.”
Joanne laughed and said, “Alright, then get your backside nice and high for me.”
Kayla did, and with the help of patience and lube, Joanne put the little bio-plastic plug in Kayla’s bottom. Meanwhile, Sandra encouraged them, telling them to visualize the muscles involved, and to remember that their bottoms were made to open, though they were also made to stay nice and tight.
After Kayla and the rest of the first group had their plugs in, everyone changed places, and Kayla got to lube an identical plug and push gently until Joanne took it inside. It felt very funny, of course, to do that to another girl, and it made Kayla a little lightheaded to see Joanne’s bare pussy glistening with arousal and to smell that arousal, too. But the ways of Draconian life seemed less foreign every day, and many of those ways—despite the atavism of the Basic Law—felt compellingly progressive to Kayla. To put a plug in a friend’s bottom, in pursuit of a fuller understanding of their undeniable erotic natures, didn’t seem to cross the lines Kayla was sure it would have crossed for her back on Earth.
No, what felt stranger to Kayla, having just realized she was in love with Patrick, was how she couldn’t stop wondering if Patrick would like to see her with her butt plug.
“Alright, girls,” Sandra said. “I want you to face outwards, so that you’re looking at the walls, on your knees with your faces down; the same position George told me to get into. This is the classic position of submission. As a 1A, you have it ingrained in your fantasy life already, almost certainly.”
Kayla blushed, thinking about what Patrick would think if he had the view of her bottom with her butt plug in it that Sandra did.
“The reason that this class comes right after basic training for 1As,” Sandra continued, “is so that you can think hard about how you feel right now. I’ll put it very simply: you have a need to be claimed by a man’s cock right where you have that butt plug. As George said, with regard to keeping the birthrate up, that presents a paradox. So to finish our class, I want to share with you something Senior Matron Leary said in this same class, when I took it a few years ago and she taught it. She said, ‘The man who comes in your backside wants all of you. He’s not going to be content unless he puts a lot of babies in your belly, too.’”
Titters ran through the oddly arrayed class at that.
Sandra said, “Okay, girls. You’re free to go. You may keep those plugs and take them home to practice with. Just remember to use proper hygiene, and don’t spare the lube!”
“Can we wear them out?” Kayla thought it was Susan’s voice who asked the same question Kayla had, but felt too shy to ask.
Sandra laughed. “Yes, you may wear them out.”
Kayla, too, decided to wear her own plug out, under her big-girl panties.
“You have a funny expression on your face,” said Patrick when Kayla came to find him in the admin café.
Kayla bent down to whisper in his ear, where he sat with his coffee. “I have a butt plug in my bottom, sir.”



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Kayla seemed distant in the car on the way home through the tree-lined streets of Zones 1 and 2, despite the revelation about the butt plug, which had taken Patrick completely by surprise—if not in its content (since he had rather assumed that butt plugs would be part of the class in anal eroticism), certainly in its confidential, mock-innocent, half-salacious manner. Kayla had whispered the information as if she hoped it would have a lewd effect on her guardian.
So all the way back to his house, while Kayla looked out the window, Patrick tried to decide whether he should say what he had instantly wanted to say, when he heard about the plug. What he wanted to do definitely lay within his right as Kayla’s guardian, but it also seemed to him that it might put things on a footing that could present serious awkwardness unless he talked it over with Kayla. But to start that conversation from scratch would quite possibly ruin the moment that still seemed to hang between them—the moment of strange, unlimited potential that had hovered in the air since she whispered to him that she had a butt plug in her bottom.
He pulled into the driveway, they got out of the car, and walked to the door. Just as he was about to reach for the doorknob, Patrick made up his mind and turned to Kayla, who took an alarmed step back as he jolted her out of her reverie with what he was sure was the fierce look on his face.
“When we get inside,” he said, “you’re going to take off all your clothes and lie on your tummy on the bed. I need to get a look at that butt plug.”
A smile broke out on Kayla’s face. “Yes, sir,” she said. “I hoped you might want to.”
Five minutes later, his heart pounding in his ears, he walked toward Kayla’s room. She had left the door open, so as he approached, because of the way her bed was positioned, he had the view he wanted—the view he had been so hard about from the moment Kayla whispered in his ear. Kayla Lourcy’s shapely little bottom raised and offered. A blue dot, the flared end of the plug, growing as Patrick approached. The barest hint of her sweet pussy below, getting more definite as Patrick came closer.
He reached the end of her bed and stood looking down at the most arousing sight he had ever seen. Pink and white, little and naughty, golden-haired Kayla. Kayla, with her face turned away toward the wall, as if to let him have his eyes’ fill. His charge, his 1A, who had just learned to wear a butt plug and seemed to love it.
“Do you want to touch it?” Kayla whispered to the wall. “I’d like you to touch it, sir. If you want to.”
Patrick cleared his throat and reached his hand down. He had spanked this bottom, he told himself. He had waxed away the cute little hairs that had used to grow right next to where the blue plastic now emerged. Somehow though, it felt like something irrevocable would occur if—or when—his fingers came into contact with the plug and with the silky pink-white skin of Kayla’s round little bottom cheeks.
He stopped his hand, just for a moment, just to make it last, and said, “Kayla, I think if I touch this plug, it’s going to mean something new.”
“Yes,” she whispered, nodding her cheek against the rayon coverlet. Rayon, the fabric of Draconian life, Patrick thought with a smile.
“Should we talk about it?” Patrick asked very softly.
“Can we talk later, Patrick?”
Patrick smiled. “Yes, but you should probably know one thing, before I touch the plug.”
“What?”
“I love you, Kayla.”
Though she had her head turned away, her smile was so wide that he could see it anyway. “I love you, too, sir,” she said.
He touched the plug lightly, then, but even that light touch, perhaps combined with the words they had just spoken, made Kayla whimper.
Then Patrick said, “I’m going to get undressed now, little Kayla. Then—” Could he really say what was in his mind? Before Draco these dominant desires had seemed destined never to be spoken, but now—now they were urgently needed, it seemed. “Then I’m going to fuck you, Kayla Lourcy.”
Kayla moaned, loud and long.
“I’m going to put my cock in your pussy, and we’re going to see what we can do to help the birthrate.”
“Oh, God, Patrick. Yes. Oh, my God.” To his delighted astonishment, Patrick saw Kayla move her hand between her legs and start to touch herself, rub her pussy, frantically and shamefully, crying out at her own touch. He spanked her—one hard spank on her right cheek—as he felt absolutely certain she wanted him to do.
“Get that hand off your little pussy, young lady. I’m in charge of your pleasure, and I will be from now on.”
“Oh, God.” Kayla complied, pulling her hand away, though Patrick saw with a smile that she managed to give her sweet clit just the tiniest wank as she did. She moaned, “Oh, sir… please… now—I need it now. I need your cock so much.”
Patrick dropped his jeans and his briefs, tugged his shirt over his head. Hard as a rock, he took hold of Kayla’s hips and pulled her toward the end of the bed, where he could stand, to get his cock inside her and thrust hard.
He rubbed her pussy, up and down, and she cried out in helpless pleasure.
“Is that nice, little Kayla?” he murmured. “Do you like that?”
“Yes, sir… so much… so much nicer than touching myself.”
Patrick thought of the first inspection, when he had told her to touch herself while she held the mirror.
“I’ve wanted to do this for so long, Kayla,” he confessed. “And…” He brought the head of his cock to where it needed to go. “…this, too.”
Kayla gave a soft, happy cry at the feeling. Patrick held her hips, looking down at the cute blue plug nestling between the cheeks, just above where his cock had begun to enter her. He pushed, and found her tighter than he could ever have imagined.
“Oh, God,” Kayla moaned. “The plug… so… full, sir… fuck me, please…”
Patrick pushed harder, and her arousal made his entry into her velvet pussy so pleasurable that he groaned at the feeling. Kayla giggled. “Am I very tight, sir?” she asked.
“Oh, Kayla… yes… just like a little girl should be.”
She whimpered then at the naughtiness of his words; that cute little noise seemed to set him off, and he couldn’t help starting to thrust in and out, fucking her at last.
He had never imagined, really, that anything could feel as good as it felt to fuck Kayla Lourcy, dominantly, like that. He looked down at her, allowing all his desire for mastery to come out and to center in his thrusting cock. He heard her cry out with the fullness of her plug and her guardian’s big cock, claiming her, harder and harder. He fucked, and fucked, and fucked. Kayla began to whimper, “Thank you, sir. Thank you. Thank you.”
Her gratitude seemed to raise his arousal even higher. Yes, his dominance said. Yes, you should be grateful. My cock is a gift I give you, and soon my seed will—
He started to come, harder than he thought he had ever come. His muscles tightened so much he thought he might lose his balance.
“Play with yourself. Now,” he commanded. “Come for me, little girl.”
And she obeyed, and the sight made Patrick’s orgasm rise even higher: his cock shot his seed deep inside the girl he loved, and somehow the idea that maybe he had made a baby there also increased the pleasure. He would put a child in Kayla’s belly if he wanted; she belonged to him, now.
Just as the spasms left Patrick’s legs, Kayla screamed out her own pleasure, and he felt her pussy contracting around his still-hard cock.
“Oh, sweetheart,” he said, rubbing her bottom and naughtily wiggling the plug there. “Oh, sweet Kayla.” Her orgasm seemed so violent that he wondered if it actually hurt, as absurd as that seemed. She writhed and sobbed with pleasure, over her little bed, still frantically rubbing her clit, his cock, his balls, her clit again.
At last it was over, and she lay there limp, looking so thoroughly spent that Patrick had to smile.
“Are you ready to come to my bed?” he asked softly, bending next to the bed by her face, which she had finally turned to him though she remained in the wonderful submissive pose in which he had first found her when he had come to see the butt plug, fifteen minutes and what seemed like ages ago.
“Mm-hmm,” she said dreamily, closing her eyes.
Patrick stood, scooped her up off the bed, and carried her to his own. He laid her down upon it. Then he pulled the covers back on the other side—Kayla’s side from now on, he thought with a smile—picked her up again and laid her down there, and covered her up.
Through the whole process, Kayla’s eyes remained closed and the dreamy smile stayed on her lips.
“Are you going to get in, too?” she asked forlornly, still without opening her eyes.
“Of course,” Patrick said, and did, sliding under the covers on his own side.
“Oh, good.” Her eyes opened at last and looked into his. “Sir?”
“Yes, young lady?”
“May I keep my plug in?”
Patrick laughed. “Yes, young lady. You certainly may.” He reached down under the covers and gave it a little wiggle.
“Oh! That’s mean!” Her face puckered adorably.
“Not if I say it’s not.”
Kayla giggled. “Okay. It’s nice.” They looked at each other silently for a long moment. Finally Kayla said, “So I guess Marjorie Leary was right.” She sighed.
“Well, yes,” Patrick replied. “What about, in particular?”
“Sandra said that Marjorie told her, at her own anal class, that the man who wants to fuck you in your ass also wants to put a baby in your belly.”
Patrick laughed.
“So, um,” Kayla said, suddenly seeming shy, “do you want to?”
“Get you pregnant?” Patrick looked back at her seriously. “Yes,” he said, “I do.”
“Oh—well, I kind of assumed that,” Kayla said. She looked meaningfully into Patrick’s eyes. “I, um, meant the other thing.”
Patrick felt his eyes widen. Despite everything Draconian sexuality had already demonstrated to him, sometimes it still seemed rather remarkable. “Yes,” he said softly, “I do.”
“Oh, good,” Kayla said. “I’d hate to think I went to that class for nothing.” She giggled.
“Not now, though,” Patrick said.
“Oh.” Kayla pouted.
“Now I want to talk a little, okay?”
“Okay.”
“I love you so much.”
Kayla smiled. “I love you, too.”
“When did you figure out that you love me?” Patrick kept the tone very light, but he felt like he really needed the answer to the question; he didn’t want to think that it had been because he had controlled her the way he had had to for the ageplay program.
Kayla blushed and looked down at Patrick’s chest. Then she turned her eyes upward again. “Actually, it was just today. In the anal class.”
Patrick laughed. “Really?”
She nodded, her blush deepening. “When Sandra’s husband was, um, fucking her in the ass, I realized that I wanted you to do that to me, so, so badly.”
“Why?”
“Because I knew it would make you feel so good, and I want to make you feel good, all the time, and because I knew it would make me belong to you.”
Patrick felt a huge smile take over his face. “I want to make you so happy, Kayla,” he murmured. “I didn’t think you’d ever let me, but when I put you in the diaper I could tell that you just needed to let me in—to let me see that you’ve got that little girl inside you, and you always will.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
Kayla smiled and nodded. “Draco,” she said very softly. “Not the planet. My stuffed dragon. And…” She giggled. “…Mr. Fuzzy, too.”
Patrick gave her a puzzled look. Then the furrow in his brow deepened even further for a moment, and he said, “Where was Mr. Fuzzy, when we were…”
Kayla giggled. “I put him in the closet. I was hoping you would, you know, claim me, and I didn’t want him to watch. He’s a very innocent bear.”
Patrick laughed. “Okay, explain about Draco and Mr. Fuzzy, then.”
Kayla felt happiness well up in her chest at the sound of Patrick’s laughter, which itself seemed strong, like the muscles of his chest. It shook the bed, and it even seemed to shake her as she lay there, feeling that she belonged to him now. She wondered how she could ever have thought that to belong to a man—to be his responsibility—wouldn’t be the most wonderful thing in the world.
“When I saw Mr. Fuzzy on the bed, the day you brought me home,” Kayla said, reaching out to lay a hand on Patrick’s chest, just to feel his strength there. “I was… it made me angry, because it made me sad.”
Patrick took the hand and kissed it, and then he kissed Kayla on the mouth. “Why?”
“Two reasons, I think. First because that stuffed dragon always made me feel like my father loved me, but that he didn’t have time for me. He was showing that he loved me by sending humanity to the stars—to Sigma Draconis. But the reason I named the dragon Draco was that he explained to me very carefully that I had a stuffed dragon because the star by whose light my children would grow up was in the constellation Draco.”
Patrick’s face turned sad in sympathy. “I never knew that,” he said. “So instead of it being a symbol that he loved you, it really became a symbol of how you came second.”
Kayla nodded, feeling a tear trickle down her cheek. Patrick reached out, took her in his strong arms, and pulled her close.
“But I loved Draco, too. I held him tight every night as I fell asleep, and I told him that when it was time to get on the starship, he would be with me. And… he wasn’t.” She gave a little sob. “So silly. I don’t even know what happened to him.” Kayla sniffed. “I grew up, and the old toys sat in boxes, and I’m not even sure where that box ended up. So… it’s weird, but when I saw Mr. Fuzzy on the bed I just had this terrible feeling of loss—not for my real dad, I think, but for the real dad I never actually had, because of this planet. It was like all the confusion and anger that made me start out on the worst possible foot here was all bound up in having a stuffed animal. If I were still the girl who went to sleep with Draco the dragon, so sure that someday her father would love her the way she wanted to be loved, like his own special little girl—the most special little girl in the world—well… then I was a fool.”
“Oh, sweetheart,” Patrick whispered.
“So I looked at Mr. Fuzzy, and I thought, forget it. But then when I started to, you know, bare myself… with the scissors, suddenly I wanted to hold him. I wanted to see—even though another part of me was so scared that you would let me down, like my dad did—what would happen if I let myself be little, and hold a teddy bear, and give into my feelings about you. How I wanted you to keep me safe and to be strict with me so that I knew how much you cared.”
“To put you in a diaper?” Patrick chuckled.
Kayla dropped her voice to a tiny whisper. “Yes,” she said. “Because when you put me in the diaper—and I guess I know this is weird, but it’s how I feel—I knew you would stop at nothing: you have a special responsibility, when it comes to me… not because the government gave it to you, but because you love me. And even though you were doing something I definitely didn’t think I wanted, you were doing it because you wanted me to be happy. And that’s what Mr. Fuzzy means.” As she sensed that she had managed to express the complex thought, she felt her face brighten and happiness return.
Patrick kissed her again. “I have to tell you that putting you in a diaper has a very interesting effect on me, Kayla,” he said. “Just thinking about the way you look when you have nothing on but a diaper does it.” He drew back from her a little, took her hand, and arrogantly put it on his cock. She could hardly believe how hot it got her to have him just do that: not even say anything—let alone ask whether she wanted to touch his hardness—but simply take her innocent little hand and make her please him that way. He kept his hand on hers, as if to tell her that she must attend to her duty to his arousal, and she began to try, rubbing gently the way she thought she should.
Patrick made a satisfied little noise in his throat. “That’s it,” he said. “There we go, good girl.”
“Why does it arouse you?” Kayla murmured, looking down now under the covers at where her hand served her guardian’s big cock, as it got harder by the moment.
“I think the diaper means that I get to say whether you’re allowed to be a grown-up. When I put you in diapers, I’m telling you that I’ll be making all the decisions about that part of your body, and that turns me on incredibly.” He looked into her eyes and then, again simply using his body to deliver the wordless message, he put his hand lightly on the back of her head and applied gentle pressure to tell Kayla that she had another duty below, further down the bed; that the time for talk had passed because her mouth must serve its noblest purpose.
She got so wet at the thought that her thighs began to feel slick as they moved together. The way he instructed her with his hand to show her she must suck his cock now seemed to be something he did almost experimentally, to see whether Kayla would like to be dominated that way—and she did; she liked it more than she could say.
Or needed to say, because part of why the wordless pressure, moving her down the bed so that she could give her guardian the pleasure he deserved from her, aroused her so much was that she didn’t have to say anything at all. She could just kiss his cock, and lick it, laying her cheek on Patrick’s thigh, and then, kneeling up a little, she could take it in her mouth—the very first time she had ever done that for a man. It was big, and it tasted a little funny because of course it had just been in Kayla’s pussy, but she loved the naughtiness of knowing that.
Then Patrick turned her so that she straddled his face, and he played with the butt plug as he planted little kisses on her pussy that made her moan. Kayla felt herself melting with pleasure at the knowledge that Patrick would decide what happened next, and that she must only do what he told her to do, whether with his hands or with his words—or with his cock.
Finally he murmured, after a long, lingering lick to her clit that made her scream around his hardness as she tried desperately to please it, “Let’s get you in front of me. It’s time for you to take my cock in your ass.”
So he gently slid the plug out of her, and he went to get the lube. Kayla waited, lying on her side on Patrick’s bed, trying not to touch her pussy at the thought that in a minute, in thirty seconds, in five seconds, Patrick would return to demonstrate to her just how thoroughly she belonged to him. Then he did return, and peremptorily he began to prepare her for the fucking of her most private place, invading her with slippery fingers while she made submissive little noises, blushing at the thought of what would now be done to her.
“There we go, little Kayla,” Patrick said. “You’re ready for my cock now.”
Kayla looked at her hands, which lay before her, clasped in a little girl’s attitude of prayer. Part of her wanted to beg Patrick to be gentle, but another part of her wanted him to be rough. Even more, all of her desperately wanted to show him that she knew he would be the one to decide how to take her ass, because he was a dominant man, and Kayla was a submissive woman.
The lesson from that afternoon came back to her: the importance of anal was that it made it clear how it would be, in any house where an alpha had a 1A under his care, and in his charge. He would decide where to put his cock, and how, she would take it, and love him for giving it to her that way.
Patrick’s cock was at her bottom-hole and he was pushing gently. Kayla tried to remember how to open to the butt plug, and at last, with a little cry of discomfort—but not great discomfort; really, just the right amount—she let her guardian inside her little ring.
With the butt plug, there had been the burning of the big part as it went in, but then the much smaller part had come, and her anus had been able to close. With Patrick’s cock, though, her anus had to stay open around him—for as long as he wanted to be there, Kayla realized, with mingled arousal and fear.
Patrick started to thrust gently in and out, his right hand on her shoulder and his left hand on her hip. “So nice,” he murmured. “So nice and tight.”
Kayla blushed to hear herself described thus, as if she were nothing but her asshole—the asshole her guardian liked to thrust his hard cock into—but the wetness in her pussy seemed to double at the sound of the words. Patrick moved his left hand down to touch her there, as if he sensed it, and Kayla cried out as he rubbed her clit firmly, telling her again, now with his fingers, how it would be.
Suddenly she wished that she hadn’t put Mr. Fuzzy away in the closet: she wished she had her teddy bear here to hold while she had her bottom fucked. Why? she wondered. To comfort me?
No, she decided, as she saw the terribly naughty vision in her mind’s eye: because to hold Mr. Fuzzy while Patrick thrust in and out of her bottom would mean that she had given every part of her to her guardian, wicked as it might seem for a girl holding a teddy bear to have a cock in her little anus.
Kayla came at the thought, her pussy clenching and her bottom contracting helplessly around Patrick’s cock as he rode in and out of her there. The feeling seemed to make him ride her harder, and it hurt, but as with the pain of spanking sometimes, especially afterward, the discomfort of her anus seemed also to be a kind of pleasure beyond pleasure, and she realized that she was coming again, just as Patrick clutched her shoulder and her pussy convulsively, and went over the edge of his climax, his cock pumping its warm seed into her bottom. His orgasm seemed to go on and on, and Kayla smiled at the way Patrick seemed to lose control of his body—always so very tightly controlled, otherwise—in the grips of the huge paroxysm of pleasure.
“Oh, God, sweetheart,” he said, panting. “I love you so much.”
“Thank you, sir,” she said, loving how submissive it made her feel to thank him for claiming her so shamefully. “I love you, too.”



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
The next month went by in a blur. Patrick sent a polite note to the man with whom Kayla had been going to have coffee, and a formal note to Marjorie, and they were engaged, more or less, with a wedding date set for three months in the future. Marjorie came by on an official visit to congratulate them, and told Kayla that she hoped she would keep up her work in the economics program.
“It will be hard, while you’re still getting used to being pregnant, and taking care of the little ones, but I think you’ll find that you’ll settle into a rhythm that will set you up nicely for later.”
By ‘later,’ Marjorie meant after four children, which was the minimum for a fertile woman who hadn’t been sent to Lourcy House, before she was allowed birth control. Exceptions were made on a case-by-case basis for health reasons, but Kayla could expect to have her four children and then be allowed to start her research career in earnest.
As Patrick had promised, he took her to the office with him. She did her academic work in a little library, where three or four other wives usually sat, reading or sewing (for there were sewing machines there as well), or in one case painting beautiful Draconian landscapes.
The first time, Patrick could tell that Kayla felt terribly self-conscious when he came to get her in the library, since of course all the other wives knew why Patrick was leading her away to one of the private rooms. Patrick came to the door and crooked his finger, and Kayla rose, blushing furiously and apparently not daring to look at the other women’s faces.
“Patrick,” she hissed, as she joined him at the door. “Do you have to look like that?”
“Like what?” Patrick asked innocently.
“Like you’re going to… you know.”
“Well, yes, I think I do. I mean I am going to fuck you now. For the good of the planet.”
“Patrick!”
“All the girls in there know that they’re here for fucking, Kayla, and they know that you’re here for fucking, too.”
“Oh, God, Patrick. If that didn’t get me so hot…”
“You wouldn’t be my little girl,” he replied, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway, a huge smile on his face. Really, ever since they had begun having sex, his dominance had come out to an extent he sometimes found almost outrageous.
So, for example, when he got her into the little room, with its queen-sized bed and its high-backed chair, he said, “Actually, some of the guys bring their wives here to spank them, too.”
“What? Why?”
“They say it feels more like a punishment if a girl has to come to the office to get it. And then of course they always do their best to keep the birthrate up, afterwards.”
“Men,” Kayla said.
“You just earned a spanking yourself, I think,” Patrick said.
“What? You just want to spank me, don’t you?” She looked up at him, the accusation seeming about two-thirds serious.
“I’m afraid I do, Kayla. But I’m also not going to tolerate that kind of disrespect.” He sat on the chair. “Everything off and over my lap, now. Any more defiance and you’ll be back in diapers tonight.”
He watched her adorable little mouth twist to the side, as if she were trying to figure out whether he was serious. The funny thing was that he himself wasn’t entirely sure. He loved to spank Kayla’s bare bottom, and he knew she liked him to spank it—albeit in a rather complex way. He thought he could see her contemplate the diapers, too, and then she was taking off her light green dress, his favorite of the three styles of women’s tunic-dress—all in rayon, of course—available to Draconian girls. He was happy to see that, as he had instructed, she had not worn panties.
“How did it feel with no panties?” he asked softly as she went obediently over his denim-covered lap.
“Embarrassing!” she said to the floor.
“Good,” Patrick replied, and started to spank her, but not very hard. After a few swats, he took her by surprise, spreading her thighs with a forceful hand and caressing her up front, alternating caresses with hard spanks to her pussy until Kayla cried out.
“One of my favorite things,” Patrick confided, continuing to spank her bottom now, “about working here—though I’m sure it’s true at workplaces all over Draco—is that these rooms are far from soundproof.”
“Oh, God,” Kayla said. “No… it…”
Patrick drove two fingers on his left hand into her tight pussy, and rubbed hard at her clit with his right, and Kayla came with a scream, shuddering over his lap.
As she trembled over his lap, he continued, “I think it’s intended to make younger men get busy, really. I know it had that effect on me, and I’m not all that young.”
Kayla whimpered as Patrick picked her up and laid her gently on the bed on her tummy. He took off his jeans, spread her legs, and entered her, amazed at how natural it seemed already, to do that with the girl who belonged to him. He rode urgently, holding himself up on his hands as he drove into her velvet sheath, adoring the synthesis of the raw sensation of fucking such a sweet, tight pussy and the dominant fantasy of giving it to her that way, as she lay prone under him, her pink bottom, firm and soft at once, seeming to cling deliciously to his loins. Kayla made little submissive noises; he could tell she had already figured out how much he loved to hear that sound—the sound that told him he had mastered her, and she was his.
He wanted to make it last forever, but the situation was just too exciting: fucking at work, and knowing his co-workers knew he was fucking his beautiful, famous fiancée there in the workplace; knowing they had heard him spanking and wanking her. He came in just a few minutes, crying out at the power of his orgasm and driving Kayla down hard into the Spartan mattress, whose sheets the wives changed after their husbands had fucked them—and that, too, just knowing that Kayla would have to change the sheets, seemed to convey the incredible erotic force of the dominance that life on Draco conferred on men.
Patrick brought Kayla to the office every work day that month: twenty-four days of summoning her for hard fucking and the occasional trumped-up spanking. Though Draco had no moon, and therefore the lunar calendar with its four weeks per month no longer had even a tenuous historical reason to exist, the colonists had not even considered changing it: the Draconian week had the same seven days as the old Earth one. The Draconian work calendar, though, gave only Sunday off as a day of rest, and so, six days out of seven, Kayla did her schoolwork in the library at the monitoring station and waited for Patrick to come and crook his finger. She followed him to the private room, and he enjoyed her there. On the seventh day, they helped the birthrate all morning, languorously, in Patrick’s bed.
Then, on Sundays, they got in Patrick’s car and went to see the sights of Draco, their new home. They began, on their first Sunday, with a drive through the colony, which, even at a slow pace and exploring nearly every street in every zone, didn’t take very long at all. They ended up at the tree farm in Zone 3, on the other side of the city center from where Patrick lived and worked.
Patrick already knew the men who worked at the farm pretty well; he visited each of the farms twice a month to make an eyes-on inspection, as a reality check on what his computer showed him back at the monitoring station. Though Patrick’s own station only covered a quarter of the hydroponics farms in the colony, he had been assigned there because it was the experimental station, and so Patrick’s job included comparing his results with the baseline results at the other farms.
Since it was Sunday, it was only a skeleton crew taking care of the farm, but Patrick knew them all by name, and introduced Kayla. The five men on duty all seemed star-struck to be meeting Kayla Lourcy, daughter of the founder.
“Can I ask the question the whole colony wants to know about? Are you engaged?” asked a farmer named Josh, smiling a little shyly.
Kayla blushed crimson, but nodded happily.
“To think that Mr. Lourcy’s grandchildren really are going to be born here!”
“Well…” Kayla began to reply. They were walking through the trees; there were grass and bushes here, unlike in Zone 4. It seemed so much like Earth at the farms sometimes that Patrick could almost forget how far away Earth was.
Herb, another of the farmers, who tended a bit toward raunchy humor, said with a good-natured smile, “Don’t tell me you haven’t been trying pretty hard, Patrick.”
Patrick looked at Kayla. He suddenly wanted to try right there among the trees, with Josh and Herb watching, when he saw the pink in her cheeks. He thought of their morning in bed, when he had pushed her knees up and back until he could thrust himself wildly inside, as his naughty, submissive little girl screamed out orgasm after orgasm underneath him.
“Kayla, would you say we’ve been trying hard?”
Kayla gave him a look that said she was considering whether it was worth the risk of a real spanking to say something bratty, then turned to Herb. “Well, I take what I can get.”
Herb laughed heartily, Josh laughed guiltily, and Patrick gave Kayla a look that said she had an interesting time coming that night.
Back at home, Patrick told Kayla to strip, bend over the arm of the comfy chair in the living room, and wait.
“I’ll come and give you what you’ve got coming. You’ll definitely take what you can get tonight, young lady.”
Kayla looked up at him. “You’re not really mad, are you?” she asked.
Patrick smiled. “No, sweetheart.”
“Good, because I’m not scared.” She stuck out her tongue at him and ran into her room, slamming the door behind her. Patrick followed her, and opened it up to find her holding Mr. Fuzzy protectively in front of her. A little fear did seem to come into her eyes then, at the peremptory way he had entered her room.
“You’ll strip in the living room,” he said. “And your bare bottom will be spanked before I fuck it. And you’ll wear a diaper afterward, because you’re behaving like a child.”
In her eyes now he saw lust and submission. Then, as they stood there regarding each other, a different kind of apprehension crossed Kayla’s face, and she whispered solemnly, “Patrick?”
Patrick could tell immediately that Kayla wanted to suspend their play for a moment. “Yes, sweetheart?”
“Is it a game, or are we… I mean, are you really going to be, you know, strict with me? And make me act like a… I don’t know, a proper young lady? Who doesn’t get to say naughty things and doesn’t get to express her opinion? Oh, I can’t figure out how to say it, but do you know what I mean?”
Patrick nodded. “I’m pretty sure I do. I think the answer is mostly No. I love you for who you are. You’re brilliant, and you’re bratty sometimes, and I love that.”
“Oh.” A relieved smile broke out on Kayla’s face.
“But I do like to spank you.”
Kayla grew serious again. “But what about, you know, um, punishing me? If I like spanking…”
“Well,” Patrick replied, “would you like to be strapped again the way Joe strapped you?”
Kayla shuddered. “No.”
“I can do that, if I have to. And I will.”
“Why? Would you, if… if I didn’t want to, um, have sex, or… you know, suck your cock—” Kayla blushed prettily and cast her eyes down to the floor for a moment, then returned them to meet Patrick’s gaze boldly, “—or I did something, um, wrong? When I was sucking it? Or something like that?”
“No,” Patrick said seriously. “I might give you a playful spanking for something like that.” He saw from the way her nostrils flared just a tiny bit that the thought had turned her on, and he smiled. “But that’s not what discipline is for. Discipline is to keep you safe, and make sure you know that I’ll protect you, and to make it clear to you that sometimes I know better than you do what’s right for you.”
This, too—a little to Patrick’s surprise—turned Kayla on: she began to breathe a little heavily, and she held Mr. Fuzzy tighter. She brought the teddy bear up higher, right under her chin. It was the most adorable thing Patrick thought he had ever seen.
“I wish I knew,” Kayla said softly, “why all of a sudden that seems so right to me.” She dropped her eyes to her teddy’s furry head. Then suddenly those beautiful blue eyes got very big, and she looked back up at Patrick. “It’s because it’s you,” she whispered.
Patrick couldn’t help it. He took a step forward and enclosed her tightly in his arms, and kissed her, over and over.



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
After Patrick had held her for a little while, Kayla whispered into his chest. “Sir? Is it time for me to go strip in the living room?” Suddenly she was desperate for the spanking, the anal sex, and even the diapering. Now that she knew the ground rules, the idea of all of it—all the things that Patrick wanted to do to her and with her, that would show her how deeply she belonged to him—seemed to overwhelm her with submissive desire.
One part of Patrick knowing what was best for her was to play that way. Even though he wasn’t really punishing her for being bratty, to pretend that in him she actually did have a very strict, very lewd sort of guardian, who had no compunction about riding her bottom hard to teach her a lesson, excited her so much she could hardly bear it.
And it wasn’t like it didn’t actually help her keep her brattiness in check, now that she thought of it. She remembered how she had refused the cooking lesson, and how Patrick had spanked her and diapered her for that as a real punishment, because he knew Kayla needed to have her attitude adjusted or she would never be happy on Draco. It definitely had helped, and it had led to the blissful happiness of this moment in Patrick’s arms.
“Shh,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “I’ll decide when it’s time for me to fuck your bottom.”
Kayla whimpered at the dominance of his tone and snuggled into his chest, hoping that he would decide to do it soon and feeling her pussy grow very, very wet at the thought.
“Did you like meeting the farmers?” he asked.
“Mm-hmm,” she said. “They were really nice. Herb is so funny. I mean, he embarrassed me, but it was all in good fun—even though it earned me a spanking.” Kayla giggled.
“A lot of guys are telling me I should run for office. Herb’s actually one of them.”
“Really?”
“Mm-hmm. Next elections are about a year away. The opposition party—the liberal moderates, they call themselves—think they can win a majority on the governor’s council, and the council elects the governor.”
Kayla swallowed. Possibilities suddenly seemed to open up in front of her of a kind she hadn’t thought ever to have on Draco. Part of her—the old, grown-up, liberated part—wanted to ask about her own role, and about the Basic Law. She opened her mouth to say, “And we’ll repeal the Basic Law?” but she closed it again abruptly, as she realized that her initial ideas about the complete injustice of life on Draco had undergone a transformation.
“Can I guess what you’re thinking?” Patrick said softly, still holding her and rocking her a little bit, as Mr. Fuzzy was squashed between them. The heavenliness of the feeling seemed almost to rob Kayla of her reason. She nodded. Mr. Fuzzy’s fur tickled her chin as she pushed it into his soft head.
“You’re wondering whether you can be part of a campaign to repeal the Basic Law.”
“Well… yes, but…”
“But what?”
“But I’m not sure that repealing the Basic Law is the right thing to do. Changing it, yes, to let women do more jobs, and getting rid of the part about all young women having a guardian who supervises their dating, but…”
Patrick nodded now, his chin moving gently and pleasantly against the top of Kayla’s head. “But there’s more in it that works than doesn’t.”
“I guess that’s what I’m thinking,” Kayla replied.
“Do you want Marjorie Leary’s job?”
“I could see myself doing some of it—but I think I’d rather keep up with my research projects, and let someone else handle the cultural engineering.” She nestled into his chest even more tightly, though she had to move Mr. Fuzzy aside to do it. “Is that okay?”
“Of course,” Patrick said. “I think one of the problems in the administration, with regard to the Basic Law, is that Marjorie keeps such tight control over girls’ lives.” He was silent for a moment, and then he said, “I think next Sunday we’ll take a drive to Lourcy House.”
“Why?”
“I want you to meet Jane Loggins.”
“The woman who destroyed the subspace link?”
“That’s her. She still wields a lot of power, because of the way she responded to the Learys’ campaign, and even though the women of Lourcy House can’t vote in the next election, the fact that women will be voting when the Basic Law comes back for re-approval in eight years means that Jane is still important.”
“Have you met her?”
“Yes—briefly, at a meeting of the liberal moderates. She told me then that she wanted to meet you.”
“Why?”
“After what happened on the Jupiter, sweetheart, and then what happened with Melanie, you’re a lightning rod. I’m pretty sure Jane just wants to make sure you’re okay.”
“Am I okay?” Kayla was beginning to feel very frisky again, and she asked the question in a tone she hoped would indicate that really in order to be okay she needed to be bent to her guardian’s will and made to take his cock in her backside, in order to teach her how to be okay.
Patrick chuckled, and that made Kayla think, for some reason, of the past six days of coming to work with him, so that he could fuck her in the little private room. Perhaps she thought of that because Patrick’s chuckle sounded like the look on his face when he stood at the door of the library and beckoned to her.
She smiled, there in his arms, as she pictured that look. It was dominant, yes, but in the dominance there seemed also to lie a sense of… irony? Fun? Kayla realized suddenly that the ironic quality in Patrick’s dominance was exactly what they had just been talking about. It said to her that Patrick dominated her that way not because he felt some sort of caveman superiority, but because he knew it brought them together like pieces of a puzzle: Kayla, the submissive little girl who could finally admit her 1A-ness; Patrick, the dominant engineer, who loved to protect her, and loved to pleasure her and to take his pleasure from her.
That little library, with all the wives and fiancées, made her smile, too, despite the embarrassment of having to get up and go to Patrick while the other girls watched, just as Kayla watched them as their own husbands summoned them for fucking in that same room, where the girl had to change the sheets afterward. Knowing that every woman in the little library would be summoned by her husband or fiancé to be fucked—to be used for his pleasure and his breeding—made it rather difficult for Kayla to concentrate on her academic work there, to be sure. But the lovely feeling of being at Patrick’s command, of knowing that he would come to the door and beckon, and she would have to go because she belonged to him, seemed to her to be worth a little lost concentration.
“Yes,” Patrick said, squeezing her and Mr. Fuzzy tightly for a moment, and then letting her go. “You’re much, much more than okay,” he said as he stepped back and looked her up and down with a huge smile on his face. “Now you and Mr. Fuzzy have an appointment with the arm of a chair, I believe.”
Kayla swallowed hard. Just a moment before, this had been all she wanted, but now that Patrick said that it would definitely happen—bare bottom up, Patrick’s big hand coming down to teach her a lesson about disrespect, and then the even sterner lessons that would follow—she suddenly found she didn’t want it quite so much. “Sir?” she said. “Can I be punished after dinner, please?”
Patrick’s brow furrowed. “No, of course not. Get your naughty backside into the living room right now before I have to haul it there, and you’ll get the strap instead of my hand.”
She didn’t understand it, and maybe she never would, but she both wanted it and didn’t want it, and the not wanting it made the wanting it stronger. Kayla swallowed again, gave a little nod, and walked out of her room, carrying Mr. Fuzzy, still clutched to her chest. Patrick followed her, and he stood watching while she put her teddy down on the comfy chair and started to take off her dress. Back on Earth, she would never have been caught dead in a simple, feminine dress like this one; it had been jeans or high fashion for Kayla Lourcy. Here on Draco, she loved dressing this way, because she knew Patrick liked to see her in the simple styles of the colony, and—perhaps she was finally ready to admit it—because it reflected the realities of colonial life, Basic Law or no Basic Law.
The dress fell to the floor.
“You may put your dress over on the sofa for now, young lady,” Patrick said.
Kayla complied, blushing at being in her panties—she never wore a bra these days, had rarely worn one on Earth, even. Patrick had seen her naked so many times now, but still she blushed: it must have been the tone in his voice that brought out the little-girl shame.
“Panties off now,” he said. Yes, it was the tone—Kayla felt her face go crimson as she pulled down the panties and stepped out of them. Without being told, she folded them and put them atop the dress. She thought about how later she would have to put the dress and the panties away, while wearing her diaper, and how she would have to earn the right to wear big-girl clothes. Oh, God… would Patrick make her wear her little-girl clothes and her diaper to come to work with him on Monday?
She closed her eyes, her face blazing like the sun. Of course he would.
“Over the arm of the chair now, little Kayla. Hold your teddy tight, because it’s time for your spanking, and I’m going to spank you hard to make sure you learn your lesson.”
Naked and trembling, Kayla laid herself down over the arm of the big chair, covered in soft beige rayon. The cushioning felt soft and comforting under her tummy, at least, and Mr. Fuzzy felt warm in her arms. But the chair arm raised her bottom so high, pushed it out so far, for her guardian to spank! She buried her face in Mr. Fuzzy’s tummy.
Kayla felt Patrick’s left hand come down atop her waist. “A spanking, and then a bottom-fucking, and then a diaper,” he said softly but sternly. “That’s the price of disrespect, little girl.” Then he started to spank her.
He was as good as his word: he brought his hand down hard, over and over, first in the middle, then on her right cheek, then on her left.
Kayla cried from the very beginning: something about the littleness of being completely bare, of holding her teddy, and of having her bottom up over the arm of the comfy chair where most nights she sat in Patrick’s lap, made the pain of her punishment seem worse. As Patrick just kept spanking her, turning her whole bottom, she was sure, a uniform shade of bright red, she sobbed into Mr. Fuzzy’s fur and said, “I’m sorry, sir,” again and again.
He stopped and said, “You may rub. While you rub, please be sure to show me the little anus where I’m going to have you now, to make it clear that you know you must furnish it to me when I wish to fuck you there.”
“Oh, God,” Kayla sobbed. She turned her cheek to her teddy’s chest and reached her hands back. She whimpered at the mixture of pain and pleasure that coursed through her whole body at the lightest touch of her fingers on her punished bottom-cheeks. She rubbed, taking the halves of her bottom gently in her fingers and carefully parting them to show that she knew where he would soon put his cock, to teach her another lesson in his mastery.
She felt his lubed fingers there, opening her, pushing in and preparing the way for his hardness. Then, while she still held her bottom open, soothing the punished cheeks, she heard his pants drop to the floor and felt the head of his cock came up against her, not gently but insistently.
“Open up, young lady,” he said. “Right now.”
Kayla sobbed, and for a long moment she struggled, as the cockhead pushed more and more firmly, until at last, with a cry of submissive discomfort, she opened before him, and Patrick’s manhood surged inside her still nearly virginal bottom.
He didn’t ride hard at first, but let her get used to having him there, in this new, much more rigorous position. He had mastered her in many ways already, but Kayla had never felt more dominated than she did then, her face down and her rear end up, impaled by her guardian’s cock, while he began to drive toward his climax without regard for his little girl’s comfort or pleasure.
Now he thrust harder and harder, and Kayla cried out, but Patrick simply gripped her hips and kept riding, making little grunts of satisfaction as perhaps he looked down at the way he was fucking a spanked bottom, while the bottom’s owner, at his command, held it open for him.
Then he took her hands from her bottom and held her wrists in his firm grasp, using the traction he gained to thrust into her bottom even harder.
Her bottom-hole burned, and the fullness seemed more than she could bear. She had never thought sex and discipline could be as interwoven as they were in the way Patrick dominated her backside with his cock. She gave a sobbing scream at the ambiguous, ambivalent pleasure of the way her guardian used her, and that seemed to unlock Patrick’s orgasm. His hips’ rhythm became irregular, and he thrust even deeper, and then she felt his cock pulsing inside her bottom as he murmured, “Thank you, good girl. Thank you.”
“Thank you, sir,” she said, hardly knowing how she could smile after the spanking, the pounding of his hips against her spanked bottom, and the thrusting of his cock.
Then he was gone from her bottom and she gave a questioning cry, but he was back just as quickly, urging a diaper underneath her hips and spreading her legs to bring the fabric up between them.
“My seed will leak out of your bottom into the diaper,” he said softly. “When it does, I want you to remember how it got there, and the way naughty girls have to open their bottoms to learn their lessons.”
So dirty, so lewd. And yet so wonderful. “Yes, sir,” Kayla whispered into Mr. Fuzzy’s soft tummy.
“If you’re going to be senior matron someday, I think that’s the kind of thing you’ll have to remember. A naughty girl may get to be senior matron, but the governor has to be sure to fuck her ass regularly, I imagine.”
“Promise?” Kayla asked.



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
The following Sunday at noon (the Draconian day was twenty-two hours long, so noon and midnight happened at eleven, rather than twelve, but Patrick found that he had had little trouble adjusting), they pulled into the little parking lot in front of Lourcy House. To Patrick’s surprise, the lot was nearly full of cars. He knew that the residents of Lourcy House almost never came into the city, or went anywhere else, really. Why did they have so many cars?
No one on Draco had time for compiling lists of the biggest buildings, but Patrick didn’t think there could be any question that Lourcy House was the second biggest building on Draco after the admin building. The farms didn’t count, because they were farms, and dwarfed everything else by an order of magnitude.
Unlike the aggressively prefabricated appearance of the admin building, which seemed to shout to the tiny city and the planet around it that the people of the Draco colony would sacrifice every aesthetic quality to the worship of utility and economic development, the facade of Lourcy House was the first piece of graceful architecture Patrick had seen on the planet. Indeed, it probably represented the only piece of graceful architecture on Draco. Somehow, without having pillars or paneled windows, it managed to suggest Georgian university buildings simply through the symmetry of its construction: a massive central block with an inviting entrance to which cement stairs that in the perfection of their lines evoked marble ones, and two side wings, connected by breezeways.
The grounds of the house were almost entirely red earth, dotted with trees, but they were laid out in front of the main wing as a quadrangle, with benches around it, and in the very center of the quad, in a little greenhouse that Patrick and Kayla walked by to get to the front door where they could see Jane Loggins waiting for them, grew a patch of grass.
“Wow,” Kayla said. “It’s like being back in college, kind of.”
“When we get the humidity fixed,” Patrick told her, “they’ll be ready to make this place look like Oxford.”
“Stanford,” Kayla corrected with a laugh.
Patrick laughed. “You’re right. I don’t think we’ll ever get as much rain on Draco as they do in England, more’s the pity.”
Jane Loggins wore jeans and a work shirt. She was about fifty years old, like all of the original colonists, and her hair was now iron-gray. Intelligence shone from her eyes as she extended her hand first to Kayla and then to Patrick, saying, “Welcome. I’m very glad you could come,” in a cultured British voice that made Patrick nostalgic for his ancestral home in County Cork.
Jane, being British, did not seem warm, but she was exquisitely cordial. “What do you think of my pride and joy?” she asked, gesturing to the house and its grounds.
“Did you design it?” Kayla asked with wonder in her voice.
“I did,” Jane replied. “After the accident, I took up architecture, which had always been a passion of mine.”
“And I’m assuming that Lourcy House was part of some sort of deal that led to your endorsing the Basic Law?”
“Kayla,” Patrick said with a warning in his tone, “don’t be impolite, please.”
Kayla looked at him guiltily, then turned back to Jane. “I’m sorry, Ms. Loggins. It’s just that I feel like there’s so much I don’t understand.”
“That’s quite alright,” Jane said. “Come inside, and let’s talk all that over. That’s part of why I’ve asked you, of course.”
She led them through the big wood-composite double doors, which, Patrick thought, were very probably the largest doors on Draco—every other door he had seen being identical and about half the size of one of the two of these.
“I have, as you can see, great plans for this place,” Jane said with a smile.
“You want it to be a real university,” Patrick said.
“Indeed. Yes, of course, we can all learn from our tablets here, or in the education wing of that behemoth in the city. It’s old-fashioned, but that doesn’t make it any less true, that students and scholars living together produce better work and live longer, whatever the cost to the birthrate.”
The tinge of bitterness Jane injected into the phrase ‘birthrate’ was so faint that Patrick found himself wondering not where it came from—for that was obvious—but why she wasn’t angrier.
Kayla picked up on the same thing, apparently. As they crossed into a spacious, well-lit office, with a sitting area toward which Jane led them, she asked, “I really don’t mean to be rude, Ms. Loggins, but isn’t that something worth fighting harder for? I mean, the girls in the education wing don’t even know that Lourcy House isn’t, I don’t know, a reform school where you get sent if you can’t bear to fulfill your true duty as a woman, marry as quickly as possible, and serve your husband. I wish I’d known…” She looked at Patrick. He couldn’t say it made him happy to hear her express a wish whose fulfillment would imply their not having come together and fallen in love, but he knew how ambitious a person his wonderful fiancée was and he didn’t begrudge her the wish.
But then Kayla made him very happy, for she said, “No, actually, that’s not true. I guess if I’d known about your plans for Lourcy House, I wouldn’t have been ready to see Patrick’s point. But… what about girls like my friend Melanie Foster? I’m guessing you heard about what happened?”
Jane nodded sympathetically.
Kayla continued, “Should Melanie have to go through the whole first thirty years of her life not knowing that she has a choice besides getting married? It just seems… Melanie doesn’t want to date, but her guardian makes her. And then she’ll probably get pregnant, of course.”
“Through her own choice,” Patrick said. “That’s one of the reasons she has a guardian. One thing that the Basic Law has done is virtually eliminate rape and even sexual harassment.”
Jane said, “You may be surprised to hear me say this, Kayla, but the birthrate really is important. Since the incident with you and Melanie Foster, I’ve been following her academic record, with Melanie and her guardian’s permission, and she’s definitely a candidate for the advanced studies program here—which, I should tell you, is not our only program. Lourcy House is for any woman who can’t find happiness in marriage, and who is willing to work at what she’s good at, here among us. Think of it this way, though. Should Melanie come here at twenty, and deprive Draco of the chance to have four more colonists who could be intellectual leaders?”
Patrick looked at Kayla, who was clearly pondering Jane’s words.
“But…” Kayla said musingly, and then continued more rapidly, grabbing onto the thread of her argument as she went, “but couldn’t she do both? Why couldn’t she live here, date here, get married here?”
Jane smiled patiently. “Kayla, dear, I look forward to having this conversation again when you have a family.”
Kayla’s face fell, but she forged on, the frustration coming out in her voice. “With all due respect, Ms. Loggins, I don’t think that’s fair.”
“No, it’s not fair,” Jane agreed, “but it’s the case.”
Patrick felt his mouth open in wonder. Jane Loggins was a force to be reckoned with: no wonder the liberal moderates pinned their hopes on her, and no wonder the Learys and their party let her do as she liked out here. If Jane wanted to, she could probably single-handedly bring social unrest back to Draco, with her ideas and her personal presence. But it seemed that part of her genius must be that she didn’t want to do that.
“Was your endorsement of the Basic Law real, then?” Patrick asked.
“Yes,” Jane said simply. “When I decided that I could in good conscience support the Learys, it was a matter of deciding what sort of deal I wanted to carve out in return for my public support. There was absolutely no doubt that I caused the accident that destroyed the subspace link, but that paradoxically gave me a kind of power, because of course I had become a kind of anti-hero to the opponents of the Basic Law. I could have fought it and lost, or I could choose something positive. I chose Lourcy House.”
“Why did you call it Lourcy House?” Kayla asked.
Jane chuckled. “It certainly wasn’t because I thought you were coming.”
Kayla laughed with her; Patrick could tell that the two women liked each other instinctively, and that made him very happy. “No, it was because your father’s view of how the colony’s administration should run deserved to be kept alive, as unrealistic as it turned out to be. It was a model of governance better suited to a university than to a struggling colony, with decentralized committees and a panel of deciders. We use it here to govern ourselves, albeit in a modified form; your father didn’t believe in a single person having executive authority.”
“Which is hilarious,” Patrick said, “knowing the man and the way he ran his corporation.”
Kayla giggled. “Yes—I think the only executive authority he believed in was his own. He just would never admit that he was a monarch.”
“At any rate,” Jane said, “I’m the monarch here.”
“Of course,” Patrick said. “What are you offering us, your majesty, and what’s your price?”
“In good time,” Jane replied, “which will not be very long from now, I promise. I’d like to show you over Lourcy House first, though, and have you meet a few of the women, so that you understand a little better what I’m going to ask of you.”
 
* * *
 
The mystery of the full parking lot was solved early on in the tour Jane gave them. As they walked through the breezeway to the north wing that Jane told them was the residential part of the house, she said, “On the ground floor are the sex rooms,” matter-of-factly.
“The what?” Kayla asked.
Jane laughed. “I often think that if it weren’t for the sex rooms, Lourcy House would be some sort of a space-age nunnery. But although the thirty-eight of us who live here have decided not to marry, most of us have normal sexual urges.”
“But who…?”
“Whom do we fuck?” Jane asked with a merry laugh. “Well, some of us fuck one another. Mostly, though, we send out.”
Now Patrick laughed. “Seriously?”
Jane nodded. “There are quite a few older men among the first-gens who’ve separated from their wives, or have an open marriage of one or another sort.”
Patrick suddenly remembered one of his co-workers talking about ‘going to Lourcy House’ in a way that had completely mystified him—so much so that he had not even asked what the man had meant, because he was sure he must have misheard.
“You have, um, parties, don’t you?” he asked. “A bloke at my station said something, and I didn’t understand it—but I think I do now.”
Jane nodded, smiling. “There was one last night,” she said. “That’s why it’s so quiet around here right now—I went to bed at midnight, but usually they keep going until two or three.”
“Wait,” Kayla said. “You were at the party?”
“Of course,” Jane said. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Some of the girls call me insatiable.” She laughed and led them up the stairs to the residential floor.
In the big common room on the second floor, they met Jackie and Laura, the other two deciders of Lourcy House.
“It’s so nice to meet you, Kayla,” Jackie said. “I’ve heard so much about you.”
Laura said, “Congratulations on your engagement—I think the whole colony is cheering.”
Jackie looked at Jane. “Have you told them about the offer?”
Jane shook her head. “Let’s do that now.”
When they had all sat down in a corner of the room, which was empty but for them, with Patrick and Kayla on one couch and the three deciders on another, looking like a sort of interview panel, Jane said, “Our offer is really very simple: I endorse you for the council, and then for the governor’s office. You run a campaign that supports the Basic Law, but you emphasize that the colony needs to have a conversation about returning the vote to single women.”
“Why do you think that will work?” Kayla asked.
“Because of women like Melanie Foster,” Laura replied. “Melanie has a dad, and he was not happy about what Marjorie Leary did. He’s an important member of the Learys’ party, and we’re hoping you can get him to come over to the liberal moderates.”
Jackie said, “The politics around the Basic Law are about balance. Eventually, I think we all know it will have to be repealed. Some of us would like it repealed sooner, others later. We think the Learys have overplayed their hand.”
“Marjorie and John aren’t bad people,” Jane said. “I have no regrets about supporting them when I did. But it’s time for us to move forward.” She looked at Kayla. “Slowly.”
Kayla smiled wryly. “For the sake of our backsides, if nothing else,” she said.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
A text from Melanie came the next morning.
 
You there?
 
Yup.
 
Is it true?
 
What?
 
Oh, I don’t know. THAT YOU’RE ENGAGED? That Patrick is running, with Jane Loggins’ endorsement? That my freaking DAD is endorsing him?
 
Yup.
 
Can you come have lunch? Do you have morning sickness yet?
 
MELANIE!!
 
It could still freak Kayla out how matter-of-fact everyone on Draco was about sex.
 
Giggle… Sorry (but not really). Do you?
 
NO!!
 
Can you ask your hunk if you can come have lunch with me?
 
YES, FINE. If you promise not to make me blush 100% of the time.
 
Sigh. I suppose I can try.
 
* * *
 
Melanie was Kayla’s maid of honor, when the Learys married Patrick McDowell and Kayla Lourcy in the grand lobby of the admin building, two weeks later. Beforehand, there was a meeting between the Learys and the (future) McDowell-Lourcys (Draconian law made no provision for forcing a wife to take her husband’s name, and both Kayla and Patrick thought that keeping the Lourcy name around was a good idea).
Kayla had expected that that meeting would be terribly tense—even angry—but both John and Marjorie were very gracious. John, whom Kayla met then for the first time, seemed a much nicer person than she had expected. He was also drop-dead gorgeous. Not like Patrick, of course, but still… something seemed to happen to alpha men past fifty, if they kept in shape—they made your knees weak with a combination of wisdom and dominance.
“I admired your father so very much, Kayla,” he said to her, when the four of them sat down in the governor’s office. “I’m very glad that you and Patrick are going to be taking over.”
“What?” Kayla couldn’t help saying. It was all she could do not to sputter it.
Marjorie said, “Jane managed this very well. The writing is on the wall, and John and I have earned our retirement.”
“You can say that again,” said John. He turned to Kayla. “I doubt it’s much consolation, but I want you to know that Marjorie got quite the paddling herself for the stunt with you and Melanie.”
“John!” Marjorie said. But when Kayla looked at her, she was smiling.
“Losing the support of Gerald Foster was something that could have been avoided, and things might be very different,” John said, not angrily but matter-of-factly, as if they had had this conversation before, perhaps with a great deal more emotion.
“Yes,” Marjorie agreed, and turned to Kayla. “I made a bad miscalculation there, and I got what I had coming.”
Now she realized that Patrick was looking at her; she knew there was something she should say. The old Kayla never would have, she knew, but trying to be gracious had gained greatly in importance for her over the past two months, since the Jupiter had reached its destination and everything had seemed to be turned upside down.
“Marjorie,” Kayla said “I misjudged you, and I’m very sorry.”
“Thank you, Kayla,” Marjorie said. “That means the world to me.”
 
* * *
 
Kayla had tried to make some pronouncements about their wedding night: how she didn’t want it just to be at their house, how she knew that there weren’t hotels and things on Draco, but maybe Jane would let them use a nice room at Lourcy House. But Patrick had put his foot down and told her that he would be planning the wedding night, and she should concentrate on having a good time at the reception, which was of course in the admin café.
It was more of a political rally, really—or perhaps a kind of coronation, for the Learys announced right after they had married Kayla and Patrick in the simple words, “We pronounce you husband and wife,” that they were endorsing Patrick for governor. Nevertheless, there was a rather good cake, and a very good band playing waltzes and swing from the old, old days. The Draconians loved live music, because nothing—Kayla agreed—relieved the stress of hard work better than making music with your friends. Josh, from the farm they had visited, had even written a silly, wonderful song about Kayla’s father and how happy he was up in heaven to see Kayla and Patrick together.
Kayla cried and cried, and it felt so very good. All she felt she really needed, there in her standard-issue Draconian rayon wedding gown, was Mr. Fuzzy. She had Patrick, though, and truly that was even better.
After the reception, she changed into his favorite green dress, got into his car, and they set out for wherever he intended to take her. The goodbyes had been lengthy despite the fact that they would be seeing all their friends in a few days at most, even if Patrick had found some way to use the entirety of the whole week of vacation he’d been granted for a honeymoon to keep Kayla in bed, working on the birthrate. Draco colony just wasn’t big enough to make tearful goodbyes very meaningful.
“Where are we going?” Kayla asked, unable to contain her curiosity.
“Wait and see,” Patrick replied. They drove on through the hot Draconian night, with the windows of Patrick’s little blue electric car open. The air smelled like Draco: Kayla realized for the first time that she now knew what Draco smelled like. It smelled like the beach. She laughed.
“What?” Patrick asked.
“What does Draco smell like, to you?”
“Like the desert, I guess.”
“No,” Kayla said. “I mean, yes, okay, but not tonight. Tonight it smells like the beach. Tell me we’re going to some tropical resort where I can have a piña colada. I’ll just imagine it, and it will be true, because things just happen magically when you’re around.” She had had enough of Draconian red (wine currently came in Draconian red and Draconian white) at the reception that she almost believed it.
“Well…” Patrick said, slowing the car to Kayla’s surprise. “I can’t do the piña colada, but come and see.”
He got out of the car and walked around to her side. He opened her door and helped her out. Kayla felt her brow furrow. Where were they? It looked like the front of one of the hydroponics farms.
“A farm, Patrick? Seriously?” Why did she feel the need to brat? The wine probably had something to do with it, but really, if she were being honest, it had to be because Patrick hadn’t spanked her in several days. Well, in for a penny, in for a pound. If Kayla was going to brat, she would make it good. “You’re taking Kayla fucking Lourcy, daughter of Lawrence Lourcy, future senior matron of Draco, to a farm for her wedding night?”
She glared at him as he turned to face her, his body outlined by the lights on the outside of the office building that served as the entrance to the farm, showing a sign that read Research Farming Facility 1. He wore his tuxedo so very well, the tie and collar carelessly undone. Yes, rayon, but it looked like silk and wool, at least in that light. He also seemed to be unable to keep from smiling.
“I was going to spank you anyway, Kayla,” he said quietly, “but you just earned a really good one.”
“Why were you going to spank me anyway?!”
“Because I know you need it, and because I want to.”
At that moment, Kayla had absolutely no ability to tell whether her pique or her arousal were the greater. She just kept glaring at Patrick, and he just kept looking calmly back at her. Finally, she couldn’t bear it anymore, her mouth twitched though she tried to keep it set in a tight line, and she was grinning at him.
“I love you, sweetheart,” Patrick said, and he stepped forward, took her in his arms, and kissed her so deeply she thought she would faint.
“Oh, Patrick, I love you, too,” Kayla said. “But… a farm?”
Patrick sighed and released her from the hug. He took her hand and led her forward. Kayla followed reluctantly.
In the office sat the night crew, like the night crew of any of the hydroponics farms, tending sleepily to their monitors.
“Evening, gentlemen,” Patrick said amicably. “Meet my wife, Kayla Lourcy McDowell.”
Kayla greeted them as graciously as she could.
Patrick asked the crew chief, “Everything ready?”
“Yup,” he said with a wink. “Have a wonderful time.”
Despite herself, Kayla was becoming intrigued. “What’s everything?” she whispered loudly to Patrick.
Patrick turned to the crew chief. “Mrs. McDowell is expressing some perhaps justified displeasure that I’ve brought her to a farm for our wedding night.”
The crew chief laughed. “I can understand that. Don’t you worry, Mrs. McDowell. I think you’ll be pleased. I mean, it’s only Draco, but we’re all pretty proud of this facility.”
Through a set of industrial double doors lay paradise: a waterfall, a beach, coconut palms. A sward of pampas grass. Yes, it all ended a hundred yards away, in a glass wall. But even if it were a small, artificial paradise, it was still paradise.
Butterflies. There were butterflies, in the little tropical bushes.
Kayla’s mouth fell open and she started to cry.
Above, you could hardly tell that there was a glass roof, and the stars looked like they might even be the same stars you could see from Earth. Well, of course they were the same stars, but their positions were all different. Tonight, Kayla didn’t care. She was in paradise with her new husband, and she was going to get a spanking.
Everything was right—with this particular planet at least.
Patrick led her down the beach, to where there sat a little cottage, in front of which burned tiki torches. Kayla laughed; she just couldn’t help it.
“Research farming?” she asked, giggling, as Patrick opened the door of the cottage.
Patrick snorted, “Baby farming, maybe.”
Inside lay what looked for all the world like a luxury resort hotel room, back on Earth.
“It’s brand new, and it’s top secret. Proof-of-concept. I didn’t even know about it until Marjorie told me she wanted us to be the first couple to use it.”
“Oh, God. I really misjudged her.”
“She thought it would be okay because of who you are. The plan is to scale it up to a hundred rooms and give every married colonist a turn.”
Kayla laughed again. “Clever. Birthrate, you know.”
“Birth of the hospitality profession on Draco, too. I have to say I think it’s brilliant.”
Halfway into the room, still letting Patrick lead her, now over to a high-backed chair that sat in a place of honor that she thought Patrick must have awarded it, Kayla stopped. She had just thought of all the papers she could write about the growth of the hospitality industry.
Patrick felt her feet slow and mistook the meaning of it. “Come on,” he said. “Over my lap now. You’re not getting out of your wedding-night spanking, sweetheart.”
She looked into his kind eyes and smiled. “Oh, I know, Patrick. Just… remind me to text Melanie in the morning about the hospitality industry.”
He laughed at that. “Okay,” he said. “Will do.” Then he continued to pull her toward the high-backed chair, and Kayla let herself be led there, though now she pretended to herself that she was a little girl who had been naughty and made her steps halting to suit the fantasy.
“Daddy?” she said. She hadn’t meant to say that, exactly, but she realized that she’d wanted to call Patrick that for so long now that she could hardly remember when she hadn’t wanted to call him daddy.
Patrick, still holding her hand, turned to look at her with a smile and a slightly creased brow.
“Yes?” he said.
“I wish Mr. Fuzzy were here.”
Patrick’s smile widened so far that Kayla thought it might eat his face, Cheshire-cat style.
“Go look in the closet, on the shelf.” He released her hand and she went, quickly, and threw open the closet door. There he was, but also… “No,” she said. “No. He got lost, ages and ages ago.”
“He didn’t get lost, sweetheart. Your dad had him, and he gave him to me. I’ve had him for years: I’ve just been waiting since forever to find the right time to give him back to you.”
It was Draco. Sweet little Draco, with the green body, the black wings, and the sharp grinning teeth.
Kayla whispered, “He’s like… a priceless artifact, now, isn’t he? I mean, shouldn’t he be in a museum?”
Patrick laughed. “Not if you don’t want him to be. I think it would be much better if you held him close, and he slept in our bed with us and then, someday…”
Kayla grabbed Draco and Mr. Fuzzy, ran to Patrick, and somehow managed to throw her arms around him even though she still held the stuffies. “Our babies will have him,” she said. “Our…” She giggled. “Our Draco-babies.”
 
 
The End
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The Count’s Discipline
When Robert de Lourcy’s wife spurns his desire to spank her, the young count contents himself with disciplining other women of the court, until a rash decision to chastise the women of a captured castle arouses the ire of the local bishop and Robert is forced to seek absolution. In an act of penance, he visits a cathedral and stumbles upon a young girl named Sophia who has been set upon by robbers. Remembering his promise make amends for his sins, Robert takes pity on the destitute child, placing her in a convent so that she may be properly educated.
When Sophia comes of age, the nuns at the convent grow more firm with her. The young woman is simultaneously drawn to their discipline but also unconvinced that their motivations are particularly noble. After Sophia’s education is complete, Robert brings her into his household to serve as his secretary. Though he has decided to never spank another woman again, when Sophia begs him to chastise her as the nuns did he cannot resist the opportunity to take her over his knee.
The two begin a happy relationship based on Sophia’s acceptance of the count’s discipline, but he remains devoted to his wife until she dies tragically in childbirth. After that sad event, Sophia expects the count to marry another noblewoman, but will that new wife be jealous and send her away? Is she doomed to be cast back onto the streets from whence she came, or will Robert break the shackles of society and wed a commoner?
 
Geoffrey’s Rules
For as long as she can remember, Chloe has imagined what it would be like to be utterly and completely dominated by a man. When she meets Geoffrey—a man who can make her blush red with shame and quiver with lust at the same time with nothing more than a word or a glance—Chloe begins to wonder if her fantasy could become reality.
As hot as her desire burns, though, Chloe struggles with herself. How can a modern woman feel this way? Should she not berate herself for longing to be taken over her man’s knee for a bare-bottom spanking? No matter how she yearns for it, does she really belong on her knees at Geoffrey’s feet, naked and waiting for him to take her any way he pleases?
When Geoffrey offers her what she knows deep down she has always wanted, will she turn him away, or will she submit to his rules and allow her new master to take her fully in hand?
 
Tamed by the Highlander
When raiders fall upon Urquhart Castle, Elisabeth Grant, the daughter of the castle’s lord—a highlander by birth, but educated in the lowlands—is left defenseless when her cowardly father abandons her. At the last moment, her life and her maidenhead are saved from the raiders by Angus MacGregor, the proud highlander she had only hours earlier ordered locked in the pillory for his insolence toward her.
Vowing that she will see her home rise from the ruins after the attack, Elisabeth resolves to stay as close to the castle as possible. With her father and his soldiers gone, however, she has nowhere to turn for protection except to the highlander who so recently rescued her. When Angus informs her that he has no interest in a ward or a servant, she impetuously offers to wed the uncouth, yet undeniably brave and handsome highlander whose firm words and strong arms both terrify and excite her.
Angus agrees to marry Elisabeth on one condition: she will serve and obey him as a proper wife should, and if she fails in her duties, she will be soundly spanked. She agrees to his condition, but when she surrenders to his touch one moment and defies him the next, his desire for her only grows fiercer. Though it quickly becomes clear she will not yield without a fight—and a taste of his leather strap upon her bare bottom—he soon discovers she is like no woman he has ever known, as being chastised until she is writhing and begging only increases her lust for him.
But when her father returns to rebuild the ruins of Urquhart even as the threat of another assault on the castle looms, Angus wonders whether Elisabeth will abandon him and return to the life of a noble lady. Even if she stays by his side, will their newly forged bond be shattered in the heat of battle, or will their love and courage be enough to withstand the swords of the marauders?
 
Their Firm Men
When she hears about the engagement of her sister, Esther, to one of San Francisco’s wealthiest merchants, twenty-five-year-old Amelia Lander decides it is high time she obeyed her mother’s last wish—that she watch over her younger sister. Amelia leaves her teaching job in New York City and travels by train to San Francisco, where she loses no time in calling on Esther and her new husband, Samuel Allen, and providing them with proof that she is Esther’s sister and that her existence has been intentionally concealed by their father for seventeen years, since Esther was a toddler.
Samuel suggests that Amelia live with them, but when Esther says something impolite and Samuel tells her—in front of Amelia—that she can expect to be soundly spanked for her rudeness, Amelia is shocked. Samuel informs Amelia that he will run his house as he sees fit, and when she responds with insults and defiance, Amelia soon finds herself over the knee of Samuel’s business partner, Michael Sullivan, for a long, hard spanking on her bare bottom. In spite of her shame and fury, however, Amelia cannot help but be drawn to the man who chastised her so thoroughly.
When she learns that her father is once again up to no good, Amelia runs straight to Michael with the news, and he and Samuel form a plan to stop him. But can Amelia bring herself to obey Michael and stay out of the way, or will her foolhardy actions cost the life of the man she has reluctantly come to love?
 
Bought and Trained
Desperate to be dominated, twenty-five-year-old Rose signs up for a concubine training program and agrees to have her memory of consenting erased, allowing her to experience being forced to explore her fantasies of complete and utter submission.
Leo, a skilled case-agent for the program, captures Rose and puts her through a strict training regimen, in which her body is no longer her own but instead is Leo’s to command. He brings her to the Institute where she meets her training partner, Hannah, and also meets other men who she learns to call ‘master.’ During her time at the Institute, Rose is taught that obedience is not optional and that defiance will result in ever more humiliating punishments.
Once their training is complete, Rose and Hannah are purchased by a master and mistress and are brought back to the couple’s villa in the Caribbean. The girls thrive in their new roles, but when a traumatic experience causes Rose’s memory of her consent to come flooding back, will her realization that she wanted all of this from the beginning bring everything crashing down?
 
Bred by the Spartans
When the beautiful young goddess Thaleia spurns Zeus’ attentions, he has her thoroughly and shamefully punished and then casts her down from Olympus to walk the earth as a mortal woman. Worse still, he places a curse upon her which will overcome any man who sees her with the desire to claim her in the most humiliating ways possible. Her only hope lies in an ancient power stronger even than the gods… Destiny has decreed that if, in spite of the curse, two men can make her confess that she yearns to be theirs, then she will find a happiness beyond her fate.
After Thaleia’s sister throws herself at the feet of Apollo in desperation and begs for his aid, Apollo appears in a dream to Leontes and Theoleon, two of the bravest warriors of Sparta, and commands them to rescue Thaleia. When the men wake and find the girl naked and distressed, they are torn by two equally powerful instincts: to take her long and hard and make her blush with shame, and to love and protect her as their own.
The three journey to the Oracle at Delphi, who gives them Apollo’s prophecy—that the descendant of two Spartan warriors and a goddess will one day save all Greece from its enemies. But if Thaleia bears the son Apollo has foretold and Zeus relents and allows her to return to Olympus, will her love for her two Spartans be greater than her desire for immortality?
 
Her Doctor’s Orders
When her mother injures several people while driving drunk, eighteen-year-old Kendra Jackson rushes to the hospital. In the emergency room, Dr. Levi Hunter promises her that everything is going to be okay, but she cannot imagine how the handsome medic’s words could possibly be true, especially once her mother is sent to prison.
Something about Kendra touches Levi, and try as he might, he cannot get her out of his head. Three years later, after another alcohol-induced crash—this time with Kendra behind the wheel—Levi pays her bail and brings her to his house to sober up. After examining her thoroughly—despite her protests and blushes—to make sure she’s not seriously injured, he offers to let her stay with him while she gets her life back on track. He warns her, though, that living under his roof means living with his rules… and breaking those rules will have consequences.
Despite her shock at his promise to discipline her when her behavior warrants it, Kendra agrees to his conditions. She soon discovers that Levi is a man of his word, and when bad habits start to creep back into her new life, he takes her over his knee, bares her bottom, and spanks her soundly. When she continues to test his resolve, Levi shows Kendra that a punishment from a firm-handed doctor can leave a naughty girl’s face even redder than her well-spanked bottom.
As their relationship blossoms into a passionate romance, Kendra is comforted by the fact that Levi’s discipline and love is something she can count on, and she begins to realize that no matter how many bad decisions she makes, he has no intention of ever giving up on her. But Kendra’s painful past still haunts her, and she cannot help but fear that what she has with Levi cannot last. Can she bring herself to obey her doctor’s orders and embrace her new life at his side?
 
An Extreme Marriage
When Frank catches Jenny, his prim and proper wife, masturbating while reading about the Institute—a place where husbands learn to spank their naughty wives and thoroughly ravish them in the bedroom—he realizes that something needs to change. The Institute’s training costs a fortune, but he is willing to bet it will be more than worth the price.
Jenny and Frank enter ‘Extreme Marriage’ training at the Institute, but although Jenny craves Frank’s dominance on a very deep level, her bashful ways reveal a sexual guilt taught to her long ago which will require great patience and care to overcome. It takes all of Frank’s willpower to restrain his raging desires as he follows the Institute’s plan and takes control of their marriage.
Frank’s newfound dominance brings Jenny pleasure beyond anything she has ever known, and as the terrible guilt that has been a part of her life for so long slips away, she and Frank find more joy in their marriage than they ever thought possible. But when they leave the Institute and return home, can they keep the passion they ignited there burning hot?
 
Breaking Abigail
As eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret pleasures herself in her family’s summerhouse, she cries out the name of Mark LeMarchand, the man she secretly loves. She has no idea that he stands steps away, ready to do what she most desires: strip her naked, spank her hard, and take her even harder. But as a result of her stern upbringing, Abigail finds herself unable to give herself to Mark no matter how badly she longs for it.
Mark is determined to help Abigail, and with the assistance of wealthy friends he creates the Institute, a place where women agree to have their memory of consent suppressed by hypnosis in order to free them to enjoy their submission fully. When Mark tells Abigail about the Institute, she realizes it may be her only chance at real happiness.
After agreeing to the program, Abigail wakes up at the Institute and meets Master Ian, under whose firm hand she will be taught to please a man in any way he requires. Absolute obedience is expected of her and anything less will result in punishments as shameful as they are effective. But when Abigail inadvertently discovers the truth about The Institute, will she decide to finish her training or will she leave and rush into Mark’s waiting arms?
 
At Leo’s Command
When twenty-three-year-old Kristen Harper peeks through a window and witnesses a man giving a woman a bare-bottom spanking, the sight ignites desires she has ignored for too long. After Kristen sees the same man get into a van with a company’s logo, she calls the company to make an appointment, hoping to experience for herself what she glimpsed in the window.
The man turns out to be Leo Hastert, one of the top trainers at the Institute, a place dedicated to giving women like Kristen exactly what they need. After her call, Leo visits Kristen’s home, spanks her long and hard, and takes her in all the ways she’s longed for a man to have her. Everything is perfect… until Leo informs Kristen that she can’t be his. What he can do for her, though, is take her to the Institute, where she will be fully trained as a submissive.
Kristen volunteers for the Institute, but she’s not ready to say goodbye to Leo, and as her training continues he is stunned by his intense and growing feelings for her as well. Can Leo stay professional and play his role in Kristen’s training, or will he decide that having Kristen as his own is worth any price?
 
Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor
Twenty-two-year-old Natalie has three dominant men in her life. Tom, her daddy, spoils her even while making sure her bratty behavior is dealt with firmly over his knee. Dan is a doctor whose intimate examinations always leave Natalie blushing… and begging for more. And last there is Adam, the dom who gave Natalie her very first spanking and who still holds a special place in her heart. The only problem is that none of the men know about one another, and Natalie is afraid they will all leave her if they find out the truth.
When they discover that Natalie has been dishonest with them, there is only one solution: she must be taught a lesson. The men bring Natalie to a beautiful island resort, planning to give her a memorable stay. She’ll have three days of fun in the sun, but also three days of harsh punishment with each man taking his turn, and then on the final day Natalie will learn what it is like for a naughty girl to be thoroughly punished by her daddy, her dom, and her doctor, all at once.
 
Her True Lord’s Claim
When eighteen-year-old Anne, the Countess of Mercester, hears that she must marry Sir Guy de Freche, she hopes for the best. But when Sir Nele, the handsome knight sent to bring her home to marry Guy, warns Anne that her husband-to-be is a cruel man who will birch her before he takes her in any way he pleases, she endeavors to escape.
In that attempt, however, she quickly ends up over Nele’s knee for a long, hard spanking. His punishment leaves Anne quaking with desire, and that night, in spite of his better instincts, Nele gives in to his own lusts and lays claim to her.
When Anne arrives at Guy’s estate, he punishes her harshly, and though she finds herself strangely excited by it, his mastery of her body on her wedding night leaves her blushing with shame. Anne promises herself that Guy will never know how she cannot help but crave his lash, but when Nele returns to rescue her, will she yield to her true lord’s claim?
 
The Emperor’s New Pony
Bound by oath to serve Princess Edera as he once served her father, since the old king’s passing it has been Lord Ranin’s sacred duty to keep the naïve, headstrong eighteen-year-old safe and her realm free. But when Edera ignores his dire warnings and rides out to meet the tyrannical Emperor Comnar on her own, her foolishness has a terrible price. Seizing the opportunity to conquer her lands without a fight, Comnar takes Edera prisoner.
Ranin sets out to treat with Comnar and bring her home, but the emperor shows no interest in negotiations. Instead, he shows Ranin his stables, filled not with horses but with beautiful women from conquered nations, fillies to be trained and displayed for the emperor’s pleasure. To Ranin’s horror, Edera and her ladies-in-waiting are the newest additions to Comnar’s stables, and like all the other fillies they have been stripped of their clothes and now wear nothing but bridles, harnesses, bits, and horsehair tails.
To complete the humiliation of his captured enemies, Comnar commands Ranin to personally train Edera for her new role as a filly, informing him that if he does not train the princess himself, a far harsher trainer will be found for her. With no other choice, Ranin sets out to master the princess, training her with a firm hand, as he would a young filly in the royal stables of his homeland where he was once the master of horse.
Despite her great shame at her treatment, Edera is secretly comforted by Ranin’s control and attention. She soon finds herself longing for her new master to ride her long and hard, and though he struggles against himself, Ranin finds in time that he can no longer resist his little filly’s charms. But when the occasion arrives to perform in front of the emperor and his people, will Edera’s training have been sufficient? And can Ranin ever free Edera from Comnar’s tyranny, or will his princess spend her life in the emperor’s stables?
 
The Rancher’s Little Girl
Some might call Victoria Mason ruthless, but she always gets her story, even if she has to sleep with influential men or put herself in danger to get a lead. But when she sneaks onto Senator Bob Austin’s property and snaps some highly compromising photos of the powerful, corrupt politician, Victoria soon finds herself in way over her head.
She goes to a fellow reporter for help, and he suggests she take refuge with a friend who owns a ranch. Upon meeting the handsome, rough-hewn rancher Ross McGregor, she’s none too happy with the way he speaks to her like she’s a naughty little girl in need of a good spanking. But when she gives him a piece of her mind, she quickly discovers that he is not a man to be trifled with and her bare bottom pays the price for her sharp tongue.
Despite Victoria’s shock and humiliation at this childish punishment, when Ross holds her close after her spanking it makes her feel safe and loved in a way she’s never felt before, and she all but melts in his arms. It isn’t long before Victoria knows she’s found something she’s been missing her whole life: a firm daddy who will keep her safe and make her behave like a good little girl. But her new life is going to be a big change, and Victoria will need quite a few more painful, embarrassing lessons along the way, followed each time by care and comfort from her loving daddy.
 
The Outlaw’s Daughter
After a notorious outlaw guns down her father, eighteen-year-old Maggie Curtin is dead set on revenge. The only thing standing in her way is Travis Quill, a bounty hunter who is determined to find the outlaw for himself and even more determined to see that Maggie doesn’t get involved. But Maggie is a sure shot with her rifle, and despite Travis’ warnings—and the bare-bottom belt whipping he gives her when she defies him—she sets out to track down her father’s killer.
Deciding at last that the headstrong girl is not going to give up, Travis finally agrees to bring her along, though he’s more than ready to tan her bare backside if she doesn’t obey him on the journey. As they travel the west together in search of their man, Travis soon finds that he delights in showing Maggie the world outside her small town. Try as he might to resist her, it isn’t long before he is also showing the blushing girl all the ways a man can please a woman.
But with the outlaw still on the loose, their newfound romance will have to take a back seat until he is caught. Travis knows it’s high time for Maggie to start trusting his decisions, but will she finally learn to do as she’s told before she gets them both killed?
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