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Hitchhiking to Woodstock: The year is 1969, and Jason and Dave decide to travel hundreds of miles to attend the Woodstock music festival. Unfortunately Dave's old 1956 Chevrolet breaks down, and so Jason continues the adventure on his own, attempting to hitch his way to New York. He is picked up by Mrs. Donaldson, a beautiful and wealthy widow. Jason never does get to Woodstock, but he gets something even better... wild sex and a smoking hot bottom.

Adam and the New Bartender: Adam's regular stint in a bar is disrupted with the arrival of a new bartender - a middle-aged woman, who just happens to be a cop, Lieutenant Louise Jackson. At nineteen, Adam isn't old enough to drink, a fact recognised by the police Lieutenant. A pool table is put to alternative use as Adam is bent over it and given the taste of the strap on his bare bottom.

Bad Boy Camp Counselor: Josh feels his hedonistic plans for the summer dissolve as he listens in dismay to the new Program Director of a summer camp outline her plans to improve and change the former culture of the camp. She begins with a long overdue spanking for Josh, using a very mean paddle to drive the message home.

Bad Boy Jimmy: Hellraiser Jimmy is very attracted to Bonnie, but his feelings aren't reciprocated. Finally, Bonnie agrees to a date, but there are conditions: Jimmy has to quit smoking and drinking, and understand there will be serious consequences for lying and backsliding. He soon discovers what those consequences are!

Bad Boy Personal Trainer: Caught peeping at naked women in the gym's sauna, Ryan's secret peephole is discovered, and he finds himself in big trouble with the boss. Phyllis paddles him hard, and tolerates no nonsense. However, Ryan does get an unexpected and pleasurable bonus after his ordeal...

Taming the Bad Boys: Senior members of the Kappa Gamma Alpha Sorority discuss what they are going to do about the riotous behaviour of certain members of the basketball team, specifically five young men who have earned a bad reputation for their antics on campus. Twenty swats each with a hefty paddle proves very motivational!
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1. Hitchhiking to Woodstock

In America in 1969, it was tough being a boy. But it was especially tough being a bad boy who didn't go to college - and, let's face it, seeking higher education wasn't exactly a component of the bad boy persona. If you were a bad boy in 1969, most likely you would be drafted into the Army and shipped off to Southeast Asia where you either became a bad ass or died.

I shared that fear with millions of other young men who watched the news and tracked the daily death tolls in Vietnam. However, I also knew, as a nineteen-year-old, I was extremely fortunate to be enrolled in college and thus protected my precious 2-S deferment with every fiber of my being.

And, like most others in my cohort in that ambiguous time period, I lacked a firm sense of who I was or what I wanted to do with my life. As the son of a World War Two vet and prosperous owner of a family hardware store, I was well aware my father had certain expectations of me, especially since he was funding my tuition and room and board at the University of Nebraska.

On the other hand, as a university student, the more radical members of my generation also had certain expectations as they actively protested the war and advocated for 'peace and love.'

Finally, as a young male, my body had certain expectations (or needs, if you will) that involved hooking up with members of the opposite sex. And I was supposed to meet those expectations while the image of my very conservative - and recently deceased - mother dangled in front of me, telling me that 'good boys remain pure'. Before she passed away, my mother would frequently remind me of that while I was over her lap on the receiving end of a furious hairbrush spanking.

So, how was I supposed to meet all of these conflicting expectations and successfully navigate the emotions these expectations provoked? I couldn't unload on my father, who was now working a hundred hours a week in a futile attempt to bury his grief at losing his wife. I couldn't count on my mother's discipline to keep me on the straight and narrow. I couldn't turn to my older brother, because Frank was now serving in the Air Force. And I couldn't talk with my younger sister, who was dealing with her own issues as a motherless female high school senior.

Of course, I had friends at college, all of whom gave me advice based on their own experience and worldview: go into education and become a teacher; join the Peace Corps; join the hippie movement and move to San Francisco; smoke more weed; just don't give a damn. The advice was endless and mostly useless.

To the chagrin of my father, I did let my hair grow longer after Mother died (she would've blistered my bottom but good if she ever saw my hair over my collar) and began wearing a tight string of love beads around my neck. Hey, a young man just wants to fit in and attract the attention of young women. I achieved the former but not so much the latter. As I quickly discovered, love and sexual liberation had its own language in which I was not yet fluent.

I grew increasingly frustrated with my lack of the kind of experience you're supposed to get when you go away to college. I had already missed the so-called summer of love in 1967. I worked and grieved during the summer of 1968. I was determined not to miss out on any opportunities the summer of 1969 might offer.

Thus, when my roommate, Dave, told me about an upcoming rock festival in faraway New York in a town called Woodstock, I thought this might just be that opportunity. I immediately imagined three or four days cavorting outside in the sun, sleeping under the stars with thousands of young women to choose from, and everyone high on life and whatever drugs were available.

Yes, I wanted to go even though I wasn't entirely sure where New York was and had, in fact, never been further east than Des Moines. Add to this, I lacked any form of transportation and had little money. But when you're young, you're more likely to dismiss these small and trivial details. I was determined to go.

Dave and I discussed it and came up with solutions to every issue. We consulted maps and learned the best routes to the concert venue. Dave managed to obtain a 1956 Chevrolet that, while perhaps not in mint condition, seemed at least serviceable. I offered to work in the hardware store full time until the first week of August in order to make some extra money for the trip. My father gleefully agreed. Dave and I were in business.

For nearly two months, I toiled away in that hardware store, working ten hours a day for slightly better than minimum wage, which my father believed was fair for a kid my age. I saved as much as I could. So, by the first of August, I had accumulated a stash of about a hundred dollars, more than enough, I thought, to get us to Woodstock and back in Dave's car.

We estimated it would take us two or three days to get to the concert venue, so we planned our departure for the morning of Tuesday, August 12, just to give ourselves a cushion in case of some unforeseen difficulty. I told my father that we were traveling to Terre Haute, Indiana, to participate in a mission for Dave's church. He nodded his approval and didn't ask any questions. I don't know what line Dave fed his parents, since I don't think he ever went to church either.

With a pack of cigarettes between us, a full tank of gas, and a six-pack of RC Cola, we began our odyssey. As we crossed the bridge from Omaha to Council Bluffs, we blasted the radio-which only played AM. We were two young bad boys, free and clear, in search of adventure.

We made it as far as Iowa City before Dave's old car broke down, stranding us in Iowa. Dave had to spend most of his stash on the tow, leaving him with just enough money to get back home. However, he did urge me to press on. "One of us needs to make it," he said with a pained smile.

I quickly ran through my options. I didn't want to leave my friend behind, but I also didn't want to pass up this opportunity for adventure. I had a sleeping bag, a backpack with a few changes of clothing, and a hundred dollars cash. What more does a young man on the road need? I was ready to rock and roll.

I probably could have taken a Greyhound to New York; I'd taken short trips on the bus before and determined it wasn't a bad way to travel. But buying a ticket would have also cut into my stash, which I was reluctant to do. So, I did what so many young people did in those days, I decided to hitchhike across country.

I wasn't particularly nervous about it. I had hitchhiked many times from Lincoln to Omaha without any incident. In 1969, people seemed less fearful and more friendly, more trusting, more willing to help out a struggling college student. I picked up my gear, said a reluctant goodbye to Dave, and headed for the freeway.

After only about thirty minutes of standing in the hot sun with a cardboard sign that said New York, I got my first ride from an older couple driving a Rambler. The car was small, but I was able to fit myself and my gear into the backseat. They were headed for Bloomington, Indiana, and offered to take me as far as Indianapolis. I thanked them and we were off on the first leg of my journey.

Dr. and Mrs. Abernathy made a nice couple. He was a professor at the University of Indiana and had been attending a conference at the University of Iowa. When I identified myself as a sophomore at Nebraska, naturally they asked questions. I told them I was on my way to a small town in New York for training as a missionary. I don't know if they believed me, but they didn't challenge my story.

As I settled into the backseat, I had a vision of my mother summoning me into the bedroom for a 'discussion'. I knew exactly what that meant. My mother's discussions were largely one-sided and nearly always ended with you over her lap with your pants down and your bottom fully exposed to her big wooden hairbrush. And of all the offenses you could commit, lying was the worst.

I had, unfortunately, been summoned more than once, as were my two siblings, even my perfect older brother. I'm not entirely sure, but I have a strong feeling my father had also had his turn on the receiving end. Mother was a hard-nosed disciplinarian who firmly believed in taking care of her family and keeping us on the straight and narrow.

Just to clarify, my mother, Mary Cochran Adams, proudly proclaimed she was born and raised on a large farm. Her father, my maternal grandfather who died before I was born, supposedly made and ran moonshine during both Prohibition and the Great Depression in order to support the family.

His wife, my maternal grandmother, became the family disciplinarian because, as my mother explained it, my grandfather apparently drank as much as he sold. My mother saw firsthand how frequent applications of corporal punishment kept her and her three siblings in line during those challenging times.

My mother learned the lesson well, as she never hesitated to spank me when she thought I deserved it... which became at least once a month after I entered high school. I don't know how often she spanked Frank or my sister. But, at times, it seemed as though she was always spanking someone.

After an hour or so, the Abernathys chatted mostly about themselves while I studied the scenery, which was largely acres and acres of farmland lush with corn, not unlike Nebraska (they don't call us the Cornhuskers for nothing).

We made a stop in Champaign, Illinois, so Dr. Abernathy could consult with a colleague at the University of Illinois. They bought me lunch at a fast-food restaurant and parked me on a bench in front of the library. The campus was relatively quiet, as one might expect during the summer. But the students I did see looked a lot like the ones I was used to seeing on my own campus. A few girls in shorts and tank tops actually smiled at me, then walked on, leaving me to conjure a few fantasies.

It was dusk by the time we reached Indianapolis. They let me off in front of the YMCA downtown. They said I could get a small room for the night and a free meal from the church in the next block. They also suggested I strongly consider taking the train or a bus the rest of the way to New York. I thanked them and watched them drive off toward the interstate. So far, so good.

I also thought about their suggestion as I checked into the YMCA, yet another new experience. The tiny, one-bunk room cost three dollars, leaving me with ninety-seven. I also discovered I could get breakfast for a dime. Costs were adding up, and I still had to get to Woodstock, buy a ticket to the event, eat, and get transportation back to Omaha. I resolved to continue hitchhiking.

Following breakfast-powdered eggs, white bread, hash browns, and Tang, I took a quick shower in the communal bathroom, gathered my gear, and headed for the Indiana War Memorial. I didn't stick my thumb out to indicate I was hitchhiking, because hitchhiking was illegal in Indiana-or so I was told. However, with my makeshift sign, no doubt my intentions were obvious to anyone casting a glimpse in my direction.

In 1972, the Eagles sang about standing on a corner in a small town. I wasn't quite standing on a corner and I was in the capital city of Indiana, not in Arizona. Still, I must have been a fine sight to see.

However, the one slowing down to take a look at me wasn't a girl in a flat-bed Ford but a middle-age woman in a late-model Lincoln Continental, probably the last person in the world I would expect to offer me a ride.

At first, she passed me slowly, then went on without stopping, and I thought I'd seen the last of her. I was wrong. Apparently, she had just gone around the block, because a minute later, she approached me from behind and stopped. She opened the passenger-side window, leaned over, and asked me in a pleasant voice if I needed a ride.

I looked at her with a certain amount of disbelief. Back in Nebraska, I had accepted rides from all kinds of people, but never from an immaculately-dressed woman driving alone in a very expensive car. I glimpsed at the license plates and noted that she - or at least the car - was from Pennsylvania. Pennsylvania was one state over from New York. What could be more perfect?

I paused, but only for a few seconds as I studied her face, which was flawless and freshly made up. Her dark blond hair was perfectly coiffed, and she had a string of pearls around her shapely neck that my mother, who had three such strings of her own, would have envied. Who was this woman and what did she want with a mangy-looking mutt like me? Only one way to find out.

I nodded. "I would appreciate it," I said in my best voice, the one I reserved for older relatives and professors.

She smiled, and I could see the edges of perfect teeth. "Put your gear in the trunk and get in." She popped the trunk lid from inside the car, a definite luxury feature.

I returned her smile, said thank you, and put my backpack and sleeping bag in the trunk next to a new-looking Samsonite suitcase. I put the lid down, walked around to the passenger side, opened the door, and stepped into the cleanest car interior I had ever seen. It was absolutely pristine, not a speck of dust or dirt anywhere, no litter, no dirty ashtray. The car even smelled clean, a smell that mixed nicely with the expensive perfume she was wearing. And, to top it off, it had air conditioning - not a common feature in 1969.

I settled myself in the seat, worried that my old clothes would somehow soil the fabric. "Thank you," I said, not knowing what else to say.

She put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb. "Where are you headed?" she asked, keeping her eyes on the busy street.

"New York," I replied, hoping she wouldn't ask the obvious follow up questions so I wouldn't have to lie one more time and have yet another vision of being over my mother's lap.

But I should have known she wouldn't let it go. "Whereabouts in New York?"

I thought fast. "Kingston," I said, remembering the map Dave and I consulted. "I'm joining a mission group. We're going to help rebuild some houses in that area."

She smiled again. "How nice," she said without a hint of sarcasm. "Which church?"

I gave her a sideways glance, wondering if she belonged to a church and if she did, which one. Of course, she belonged to a church, I concluded. "United Methodist," I said, thinking she didn't look like a Methodist, although I certainly couldn't describe what a typical Methodist looked like.

She scowled, and for a moment, I thought I was in trouble. "So, if you're on your way to a church in Kingston, why are you hitchhiking? Don't they provide transportation?"

Jason, think fast. "My friend and I started out from Omaha but his car broke down in Iowa. He had to stay with his car, but I decided to press on but didn't have the money for a bus ticket. I got a ride yesterday from Iowa City to Indianapolis." This was an easy story to tell because it was true.

The smile returned to her face. "Well, I'm headed for Pittsburgh. That will get you a lot closer to your destination. I'm Mrs. Donaldson. Who are you?"

I noticed the very impressive diamond on the third finger of her left hand and, for an instant, wondered where Mr. Donaldson was and what he did for a living so he could give his wife the Lincoln, a string of expensive pearls, and that huge diamond. "I'm Jason," I said.

"Jason what?"

"Jason Adams... from Omaha. I'm a sophomore at Nebraska."

"I don't think I've ever known anyone from Omaha," she said. By now, we were entering Interstate 70, headed east. "Jason, do you know why I picked you up?"

I wondered why myself, not that I wasn't grateful to be riding in luxury rather than Dave's old Chevrolet that smelled like beer and cigarettes. "No."

A sudden veil of sadness descended over her. "I don't normally pick up hitchhikers, but you remind me of my son, Eddie."

What do you say to that? "Oh... is he around my age?"

She shook her head. "About three years older, I would say." She paused and took a deep breath. "He just graduated from the Naval Academy and is now on an aircraft carrier headed for the South China Sea."

I knew what that meant: war, which I was desperately attempting to avoid. Suddenly, I felt a little twinge of guilt. "I understand," I said. "My older brother enlisted in the Air Force. Once he finishes his training, he thinks he's going to Vietnam."

She nodded. "I'll bet your mother wasn't too happy about that."

I wasn't sure what to say to that either. For an instant, I wondered if Mother would've been upset with Frank's decision. "Uh... my mother passed away from breast cancer last year... before my brother enlisted," I said.

That veil of sadness seemed to descend over both of us. She pressed down on the accelerator. "I'm so sorry to hear that," she said.

Suddenly, I felt cold chills, as though someone had turned the air conditioner up to full blast. My muscles tightened. For the first time that day, I needed a cigarette. However, I had stored what remained of the pack we brought from Nebraska in my backpack, which was in the trunk of the car.

In truth, I wasn't much of a smoker. While my father smoked at least a pack and half a day, I took up smoking mainly because I thought it made me look like a bad boy and because it was practically expected. I tried to settle back in the seat and relax, but I couldn't stop my fingers from twitching.

We drove on in silence until we approached Richmond, which was on the border between Indiana and Ohio. As we sped by, Mrs. Donaldson glanced over at me and frowned, probably noting that my hair was now curling over my eyes. "Jason, what would your mother think of the way you look... shaggy, unkempt, a hippie bad boy?"

Her question, coming as it did out of the blue, seemed to break the tension and lift the veil. I tried to chuckle, as though I thought the question a bit amusing, whereas, in reality, I didn't. "I probably would've heard about it," I said. "She was pretty conservative."

She gave another quick glimpse. "Just heard about it? That wouldn't have worked in my household, I assure you."

I had another of those visions of being over Mother's lap. I flashed a small, embarrassed smile. "It didn't in mine either. My mother was very strict."

She nodded. "I thought so," she said. "This bad boy persona doesn't really suit you."

I had no answer to that because I knew she was probably right. At least, I knew the bad boy persona hadn't attracted the members of the opposite sex.

We crossed the border into Ohio in silence. I still wanted a cigarette but didn't feel cold anymore. I gave her a sideways glance, noting her sky-blue eyes, her strong but delicate hands, her full breasts that seemed to push against the pale-yellow dress she wore. I shifted to what I could see of her legs. Her calves were firm and muscular with a slight tan. She was both elegant and beautiful at the same time, and, in spite of our obvious age difference, I couldn't help wondering what kind of lover she was. I wondered what kind of lover Mr. Donaldson was and if he was truly worthy of her.

As we got closer to Dayton, she turned to me again and smiled. "I have an idea," she said as though she'd been hit with a sudden epiphany. "When do you need to be at your destination?"

"Friday," I said.

"You didn't give yourself much of a cushion, did you?" Then, she seemed to think for a moment. "Tell you what. You won't make it to New York by tonight anyway. You stay at my house tonight. If you do some handyman work for me, I'll buy you a bus ticket to New York. If you leave tomorrow afternoon or evening, you should get there by Friday morning. Can you do handyman work?"

Now, I'd been helping my father in the hardware store since I was seven or eight. I was no plumber or electrician, but I felt confident I could make small repairs and paint just about anything. I nodded. "Depends on what you need done," I replied.

"Nothing major," she said. "What do you say?"

At that moment, I saw a light in her blue eyes I hadn't seen before, a light that made her even more beautiful. Still, I needed some clarification. "What about your husband?" I asked. "I wouldn't want to get in his way."

She blinked twice and lost most of her smile. "Edward was one of the best surgeons in Pittsburgh and highly valued in the Naval Medical Corps," she said. "But he didn't know one end of a paintbrush from the other and I doubt he ever hammered a nail in his life."

Was? So, there was no longer a Mr. Donaldson. This situation in which I found myself just got a lot more interesting. What could I say to her proposition? I needed transportation to Woodstock and I needed a place to stay for the night I seriously doubted I would get a better offer that day. "Well, if you're sure it's no trouble-" I began.

Her smile returned. The veil lifted completely. "Thank you," she said.

Then, as we passed through Dayton on our way east, Mrs. Donaldson explained that she met her husband, Edward, at a country club in 1945, only a few months after the Japanese surrender. Although he was ten years older, she fell in love with the lanky Naval officer and physician. They married only eight months later and moved into her family estate, which she inherited.

Edward had been a good husband and father to their only child, but apparently he loved the Navy as much as he loved his family. He didn't remain on active duty, but stayed in the Naval Reserve. He served in Korea and other hot spots, helping to train younger physicians. He died in a helicopter crash on one of those training missions in 1964, just as the American military was establishing a presence in Vietnam.

As for Mrs. Donaldson, she had her own life as the daughter of a highly-placed executive at U.S. Steel (she let it slip, with all due modesty, that her grandfather had known Andrew Carnegie personally). I was riding with near aristocracy. Although back in Omaha, my family was upper middle class and well-regarded in the community, I felt woefully inadequate and began to question my decision to stay the night in her house.

We stopped for lunch at a fast-food restaurant just outside of Columbus. While we ate, she chatted about what she'd been doing since her husband's tragic death. The fact that she was involved in several charitable organizations made me feel even more inadequate. What noble causes had I participated in? What charities had I contributed to? I wouldn't even rake my neighbor's leaves unless he paid me or my mother threatened to spank me if I didn't.

After lunch, we were back on the road. It was nearly one-thirty and the sun blazed overhead, making me once again grateful to be riding in an air-conditioned car. We had pretty much run out of things to talk about, so I spent most of the remaining two-and-a-half hours of the drive alternating between the scenery outside and Mrs. Donaldson on the inside.

I tried to imagine her being married to a dashing Naval officer and doctor, a man with whom I could never hope to compete, especially for a woman this beautiful. I concluded that he was an idiot for leaving her alone as often as he apparently had. I decided that if she'd been my wife and lover, I would never let her out of my sight, let alone abandon her for weeks and even months at a time.

But then, she wasn't my wife; she wasn't my lover. She was, in fact, around the same age as my mother had been when she died. This thought sobered me a little; that I had a better chance of being over Mrs. Donaldson's lap than I did being in her bed (little did I know at the time that both were distinct possibilities).

We arrived in Pittsburgh at a few minutes after four. The steel mills were still operating at full capacity in those days, belching gritty gray smoke into the already-polluted air. But we didn't stop in Pittsburgh itself. Rather, she drove us to a suburb twenty miles away where the air and water were a lot cleaner.

She pulled into a long, winding driveway that led to what is best described as a European manor house set on a massive expanse of green grass and surrounded by woods. Now, I had helped my father and brother make deliveries in the exclusive sections of Omaha and environs and I'd seen some pretty nice houses. But very few compared to this gem. There was no question about it: she was wealthy.

No doubt, my jaw dropped slightly and my eyes bulged. My feelings of inadequacy intensified. Mrs. Donaldson smiled in my direction as she parked the Lincoln in an immaculate four-car garage that connected to the house. She patted my knee in a motherly fashion. "Hey, it's just an old house," she said as, what I guessed, was her way of apologizing. "Very empty and in need of repairs and upkeep."

I didn't know what to say, as my tongue stuck to my salivary glands. The garage even smelled clean.

She popped the trunk. "Get your gear. I'll show you your room. You can wash up while I change clothes. Okay?"

I managed to squeak okay as I opened the passenger door. I got my gear and followed her into the house, through a short corridor and into a gigantic kitchen with mostly new appliances.

"This is the only part of the house that's been updated since the mid-fifties," she said. "Edward didn't like a lot of disruption and change. Also, I don't have any live-in staff. Rather, I have a couple of girls who come three or four times a week to clean and do some cooking. I also have a man who takes care of the lawn and gardens. I don't bother about the pool, not since Eddie left for the Academy."

We proceeded through the kitchen and up a set of stairs with ornate woodwork. Based on the chips in the wood and walls, and the wear patterns in the carpet, I began to understand what she meant by the house needing repairs. It looked more and more like a grand old house that had been recently neglected, and I started to feel sorry for her. She had seemingly asked herself the same question my father asked every day: What's the point?

The second floor of the house had six bedrooms. Hers was the grand suite at the end of the long hallway. She conducted me to a smaller bedroom two doors down, next to what had been her son's room. My room was well-appointed with a freshly made bed, an antique dresser, and a rocking chair. The only window was large and overlooked the front lawn.

I put my gear on the floor and tested the bed. It was more comfortable than my bed back home. I went into the adjoining bathroom, which needed updating but at least was clean, did my business, washed my face, and attempted to get my unruly hair under some kind of control.

When I emerged from the bathroom, Mrs. Donaldson greeted me. She had planted herself in the rocking chair. She gazed at me closely enough to make me feel uncomfortable. She had changed into knee-length khaki shorts and a loose-fitting, blue polo shirt. Neither did anything to diminish her beauty.

As she continued her relentless staring, she took a deep breath. "Jason, where did you say you're going?"

I wasn't expecting the question and swallowed hard. As any criminal can tell you, the problem with lying is you have to remember exactly what you said and repeat it verbatim without a hint of nervousness. A skilled observer-like my mother had been-could see through your story every time. I tried to think. What exactly had I told her? Something about doing missionary work in New York. "Uh... a Lutheran church in Kingsford."

I could tell by the scowl on her face that I hadn't said it quite right. She leaned forward in the chair. "Jason, earlier today you said it was a Methodist church in Kingston. You're lying to me, aren't you?" She put a hand up to stop me from answering immediately. "And I caution you not make it worse by telling me another lie."

My head drooped. My eyes shifted away from her and toward the carpeted floor. All of a sudden, she didn't seem quite so beautiful. I opened my mouth to speak, but I couldn't form the words. I settled for nodding.

"I don't understand why you felt you had to lie," she said. "But I don't appreciate it and I won't tolerate it."

Standing there being chastised reminded me of my mother and her 'discussions.' "I... I'm sorry," I managed to say in a very low voice.

She crossed her legs and folded her arms in front of her, making her appear very menacing. "What would your mother have done if she caught you in a lie?" she asked. "And again, I caution you not to make it worse."

I could already picture myself across my mother's lap, pants down around my ankles. The last time she spanked me for lying was three days before my eighteenth birthday. My bottom still hurt in spots when my big day came. Mrs. Donaldson had obviously seen right through me, and I knew I didn't dare tell another lie. "She would've spanked me," I said with a blush.

"I thought so," she said. "She sounds like a wise and loving mother."

I dared to look at Mrs. Donaldson. "She was that."

"Well, Jason, I'm not your mother, but I believe you are in desperate need of the kind of correction she apparently provided." She rose from the chair and picked up a wooden school paddle I hadn't seen before. Where had she hidden that?

She held out the paddle so I could see it. "I used this on Eddie many times when he strayed from the standards I expected. And I believe it was effective, judging by his success as a young adult."

As usual, I was tongue-tied, intimidated both by the very real prospect of being paddled and by the comparison between me and her own son, the Naval officer on his way to war. I took a blind step backward and fell against the bed.

She took a step toward me. "We've got a lot of things to do, so let's not waste any more time," she said, the fingers of her flawless right hand wrapped tight around the handle of the paddle. "I don't know how your mother spanked you, but I had Eddie bend over the bed with his arms out in front of him. Pants and underpants down, by the way."

I blushed one more time, deeper, redder, I'm sure. I tried to look her in the eye but couldn't match her relentless stare. She was a mother on a crusade to put me on the straight and narrow. There is simply no good way to escape that, once you're confronted with it.

Still, I wasn't about to give in without at least an attempt to talk her out of it. I suppose I could have simply gathered up my gear and made a break for it. I don't think she would have tackled me to the floor and held me prisoner. But once free, where would I have gone? All I knew was that I was at the end of a street in some exclusive suburb of Pittsburgh, a suburb where a young guy looking like me could easily get arrested for vagrancy-or worse. All it would take to make my life miserable was one phone call.

No, I had very little, if any leverage. I decided to try diplomacy and contrition, a tactic that worked on my English professor. I looked at her. "Mrs. Donaldson, I'm sorry I lied," I said. "It was a mistake, and I promise I won't do it again."

She huffed. "I've heard that before," she said. "Tell me what your real destination is."

Oh, crap, I thought. She didn't look the kind of person who would encourage a young man to attend a three-day outdoor music festival on some farm, especially a festival the young man hopes will become a drug-fueled sex orgy. Do I dare attempt another lie? "Uh... I heard about a music concert somewhere around Woodstock," I said. "I thought it might be an educational experience."

She scowled. "Oh, yes... I heard about that so-called concert," she said. "Thousands of unwashed hippies run amok, high on drugs and that junk you call music." She gave me another hard look. "That explains the bad boy image." She shrugged. "But, Jason, you're not really a bad boy, are you? You have the wrong idea about life. I will get your mind right." She held up the paddle. "And this is the first lesson. Now, get into position or run away and become one of them."

I wasn't quite sure what she meant by them, but her words did have an impact on me. I could see that her intentions were sincere. The light was back in her eyes; she was beautiful again. I didn't want to be a bad boy anymore. Never in my life had I ever considered being spanked as anything but awful, an experience I would do just about anything to avoid.

However, a little voice inside my head advised me that Mrs. Donaldson was not just going to spank me because I lied to her. She wanted to cleanse me, purge me of my generational angst. My thinking may have been horribly misguided or it may have been inspired by feelings of lust -after all, she was a gorgeous woman all alone in the world. I don't honestly know. But whatever it was, I decided then and there that she was right.

I nodded and dropped the dirty jeans I was wearing. They puddled around my ankles. "My underpants too?" I asked sheepishly.

She nodded in response to my question. "It's for your own protection so I can see the marks."

I turned toward the bed and peeled down my underpants. I bent my upper body over the bed and stretched out my arms, as instructed. All I could do now was wait and pray this wouldn't be too bad.

I didn't have long to wait. Once I was in position, I heard the swish as the paddle cut through the air. Then, I heard the sound of the hard wood impacting the soft flesh of my trembling bottom. This was followed immediately by the sensation of searing pain radiating from the impact point. After only a single stroke, I knew the paddle could inflict more misery than my mother's old hairbrush.

I wasn't wrong about that. After that first stroke, Mrs. Donaldson didn't hold back. With practiced precision, she landed stroke after stroke after stroke, covering every square inch of my backside from my upper thighs to my coccyx. The pain quickly escalated, impulses racing up and down my spine.

After maybe twelve or thirteen of those terrible swats, the house and the room simply disappeared. My world shrank to the distance between Mrs. Donaldson's right hand and my quivering bottom. I forgot all about Woodstock and my brief, two-day experience on the road.

I did have a quick vision of Eddie in the same position. If this had been a regular occurrence for him, it's no wonder he left home for the Naval Academy. Navy discipline had to be a piece of cake compared to this.

And as the strokes continued-fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, and on, I had a quick vision of my mother. But in my vision, she wasn't spanking me. Rather, she was standing behind Mrs. Donaldson, smiling her encouragement and urging her surrogate on.

It was this vision that finally broke me. Not the pain, although it was rapidly becoming unendurable, and not the humiliation of exposing my backside to a woman I had met only six or seven hours ago. No, it was this vision of my deceased mother, obviously disappointed in the young man I was becoming, a bad boy in the making.

Tears formed in my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. My chest swelled with sobs. By the time Mrs. Donaldson had delivered around twenty or so strokes, I was visibly and uncontrollably crying. She stopped the paddling and set the implement on the bed beside me. She leaned down and gently stroked my wounded bottom, then my lower back. I don't think she was expecting this reaction from me. I hadn't expected it either; I had never before cried like this, not during or after any spanking my mother ever administered.

She sat down on the bed. "Jason, stand up and look at me," she said in a very gentle voice, almost a whisper.

I managed to push myself up and rose to my feet. I turned toward her, oblivious to the fact that the lower half of my body was fully exposed. Instinctively, I cupped my bottom with my hands. Tears continued to roll down my face.

She held out her arms. "It's all right," she said. "Come here."

Apparently, she wanted to comfort me. And, at that moment, I wanted to be comforted. I took a step toward her and fell into an embrace. Her arms felt surprisingly good and natural wrapped around my torso. She applied a few gentle pats. She looked up at me and smiled in what I thought was a motherly fashion.

But then, something totally unexpected happened. The pain in my backside ebbed, dissolved into feelings of need and want. My penis, that strange appendage with a mind of its own, stiffened. I blushed with horror and embarrassment. "I... I'm sorry," I said.

Her smile widened into a grin that was a lot less motherly. "Don't be," she said. "I'm flattered... and I confess I feel a little of what I think you're feeling. It's been a long time."

No doubt my blush deepened, and I quickly put my hands over my erection, silently willing it to droop.

She stood and faced me, the wry, toothy smile never leaving her face and her eyes shifting back and forth between my tear-streaked face and the erection I was attempting to conceal. I confess that, with my limited experience, I wasn't quite sure how to interpret her facial expression. Was it sympathy or some sort of remorse for having paddled me? Or was it desire. Of course, I know now that her expression went beyond desire to pure wanton lust.

She took a deep breath and touched my hand. "Jason, I know I probably remind you of your mother. But do you think you could forget your mother for a moment and think of me as a woman?" She squeezed my fingers for emphasis.

I wiped a few stray tears from my face and gazed at Mrs. Donaldson. Besides being about the same age as my mother and an expert spanker, she was nothing like Mother. My mother, I suppose, was pretty in her own way but not the kind of woman men would turn around to look at. By contrast, most men would consider it a privilege just to be in Mrs. Donaldson's presence. I counted myself in that number.

Again, my inexperience limited my perspective, so I wasn't quite sure what she was asking or why she was asking it. What I did know was that the lower half of my body had absolutely no problem regarding her as a woman. I blinked. So far, this had been the strangest day of my life, and the day was far from over.

What was the right thing to say at this point? Think, fool! I sighed. "Mrs. Donaldson, you are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen," I said, the words forming themselves automatically. "And I know you're not my mother." I stopped and looked at her, hoping I said the right thing. It would be a long walk to the interstate.

She seemed to hesitate for a few seconds but never let go of my hand. "That was a nice thing to say, especially after the paddling I just gave you," she said at last. She released my hand and took a step back. "I probably have no right asking you this, but I'm going to anyway." She paused and took both my hands in hers. "Have you ever made love to an older woman?"

Now, at age nineteen, my experience with sex was limited to a quick encounter on a dirty sofa after a party, and then, both of us were pretty wasted. I had never even considered having sex with a woman my mother's age. "No."

She squeezed both my hands. "Would you like to?"

Was she serious? My penis throbbed in anticipation; one vote yes. But I didn't want to just jump her. If she was, in fact, offering herself, I needed to make this a memorable experience for both of us. Once again, I probed my brain for the right words, the right answer to her question.

"Mrs. Donaldson, you're not an older woman, so please don't think of yourself that way. What do you want me to do?"

I must have said exactly what she wanted to hear. She pulled me into her body and kissed me softly on the lips. Then, she released my hands and stepped back. "Undress me slowly," she said in a breathy voice.

She must have read my mind, because at that moment, I would've moved heaven and earth to see her naked body. I took a step toward her, put my hands on the hem of her polo shirt, and slowly pulled it over her head, exposing her torso with her full breasts hidden behind the white bras women wore in those days. I reached over and kissed each cup.

"Take it off," she ordered.

Now, removing a woman's bra in a fit of passion can be a challenge, as many men can attest. But fortunately, my fingers seemed to have a knowledge of hooks and eyes. In a flash, I had the bra off, putting her breasts on full display. I kissed each one and licked the ends of each nipple.

She put her hand on my head and pushed me back. "Now the rest," she said.

With trembling fingers, I undid the button on her shorts and lowered the zipper. Her breathing rate increased as I slid the shorts down her legs to the floor. I paused and gazed at her, standing in the late afternoon sunlight wearing only a pair of white cotton panties. She was absolutely stunning. I looked up at her, waiting for the approval to remove the final layer.

She chuckled. "Do it." Her voice was now more like a growl.

Never disobey a direct order from a woman with a paddle. I hooked my fingers in the waistband and peeled her panties down to her ankles, exposing her carefully trimmed pubic area. The labia were already glistening.

She put her hands on my head once again and pushed me down to my knees. "My husband never did any of this," she said. "But I always wanted him to; I was just afraid to ask. I'm not afraid anymore. Use your tongue on me."

I had heard about cunnilingus but, of course, had never actually done it. I had never even seen it done. But, just like my fingers seemed to know instinctively how to unfasten a bra strap, my mouth and tongue seemed to know what to do.

I looked at up at her gaping genitalia and pushed her back so she was now sitting on the edge of the bed. I spread her legs, got on my knees between her legs, and aimed my tongue at what I thought was her sweet spot.

I must have aimed correctly because in only a minute or two, she was breathing heavily. Her body jerked. She moaned and put her hands in my long hair, urging me on. A few minutes later, she just seemed to explode, obviously experiencing an orgasm of earthquake proportions. For what seemed like an eternity, she moaned and rocked back and forth. I had never seen anything like that before, never even imagined it.

Finally, she relaxed her legs. She retracted her hands and practically fell back on the bed. "Jason, that was-"

But she couldn't finish what she was trying to say. And I couldn't help her finish her sentence, as I was nearly overwhelmed with lust. There is something about a woman's scent after she's climaxed that drives all rational thought from a man's brain.

She gathered her breath and looked at me. "That was worth waiting for," she said. Then, she lay back down and spread her legs. "Your turn. Don't hold back."

I certainly understood what she meant by that. I wasted no time climbing onto the bed and hovering over her, my penis aimed in her direction like a divining rod.

She wrapped her arms around me and urged me down on top of her. I entered easily and thrust for all I was worth. I came almost immediately. After all, I was only nineteen. After I finished ejaculating, I collapsed on her, breathing heavily.

We both relaxed, our bodies going limp at the same time. I slipped out of her and rolled over on the bed. She rolled into my arms, and I cradled her. I closed my eyes and I think we both fell asleep.

When I next opened my eyes, the sun had all but disappeared, leaving the room in shadows. Mrs. Donaldson awoke at the same time, disengaged from my arms, and smiled at me. "Thank you," she said.

That was yet another new and unexpected experience. Before this moment, I had never even imagined that a woman would thank me for having sex with her. I had always thought it was the man who should be grateful. And I was grateful. I returned her smile and kissed her on her sweating forehead.

She shifted her eyes to the lower half of my body, and her smile widened. "Do you want to do something about that?"

It took me about five seconds to realize I had an erection. As I said, I was only nineteen and at the peak of my sexual prime. I looked at her and this time recognized the eagerness in her blue eyes. She wanted me; I wanted her. What could be more perfect? I answered her question by taking her in my arms and kissing her again, this time a bit more assertively.

She pulled away and pushed me onto my back. She put a finger to my lips. "I always wanted to know what it feels like to be on top," she said. "I hope you don't mind."

Mind? Why in the world would I mind if this beautiful and sensuous woman wanted to reverse our positions and take charge? I eased back against my pillow. "Do whatever you want."

And she did. She straddled me and impaled herself on my twitching penis. The sensation was exquisite, especially after she began to rock back and forth while I watched. As the seconds passed, her body became more and more animated, her breathing more rapid. Finally, she put a finger on her clitoris and massaged it while bouncing up and down. She came in a gush, her arms flailing.

I could no longer hold back and also came. The orgasm was more powerful than any I had ever experienced. She collapsed on me, and I slipped out. A small rivulet of semen dribbled down her leg.

We relaxed together but didn't fall asleep this time. I think we were both too stimulated for that. She kissed me gently on the lips and disengaged. "I imagine you're hungry," she said. "I know I am."

Up to that moment, food was about the last thing I thought about. But I nodded in response to her statement.

She rolled off the bed, went to the window, and looked out. She didn't bother to dress. "I better get some lights on," she said and disappeared into the bathroom. "Meet me in the kitchen."

Fifteen minutes later, we had a quick meal of bacon, eggs, toast, and orange juice... breakfast for dinner; it was great. While she cooked and ate, she wore a loose-fitting white robe through which I could catch occasional glimpses of the magnificent body I had so recently ravished.

After dinner and cleanup, we showered together in the bathroom that adjoined her bedroom. We played a little in the shower, feeling each other's body and kissing. I was pretty well spent, but I think she had yet another orgasm. They say that a woman reaches her sexual peak in her forties. She certainly did nothing to disprove that notion.

Her bedroom had a small sitting area. She invited me to join her there. For a moment, we sat looking at each other. Then, she smiled again. "Jason, do you still want to go to that music thing?"

Music thing? What music thing? Oh, yes, Woodstock. I'd already forgotten about it. I shook my head. What was cavorting with thousands of hippies compared to this?

"Then, I want you stay with me until you have to go back home. As you can see, there's a lot of work to do around here. And when you're ready to leave, I'll buy your bus ticket back to Omaha. How does that sound?"

Everything sounded good except the part about leaving. I could imagine my entire world being inside this house with Mrs. Donaldson. "I would like that," I said.

She touched my hand. "Then it's settled," she said. "Tomorrow, we'll get to work on the house-and I warn you, if you don't do your work properly, I will have to spank you." She flashed a small smile when she said that. "Do you mind sleeping in my bed with me?"

Was she kidding? Would I mind? I couldn't think of anything on earth or in heaven I would like more than to hold her body close to me. "Whatever you want," I said.

"Good."

*  *  *

For those next five days in August of 1969 on Max Yasgur's farm near Woodstock, New York, nearly half a million young people celebrated peace and love in a manner that would soon be the stuff of legend.

But I didn't see any of that. Rather, I stayed inside a grand old house in a quiet suburb of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. During those five days, I fixed plumbing, painted walls, repaired broken floor tiles, and made love to a beautiful and insatiable woman.

In fact, by my count, we had sex fourteen times. She also spanked me every day to keep me focused on my work. Twice with that awful school paddle, twice with a big wooden spoon, and once with her hairbrush. Needless to say, my bottom was perpetually red and sore. I never complained.

When Tuesday morning came, we were both very quiet. I didn't want to leave this paradise, and Helen (we were now on a first-name basis) didn't want me to leave. However, it was time. I needed to go back.

When we reached the bus station, she took my hands. "I know people at Carnegie-Mellon and the University of Pittsburgh," she said. "If you want to transfer, I can get your application expedited. And, you can stay with me. I'll hire you as a live-in handyman."

I smiled at the invitation. "Thank you," I said. "I'll think about it."

"Of course," she said.

But we both knew, as I boarded the Greyhound that would eventually take me back to Nebraska, that I wouldn't return to Pittsburgh. We both knew that the moments we spent together were precious but we would never have them again. The differences between us were just too great.

And not just the twenty-three-year age difference. She had her life in Pittsburgh society while I had my life in Nebraska. I also knew that my father, in his own quiet, dues-paying-member of the-Greatest-Generation sort of way, needed me in Omaha, although he would certainly never come out and say it.

We embraced for the last time; I found a seat on the bus; and that was it. This adventure in paradise had ended. I had great memories and a sore bottom to take with me as souvenirs.

I arrived in Omaha on Wednesday evening. My sister picked me up at the bus station and didn't ask any questions. Neither did my father. Dave did ask me how the festival was. I could only smile and say it was a great experience.

Helen and I corresponded for a couple of years. But that ended when she wrote me that she had sold her house and was moving to Paris to be with some diplomat. It was the life she was meant for, and I was happy for her.

I graduated from the University of Nebraska, managed to escape the draft, and came home to work in the hardware store. My brother decided to make a career out of the Air Force. My sister married an actor and moved to California.

As for me, I married the daughter of a local farmer. Sound familiar? Even after all these years, she keeps me in line and wields a mean paddle. Darla finished what Helen started. No more bad boy.


2. Adam and the New Bartender

Adam Cameron strolled through the door of Jackson's Corner Bar and Grill, just as he had nearly every Saturday night for the past six months. He regarded it as his one escape from the dreary job he had sweeping floors and cleaning bathrooms at the fertilizer plant.

On each visit to the establishment, he would take a seat at the bar and order a beer and a shot, along with maybe a bag of chips or a plate of nachos. And, of course, Mr. Jackson would serve him even though Adam was only nineteen, because Mr. Jackson was close to seventy and could barely see in the low light, even with his glasses on. Besides, 'Old Man' Jackson probably didn't care who he served, as long as their money was good and they didn't cause any trouble. Adam knew better than to cause trouble as long as he got what he wanted.

This night, Adam walked up to the bar and was about to take his customary seat when he noticed that Mr. Jackson wasn't tending bar, wasn't, in fact, anywhere in sight. Standing in Mr. Jackson's place behind the bar was a middle-aged woman wearing jeans and a black Corner Bar T-shirt, which her chest and arms filled out nicely. She had short brown hair and a pretty but unadorned face.

He took his seat next to an older man who appeared to be well on his way to passing out. Adam gazed at the bartender for at least a minute before tapping on the polished mahogany surface to get her attention. She turned and took a few steps toward him. "What do you want, boy?" she asked in a husky, not-so-polite voice.

Adam nearly slipped off the cushioned bar stool. He glanced around the room at the handful of patrons, two of whom he recognized as regulars. No one seemed to be paying any attention. He rested his eyes on the bartender. "A draft and a shot, please."

The bartender took another step toward him. "Let's see some ID."

Adam's eyes narrowed. Mr. Jackson had only asked him for ID once and then barely looked at it, which was a good thing, because the face on the ID didn't come close to resembling Adam's. "Uh... where is Mr. Jackson?"

"Weekend off," the bartender said.

Adam tried to lock eyes with the bartender. Don't panic, he told himself. "I walked here," he said. "I left my license at home. But Mr. Jackson said it was okay."

She huffed. "In this low light, my uncle couldn't count the fingers on his hand, let alone read a license." She shook her head. "You look underage to me. Without an ID, I can't serve you."

He tried to raise himself up to make himself look bigger. "This is bullshit," he said. "I'm... uh... twenty-five. Ask anyone in here."

She scowled and glanced around the room. Clearly, the man next to Adam would be no help. "Who am I going to ask?" She pointed to the man. "George here, in his condition, couldn't recognize his own mother." She glanced around the room again. "Anyone in here vouch for this kid?"

A couple playing pool stopped their game and looked at Adam. They both shook their heads at the same time and resumed their game. None of the other patrons spoke up, just kept sipping their drinks.

The bartender chuckled humorlessly. "Doesn't look like you've got too many friends in here," she said. "If you walked here, you should be able to walk back, get your ID, and bring it to show me - and if it's a phony, trust me, I'll know."

Adam's fingers twitched; his pulse accelerated. He had to consciously will his hands not to ball into fists. He looked at the bartender and sighed. "Look, all I want is a beer and a shot and to mind my own business. I'm twenty-five years old, an adult, and I shouldn't have to walk back home to get my ID like I was some fucking kid."

She scowled again. Her face flushed. "I don't appreciate your attitude or your choice of language," she said. "Now, show me your ID or get out. Those are your only two options."

He leaned back on the seat and took several deep breaths. Losing control, especially around an assertive woman, had gotten him into trouble more than once. He tried to gaze at her, to smile. "What do people call you, Madam Bartender?"

She didn't return his smile, apparently not buying his feeble attempt at charm. "My friends call me Louise," she said. "But the people who work for me generally call me Lieutenant Jackson."

He shook his head. His eyes widened. "Lieutenant? Lieutenant of what?"

"Deerville PD, third precinct."

His mouth gaped. "You're a cop?"

She nodded. Her thin lips creased.

Adam looked at her again. A small voice in the corner of his brain screamed for him to walk out the door and try Clemson's Tavern on Tenth Avenue. He ignored the voice and leaned his elbows on the bar. "I didn't know we had any lady cops around here."

She huffed. "What an incredibly stupid thing to say," she said. "What's your name?"

For an instant, Adam toyed with the idea of giving her a phony name - something like Butch or Spider. He quickly rejected the idea. "Adam."

Louise looked him in the eye. "Well, Adam, you think you're pretty tough, don't you."

He didn't respond.

She smiled. "But you appear to be what we lady cops refer to as a bad boy wannabe."

"What does that mean?"

She chuckled. "It means you act tough and try to be a bad boy. But it's all an act to conceal your insecurity. Inside, you're mostly just a sexist jerk."

Now, his hands did ball into fists. He flushed. "Now, wait a minute-"

She held up her hands. "I'm not finished," she said. "We see boys like you come through the system, often getting into more and more trouble until we have to put them away, send them to a place where bad boy wannabes don't fare very well. Is that what you want?"

Get out of here while you still can, the inner voice screamed. Once again, he ignored it. "What the hell are you talking about?"

Her brown eyes narrowed. "You really are kind of stupid, aren't you?" she said. "Well, Adam, in spite of your name, you're not the first man, this isn't the Garden of Eden, and I'm definitely not Eve. I think maybe it's time for this lady cop to show you what happens to bad boy wannabes."

Adam, get the hell out of here. He didn't budge from the stool. In all his nineteen plus years, he had never encountered a woman like Louise Jackson and he was transfixed. "What happens to bad boy wannabes?"

"Do you really want to find out? It's not too late to avoid further humiliation by breaking for the door. But in another ten seconds, it will be." She glanced at her wristwatch.

Adam, get out now! He slid his backside across the padded stool. He planted his feet on the tiled floor, but he didn't move more than a few inches.

She flashed a wicked smile. "Ten seconds are up," she said.  "I guess you really do want that lesson, and now it's too late to avoid it."

Shit! He looked into her eyes and saw trouble, saw the determination. He took a step toward the door. "Okay, okay. I'm going."

She shook her head. "Too late," she said. She pointed to the pool table. "Mike, Jenny, I need to use the pool table for a few minutes."

They stopped their game and backed away. "You got it, Louise," Mike said.

She glanced at one of the tables. "Officer Abbott, will you please lock the door?"

"Sure thing," a middle-age woman said. She immediately rose and turned the deadbolt on the entrance door.

Adam scanned the room. Everyone was staring at him. Officer Abbott blocked the door. Escape would be difficult, if not impossible. "Wha...what are you doing?"

Louise flashed an evil grin. "You won't think so in a few minutes, but I'm probably saving your life."

Adam did a half-turn toward the door; maybe there was still time to run. He glanced at Officer Abbott and estimated her to be around five feet, six inches and around a hundred-forty pounds. It might be a scrap, but I can take her, he thought. He took two steps toward the door.

However, before he could take the third step, Louise was right behind him. She grasped his arms in a tight grip. "I told you, it's too late for that," she said. "Besides, you'd never get past Officer Abbott. We lady cops have to be extra good at fighting to compete with you strong men."

Adam's hands began to tremble. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. His face flushed. A part of him felt very angry, but the rest of him felt real fear. He had no friends in this room and no way out. Time to try diplomacy, even contrition. He rotated to face Louise. "Look, Lieutenant Jackson, I apologize for disrespecting you. I had kind of a rough week at work. I'm not trying to be a bad boy. Please let me go."

Louise gazed at him for several seconds, then shook her head. "Adam, perps are always sorry when they're caught; they always beg to be let off without the punishment they deserve. I'll bet you've been let off your whole life. But not this time." She tightened her iron grip on his wrists. "Officer Abbott, do you have your cuffs with you?"

Officer Abbott grinned, reached into her purse, and extracted a pair of shiny handcuffs. She held them out.

"Will you please cuff our bad boy wannabe?"

Adam's eyes widened; his jaw drooped. "Now, wait a minute. I haven't done anything you can arrest me for."

Louise huffed. "We could debate that," she said. "But we're not officially arresting you. I think we can settle your punishment right here, right now."

He struggled to break free from her grip, especially as he watched Officer Abbott approach with the handcuffs at the ready.

Louise kicked the backs of his legs, bringing him to his knees. "Quit struggling," she said. "You're only making this harder for yourself."

He glanced around the room. "Hey, can somebody please help me? This is police brutality."

Everyone in the room laughed at the same time.

Officer Abbott snapped the cuffs on his wrists, securing his hands behind his back.

"Okay, Adam," Louise said. "Get up and walk over to the pool table."

He shook his hands in a feeble attempt to free them. The metal bit into his wrists. "What... are you going to do?" His voice trembled.

"Something your mother should've done but obviously didn't," Louise said. "Now, get over there and take what's coming to you. The longer you delay, the worse it will be. I'm sure the patrons in here would like to get on with their evening." She put a rough arm in his armpit and urged him to his feet.  "Hey, Mindy, go in the kitchen. There's a big leather strap hanging by the back door that my uncle uses to drag in the heavy cartons. Bring that to me, please,"

A young woman at the nearest table stood and nodded. "You got it, Louise," she said and headed for the door that led to the kitchen.

With Adam now standing, Louise pushed him toward the pool table. "Let's go."

Adam nearly fainted when he heard the word strap and saw Mindy disappear into the kitchen. He turned his head toward Louise. "Please, Lieutenant. This isn't necessary."

She huffed again and gave him another rough push. "Oh, yes, it is," she said. "In fact, in ten minutes, you'll thank me. I guarantee it."

Tears formed in his eyes as he approached the pool table. He couldn't believe this was happening, and he definitely didn't believe he would thank Louise Jackson for doing whatever it was she was planning.

He took another step and nearly tripped over his own feet. "All I wanted was a beer and a shot," he muttered.

She laughed as she gave him another shove. "Son, it looks like you came to the wrong place at the wrong time with the wrong attitude."

He took a deep breath as his body came into contact with the pool table. "I don't fucking believe this."

Louise pushed his upper body down over the smooth, green felt. "Adam, you have the right remain silent, and I urge you exercise that right before your mouth gets you into any more trouble. Understand?"

He didn't understand anything except that his hands were secured behind his back and that he appeared to be at the mercy of a crazy woman and a couple of her equally-crazy associates. He nodded.

She smacked his bottom with her open palm. "Nodding is not an acceptable response, boy."

He sucked in another breath. "You told me to be quiet."

She smacked his bottom again. "Don't be a smartass," she said. "Now, let's try again. I asked if you understand."

"Yes."

She smacked his bottom two more times. "Yes, what?"

This bitch is out of her mind on a serious power trip, he thought. But he knew better than to say it. "Yes, ma'am."

"Much better," she said. "Ah, here comes the strap."

He lifted his head and watched Mindy hand a heavy leather strap to Louise. It was the meanest looking piece of leather he had ever seen. He wanted to stand up, to break for the door, even with his hands cuffed. He knew he wouldn't get very far. And the last thing he wanted to do at this point was to further anger Louise Jackson.

"Now, the fun begins," she said. "Minday and Officer Abbott, please help with this miscreant."

Both young women approached as Louise unbuckled Adam's belt and unbuttoned his jeans.

He tried to raise his upper body. "What the hell are you doing?"

Mindy and Officer Abbott, now flanking him, pushed him back down and held his shoulders.

Louise smacked his backside several times. "First, I told you not to speak. Second, it should be obvious, even to an idiot like you, that I'm going to pull your pants down."

He struggled against the iron grip of the two women holding him down. "Like hell-"

Louise placed her fingers on his pants and briefs and yanked them down to his knees. "You know, Adam, I took you to be rather stupid, but not a complete moron. Every word you utter is going to cost you, and that goes double for every swear word." She rubbed his bare bottom with her hand. "Now, let's see if we can teach this bad boy a lesson without any further interruptions." She stooped and whispered in his ear. "You know you're in a situation you can't control, don't you?"

A string of expletives formed on his tongue. He choked them back down. "Yes, ma'am."

She stepped back. "How about that. You can learn."

He managed to glance over his shoulder in time to watch Louise move to his left side. She gripped the end of the strap firmly in her right hand. He watched her retract the strap and thrust it forward. He felt the impact as the heavy leather bit into his unprotected flesh. "Shit!"

Louise shook her head. "And just when I thought you were learning." She punctuated this statement with five very hard strokes of the strap, painting his quivering flesh a dark red in a matter of seconds. She paused. "Were you going to say something?"

Adam gathered his breath as the pain rippled through him. "No... no, ma'am."

"I didn't think so," Louise said. "But we're not even close to being finished."

He choked down another string of expletives. She was right:  He was in a situation he couldn't control. Except, he realized, that wasn't entirely true. He could control his reaction to the punishment and thus, at least a little, control the severity. He clamped his teeth around his tongue. Keep your mouth shut, stupid!

While he was wrestling with himself, Louise delivered a flurry of hard swats that impacted every square centimeter of his backside, from his coccyx to his upper thighs. The escalation in pain raced through him. He danced in place and struggled against the powerful arms that held his shoulders. He rubbed his wrists raw against the hard steel of the handcuffs.

After a minute or so, she paused and rubbed the scorched flesh of his bottom.

He took a deep breath and opened his eyes, releasing a flood of tears. Maybe she's finished, he thought. He hoped and prayed she was finished. He didn't think he could take any more.

But she wasn't finished. She yanked his pants and briefs down to his ankles and laughed. "I know what you're thinking," she said. "But you're wrong. I haven't yet punished you for all those cuss words you said." She paused again as if waiting for a response.

He clamped his tongue once again, determined not to repeat the mistakes he'd made earlier.

"Perhaps five hard swats to the upper thighs should do it," she said, mostly to herself.

She retracted the strap and accelerated it forward, striking the crease between his upper thighs and his bottom. He yelped with the pain. She laughed again and delivered the second blow, this one landing slightly below the first. She took a step back. "You know, I haven't used the strap on a bad boy since I dumped that loser of a boyfriend two years ago. Nice to know I haven't lost my touch. Too bad the city doesn't allow corporal punishment. I think it could be a very effective tool in our battle against petty crime."

Very effective, Adam thought. Silently, he vowed never to say another swear word around a woman again.

Louise gripped the strap and swung it a third time, hitting a spot about a centimeter below the second strike. His feet moved up and down. His hands and wrists shook.

"All right, let's finish this," she said. "Two more to go." She retracted the strap and swung a fourth time, this stroke crossing the first three. Then, without delay, she delivered the fifth stroke, concentrating on the left upper thigh.

Unconsciously, Adam groaned with the pain.

She patted his backside. "There, there," she said. "All finished. Ladies, you can let him up. I don't think he'll try anything... will you, Adam?"

Try what? "No... no, ma'am."

The four strong arms that held him down relaxed. The two women backed off. He tried to push himself up but had difficulty with his hands still cuffed behind his back. Louise grasped his left shoulder and urged him into an upright position. He staggered for an instant and practically fell into her arms.

When she put her arms around him, he put his head on her shoulder and sobbed. "I... I'm sorry." It was all he could manage to say.

She patted his back. "I'm sure you are," she said. She released him from the embrace and stepped back. "Are you going to be a good boy from now on?"

He blinked away a few tears and gazed at her, noting her crooked little smile and her bright blue eyes. Whatever anger he may have had dissolved just as the pain in his backside began to recede. It was a strange sensation, but he no longer felt like a bad boy, whatever that was. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

Her smile widened. She glanced over at Officer Abbott. "Good. Officer Abbott, I think you can safely remove the handcuffs."

Officer Abbott smiled, extracted a key from the side pocket of her jeans, and removed the cuffs.

Adam shook his wrists and rubbed them with his fingers. "Thank you."

"Adam, please pull up your pants," Louise said.

Adam flushed as he realized for the first time that he was standing in front of three women naked from the waist down. Quickly, he bent and pulled up his pants and briefs. "Sorry."

Louise nodded. "I love seeing contrition in a young man. Tell me something, Adam. Do you have a good job, one that you really enjoy going to every day?"

He thought about that for a few seconds. In reality, he hated his job which was totally dead end. "No, not really."

She nodded again. "I thought so," she said. "Otherwise, why would you come in here every week and drink alone?" She paused and continued to gaze at him. "Adam, I have an idea that will benefit both of us. Are you interested in hearing it or do you just want to get out of here?"

Adam scanned the room. Everyone was gazing at him, but no one was barring the door. All he had to do was to hold his head up high, put one foot in front of the other, and make a quick exit, leave this crazy place and these crazy people behind forever.

But a part of him was intrigued. He had paid a high price for his behavior. How would it now hurt to at least listen to Louise? He had nothing more to lose and maybe something to gain. "Please, ma'am," he said. "I'm listening."

She patted him on the arm in a motherly gesture. "Good boy," she said. "My uncle wants to sell the bar and retire. I've got twenty-one years on the Force and am ready to retire. A couple of us want to buy the bar. We think we can turn it into a very profitable haven for first responders."

Adam took a deep breath and thought, there's no way I can come back here. "Uh... sounds like a nice idea," he said. "But... why are you telling me this?"

She smiled. "We'll need someone to clean up and work the back, handle the grill, that sort of thing. Do you think you could learn a few new skills?"

"You mean, work here? Wouldn't I have to be twenty-one?"

Louise laughed. "I thought you said you're twenty-five."

He didn't respond to that. He knew she knew he'd been lying about his age.

"Look, Adam, you can't be a bartender but you can do everything else. And who's going to ask any questions? And I know you won't mess up, because you know what will happen if you do." She patted his bottom for emphasis.

Yes, he knew what would happen and wasn't exactly excited about it happening again. Still, this was an offer that was hard to refuse. "When would I start?"

"Tonight, if you want to," she said. "And, as an added bonus, there's an empty room on the third floor of this building. You can have it, if you want, rent-free." She turned to the patrons. "What do you all say?"

Everyone in the room moved toward him with big smiles on their faces. "Welcome aboard, Adam," Officer Abbott said.

Mindy touched the side of his blushing face. "I have a younger sister I could introduce you to."

A job, free room and board, the possibility of a relationship. What more could a young guy ask for?  In his mind, he composed his brief letter of resignation from the lousy job at the fertilizer plant-two words:  I quit.

"Thank you," he said. "Thank you all. I won't let you down."

Louise gripped the strap and shook it. "I know you won't."


3. Bad Boy Camp Counselor

Josh Huntington stood in front of the two-story log administration building. Next to him was his gear: a sleeping bag, foam pillow, and large duffel bag. He watched as his father drove the SUV past the brown and green Camp Greenbriar sign toward the main road.

When the car was out of sight, Josh smiled and took a deep breath. He scanned his surroundings. Everything looked pretty much as it had the past two summers:  same rustic buildings, same tall pine trees, same blue-green lake, same swimming pool.

The camp itself may have appeared the same, but he felt different. Those two previous summers, he'd been a CIT-counselor-in-training. However, this summer he was eighteen, finished with high school, ready to assume the role of full-fledged counselor in charge of a cabin of boys. It was a job he coveted. But not so much because he loved the camp or the great outdoors; certainly not for the high pay and luxury accommodations. And not because he particularly enjoyed working with kids. He viewed these aspects of the camp more as the price he had to pay to satisfy his primary reason for wanting the job.

Ever since his first year at Camp Greenbriar, Josh had watched the female staff (the counselors in trainings (CITS), the counselors, the kitchen workers, the lifeguards) and let his burgeoning adolescent imagination run wild.

Being a rather plain-looking and boring teen in a large high school, he often found himself on the outside looking in when it came to attracting the attention of the physically blessed and popular girls. These, he noted, were reserved for the boys who played sports or were leaders in other areas of high school life. In high school, he was simply a small, undistinguished fish in a very large lake.

But, unlike high school, the camp was a small, self-contained world in which the odds for a boy like himself were better than even. Every day, he would be in close contact with several young women who might possibly look at him as an equal. And if he was really lucky and played it cool, he might convince one or two of them to accompany him to Carl's Cave during his kids' swim time. He'd known other counselors who had done that; it was practically a ritual, a rite of passage.

Josh shifted his gaze to the mess hall next to the administration building and watched two young women emerge and approach him. One was about his age; the other appeared to be in her mid-twenties or maybe even older. He recognized the younger one as Sarah, a CIT from last year. He didn't recognize Sarah's companion.

Sarah flashed a small smile. "Hi, Josh," she said when she was within ten or so feet from him.

Josh returned the smile and did a quick appraisal. Sarah wore white knee-length shorts and a yellow and green Camp Greenbriar tee shirt through which he could just barely make out her bra straps. "Hi, Sarah," he said.

Sarah pointed to the older woman, who was also wearing white shorts and a similar tee shirt. "Josh, this is Adrian McConnell, the new program director."

Josh did a quick scan of Adrian. She was definitely attractive - thin, athletic, with short blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She also wore a no-nonsense expression on her unblemished face. He took a deep breath. "Good to meet you, Adrian," he said. "But... what happened to Connor?" Connor Stevens had been the program director for several years. Josh had come to regard him as something of a mentor, a man who had probably made more than one excursion to Carl's Cave and turned his back when others followed his example.

Adrian smiled thinly. "My family bought the camp this past winter and decided to change the culture of the camp a little," she said. "I guess Mr. Stevens thought it was time to move on."

Josh wasn't sure he liked the sound of that. It was precisely the old culture of the camp that he most appreciated. He was tempted to ask the all-important follow up question, but he thought better of it, realizing he would discover it for himself in due time.

Adrian nudged Sarah, and the two brushed past him. "Josh, for now, stow your gear in the AB," Adrian said. "We're going to meet as a group at two in the mess hall, go over assignments. We have a lot of work to do before the campers arrive on Sunday." She didn't wait for a reply.

Josh pivoted slightly and watched Adrian and Sarah walk quickly toward the swimming pool. He noted how their muscular bottoms filled out their shorts, and he had a sudden fantasy about taking Sarah to Carl's Cave and stripping off those shorts, seeing what lay beneath two layers of cloth.

His fantasy was abruptly interrupted by the arrival of a white conversion van. It stopped in front of the Administration Building and five people emerged; two males and three females. He recognized the two males as Brady and Jake, two counselors from last year. He recognized the three females as Lindsey, Katy, and Jasmine. Lindsey and Katy had been CITs last year, while Jasmine had been a counselor. All five waved when they saw him. He waved back, picked up his gear, and started toward the AB.

Things are getting interesting, he thought, as he gazed at the three young women. He ignored Brady and Jake, although he did consider the current ratio of males to females:  counting Adrian, it was now three males to five females. He also didn't factor in the lifeguard staff or the kitchen workers, which in the past had been predominantly female. Yes, he thought, even in spite of Adrian's threatened culture change, this could be a good summer.

*  *  *

At two o'clock, Josh sat at a long wooden table in the mess hall. On either side of him were Lindsey and Cara, one of the lifeguards. They were both wearing shorts and tee shirts that framed their young bodies perfectly. He tried hard not to stare, but it was nearly impossible. When Adrian stood up to address the group, he could barely concentrate on what she was saying. His vision was clouded with images of naked female bodies cavorting on blankets or in the lush grass.

Adrian smiled and scanned the assembly. "It's so good to see all of you here today," she said. "I've met most of you already. But for those of you who don't know, I'm Adrian, the new program director." She paused and pointed to two women behind her, both of whom appeared to be in their fifties. "Behind me are Rose and Anne McConnell. They bought the camp in January and brought me on board. I have degrees in women's studies and recreation therapy. Rose wants to say a few words."

Rose McConnell stood. Like Adrian, although her body was mature, it was also trim and athletic. She wore jeans and a blue polo shirt. She cleared her throat. "Thank you, Adrian," she said in a resonant voice that seemed to echo through the large room. "Yes, well, as Adrian just said, my sister and I bought this camp. We are both professors of physical education and have had more than a few students who attended the camp in years past. We also heard a number of complaints regarding the camp culture. So, when Bob Larson expressed an interest in selling the camp, we decided the time was right."

Josh squirmed in the uncomfortable wooden chair. He looked around him and saw that the young female staff members were all extremely attentive. It worried him that they were all buying into what he feared the most, a shift toward some kind of feminist utopia. He could feel his plans for the summer dissolving rapidly... there would be no clandestine excursions to Carl's Cave, no spying on the lifeguards while they changed into their bathing suits, not even a quick kiss and a feel by the community campfire.

Rose took a deep breath and glanced at Anne. Anne nodded. "We don't plan to change the basic structure of the camp or the camper experience," she said. "However, we also know that Camp Greenbriar, as well as many other similar camps, have had a very strong male orientation. It is our intent to tilt that orientation to make this camp much more inclusive. We hope that tilt will attract more female campers, as well as campers whose gender identification has quite possibly discouraged them from attending camp."

Josh shook his head. This was his worst nightmare coming to life. In high school, the popular boys and the bad boys got all the girls; at least, those worth getting, in his estimation. He had planned on exhibiting himself as something of a bad boy with the hopes of attracting one or more of the female staff. Now, he wondered if that strategy would even be acceptable, let alone effective.

Rose turned toward Anne. "Anne, did you want to add anything to what I just said?"

Anne, who was dressed similarly to her sister, leaned forward in her seat. "No," she said.

Rose smiled. "All right, then. Unless there are any questions, I'll turn the floor back over to Adrian. Anne and I will be here at the camp off and on throughout the ten-week summer session, but Adrian is in charge." She turned toward Adrian. "Adrian-"

"Thank you, Aunt Rose," Adrian said. She looked out over the two dozen or so staff members. "For the rest of the day, I want you to mingle. I know many of you are veterans of the camp, but please take some time to get reacquainted. For you counselors, I will have your assignments posted in the AB. If you have any questions, see me. We have four full days to get the camp ready for the campers. The new CITs will arrive on Saturday. You cabin counselors will be responsible for getting your individual cabins ready. Any questions?"

No one had any questions. Josh glanced around him. The great majority of the staff members were smiling, appearing almost jovial, as if inspired by what they just heard. He resolved that if he was going to get hooked up for the summer, he would have to move quickly, before the dreaded culture shift became too deeply ingrained.

Upon the conclusion of Adrian's presentation, everyone in the assembly stood. The head cook brought out a tray of chocolate chip cookies and two pitchers of Kool-Aid. Another staff member brought out paper cups and napkins.

Josh picked up two cookies and poured two cups of the Kool-Aid. He found Sarah standing with Wendy, another lifeguard. He offered a cookie and a cup to Sarah.

"Thank you," Sarah said, accepting the cookie and the cup. She nudged Wendy. "This is Wendy. Wendy, this is Josh. He was a CIT with me last year. This year, he has the Blue Onyx cabin."

Wendy smiled and took the remaining cookie and cup in her left hand. She extended her right hand. "Nice to meet you, Josh" she said. "Thanks for the snacks."

Josh forced himself to return her smile. He took her hand and was surprised at the strength of her grip. "Likewise," he said. He shifted to Sarah. "So, I've got the Blue Onyx?"

Sarah chuckled. "Yes, the dreaded eight to ten-year-olds," she said. "But I thought you already knew that."

Josh hadn't bothered to check the list when he stowed his gear. He suppressed a shudder. He'd had the Blue Onyx cabin last year as a CIT. The only thing good about it was its relatively close proximity to the Rose Quartz cabin. During more than one night, he'd dared to sneak over to the cabin and spy on the counselor and CIT, both of whom were healthy young women. "What cabin do you have, Sarah?" he asked.

Sarah grinned. "Looks like we're going to be neighbors."

All right, he thought. Maybe the summer won't be so bad after all. "Great," he said. "Maybe we can collaborate," He took a deep breath. Time to make the first move. He had a sudden vision of the two of them rolling and sweating on a cot in one of the cabins. He wondered if she had a similar vision. He rejected that. He couldn't be that lucky this quickly. "How about taking a walk over to the cabins, see how much work we've got to do?" he suggested.

He watched her hopefully as she seemed to consider his proposition. Please, Lord. Have her say yes.

Sarah turned slightly toward Wendy. "Well, I did promise Wendy I'd help with the pool cleanup. But I guess it wouldn't hurt to see the cabin and transfer my gear. What about it, Wendy?"

Josh tried to appear indifferent. However, he had to consciously stop his hands from quivering. He preferred to get Sarah alone. But he thought Wendy was attractive in her shorts and tee shirt. Maybe if he was really, really lucky, if the stars were aligned just right, he could get them both. Wouldn't that be something?

Wendy's brown eyes darted around the room. "You go ahead, Sarah," she said. "I don't think we're going to get much done today anyway."

"All right," Sarah said. "Okay, Josh, let's get our gear."

Josh exhaled. The first move was successful. But, as in a game of chess, he had many more moves to make before he took the queen.

*  *  *

Josh had just finished cleaning the log rafters of his cabin when he heard a knock at the partially open door. He rose from one of the top bunks and glanced at the doorway, hoping against hope the person knocking was Sarah or one of the other female counselors, perhaps ready to accept his invitation to spend an hour or so relaxing in the cabin or taking a hike to Carl's Cave; he had a blanket and a joint set aside for just such an occasion.

"Come in," he called.

The door opened completely; Adrian walked in. "Cabin looks pretty good," she said. She closed the door behind her.

Josh practically fainted when he saw the program director standing next to his cot. In the three days he'd been in camp, he'd said maybe five words to Adrian. She had barely even acknowledged him. An unsolicited visit to the cabin can't be good. He certainly didn't think she was there to roll and sweat on his cot or take a hike to Carl's Cave.

He jumped down from the top bunk and faced her. "Thanks," he said. "I wanted to get the cabin ready for the campers before Sunday."

Adrian glanced around her and nodded. "Looks like you're almost there." She paused; her smooth face wrinkled slightly and her eyes narrowed. "Josh, this isn't exactly a social call and I'm not conducting an impromptu cabin inspection."

He tried to match her gaze but couldn't. He swallowed hard. "Okay-"

She shifted her eyes to his cot, upon which were his open duffel bag and the blanket. She cleared her throat. "I'll get right to the point. I've heard more than one complaint regarding your behavior toward some of the female staff."

Shit! He thought he'd been relatively discreet, masking his intentions with humor and innocent banter. But in the process, he'd forgotten about the culture shift. Where was Connor Stevens when he needed him? He took a deep breath. "What complaints?"

She scowled. "I think you know," she said. "And let me tell you up front that the bad boy image doesn't fit in this camp and doesn't really suit you."

Josh had to stop himself from staggering backward. "I... don't understand-"

She raised a hand to stop him. "Josh, have you seen the movie Meatballs?"

What a strange question, he thought. In fact, he had seen Meatballs several times actually. It was Connor's favorite movie. The former program director had shown it to the CITs, joking that it was a sort of training video. He nodded.

"I thought so," Adrian said. "I found it in one of the cabinets in the AB, obviously left by the previous PD. Josh, this isn't Camp North Star and I'm not Bill Murray. We're not going to pass around a wine bottle at the evening campfires and sing that we're... well, you know. I thought I made myself clear that we're changing the culture of Greenbriar. This applies especially to the counselors whose views may have been tainted by the previous PD."

A part of him wanted to become a plank in the floor. But he suppressed that part and clenched his fingers. Fuck the culture shift, he wanted to scream. "I... still don't know what you're talking about."

She scowled again. "My job as PD isn't exclusively coordinating camp activities. A lot of my job, especially in the first few weeks, is retraining the staff. So far, you're my biggest problem child." She paused and gave him a hard look. "Now, I could just fire you and send you packing. But I don't want to do that just yet. I believe you have potential as a counselor and, frankly, I would have difficulty replacing you before Sunday."

Josh took a step back and fell against the bunk. Again, he knew he'd probably come on a little strong with Sarah and a couple of the other female staff members. But termination? He certainly hadn't expected that. He straightened himself. "Look, Adrian, I'm sorry for whatever I've done, whatever that is. It won't happen again."

She stared at him for at least thirty seconds, then shook her head. "No, I don't think I'm reassured," she said. "During the year, I teach in a private school and am known as a martinet who believes in the value of corporal discipline."

What the hell, he thought. This was another nightmare visiting him in the daytime. "What do you mean?" he asked, though he knew very well what she meant.

Her lips curled slightly upward. "You, young man, are due for a punishment session."

He flushed, but quickly brushed it off. "I... I don't think so."

She huffed. "Josh, right now you have two choices. You can either pull down your shorts, bend over the cot, and take your punishment, or you can pack your stuff, call your mom or dad, and get out of my camp. You have ten seconds to decide before I call for help in getting you out of here." She shifted her eyes to her wristwatch.

His first thought was how this could have happened so quickly. He wanted to be a bad boy because in his world bad boys got the girls. But in this world, Adrian's world, bad boys got spanked. Somehow, it didn't seem fair. All he wanted was to get laid, but apparently in this new culture, wanting to hook up with a member of the opposite sex was a crime. Did he want to stay at Camp Greenbriar and endure the culture shift, not to mention a spanking?

Adrian shook her head. "Five seconds."

He knew he didn't want to call his father. He also knew it was too late to find a good job for the summer. He was stuck.

"Time's up," she said. She pulled a cell phone from her back pocket.

Josh put up his hands. "Wait."

"Wait for what?"

"Can't we just talk about this?"

"No," Adrian said. "I'm done talking. Bend over or pack up. Now!"

"All right," he said. "I'll... bend over."

She smiled thinly and pivoted toward the door. "Get into position. I'll be right back." She opened the door and went outside.

He watched her disappear. What is she doing? Well, he told himself, you made your choice. Now, do what she told you. He unbuckled his belt, unsnapped his shorts, and pulled them down to below his thighs. He left his briefs in place, she hadn't told him to pull those down.

A few seconds later, she re-entered the cabin and closed the door. In her right hand was a large wooden school paddle. He shuddered when he saw it. He had been spanked a few times before by his mother, but never with such a mean-looking paddle.

She took a few steps toward him. "I told you to bend over the cot. Don't make me repeat myself again."

He nodded, got on his knees on the uncomfortable planks, and bent his upper body over the old camp mattress. The ends of his fingers dug into the thin cloth. He closed his eyes and waited.

Adrian approached and bunched the leg holes of his underpants into his crack, exposing his two trembling cheeks. She gripped the handle of the paddle in her right hand. "This will not be pleasant," she said. "I don't compromise when it comes to punishment or imparting a lesson. Don't try to get up or else the punishment will be worse. Are we clear on that?"

He wanted to scream but held his tongue. He settled for nodding.

"Say it."

"Clear."

"Good. Then, let's begin the lesson." She retracted the paddle and swung it forward with a flourish. It impacted his bottom directly in the center of both cheeks.

The sudden pain raced up and down his spinal cord. His eyes flew open. This one stroke definitely hurt more than any stroke his mother had ever administered.

Before he had a chance to recover his senses, she struck again. Then again and again and again. She was relentless. He fought through the escalating pain and gathered his breath. "Adrian... that's enough. I get the point." He certainly didn't feel much like a bad boy anymore.

She gave him two swats to his upper thighs that brought tears to his eyes. "Keep your mouth shut," she said. "I decide when you've had enough."

She punctuated this statement with five more very hard strokes that broke him completely. He no longer wanted to be a bad boy. And if this was the price he had to pay to even solicit any of the females in the camp, it wasn't worth it. He would toe the line and adjust to the culture.

Tears flooded his eyes and rolled down his blushing cheeks. His backside felt like the embers in one of the evening campfires, so hot you could roast marshmallows over it.

She gave him three more, adding to the bruises he was already sprouting. She stopped abruptly and set the paddle on the mattress next to him.

"Okay, Josh, get up."

Slowly and painfully, he relaxed his fingers and pushed himself up into a standing position. He did a half turn and brushed a few tears from his face. He hoped she would at least smile and offer to give him a hug.

But she didn't. Rather, she pointed a finger at him. "I will not hesitate to do this again if I get any more complaints regarding your behavior. Understood?"

Josh felt the pain in his backside radiate throughout his body. "Understood," he said in a near squeak.

"You've got a new CIT coming tomorrow and ten campers coming on Sunday. They will all expect you to model ideal male behavior in the twenty-first century." She picked up the paddle and pointed it at him. "Any slip ups or backsliding and you'll get more of this."

He didn't want any more of the paddle, or Adrian, for that matter. He wiped more tears from his eyes and straightened his posture. "I understand."

She narrowed her eyes and stared at him for several seconds. "Don't forget. Counselor meeting after dinner tonight." She turned and walked out of the cabin without waiting for a reply.

He watched her disappear, then pulled his shorts back up. His backside still felt like it was on fire. He gingerly sat on the edge of his cot. He had a lot of thinking to do.

*  *  *

The next morning, Josh managed to catch a glimpse of his backside in the little mirror he had brought with him. He had several small bruises spread evenly throughout the flesh, which still hurt slightly when he touched it.

He restored his attire and straightened his sleeping bag and pillow. He glanced at the small clock next to his cot. It was nearing ten-thirty, two hours before lunch and the arrival of the CITs. He still needed to sweep the cabin one more time and pick up around the outside perimeter.

He fetched the broom and was about to sweep when he heard a light knock at the door. It opened before he could get there.

"May I come in?" Sarah entered without waiting for an answer.

He tried to smile when he saw her but couldn't quite get his lips to move. "Hi, Sarah," he said in a low voice. Although she looked very good in her white shorts and Camp Greenbriar tee shirt, he wasn't sure he was glad to see her. He very well remembered that not long after the last time he'd been alone with her, he'd gotten paddled.

She approached. "Josh, can we talk for a few minutes?"

He set the broom aside. "Sure, I guess."

She took a step toward him and cleared her throat. "I've got a pretty good idea what happened yesterday."

He flushed. How could she know? "I don't know what you mean."

"I wasn't spying," she said. "I happened to be walking by the cabin when I saw Adrian take that paddle inside. I heard the swats. I just hope she wasn't too hard on you."

He huffed. Time to be a bad boy again. "Well, it wasn't too bad," he said. "Sometimes you just have to-"

Sarah put a finger to his lips to hush him. "Josh, stop trying to be a bad boy. As Adrian said, it doesn't suit you. Plus, not all of us girls are attracted to bad boys. Some of us are attracted to boys who are humble and know when to when to keep their mouths shut and be contrite."

"So, what are you saying?"

She chuckled. "Josh, it's pretty obvious you're attracted to me. You've certainly shown it in your own clumsy way," she said. "And a part of me is flattered actually." She paused and gazed at him. "And I really wouldn't mind spending some alone time with you. You're kind of cute in your own way. But you have to let me take the lead, make all the moves. Can you do that?"

And there it was, another of those epiphanies: bad boys don't always get all the girls. He wasn't sure where this was leading, but if she wanted him to be contrite, he could be contrite. He could be anything she wanted him to be if it got him to at least first base.

"I can do that," he said emphatically.

Sarah closed the door and locked it. She moved to him, reached up, and kissed him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. The move took him by surprise and left him nearly breathless.

She broke off from the kiss, took a step back, and flashed a large smile. "Take off your clothes."

His eyes widened; his mouth gaped. "Are... are you serious?"

She scowled. "Josh, if you don't want me to turn around and walk out the door, you will do what I tell you when I tell you. Understand?"

He took a step back and gazed at her. At that moment, Sarah sounded so much like Adrian, it scared him a little. He shifted his eyes to her hands just to make sure she wasn't holding a paddle. "Okay," he said at last. "I'm not really sure I understand what's going on, but okay."

She flashed a smile. "Then get your clothes off."

He nodded, still wondering where this was leading. He unbuttoned his shorts and stripped them down to his ankles. He followed up by pulling his tee shirt over his head and casting it onto the cot. He stood before Sarah wearing only his white briefs.

She scowled again. "I said take off your clothes - that means all your clothes."

He flushed. Never before in his young life had he stripped completely in front of a female, not even his mother, who had always spanked him over his underwear. But, he resolved, Sarah was in control. He certainly didn't want her to get discouraged and walk out - anything would be better than that. He put his fingers in the waistband of his briefs and carefully peeled them down to his knees. They dropped to the floor on their own. He stood before Sarah completely naked.

She smiled as she looked at him. "Turn around. I want to see your backside."

He turned.

She touched the wounded flesh of his bottom. "Well, I would say you definitely got punished. But..." She paused and turned him to face her. "... you were acting like a bad boy jerk and deserved it. You don't look so much like a bad boy now." She glanced down at his penis, which was semi-erect. "Get on your cot on your back and show me what you can do with that thing. You do have a condom, don't you?"

Now he flushed a deep red. His mind raced. This whole scene was moving faster than he could process, going from just coming to bat to a home run in less than five minutes. This just doesn't happen in real life. Then, he considered the question she had just asked: Did he have a condom? All he knew was that he better have one. "In my duffle," he said. He had come to camp prepared.

"Get it and put it on."

He took a step toward his duffle, then stopped and turned. "Wait," he said, his mind now flooded with conflicting emotions. "You're not setting me up, are you?"

Sarah grabbed his hand, pulled him toward her, and smacked his bottom twenty times in rapid succession. The sound of hard hand impacting soft flesh echoed through the cabin. "Josh, are you really this stupid?" She gave him ten more swats, then let go and pushed him toward the cot.

A stray tear trickled down his cheek. The spanking reignited the old embers that had been smoldering in his bottom. He looked at Sarah. Was he really that stupid? He didn't know how to answer that question so he said nothing.

She shrugged. "I don't know what to do with you," she said. "But I'm running out of patience."

He held up his hands and stepped out of his shorts and briefs. "I... I'm sorry." It was all he could think to say. He found the small box of condoms he had stashed in a deep recess of his duffle. He got up on the cot and lay down on his back, stretching the condom over his now erect penis in the process.

Sarah grinned and stripped off her shorts. "Close your eyes," she ordered. "You're not allowed to see me. If you open your eyes before I tell you, we'll both be sorry. But you'll be sorrier."

As his bottom rubbed against the rough cloth of his sleeping bag, he was already sorry. He closed his eyes. He definitely didn't want to be spanked again, and he didn't want Sarah to put her shorts back on and leave him all alone.

A few seconds later, she climbed onto the bed, straddled him, and impaled herself on his penis. While he struggled to keep his eyes closed and ordered himself not to ejaculate until she was finished, she rocked back and forth, moaning in a low, guttural voice. He felt her right hand brush across his abdomen and imagined that she was massaging her clitoris.

Her moans grew louder and her movements more animated. He sensed (although his actual experience was very limited) that she was very close to climax. He was right. When she finally let go, he let go and flooded the condom with hot semen.

Her entire body seemed to go limp all at once, and she collapsed on top of him. He could smell her sweat on top of whatever shampoo she used. It was an odd combination, but not unpleasant. He wanted desperately to open his eyes, but he didn't want to spoil the moment, which was, by far, the most incredible of his young life. Incredible enough, at least, to make him want to do it again and again. Whatever she wants, he resolved.

After a few minutes, Sarah pushed herself up and disengaged from his now flaccid penis. He felt the springs on the cot recover as it no longer carried her weight. But still, he didn't move or open his eyes; she had yet to give him permission.

"Okay, Josh, open your eyes and get up," she ordered.

He opened his eyes and sat up on the cot. Sarah was now fully dressed and had obviously brushed down her long brown hair. She flashed a grin. "See what a little contrition will get you?" She took a step toward the door, then stopped. "That plus a little spanking. Remember, if you want more of this, stop acting like a bad boy and toe the line." She paused. Her smile widened. "Or, act like a bad boy and take your punishment. You just might get a reward afterward." She opened the door and disappeared outside.

Josh got off the cot and put his clothes back on. He could still smell her body odors. He cast the used condom in the trash bag by his cot. As he considered her parting words, he felt more confused than ever. Did she want a bad boy after all, one she could punish? Or did she want a good and contrite boy, one she could order around? Or maybe she wanted both.

He knew he had a lot to learn about twenty-first-century women. But now he looked forward to being in class all summer with Sarah as the primary teacher.


4. Bad Boy Jimmy

My mother started calling me a bad boy before I was old enough to know what it meant. I can remember to this day her looking at me and shaking her head and saying, "Jimmy, you're such a bad boy."

Years later, after my parents divorced when I was a freshman in high school, Mother would frequently say to me, "You're a bad boy, just like your father."

I guessed that was meant to be some kind of insult or warning. But, in truth, I never really knew my father all that well, because he was seldom home. And when he was, he was generally inebriated. I did know that on weekends, he frequently rode his Harley with a few of his buddies. I also remember seeing a couple of tattoos on his arms.

So, having apparently earned the moniker (as well as the bad boy gene, if such a thing exists), I thought I might as well live up to it. I began smoking in high school, as well sneaking beer whenever I had the chance. I got a job at a car wash and saved enough money to buy a 1957 Chevrolet, which I fixed up (fuzzy dice hanging from the mirror and all). I guess I'd seen the movie Grease too many times.

I have to admit that my bad boy persona did attract the attention of a select group of like-minded girls, and I seldom lacked female companionship. I won't say I was actually happy with who I was, but I did (please excuse the expression) get laid a lot. I also got paddled a few times when I got home, as my crusading mother did everything she could 'straighten me out' as she put it.

I moved out of the house a week after I graduated from high school. I got a full-time job working as a porter for a new car dealership. The pay wasn't great, but it was enough to allow me to pay my share of the rent on a house one of my older buddies rented.

What a time we had in that house: three eighteen-year-olds and a twenty-one-year-old living the dream. In the evenings, after work, we drank cases of beer, smoked cartons of unfiltered Camels, drove souped up cars faster than the speed limit, and had sex with any willing female. I have to say that, even after all these years, I am still amazed at how some women are attracted to bad boys. But I appreciated it, even if I didn't understand it.

As I said, I was living the dream. But whose dream was it? I didn't worry about that. I mean, after all, wasn't I destined to be a bad boy for life? Besides, between working fifty to sixty hours a week, drinking heavily, and carousing, I didn't have much time to engage in self-examination.

At some point, I got a tattoo on my left upper arm: a beautiful skull with a serpent wrapped around it. The words 'bad boy' appeared below the picture. What a piece of art that was, and still is.

When I was twenty-two, Mitch, one of my roommates, met a beautiful young woman who was just starting a nursing career. As the expression goes, he fell madly in love. I couldn't exactly blame him as she was everything a young man could possibly want in a woman. What I didn't understand was what she saw in him. After all, he drank, smoked, and worked on a construction crew - hardly qualities that would enable him to compete with polished health care professionals.

Nevertheless, eight months after they met, he moved out of the house, quit drinking and smoking, and moved in with her, apparently a bad boy no longer. I teased him about that, but, in reality, I was a bit jealous. Many young women are initially attracted to bad boys, but for most the attraction seldom lasts beyond a few romps in the hay. We are simply not the kind of men to pin your relationship hopes on.

To make things worse, at least from my perspective as a bad boy, a few months after they moved in together, Mitch enrolled in college and eventually earned a degree in accounting, of all things. He also proposed, getting down on one knee with a one-carat diamond ring in his hand. Seeing them together at the altar was almost enough for me to surrender my bad boy persona completely. Maybe there was hope for me.

My first real crush hit me when I was twenty-five. I was still working at the dealership but was now training for a sales position in used cars. Around that same time, Mr. Rathke, the general manager, hired a new receptionist to whom I was immediately attracted. Her name was Bonnie; she was twenty-one and a recent graduate of the local community college. This was her first full-time job.

Because my new position involved office work as well as a lot work, I frequently interacted with Bonnie, much to my delight. She was a rare beauty: long, dark brown hair, blue eyes, absolutely flawless complexion, full lips, trim body. I had been with lots of women, but none like her. Yes, I was smitten.

However, as attracted as I was to her, apparently the attraction wasn't mutual. In the first few weeks, I learned that she was all business. She intended to get a degree in marketing and move on. She didn't smoke or drink or fool around.

Of course, that didn't stop me from flirting, attempting to turn on the charm, hoping eventually she would come to appreciate my bad boy persona. I even asked her out after she'd been working at the dealership for two months. She turned me down, saying, "You know, Jimmy, you're not a bad-looking guy. But I'm not into bad boys. They're nothing but trouble."

Okay, I thought, what's the next step? I looked into her blue eyes. "I'm not sure what you mean."

She laughed. "I think you do," she said. "But in case you really don't, I'll spell it out for you. If your only interest in me is getting me into bed, forget it and move on. However, if you're truly interested in me as a person, I would have to tame the bad boy out of you before we have any kind of relationship." She paused and gave me a hard stare. "Now, do you still want to take me out?"

I admit I was somewhat taken aback. No woman had ever spoken to me like that before. I held my head up high and straightened my tie. "What do you mean by tame?" For a chance to get this woman into bed, I could change, or so I told myself. I wasn't so sure about the taming part.

She continued her hard stare, which I couldn't match. "I don't do one-night stands," she said. "I believe I'm worth more than that and deserve better than that."

I nodded, thinking any man would be a fool to let her get away after one night. But she still hadn't answered my question. "I agree with that," I said. "But-"

She smiled, flashing the edges of perfect teeth. "But you want to know what's expected, right?"

I returned her smile. "Yes, I guess I do."

Bonnie dropped her smile. "First, you would have to quit smoking and drinking as those are two things I simply can't abide."

Whoa, I thought. I was addicted to nicotine. And, while perhaps not exactly a full-blown alcoholic, I did drink rather heavily at times. I looked at her again. Was she worth the pain and agony of quitting these two vices? Then, I thought, I won't actually be moving in with her; I only have to pretend to quit, not do these things while I'm around her. I suppressed a smug smile. "I can do that."

She gazed at me as though reading my mind. "I'm sure you believe that now," she said. "But I must warn you. There would be serious consequences for lying and backsliding."

Damn! "What do you mean by consequences?"

She continued to look at me as though I was a subject in a lab experiment. Maybe to her, I was. "Of course, the ultimate consequence would be the end of any relationship we might have had," she said. "But there would be intermediate steps, what the human resource experts refer to as progressive discipline."

Somehow, the word discipline caught my attention. It was a word my mother had used more than once, usually when she was about to paddle me. Still, in my experience in the business world, progressive discipline usually meant reprimands and suspensions, not corporal punishment, I knew at least that much. It was time for clarification.

"What do you mean by discipline?" I asked.

She frowned. "Jimmy, being with me is not a job, and I don't have a policy and procedure manual. Should the need arise, I will determine what manner of discipline to apply... if I believe you're worthy enough to bother with." She smiled again. "But I promise you, the discipline won't be pleasant... unless you get off on being spanked."

I'm sure my jaw dropped. For a moment, I tried to imagine this beautiful young woman spanking anyone, let alone a bad boy such as me.

She leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. "So now you know," she said. "I wouldn't mind going out with you, see where it leads. But under the terms I just laid out. Does this discourage you?"

It should have. I had been spanked several times by my mother during my high school years. I never got off on it. I looked at her one more time. God, she was beautiful. I could feel myself wilt everywhere but between the legs. I think I would have agreed to just about anything to spend a pleasant night with her. I have no doubt she knew that. I manufactured a tight smile. "Where would you like to go for dinner?"

Her smile widened; she fluttered her eyelids. "I'm a pretty simple girl," she said. "I like Olive Garden and Red Lobster. You decide." She paused; the smile faded slightly. "A couple more things I should tell you. I greatly appreciate punctuality. If you say you'll pick me up a six, you need to be on time. I also expect cleanliness. You need to look neat and clean and so does your vehicle. I won't get in a dirty car. Finally, I won't tolerate foul language. I have two brothers and know that when you're around the guys, you have to talk a certain way. But I'm not one of the guys, so don't treat me as such."

I processed what she was telling me. The list of dos and don'ts was getting longer all the time. I guess, as a beautiful and desirable young woman, she was certainly entitled to make up her own rules. And, I have to admit, it was nice of her to tell me the rules beforehand. If all young women did that, life for men like me would probably be a lot easier.

But, no smoking, no drinking, be on time, watch your language, clean your truck. When does it end? And is she worth it? That was yet to be determined and only one way to find out. I looked at her and smiled and asked, "Anything else?"

She gave me another hard stare for a few seconds, then relaxed. "I do appreciate a sense of humor," she said. "But be careful how you use it." She wrote something on a piece of paper and handed it to me. "This is my address. I'll be ready by seven-thirty. Okay?"

I glanced at the paper and recognized the address as being that of a new apartment building not far from the dealership. I looked at the wall clock. It was three-thirty. My shift ended at five-thirty; I'd have just enough time to change clothes and clean out my truck. "Seven-thirty," I said.

She nodded just as Mr. Rathke approached from his office. Bonnie immediately busied herself with her computer and I shuffled some papers. "Carson, you've got a potential customer on the lot," he said.

I shifted toward him. "Yes, sir." I pivoted away from the reception area. All of a sudden, I needed a cigarette badly.

*  *  *

I made it to her apartment building at seven-forty, after having cleaned out my cluttered pick up. I also smoked two cigarettes and drank a beer before I left the house, hoping that jolt would be enough to sustain me for the evening, which I assumed would be both pleasant and challenging.

Bonnie opened the door as soon as I knocked. When I saw her, I became practically speechless. She stood in the doorway wearing a black, knee-length pleated skirt and a light pink sweater. Her hair, which she usually wore in a prim ponytail during office hours, was down over her shoulders, held in place by a slim pink headband. She had also freshened her makeup. Needless to say, she was a vision of innocent loveliness, the likes of which I had rarely seen up close.

She took my hand and pulled me into the small, studio apartment. She closed the door, stepped back, and scowled. "You're late," she said. "And you smell like cigarettes."

I was taken aback. I thought I'd been careful. I even wore my cleanest polo shirt and Dockers. But here I was, standing before this goddess of a woman, realizing I'd broken two of her rules already. I could only hope she hadn't smelled the beer. "I... I'm sorry," I stammered. "It took me longer than I thought at the carwash."

She huffed. "There's a carwash at the dealership," she said. "And that doesn't explain your smoking."

I took a deep breath. "But-"

She put a finger to my lips. "Don't make things worse by lying," she said. She shook her head. "I should cancel, send you on your way. But I kind of like you, in spite of your stupid bad boy antics, so I'm going to give you one chance at redemption."

That was another word my mother had used from time to time. Obviously, her spankings hadn't redeemed me. I looked at her. "What do I have to do?"

"Wait here," she said. She turned, went into the small kitchen, and returned with a long-handled wooden spoon clutched in her right hand. "Take down your pants and bend over the back of the chair." She pointed to an armchair near the bed.

My eyes widened and my jaw dropped. "What?"

She scowled. "Jimmy, I know you're not deaf and you're not stupid. I explained the consequences. Now, either assume the position or get out of here and never ask me out again. That's it, there's no other option."

I stood speechless again. But she was right; she had explained the consequences; I had agreed to them; and I had broken at least two of her rules. I was about to face my first lesson in how not to be a bad boy. At least, she considered me worthy. Still, I believed I had to make one last attempt at clarification.

"Is this really necessary?" I asked. In retrospect, it was a stupid question, and I was very fortunate she didn't open the door and shove me out of her apartment right then and there.

Instead, she rolled her eyes. "If you want to be with me, it's very necessary."

I wanted to be with her, no question about that. I wanted it more than anything else in the world. Okay, I told myself, pay the price. I nodded, moved to the designated chair, and unbuckled my belt.

"Jimmy, have you ever been spanked before?" she asked.

I was no stranger to the sting, although it had been seven years since the last time. Some things you never forget. "Yes," I said. "My mother believed in spanking."

"Well, either her method didn't work or you've done a lot of backsliding. My mother was a harsh disciplinarian, as my brothers can attest. But today, they're successful businessmen with nice families, and no bad boy tendencies whatsoever."

Good for them, I thought, but didn't say it. I pushed down my pants and hooked my fingers in the waistband of my briefs.

Bonnie stopped me. "Leave your underpants up," she said.

My mother always spanked me on the bare bottom, said she needed to see the marks she was making. She always used her wooden hairbrush, never a wooden spoon. I stole a glance at the spoon Bonnie held in her right hand. It didn't appear to be very menacing, and I thought, maybe this won't be too bad, especially applied over my underwear. I was wrong.

Once I had bent my upper body over the back of the chair, she approached with the spoon already retracted. "This will be quick and very harsh," she said. "I told you I would tame the bad boy out of you, and that's what I mean to do."

And if I can't be tamed? But I didn't ask the question, because I already knew the answer. I glanced over at the door that led to the corridor outside her apartment. That is where untamable bad boys go.

I heard the swish as she swung the spoon forward. I felt the sting as the spoon impacted the left cheek of my bottom. I discovered immediately that the thin cotton of my briefs offered scant protection.

She said this would be quick, and she wasn't kidding. After that first strike, she let loose with a flurry of strokes, one after the other after the other after the other. The strokes came so fast that they seemed to meld into one. The pain escalated rapidly, and I realized I had been quite wrong in my assessment that the wooden spoon wouldn't be as bad as my mother's hairbrush.

I dug my fingers into the back of the chair. My feet seemed to develop a mind of their own. No doubt my whole backside swayed from side to side in a vain attempt to avoid further insult.

Bonnie continued the barrage unabated for at least a minute - although it seemed much longer. Perhaps she was testing me, seeing if I would break or spew out a string of swear words. But I was determined to take everything she gave me in the hope of proving myself worthy.

She abruptly stopped after god-only-knows how many strokes. She set the spoon on the little table next to the chair and gently rubbed my bottom through the cloth. "Turn around," she ordered.

I pushed myself away from the chair and turned to face her. She had a wild look in her eyes.

She held out her arms. "Come here."

I wasn't quite sure of her intent, but I also wasn't about to argue with her. Besides, at that moment, I wanted nothing more than to be close to her, as close as I could get. I took a step toward her and allowed myself to be enveloped. She kissed me gently on my sweating forehead and wiped away a few stray tears from my cheeks. Then, after a minute or so, she pushed me a few inches away from her and gazed at me. "Now, you don't look or act like such a bad boy," she said. "In fact, you might just be a keeper."

What did she mean by that? And did I want to be thought of as a keeper? I had never been so confused in my life. The world had been much simpler when I was drinking, smoking, and carousing - with no need of a relationship that lasted more than a few hours.

She looked at me for another minute with a wide smile gradually creasing her beautiful face. I practically wilted while the pain in my backside slowly receded. I think I might have been sporting an erection, but I'm not sure. I certainly didn't look down to confirm it.

Then, she shocked me completely by taking my right hand and guiding it under her skirt. She pressed my fingers into her upper thigh and walked them up to the crotch of her panties. I nearly fainted, especially when I felt how damp the crotch was.

This was the epiphany of all epiphanies. Spanking me had turned her on; it had turned her on in a way I had not before seen in a woman I'd been with. Her breathing got faster as she kept my hand pressed against her labia. She looked at me once again; her eyes were wide with lust.

"Jimmy," she purred, "do you still want to go out or would you rather stay here?"

Are you serious? I thought. I wanted to explore every nook and cranny of her gorgeous body. My fingers grew impatient simply touching the cloth protecting that most precious part of her. They definitely wanted to push aside the elastic and probe deeper. I gathered my breath. "I... would rather stay here."

She chuckled. "I was hoping you would say that," she said. "And what do you want to do?"

She was teasing me, daring me. At least, I was smart enough to see it. What I wanted to do was rip her clothes off, throw her on the bed, and plunge inside her. But I knew that, not only couldn't I do that, I couldn't even say it. I had to shed my bad boy persona fast. Besides, as she had said earlier in the day, she was worth more than that, she deserved more than that. I reached over and kissed her firmly but slowly on the lips.

"I would very much like to make you feel as special as you are and to prove myself worthy to be in your presence." God, where did that come from?

Bingo! Apparently, I said the right thing. She grinned, took a step back and removed my hand. "Show me."

Moment of truth; don't blow it. I nodded and very carefully lifted her up in my arms. I set her down on the edge of the bed, pushed back her skirt, and slowly peeled down her cotton panties, exposing her entire pubic area, which had been neatly trimmed. I practically came in my underpants.

I quickly got control of myself. I tried to conjure sports statistics, license plate numbers, anything. I knew what she wanted me to do, and it wasn't plunging my penis inside her, at least, not yet. I spread her legs, got down on my knees and stuck out my tongue. She nodded her approval.

I wasn't a total stranger to cunnilingus, but up to this moment, it wasn't something I necessarily enjoyed doing - simply a means to an end, get it over with as quickly as possible. However, as I beheld the sight only a centimeter or two in front of me, I wanted to go down on her, swirl my tongue in and out of her, tickle her clitoris, taste her natural lubricant, bring her to a shuddering climax.

And that's exactly what I did. I extended my tongue and used it to explore every part of her genitalia while she moaned and put her hands on my head. Her legs scissored. I knew she was feeling every tongue stroke, releasing more and more of her natural juices. I sucked in her female smell, savored the taste on my tongue.

She became more and more animated. "Faster!" she squealed.

I swirled my tongue faster, concentrating on her erect clitoris. After a minute or two, she let go. Her low moans dissolved into guttural grunts of pure pleasure. Her legs compressed my head like a boa constrictor. I'm sorry to say that I had never seen a woman have this strong of an orgasm, at least not because of anything I did. I was both proud of myself and extremely aroused at the same time.

After a minute or so, her body seemed to go limp. Her legs drooped; she removed her hands from my head. I heard her take a deep breath. "Jimmy," she said in a near whisper, "take off your clothes and lie down on the bed."

Sensing what I thought would be the next (and what I hoped would be the final) act in this bizarre play, I immediately rose and stripped off my pants, shirt, and underwear. I blushed slightly as I stood before her naked.

She sat up on the side of the bed and gazed at me as though appraising me. Finally, she nodded. "You'll do," she said and slid off the bed. "Lie down on your back."

I did what I was told even though I would've preferred that she lay on her back - missionary was my favorite position. However, apparently, she had a different position in mind, and I wasn't about to argue. I got on the bed and lay down with my head on one of her pillows. My penis was fully erect and twitching.

Much to my disappointment, she didn't undress. Rather, she removed her panties and hiked up her skirt. I knew she planned to impale herself and could feel myself growing impatient. However, she was definitely one to take her time. She reached into a drawer in her bedside table and pulled out a foil pack. She tore the foil, extracted a condom, and slowly rolled it down over my penis. Her touch was so gentle I nearly came. I'm glad I didn't.

She straddled me and looked into my eyes. "Don't move," she said. "If you come before I do, I will have to spank you again. Understand?"

This would be a challenge. "Yes," I said.

She smiled, then impaled herself. The sensation was exquisite. As before, I tried to fill my mind with meaningless statistics, random thoughts. However, as I watched her bounce up and down, occasionally massaging her clitoris with her index finger, I came dangerously close to losing it. Although I don't believe her intent was to tease me or test me, she did anyway

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body moved up and down more and more rapidly. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth. And then, she issued a solitary shriek, and collapsed on top of me, gasping for breath.

But she wasn't finished, and neither was I. She took a deep breath and straightened herself. She opened her eyes and gave me a wide smile. "Okay," she said. "Your turn."

This time, she squeezed her vagina around my penis the way she had squeezed my head with her legs. She continued her up and down movement. I think I lasted maybe thirty or forty seconds before I had the mother of all orgasms.

A minute or two later, my erection faded and I slipped out of her. She gave me another of her wide smiles. "Take off your condom and throw it in the kitchen wastebasket," she said as she dismounted and rolled onto her back on the bed.

I did was I was told, practically staggering to the wastebasket. When I returned to the bed, she held out her arms. "I like to snuggle afterward."

Up to that moment, I had been a typical male when it came to snuggling after sex. But I accepted her invitation. I lay down on the bed. She rolled into my arms and kissed me on my sweating forehead. "Thank you," she said.

I wanted to ask her what she was thanking me for, but I didn't. As I thought about it, I realized she secretly wanted me to be a bad boy, or at least do some bad boy things, so she could spank me for it. The only question for me was: Can I live with that?

I gazed at her beautiful face, felt the gentle tug of her body as she lay in my arms. Yes, I could live with that. No matter what I did from this moment on, I would never be good enough for her, never be completely free of the bad boy.

But that was okay. She would continue to tame me, as she had just done.

After a few minutes of snuggling, she looked at me. "I'm not ready to talk about love or commitment," she said. "But I told you I don't do one-night stands. I hope you feel the same way."

I hoped I wasn't dreaming. "Yes." It was all I could say.

*  *  *

And from that moment on, we were a couple. We still are, I'm happy to say. She became an accountant. I returned to school, got a degree in business, and am now the manager of the dealership. We have a great life together.

I still do bad boy things from time to time, things like utter a swear word or come home from work ten minutes late. She never fails to spank me for it. I still don't get off on the spanking, but I know she does, and the reward is well worth the pain.

I guess I will probably always be 'bad boy Jimmy.'


5. Bad Boy Personal Trainer

Ryan Murdoch moved slowly and purposefully up and down the short line of sweating, middle-aged women. "Looking good, Marilyn," he said to a woman wearing black yoga pants and a white T-shirt. He slipped past her. "Come on, Samantha. You can do two more," he said to another woman wearing knee-length white shorts and a yellow T-shirt.

Both looked up at Ryan and smiled.

Ryan returned their smiles as he continued to move. Just another morning at the exclusive Tenth Street Gym and Spa, coaching women who were mostly bored housewives and whose husbands ignored them because they had put on a few pounds over the years - more than a few in some cases. Unconsciously, he puffed out his chest, allowing his pectoral muscles to bulge against his tight white T-shirt. His walk transformed into a strut that would have impressed Mick Jagger.

As a twenty-four-year-old, single male, Ryan believed he was in the prime of life, adored by the women who frequented the gym. He believed they all admired the way he filled out his workout clothes, admired his two-day dark beard and black hair that cascaded down his back like a lion's mane. And they had to like looking at him more than they liked looking at their balding, slightly pudgy, golf-playing, beer-swilling husbands.

Occasionally, he would catch one of them gazing at him and wonder what it would be like if she did more than gaze. And occasionally, he would gaze back and wonder what would happen if he did more than flirt. Some of the women weren't bad looking. A few may have even been beauty queens fifteen or twenty years ago.

He moved to the front of the small room used for yoga and exercise. He glanced at the clock and noted that it was almost time for class to end. He scanned the group of ten women, consciously sorting them by size, hair color, and facial features. If, at this moment, they all came on to him, which one would he choose to take to bed, which one would he most want to spy on naked in the sauna? Probably Mary Beth, he concluded, with Casandra coming in at a close second. They were both quite attractive, especially the way their bottoms strained against their shorts, the way the outline of their firm breasts was clearly visible through their T-shirts.

When the clock reached eleven, Ryan clapped his hands. "All right, ladies," he said. "Class is over for the day. Remember to rehydrate, especially if you use the sauna. You all did very well. See you tomorrow."

The women dutifully stopped what they were doing. Some took sips from water bottles. One by one, they walked toward the door. A few gave him a sideways glance and a smile. He smiled back and nodded.

As Casandra walked by, he seriously considered approaching her, perhaps offer her a personalized training session, free of charge, of course. He took a step in her direction but stopped when he saw Phyllis Landry standing in the corridor. She appeared to be watching him. He gave her a small wave while simultaneously taking a deep breath. She had reminded him more than once of the gym's strict no-fraternization policy. Compliment and patronize, but do not touch or solicit under any circumstance.

He watched Casandra disappear into the corridor and sighed. Maybe tomorrow, when Phyllis wasn't lurking, or maybe he could sneak off to his secret viewing spot and spy on Casandra and some of the other women as they used the sauna or Jacuzzi. That little bit of clandestine activity always inspired a few harmless fantasies. Besides, he reasoned, if they're going to display their bodies to the other women, why not him too?

Ryan glanced at the clock again. It was nearly an hour before his next class. He had time to do a quick cleaning of the room, check his schedule, and then, if he was lucky, spend perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes in his private viewing spot. He shifted his eyes to the corridor. Phyllis was gone. Thank god, he thought. She was just passing by; she didn't want him for anything.

He rushed through the obligatory cleanup, wiping away any sweat or spilled water, wiping down the mats. He scanned the room and nodded; all was ready for the next group. He retrieved his water bottle and took a long swallow of an energy drink. He leafed through the notebook on the window sill and checked his schedule. Four more classes followed by two short coaching sessions with wannabe champion swimmers, both high school boys. Definitely nothing to look at there.

His work finished for the moment, he went into the corridor. He saw a couple of patrons heading for the snack machines, but otherwise, the coast was clear. Keeping his eyes moving back and forth, he walked toward the maintenance closet, which was adjacent to the sauna and Jacuzzi. He had unlimited access to the closet because he sometimes had to adjust the settings or fix minor plumbing issues-just part of the job, Phyllis told him when she hired him a year ago. She obviously didn't know about the small peepholes.

He entered the closet and closed the door behind him. It was a relatively small rectangular room filled with pipes and control panels. Along one wall was a schematic of the electrical and plumbing hookups for the sauna and Jacuzzi. Behind the schematic were two small holes. One hole overlooked the sauna; the other overlooked the Jacuzzi.

Ryan checked his wristwatch, then rolled up the schematic, exposing the holes. He turned off the light in the closet. He listened carefully to the faint voices coming from the other side of the wall. Were the women in the sauna or the Jacuzzi? He decided on the sauna and was correct. He put his eye to the hole and peered through the steam on the other side in time to see Casandra and two other women settle onto the wooden bench. They shed their towels and fully exposed their bodies.

He took a deep breath. He had seen one of the other women before... Amy, he thought her name was, not much to look at, but he had never seen Casandra naked before. She was even better than he'd imagined with firm breasts, carefully trimmed pubic area, and a muscular backside. He had to bite down on his tongue to stop it from clucking as lust began to overcome him. How could her fool husband ignore her?

Or, Ryan thought, maybe Casandra ignored her husband, denied him access because he was an old man. Maybe she would appreciate a younger man, one who was still fully capable of satisfying an older woman. At least, that's what he told himself.

Ignoring the uncomfortable position he had squeezed his body into, Ryan continued to peer through the small hole, watching the women change positions several times, occasionally dripping water over their glistening bodies. While he watched, his mind invented one fantasy after the other, first with Casandra, then with all three women, including Amy.

It wasn't until they got up to leave that he worried about the time. As they were exiting the sauna, he glanced at his watch. Shit! He exclaimed under his breath. He had two minutes to get to his next class. He quickly restored the schematic, not paying any attention to the noise he was making.

He ran out of the maintenance closet, nearly bumping into two patrons heading toward the locker room. "Sorry, ladies," he said as he brushed by them.

The two women looked at him and scowled before continuing toward the locker room.

Ryan made it to the classroom one minute late. Ten women were already waiting for him in two neat rows, water bottles at the ready. He scanned the group and tried to smile. "Sorry. Maintenance issue," he said, attempting to mask his shortness of breath.

The women all gazed at him expectantly. No one said anything.

He looked over the group once again. "Okay, let's get started with some light stretching." He watched the women stretch. Some attempted various yoga poses while he nodded encouragement.

For the next ten or fifteen minutes, he moved slowly among the group, occasionally making a suggestion or giving a word of encouragement. And while he was moving, he was observing and comparing. There might be a few attractive housewives in this group, he decided after watching them twist and bend their middle-aged bodies. He did manage to see a couple of nipples and backsides straining against the tight clothing some of the women wore. No one in the group had the body Casandra had, but he wouldn't reject any of them if they came on to him. Anyway, the sight of these women was enough to inspire more fantasies and make him break out in a cold sweat.

*  *  *

Five minutes after he dismissed his second swimming student, he saw Phyllis approach. She wasn't smiling, and this made him feel more than a little uncomfortable. He had known Phyllis all his life; she had been his mother's best friend and occasional business partner. When his mother passed away two years ago, Phyllis promised to look after him.

And she had partially fulfilled that promise by helping him get his certification as a personal trainer, then giving him a job in the very successful gym and spa. However, although she loosely supervised his work, she had yet to keep his lust and vanity under control-at least, not the way his mother had, with occasional heavy doses of corporal punishment.

Ryan certainly didn't miss the spankings his mother liberally administered, although a tiny part of him, a part of him that he did his best to suppress, understood that those spankings probably kept him out of trouble. That same part further recognized that, on his current track, he was headed for some serious trouble, especially if he ever got caught spying on the women in the sauna.

When Phyllis got to within five or so feet from Ryan, she looked him up and down. "Are you finished for the day?" she asked.

"Yes. Scott was the last student."

She did a half-pivot away from the swimming pool. "Then come with me to the office. We have something to discuss."

This can't be good, he thought. "I need to clean up the area and then check the locker rooms," he said, eager to postpone the meeting for as long as possible.

"That can wait," she said. "Come with me now. I don't think our meeting will last long."

He sighed. Maybe it would be no big deal. Dutifully, he followed her out of the pool area, through the now empty corridor, up a short flight of stairs, and into her office nestled in a corner of the second floor of the building.

She sat on the edge of her large metal desk, allowing the hem of her tight skirt to ride up to her thighs.

Rayn tried not to look - after all, she was practically a relative. However, in spite of her nearly fifty years of age, she was still a handsome (and unattached) woman to whom he'd been attracted for the past six or seven years.

She shook her head. "Ryan, I've gotten some complaints," she said, her eyes boring through him.

"Uh... I don't know what complaints-"

She put up a hand to stop him. "I'm not finished," she said. "You've seemed very distracted lately."

He took a deep breath. "Phyllis, I-"

Again, she stopped him. "Ryan, for god's sake, shut up," she said. "You've been flirting with some of the patrons, and... I know about the peepholes in the maintenance closet. My god, do you know who Casandra George's husband is?"

He shook his head while his fingers twitched.

"Michael George is a captain on the police force and a very influential member of the community. If he had any idea you were spying on his wife or coming on to her, he would shut me down, put me out of business."

Ryan swallowed hard. Perhaps his little hobby wasn't harmless after all. "Phyllis, I haven't been-"

She scowled. "Don't make things worse by attempting to deny it," she said. "I promised your mother I'd look after you, try to keep you on the straight and narrow. I guess I haven't done a very good job." She looked up toward the ceiling. "I'm sorry, Kathy."

Ryan followed her eyes to the ceiling, imagining for a few seconds he could actually see the face of his mother looking down on them. "Look, Phyllis, I... meant no disrespect," he said. "I'll straighten up."

Now, she smiled. "Too late for that," she said. "It's time for something I should've done a long time ago."

"What's that?" He already knew the answer.

Her smile widened into an evil grin. "What your mother would've done."

He tried to match her insistent stare but couldn't. His eyes shifted to the floor tiles. "Phyllis, there's no need for that. I swear I'll-"

One more time, she stopped him. "No, you won't," she said. "I know you too well. You're a young man who believes all these older women are in love with you. And maybe some of them are. But you have to be professional at all times." She gave him a very hard look. "I'll lay it out for you. You either take your punishment as a warning or I'll have to fire you, even though I don't want to."

Ryan wanted to scream in protest. He wanted to turn around and storm out of the office in a huff, proclaiming that he didn't need this fucking job. But in reality, he knew he did need the job and he didn't much like the idea he was disappointing his mother or Phyllis after all she had done for him. He took a deep breath and fidgeted. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. Suddenly, he wished he'd never seen Casandra George or discovered the peepholes.

But he had seen Casandra, and he had not only discovered the peepholes but exploited them as often as he could. Now it was time to pay the price for that indiscretion. He raised his head. "What do you want me to do?"

Phyllis slid off the desk and stood in front of him, in her low heels nearly matching his five-foot, ten-inch frame. "Bend over the desk," she said. "I know your mother spanked you frequently, so I'm sure you know what to do. I know I'm not your mother, but I assure you I can be an adequate surrogate." She clapped her hands. "Move! Let's not add wasting time to your list of offenses."

Yes, he knew what to do. During his first two years of college and before his mother got sick, she spanked him at least once a week, sometimes more often to keep him focused on his studies. He had to admit, as much as he didn't like the spankings, they worked. He probably never would have gotten through college without them.

He gave a sideways glance at Phyllis as he approached the desk and blushed slightly. Although he had been with a few young women, he had never completely bared his backside to anyone besides his mother. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of his athletic shorts and slowly peeled them down to below his thighs. Then he did the same with his white briefs. His blush deepened.

As ordered, he bent his upper body over the smooth surface of the desk and spread his arms in front of him. His mother had generally spanked him while bent over the back of a chair or occasionally the kitchen table - whatever was handy and convenient. Twice she had spanked him while he was bent over his late father's old wooden sawhorse. What a miserable experience that had been.

Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Phyllis open a drawer in her metal file cabinet and extract what appeared to be a wooden school paddle. He recognized it immediately as one his mother had used on him occasionally. He'd wondered what happened to it. Now he knew.

With the handle of the paddle clutched firmly in her right hand, she approached him. "You've been a very bad boy, Ryan," she said. "Maybe some women appreciate bad boys, but not around here. Here we know how to handle bad boys."

Ryan had never before thought of himself as a bad boy, just a young man with a typical young man's needs. He didn't smoke or drink to excess. He only had one small tattoo and had never even been on a motorcycle. What made him a bad boy? Of course, as he thought about his bare bottom and what was about to happen to it, what difference did it make whether or not he met the criteria for being a bad boy? He clamped his mouth shut and closed his eyes.

"Oh... just in case you were wondering, I have done this before," she said. "You're not the first bad boy I've dealt with. In fact, you may be interested to learn that I taught your mother when we were sorority sisters."

Figures, he thought. He considered his mother a master spanker with any implement she happened to use. He could only imagine how much of a master Phyllis was. He swallowed hard. Enough talk, Just get it over with, he wanted to shout.

He could feel Phyllis behind him. He could hear her shoes clicking on the tile floor. He could even smell her body lotion. He was horrified to feel his penis twitch slightly.

After what seemed like an eternity, he heard the paddle swish as it cut through the air on the way to his bottom. An instant later, he felt the sting as the wood impacted the soft flesh of his right cheek. The stroke wasn't terribly hard, and for the briefest of moments, he felt relieved. Maybe this won't be too bad.

But she was only warming up. The next stroke hit his left cheek with more force, causing a tidal wave of pain to wash over his body. He grimaced. She's already better than my mother, he thought. Before he had time to consider the issue any further, Phyllis swung again and connected. This stroke landed directly over his crack. He let out a mouthful of air that resembled a groan.

Then, she simply seemed to cut loose, swinging the paddle with abandon, landing stroke after stroke after stroke. The tidal wave quickly became a tsunami. He felt his legs quiver and knees buckle. He had to dig his fingers into the surface of the desk to keep from rearing up or sliding to the floor. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks.

He understood that if his mother learned from Phyllis, then Phyllis would tolerate no protests, no begging for mercy. She was in total control. But with his entire backside feeling like a cauldron over a roaring campfire, he had trouble keeping his mouth clamped and his body in position. How much more, he wondered. What is the price for peering at naked women through a secret peephole?

Phyllis struck five more times, then stopped. She placed a hand over his scorched flesh. "I don't know how many strokes your mother applied, but I think you've probably had enough. What do you think?"

He coughed as a few tears trickled into his mouth. Had he had enough? What a stupid question. He'd had enough after the first two or three strokes. In fact, he didn't believe he needed to be paddled at all. He gathered his breath. "Uh... I've... had enough," he managed to squeak.

She took a step back and set the paddle on the surface of the desk. "I hope you're right," she said. "Because if I ever have to do this again, you'll wish you'd never been born."

The pain and heat radiated through him as though he was sitting on a hot coal. He desperately wanted to reach behind him and attempt to rub out the terrible sting, but he knew he didn't dare.

"All right, Ryan. Stand up." Her voice was firm but not quite as shrill as before.

He pushed himself up from the desk. His shorts and briefs slithered to the floor in a heap. His hands flew to his wounded backside.

"Don't turn around until I tell you," she ordered. "And don't pull up your shorts either."

This confused him a little, as he thought she would probably simply dismiss him with another warning to stay away from the women and the peephole. He brushed away a stray tear. Behind him, he heard what sounded like a zipper being lowered followed by the rustling of cloth. What is she doing?

Finally, after an agonizing minute or so, she clapped her hands. "All right, Ryan. Turn around."

He turned and immediately his eyes bulged and his jaw slackened as he saw Phyllis standing a few feet away completely naked. He could scarcely believe what he was seeing. Here was a woman he had known all his life and who was pushing fifty flaunting a body most men would kill just to be close to.

She reached over and put a finger to his lips. "Let's not misinterpret this gesture," she said. "I promised your mother I'd look after you. I gave you a job; I've punished you for your stupid indiscretions. Now, I'm taking out an insurance policy of sorts. If you ever feel the need to ogle an older woman's naked body, come here first. I'm not so bad to look at, am I?"

Ryan took a deep breath and looked at Phyllis up and down. "Phyllis... my god... you're absolutely gorgeous." The pain in his backside had completely disappeared, replaced by an uncomfortable throb in his penis.

She glanced down at him and chuckled. "Thank you. It's nice to know I can still have an effect on a young man." Her unwrinkled face broke into a smile. "Do you want to, you know, act on that?"

"Are you serious?" He wasn't entirely certain he wasn't dreaming.

She nodded. "One time offer," she said. "Or call it an audition. If you fail to perform to my satisfaction, I'll spank you again. If I'm going to invest the time and energy into looking out for you, I need to get something out of it besides an employee. Understand?"

Very little of what was happening made any kind of sense, but he wasn't about to argue. "I understand."

"Good." She brushed past him to the desk and bent her body over the surface, just as he had done a few minutes earlier. She looked back over her shoulder and spread her shapely legs. "Okay. Get over here and bring me off. And remember, if you don't perform to my complete satisfaction, we stop and I will spank you until you get it right." She wiggled her muscular bottom at him for emphasis.

For a few seconds, Ryan remained where he was, content to simply gaze at the sight Phyllis presented. What should he do? He'd had sex before, of course, but never preceded with such a stern mandate. A bad boy would have simply walked over to her and plunged his erect penis inside her with little or no regard for her pleasure.

But he was no longer a bad boy - she had spanked that out of him. Now, he had to take care of business the way she wanted it done. And if he failed, he would pay a very high price.

She looked over her shoulder again and scowled. "Ryan, you need to get started. There's a time limit."

This got his attention. He focused his gaze on the furry space between her legs. He had learned enough about female anatomy to know that somewhere hidden by the labia and pubic hair was the clitoris, the female pleasure center. He looked at the rough edges of his fingers and shook his head. Use your tongue, stupid, a little voice inside him proclaimed.

He listened to the voice. He got down on his knees and stuck his head between her legs. He extended his tongue and probed the folds until he found the little knob he knew to be the clitoris.

She moaned immediately. "I think you've found it," she said in a near whisper.

For the next five or so minutes, he swirled his tongue around the base of her clit, occasionally allowing it to stray to other parts of her genitalia. Her moans increased in intensity. Her legs seemed to weaken. Her upper body became more animated.

Then, it happened. She simply cut loose. She uttered a string of nonsense syllables. Her legs clamped down on his head as her entire body became consumed by a gigantic orgasm.

And then, her body slumped to the desk. Her breathing slowed to near normal. Her legs relaxed around his head. She raised her head and looked over her shoulder. "That was... pretty good. Now, let's see what you can do with that thing between your legs."

Ryan wasn't going to argue with that order. He stood up and glanced at his throbbing erection; he had never been so aroused in his entire life. He eyed his target and inched closer. As though it had a mind of its own, his penis found her vagina, which was well-lubricated. He entered easily and thrust for all he was worth. She moaned her approval.

It was over in less than five minutes, as he unloaded his semen deep inside her. For at least another five minutes, they remained coupled, each struggling to breathe. Instinctively, he put his arms around her and tenderly touched her breasts. He kissed the back of her sweating neck.

Phyllis pushed out her backside, effectively dislodging him from inside her. She took a deep breath. "Ryan, let's not ruin this by making more out of than it really was."

He backed away thoroughly confused. Never before in his life had he felt so much love. She had punished him and then sated him. What more could a man ask for? He wanted to take her in his arms and kiss her all over. Or better yet, take her to bed and cuddle her until they both fell asleep. "I... don't understand."

She pushed herself up from the desk and turned around. Her entire body glistened with sweat. A few drops of semen trickled down her leg. "I mean, we don't want to confuse what we just did with love," she said. "Now, don't get me wrong. In my own way, I've loved you since you were a boy, but only as Kathy's son." She paused and kissed him on the cheek. "You're a good kid when you want to be, and a pretty good lover. And I think we can probably do this again whenever either of us feels the need, which I hope is often. But for now, let's leave it at that. Okay?"

He scanned her naked body and thought about how lucky he was. He would forget all about Casandra and the peepholes. He didn't need either one as long as he had Phyllis. "Whatever you say."

She flashed a smile. "You are a good boy," she said. Then, she reached around and swatted his bare bottom five times with her open palm, reigniting the fire that had been smoldering in his backside. "Now, get dressed and get to work. I'm not paying you to stand around looking at naked women." For a few seconds, she looked absolutely serious. Then, she chuckled.

He chuckled too. "Yes, ma'am." He pulled up his briefs and shorts and pivoted toward the door. However, just before leaving, he turned back. "Same time tomorrow?" he asked, noting that she hadn't yet put her own clothes back on.

She laughed. "I'll call you... when you've got all your work done. And, just so you know, I may have to spank you again. In fact, I may have to spank you a lot to keep you on the straight and narrow."

He gazed at her and thought that she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen in his life. If getting spanked was the price he had to pay to be near her, he would gladly pay it.


6. Taming the Bad Boys

On a cold Sunday afternoon in mid-February, seven senior members of the Kappa Gamma Alpha Sorority sat around a long dining table. At one end of the table was Madison Abbott, the president of the sorority. At the other end was Jenny Paulding, the house mother. All eight women present wore expressions of serious concern on their pretty faces.

After a few seconds of silence, Madison scanned the members at the table, finally settling on one young woman sitting to her right. "Kendall, you were the one who wanted this meeting. You have the floor."

Kendall leaned forward and ran her fingers through her short dark hair. She took a deep breath and glanced to her right and left. "I think we're all agreed," she started, "we have got to do something about the BBRs."

Jenny, a thirty-something woman with long, brown hair, adjusted her glasses. "What have those idiots done this time?"

Everyone at the table, in fact, everyone at Clifford state University, knew that the BBRs (code for Bad Boys Rule) were a group of five junior and senior young men, all members of the basketball team.

Because of the relative success of the team, the young men had pretty much the run of the campus and were so well-known for their antics that just about everyone, but especially the young women on campus, referred to them as bad boys.

And the young men loved it, reveled in it. They had dubbed themselves the Bad Boys Rule, going so far as to use what they thought were the Greek-letter equivalents, even though they didn't belong to any recognized fraternity. They drank on weekends, smoked weed, cut class, and taunted, insulted, and solicited practically every sorority girl on campus.

But they seemed to concentrate primarily on the Kappas, probably because the members of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority were considered the elite of the college. Many of the young women made up the cheerleading corps or were themselves athletes. They were all very attractive and superior students.

Kendall glanced down at a sheet of paper. "Well, for starters, after practice the other day, that Jacoby approached me and said I would look a lot better and inspire more cheers if I took off my underwear. Then, he made a... a stupid and very suggestive gesture."

The young woman across from Kendall took a deep breath. "Connor did the same thing to me," she said. "Right in front of the entire cheerleading squad. It was so gross and humiliating."

Madison nodded. "I know, Emma," she said. "I spoke with Coach Hartigan about it. He said he would look into it."

Jenny huffed. "That won't do any good," she said. "Vince Hartigan's philosophy is to win any way you can and spare me the details. Right now, the team is more successful than they've been in twenty years. People are flocking to the games. They'll probably get a tournament bid. The BBRs are at the core of that success. I know Vince, he's not going to mess with that."

"But they're practically terrorizing all the females on campus," Kendall said. "We've got to do something. How about if we write a letter to the president of the college?"

Jenny laughed humorlessly. "Dr. Angela Rohrbach? She's enjoying the success just like everyone else. Alumni donations are up and the athletic department is finally generating income."

Kendall threw up her hands. "So, you're saying we just have to put up with this? That we can't do anything to stop them?"

Jenny flashed a wry smile. "I didn't say that," she said. "I'm saying we can't count on anyone in authority to help us. But that doesn't mean we can't do something about it ourselves."

All seven young women stirred in their seats, casting their eyes toward their house mother, who fifteen years earlier had herself been a Kappa as well as a champion volleyball player.

"What do you have in mind, Jenny?" Madison asked.

Jenny's smile widened. "We all know and agree that women are smarter than men, right?"

All seven young women nodded simultaneously.

"And we all know that young men have a significant weakness that they can't seem to overcome, right?"

Again, all seven nodded.

"All right then," Jenny continued. "I believe with some meticulous and devious planning, we can exploit that weakness to our advantage and tame those bad boys for good. What do you say?"

Madison looked around the table. The other six young women nodded. "Jenny, I think we're all in," she said. "What's your idea?"

For the next two hours, the eight women put their heads together and discussed various ways they could get the better of the BBRs. Ideas were tossed back and forth with each idea more bold than the one that preceded it.

Voices got louder; bodies became more and more animated until finally they agreed on a plan that contained some risks but that they were all sure would work if implemented exactly as outlined with each participant doing her part. When they got up from the table, each member of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority was smiling and joking.

*  *  *

Two weeks later, on a cold Saturday night, the five members of the self-named BBRs stood in the elegant foyer of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority house. Earlier that afternoon, after a big win over rival Evergreen Watterson College, cheerleaders Kendall Brooks, Emma Simonson, and Caitlyn Donner - all members of the sorority - invited the young men to a special party held in their honor. The cheerleaders requested that the boys wear their warmups as a reminder of the team's 'glory.' The boys honored the request.

The cheerleaders issued the invitation with such sensuous smiles on their faces that the bad boys couldn't help but accept. "Nine o'clock," Kendall said. She blew them a kiss and added. "Come and just maybe you'll see me without my underwear."

All sixteen members of the sorority, dressed in identical short, black pleated skirts, black stockings, and white blouses, greeted the boys as though they were conquering heroes.

For their part, the bad boys practically panted as their eyes shifted from one Kappa to the next. Seductive dance music played in the background.

Madison stepped forward and took Evander Logan by the hand. "Please come in. We have something special planned for you," she said. She nodded toward Emma. "Emma, please take their jackets."

A few minutes later, Jacoby Delgado, Connor Fratiani, Evander Logan, Michael Gilligan, and Justin Rawlings, the five vaunted core of the Clifford State basketball team, stood in the midst of the conservatively-dressed female elite of the university. They sipped fruit punch, ate chocolate brownies, and practically drooled as their eyes moved continuously from one Kappa to another.

The lighting in the ornate and stately living area of the eighty-year-old sorority house was dimmed. Someone changed the music to a fast dance tune that immediately got everyone's feet tapping. Soon, five young women stepped forward and convinced the five young men to dance with them

After several songs, the young men, now sweating, drank more punch and ate more brownies. They danced with every member of the sorority until fatigue apparently caught up with them and they collapsed onto the two long sofas. Their eyes glazed over.

Kendall nudged Madison and Jenny. "What do we do now?"

Madison glanced over at Bella Naylor. "Bella, how long will they be asleep, do you think?"

Bella smiled. She was a senior chemistry major who was already admitted into the pharmacy program. She walked over and touched each sleeping bad boy. They stirred but didn't wake up. "With that combination of diphenhydramine and cannabis, I would say they'll be out for at least three or four hours. But it could be sooner than that, so we better move quickly."

Madison nodded. She looked over at Freda Tompkins. "Freda, can you get them secured without waking them up?"

Freda, a senior champion swimmer and criminal justice major, smiled. "No problem, if we work together." She scanned the collected members of the sorority. "What do you say, girls? Can we do it?"

All the Kappas nodded and moved forward to receive their instructions.

Freda produced five sets of handcuffs, five lengths of rope, and five blindfolds. "Let's get this done."

Working together, several Kappas cuffed the hands of each bad boy behind his back and tied their ankles together. They put blindfolds over the boys' eyes. Then, their work done for the moment, they relaxed and waited. Madison appointed various Kappas to stand guard over the now-captive bad boys.

Nearly four hours later, all five boys began to stir. Mindy Washburn, who was the Kappa standing guard, alerted the others. Within a few minutes, all the Kappas were in the living room watching.

Jacoby was the first to attempt to sit up. He rattled his hands behind his back and tried to stand. "What the fuck?" he shouted as he flopped back onto the sofa.

The other four bad boys also tried to move their hands and legs. Connor managed to shift off the sofa but immediately crumpled to the floor. "Get this shit off me," he yelled.

Evander, who was the tallest, leaned back against the sofa. "I don't know what the fuck is going on, but you girls better let us go now or you'll be in a lot of trouble."

Madison approached the two sofas. "I don't think so," she said.

"What do you mean?" Connor said. "You've got us tied up and probably drugged us."

Madison laughed. "So, you noticed," she said. "Look, we and every other female on this campus are sick of you idiots running around like you own the place and can do no wrong."

"Yeah," Kendall said, "you've terrorized the entire cheerleading squad. We're almost afraid to practice and perform at the games."

"And no one will do anything about it," Madison said.

"So, we decided to take matters into our own hands," Jenny said.

Jacoby sat up on the sofa and tried unsuccessfully to bite off his blindfold. "Look, you bitches are crazy," he said. "You can't keep us like this forever. And when you do let us go, there'll be hell to pay."

Madison laughed again. "You won't do a thing," she said. "Except exactly what we tell you."

"The hell we will," Connor said.

"If and when we release you, you will behave yourselves and keep your stupid mouths shut or else," Madison said.

"Or else what?" Evander said.

"You will do everything we tell you or we will report you to the police. And I don't mean the campus police," Madison said.

"And tell them what?" Connor said. "We haven't done anything."

Madison huffed. "You tried to rape five members of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority. These five members will report you and testify against you. And if you think we're bluffing, you better think again. Once the charges are filed, neither your coach nor any other person in authority will be able to protect you."

"That's bullshit," Jacoby exclaimed. "We didn't do anything, and you know it. Who would believe you anyway?"

"Now that's about the stupidest thing you could ever say," Jenny said. "Do you really believe people will believe you, five arrogant jerkoffs who call themselves the Bad Boys Rule, over five young ladies from the best sorority on campus?"

For a moment, silence prevailed in the room. All five bad boys attempted to shift their positions on the sofa.

Finally, it was Justin Rawlings who spoke up. "All right, all right. You made your point," he said. "What do you want from us?"

"We want you to stop acting like bad boys," Madison said. "No more harassing the women on campus, especially we Kappas. We don't appreciate it in the least. And I'm sure no one else does either."

Evander took a deep breath. "Look, we're sorry, okay? We're young and like to have fun and let off steam. That's how we maintain our edge."

"Well, you'll have to find another way to maintain your edge," Jenny said. "Your way of having fun ends now."

"All right," Connor said. "I... guess we can agree to that. Right, guys?"

"Right," the other four bad boys said simultaneously.

"Now, if that's all, let us go and we'll leave in peace," Evander said.

"That's not all," Madison said. "Ladies, remove their blindfolds."

Five Kappas approached the bad boys and unceremoniously stripped off their blindfolds.

The boys blinked several times to adjust to the jarring light.

"Okay, what else do you want?" Jacoby asked, his eyes shifting toward Madison.

Connor flashed an evil grin. "We're certainly willing to take care of you, if you know what I mean." He winked.

Madison scowled. "You can forget it," she said. "And that's a perfect example of the type of behavior we won't tolerate."

"Connor, shut up," Jacoby said. "Let's just get out of this crazy place. These Kappas aren't worth our time anyway."

Madison sighed. "Boys, you probably don't know this because you don't pay attention to anything outside your own demented, little world, but Kappa Gamma Alpha has a long and proud tradition of observing a high standard of decorum. And we enforce and maintain this tradition through the application of strict discipline."

Kendall held up a wooden paddle with the Kappa name printed on both sides in red letters. "Not being a real member of the Greek community, we don't expect you know how we apply that discipline. It's time you found out."

The eyes of all five boys widened. Each rattled the handcuffs in a futile effort to free himself. "Oh, no," Evander said. "We're not going in for that shit."

Madison huffed. "Yes, you will submit... and willingly."

"Or you can explain to the police why you tried to rape our members," Jenny said. "I don't think you'll find their handcuffs or their jail cells as comfortable as our living room."

Connor shook his head. "I don't believe-"

Madison cut him off with a wave of her hand. "You better believe it," she said. "And if you still doubt, consider that Freda Tompkins' father is the police chief over in Benton and her older brother is a sergeant on the force in Foster City. And you were stupid enough to try to rape her. Just imagine what two phone calls would do to your careers."

"Not to mention your freedom," Kendall added with a big smile creasing her face.

Each bad boy slumped as best he could in the sofa. Apparently, no one had an answer to that last threat.

Madison cleared her throat to get their attention. "Kendall, who you've insulted on numerous occasions, is our house disciplinarian. I believe she has some instructions for you. Kendall?"

"Okay, gentlemen - and I use the term loosely - when I snap my fingers, you will get on your knees on the sofa seats and bend your upper bodies over the back. Some of our members will pull down your pants. Don't, and I repeat don't, touch them in any way or attempt to resist. If you do, the paddling will be much worse, I assure you. Do you understand?"

No bad boy said a word.

Kendall tapped the palm of her left hand with the paddle. "That wasn't a rhetorical question. You will answer or face the consequences. Do you understand?"

Jacoby scowled. "I understand why you asked us to wear our warm-ups."

"Mr. Delgado, that will cost you an extra five," Kendall said. She pointed at him with the paddle. "Want to go for an extra ten? Just make another stupid comment." She scanned the other four boys. "Anyone else want extra?"

Madison chuckled. "I can assure you she's deadly serious when it comes to discipline."

Jacoby opened his mouth as if to speak, but apparently thought better of it. His companions all shook their heads.

"Good," Kendall said. "But the question still stands. I need an answer. Every second you delay will cost you. The meter's running."

"We understand," all five bad boys said immediately.

Kendall smiled. "Okay. At least, we've got that settled." She snapped her fingers. "Now, get into position while my associates bare your backsides. And, gentlemen, from here on, you're not allowed to speak until you're given permission."

After a brief struggle with their restraints, the five bad boys got into the designated position with two on one sofa and three on the other. Four Kappas approached and slipped the boys' warm-up pants and briefs down to their thighs, exposing their muscular and toned bottoms.

Kendall shifted her eyes from one backside to the next, then looked over at Sarah Halston. "Sarah, you're the disciplinarian-in-training. You might as well get some practice. Do you have your paddle?"

Sarah, a blonde with a pretty face and sturdy body, held up a paddle identical to the one Kendall held.

Kendall smiled. "Good. How many swats do you think we should administer?"

Sarah thought for a few seconds. "Well, the Kappa standard for first-time offenders is ten to fifteen, depending on the offense," she said. "But they're not really first-time offenders, and I don't think fifteen swats are enough, considering the magnitude of their offenses. So, I say twenty."

"I like the way you think," Kendall said. "Twenty it is. And, of course, an extra five for Mr. Delgado." She shifted back to the five bad boys, who were fidgeting in the uncomfortable positions. "Sarah, you take care of Mr. Logan and Mr. Gilligan. I will take care of the other three. It's late, so let's get started."

Kendall, paddle clutched tightly in her right hand, approached Justin Rawlings. "Mr. Rawlings, you've been relatively quiet and respectful so far. Perhaps that's a good sign." She proceeded to administer two hard swats directly across the center of his bottom, leaving behind two red rectangles. The sound of wood meeting flesh echoed through the room.

Kendall glanced over at Sarah, who was standing directly to the side of Evander Logan. "That's how it's done."

Sarah nodded, retracted her paddle, and delivered two hard swats to Evander's backside, producing results similar to those of Kendall's.

Kendall smiled and nodded. "Okay, let's finish it." In rapid succession, she delivered swat after swat after swat to Justin's bottom, staining it dark red from the coccyx to the crease between the upper thighs and the cheeks.

For his part, Justin tried to remain stoic. However, by the fifteenth swat, he became more animated and began to groan.

When she had administered the required twenty swats, Kendall touched Justin's flaming posterior. "You took that pretty well," she said. "Don't move from this position."

She glanced over at Sarah, who was just finishing up her twenty swats on Evander's backside with similar results. "Very good, Sarah," she said. "Now, take care of Mr. Gilligan."

Sarah smiled and shifted to Michael Gilligan while Evander Logan strained against his handcuffs, his posterior a sea of dark red misery.

Kendall moved to the left of Connor Fratiani and cocked the paddle. "You've got a big mouth, Mr. Fratiani," she said. "But your days of terrorizing the cheerleading squad are over or I will make it my mission to ensure that you are unable to sit comfortably during graduation."

She retracted the paddle and delivered a very hard shot that impacted the crease. "God, that hurts," he exclaimed.

Kendall quickly struck two more times, each stroke harder than the one preceding it. "I said no talking. Take your punishment like a man."

She gave a sideways glance at Sarah, who was just finishing up with Michael. Kendall nodded in Sarah's direction. "Well done," she said. She turned her attention back to Connor, whose long, lanky body was slumped over the back of the sofa. "All right, Mr. Fratiani, I believe you're due another eighteen."

Without any hesitation, she delivered eighteen strokes, noting that her victim kept his mouth clamped shut. She traced his bruises with the fingers of her left hand and then shifted to Jacoby. All eyes were on her.

"Okay, Mr. Delgado. Like your companion, you've got a big and dirty mouth," she said. "And that has gotten you into trouble more than once. Let's see if you've learned anything from watching your buddies get theirs."

She marked her target, retracted the paddle, and delivered a thundering stroke that impacted the soft flesh just below the coccyx. Jacoby stirred and issued a quick groan.

Kendall studied the mark for a second, then swung again, this stroke landing just below the first. She wanted to take her time, stretch out the paddling. But she was tired. It was well past one-thirty in the morning. She knew some of the Kappas, including herself, had to get up by ten in order to get to church. And she still had twenty-three more strokes to deliver.

"Let's finish this," she muttered, mostly to herself. In rapid succession without any further pauses or delays, she administered one stroke after the other after the other, with practiced precision.

Very few Kappas ever escaped the paddle during their four years in the sorority. Kendall was no exception. She knew what it felt like to be on the receiving end, and the experience served her well as house disciplinarian.

She wound up and delivered the twenty-fifth stroke with a flourish that brought tears to Jacoby's eyes. She set the paddle down on the sofa seat and stepped back to survey her handiwork. Prominently displayed before her were five bruised bottoms belonging to five unusually quiet young men.

Madison also scanned the carnage and nodded. "Okay. This is the way it's going to be from now on." She glanced over at Freda Tompkins, who was busy taking pictures on her cell phone. "Freda is taking pictures and videos. If we have any more trouble out of any of you, we will post these pictures on social media along with accusations of sexual harassment. We don't want to take that step, but we will, if provoked. Are we clear on that?"

"Oh... you may answer," Kendall said after a few seconds of silence.

All five bad boys looked over their shoulders. "Very clear," they said in unison.

"Good," Madison said. "Freda, I think it's safe to remove the handcuffs. And, gentlemen, remember, there are sixteen of us, and we're not weak, helpless females. And we have a lot of leverage. You need to behave yourselves." She nodded to Freda.

A minute later, all five bad boys were free of the handcuffs and leg restraints. They eased themselves off the sofas and gingerly pulled up their pants.

Evander rubbed his bottom. "What do we tell our teammates when they see our butts in the locker room?"

Madison huffed. "I can't believe you even asked that question," she said. "You didn't get paddled that bad. Your precious backsides will look perfectly normal by Monday. Now, get yourselves together and get out of here before we call the police."

The boys formed a group and started for the door. Kendall put up a hand to stop them. "And remember, lose the bad boy act, not just around us, but on the entire campus or you will answer to us."

The boys moved warily past the Kappas, their faces and eyes drooping.

Madison smiled and escorted them to the door. "And to show you we're not the snobby witches you think we are, if you act like gentlemen for the next few weeks, we may invite you back for a real party. Some of our members may even invite you stay the night. Would you like that?"

The boys stopped at the door and scanned the sixteen members of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority, each resplendent in her innocent-looking schoolgirl outfit. "Yes, we would like that," Jacoby said in a voice that ringed of sincerity.

Evander flashed a small smile. "And thank you for setting us straight."

All sixteen Kappas gazed at the five former bad boys for a few seconds, then formed a line and, one by one, kissed each boy on the cheeks and lips.

The boys left the sorority house with bruises on their bottoms but smiles - and lipstick - on their faces.


Also from LSF Publications...

Spanked by His Mother-in-Law by W. Arthur

This compilation features a collection of femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from their mother-in-law:

Training My City-Boy Son-in-Law: After his start up business fails, Mike and his wife, Sara, have to go and live with Sara's mom on her farm. Unused to getting his hands dirty, Mike finds out the hard way that slacking off work at the busy farm and cussing at his mother-in-law have painful consequences. Marched off to the woodshed, he takes 20 lashes with the strap, wielded so expertly by his formidable mother-in-law. And there is more to come whenever he needs it...

The Big Change: Tom is a selfish husband who neglects his wife, Peggy, but when mother-in-law Irene moves in with them, things start to change. Tired of Tom's bad attitude towards women in general, Irene resolves to do something about his lack of discipline... beginning with a tongue lashing, followed by a pants down hairbrush spanking.

Fixing the DUI: Duncan, a salesman, drinks way too much and ignores advice to get a cab home. Instead, he drives his own vehicle and ends up getting arrested and spending the night in jail. Lieutenant Karen Hanover who happens to be his mother-in-law, takes him to the basement and whips him hard with a leather strap. It is both a punishment and a warning.

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 19 femdom stories totalling over 75,000 words in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women, including:

The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver: New to the area, Doctor Tomisini pays a visit to a nearby antique shop where an old leather razor strop catches his eye. The attractive female shop owner explains that it used to belong to her grandfather. Later, he is bent over a stool with his bottom bared, whilst she gives him a painful strapping prior to making love.

Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home.

A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways.

Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

I Almost Got Away with It: Nathan marries Katherine three months after meeting her at a wedding. He is fascinated as she takes charge in the bedroom, but her control extends to other areas of his life too, and she explains she is a firm believer in discipline. When Nathan lies about going to a club, Katherine welcomes him home with hairbrush in hand...

Andrew's Christmas to Remember: Andrew and Marian have high-ranking careers in the military and are used to long separations, but when they retire, life takes a different turn and Andrew embraces his submissive side, the part of him that has been suppressed for most of his life. Now, his wife is the one in charge.

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Spanking Stepmothers 3 by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Roland and the Switch: Roland's fearsome stepmother decides he needs to be purged of his sins, with the aid of four switches from the birch tree. It is a painful business, but Roland has no other choice than to agree to his stepmother's discipline. After all, she is head of the household and he has to obey her.

Our Stepmother Was a Nightmare: Jason and his brother find their lives spin out of control when their strict ex-Army stepmother takes control. Carla is deadly serious about corporal punishment, and demonstrates her technique with wooden spoon and paddle.

Ellie Takes Control: Craig has become the stereotypical millionaire's son, spoiled, obnoxious, and entitled, never having done a day's work in his life. But after his father's death, Craig's stepmother begins to do something about Craig's behaviour. It is painful yet effective, with a very surprising outcome...

The Spanking Court by Jack Crawford

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

Tanned Bottoms for Teenage Boys - Book Three by Brian Bowman

Includes the following and 5 other stories:

Four Angry Mums: Andrew and his three sixteen-year-old friends are caught smoking and reading dirty mags. Andrew's mom calls the other boy's mothers and Andrew's older sister - who he stole the cigarettes from. Once the boys have been convinced to own up, the five women announce that all four boys will be punished by each of them, over the next five days. By the end of the week, four naughty bottoms have been suitably dealt with, punished with hairbrush, strap, bath brush and switch. The experience is very motivational not to misbehave again any time soon!

The Day I Bonded with My Stepson: Single mother Carol is very happy when recently widowed Brad asks her to marry him. Soon they live as a family of five with her teenage kids and Mike, aged 15. Mike is sullen and difficult, but a dose of the strap changes his attitude in a cathartic way.

Domestic Discipline for Naughty Boys - Volume 1 by Michael Sharpe

Includes the following and 2 other stories:

Saturday with the Mosely's: Kevin is grounded, but sneaks out, foolishly 'borrowing' his mum's new car. He offers a ride to Lydia, a pretty girl he has his eye on, but fails to impress her as he hopes, especially when he stalls the car engine and is caught by his mum. Kevin discovers there is an embarrassing and painful price to pay; others are witness to his shame as he is put over the maternal knee for a sound spanking with hand and hairbrush.

A Price to Pay: Anthony, an 18-year-old sixth former, is found having forbidden cigarettes in his school locker and is punished by the headmistress. He gets caned, and suspicion falls on Candice, his ex-girlfriend, as being the culprit for hiding the cigarettes in his locker.

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

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

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

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

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