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This anthology features a collection of 18 femdom stories totalling over 75,000 words in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

Miss Tarrington: Miss Tarrington is a strong-minded, austere woman with zero tolerance for lewd or sinful behaviour. In her position of librarian, she takes great pains to ensure none of the library's patrons access porn on the library computers. One December evening, Cloy Bigelow is in the almost deserted library finishing an essay for his college class. The 19-year-old gives in to temptation but is caught in the act by Miss Tarrington, who dispenses very painful justice with a thick, black leather strap. Cloy endures the worst pain he's ever experienced, but then something entirely unexpected occurs...

The House of the Descending Moon: Julia Travis believes that hard working men should have their amusement, which she provides in her bordello in West Texas. The House of the Descending Moon is a well run and popular establishment, but the patrons must comply with the notice on the door which reads: 'Married men must have permission from their wives to enter'. Jim Foster forges a note from his wife and takes his pleasure, but when his wife shows up and causes a scene, his duplicity is unmasked, and Julia Travis does not take kindly to such behaviour. She roasts Jim's bottom, giving his wife a few ideas of how to keep her errant husband in check.

Honeymoon at the Rio: About to be married in Las Vegas, Derrick makes repeated advances to Catherine whilst she is getting ready in their hotel room. She is not amused and he quickly finds himself bare bottomed over her lap for a painful spanking with a hairbrush. Later, when he arrives back at the hotel over three hours late, he gets a second spanking, this time Catherine making good use of his own belt.

Bored in the Backwoods: When 19-year-old Jason takes a trip to the backwoods to stay with his cousin Ray, he gets more than he bargained for. Ray has to go away for a week and warns Jason not to ride the All Terrain vehicles. But Jason disobeys - only to crash one of the ATV's into a tree. Ray's wife Rebecca comes looking for Jason, and she is not pleased. When they return to the cabin, she punishes him with a wooden spoon on his bare bottom, and then demands he be her obedient slave for the week... starting with sexual services. Perhaps life in the middle of nowhere being dominated by a strong-minded woman might not be so bad after all...

My Best Friend's Mother: A young man has the hots for his friend's mother, the beautiful, sexy, Mrs Foster. Convinced she is coming on to him, he goes round to help her do chores in her back yard, and later tries to kiss her. It is then he realises his mistake ... Mrs Foster is angered by his advances. She phones his mother, then puts him over her lap and whacks his bare bottom with a fearsome hairbrush. Nor does it end there, as when he gets home it is to find his mother waiting to spank him with a wooden spoon.

Scotty's First Time: When 26-year-old virgin, Scott Rosenthal, spies on four naked women in the shower room at the Cape Crystal Fitness Center where he works as a cleaner, he gets more than he bargained for. Made to strip naked, they take it in turns to spank him with a hairbrush before getting him to satisfy them sexually.

The Hapless Repairman: Douglas is having a bad day. He is sent to a house in an affluent part of town to check out and repair a washing machine. He goes down to the basement and is startled by strange sounds originating from the other side of the basement wall. Although he is told to mind his own business, he doesn't ... and pays a very painful price on his backside for his disobedience. But will that put him off returning to the house for more of the same?

To Catch a Panty Thief: After discovering that some of their panties were missing, room-mates Jill and Bethany go round to Stacey's apartment asking if their laundry has got muddled with hers. But when Stacey tells them she too is missing several pairs of panties, the three women decide to catch the panty thief in the act. They do exactly that, and the perpetrator of the crime is severely paddled with a hairbrush, given an enema, and shoved out of the apartment with a threat never to return.

An Evening at the Theater: The last thing college student Jason wants to do is see Hamlet with his mother and Aunt Susan. At the theater his frequent flippant remarks threaten to ruin the experience for everyone until one of the actors suggests that his mother should do something about it. So, with his pants pulled down, his mother and aunt take turns to spank his bottom with a hairbrush, an act that results in wild applause from the transfixed audience.

Lady Christina: A dishevelled and rambling woman who turns up at a bus station claiming to be an aristocrat called Lady Edgewood, finds herself taken to the Emergency Room of the local hospital, and is later transferred to a Psychiatric unit, under the care of Dr Flint. She evokes a strange response in Dr Flint as he detects a certain dominance about her which intrigues him... and when she threatens to give him a good thrashing for his gross incompetence, he allows his fantasy of being punished by a dominant woman to turn into a glorious reality.

Only in His Dreams: John has a successful career and a good marriage with his wife, Cassie. But there is something missing: he misses his mother's discipline with her old hairbrush. He confesses his desire to be disciplined again to Cassie, asking her if she will give him what he craves, but she doesn't take him seriously even though he repeats his request over the years. At the age of forty, John Decides to do something about it and books and appointment with Lady Abigail for the spanking of his life. But he gets far more than a spanking...

Agent of the Gestapo: When Gestapo agent, Major Ernst Wagner, investigates a formerly abandoned house on the Rue Liege in German-occupied France during World War II, he discovers a beautiful naked young woman tied to a bed, blindfolded and being caned by another woman. Invited to participate, he is subjected to the same treatment himself before the caned woman relieves his discomfort.

Randy's Choice: Randy is a man who likes to dress in women's underwear. After his girlfriend dumps him when she discovers his fetish, Randy wanders round the stores intending to stock up on a selection of ladies panties. He heads for the door without realising he has a pair of panties in his hand that he hasn't paid for. Randy is apprehended and taken to a back office by two women who ensure Randy pays the price for stealing - courtesy of a hard wooden ruler pounding into his bare bottom. He then has to prove he isn't a cissy, by demonstrating his sexual prowess.

Rosa: An upstanding Christian woman, Rosa has a very low opinion of men. She travels to Las Vegas in order to help her sister Elena pay off her debts and turn her life around, but never manages to return to New Mexico and resume her old life. Whilst working as Housekeeper at a top hotel, she incensed that her flirty sister is about to be exploited by one of the male, married guests. Bursting in on the couple, she puts a heavy oak hairbrush to good use, and has an unexpected epiphany in the process.

Grandmother's Apron: Monroe comes across his grandmother's old apron while clearing out her basement with his fiancée, Stephanie, and admits that she used to make him wear it as a punishment when he'd been naughty as a child. Unimpressed with his attitude when she asks him to put it on, Stephanie spanks him with a large wooden hairbrush.

The Unwelcome Gardener: Jason has always been fascinated by the old Gothic mansion, a large and spooky place that has decayed over the years, and which is inhabited by two sisters in their early fifties. Having grown up across the street from the house, Jason sometimes sneaks out during the night to explore the grounds and secretly work in the old gardens, hoping to catch a glimpse of one or both of the mysterious sisters. He gets his wish one night when he is caught digging in the garden. They take him inside and whack his bare bottom hard with a big wooden spoon... and then they notice how turned on he is...

Sunday Morning Ritual: Bertram is constantly breaking promises to his long-suffering wife, Caroline. He doesn't actually mean to get drunk every Saturday night, but somehow he ends up with a massive hangover on Sunday mornings, and feels guilty and ashamed of himself. Caroline reinforces her displeasure by spanking him before church. But one Sunday morning, after a particularly hard punishment session over his wife's lap, Bert vows to change his ways.

Norte Americano: Based on a recommendation, Scott Huntington, a young soldier stationed in Indiana, goes in search of a Mexican bar and asks to meet 'the woman with blue eyes'. This turns out to be an attractive older woman called Maria Luisa who, with the help of 3 other women who hold him in place, paddles his bare bottom and then ensures that he fulfils her sexual needs.
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1. Miss Tarrington

When the American Library Association came out in total opposition to any attempt by the government to block pornographic Internet sites at public libraries, Ida Tarrington paid little attention. A strong, austere woman and the oldest daughter of a Baptist preacher, Miss Tarrington (as she preferred to be called) viewed herself as the last guardian of purity in Ashford County. Now over fifty and never married, she was the stereotypical small town librarian, complete with flowing dresses and reading glasses. She even wore her long dark hair in a bun.

Immediately after being appointed librarian in 1988, the self-appointed crusader banned from the library shelves any book or magazine she deemed to be prurient; she declared that neither she nor the county would in any way subsidize lewd or sinful behavior. In a few weeks, gone was Playboy and Penthouse, along with such classics of literature as Moll Flanders, Fanny Hill, and Lady Chatterley's Lover.

But in this rural county of some forty or so thousand people, having computers with Internet access in the library was something she simply couldn't stop, even though she herself saw the technology as the work of Satan. Still, she had to admit that access to the World Wide Web did speed up research and exposed many of her patrons to new and valuable possibilities - crop reports, stock market analyses, the latest information on feed and fertilizer. She felt good and fulfilled when a veteran farmer was able to sell his crop for a higher price or increase his yield just with a few mouse clicks.

But god help any young man (or woman) she caught using the Internet for any purpose that didn't fall within her very narrow range of what she considered appropriate. She didn't post a set of rules anywhere in the library - she didn't really need to; almost everyone knew what the rules were, since they hadn't really changed for two generations.

Occasionally, someone would get it in his head to test those rules or forget that Miss Ida Tarrington was a woman with more than a little power in this small county. Perhaps this is how it started for Cloy Bigelow on a crisp snowy evening in early December.

Cloy, the son of the only barber in the county seat, was in the nearly deserted library supposedly to finish up a paper he was writing for the English class he was taking at Compton Creek Community College in nearby Mitchell County. He was writing an essay comparing farm life at the turn of the twentieth century to what it was today. He was using the Internet to access photographs and written diaries from different county historical societies. As he was nearing completion of his research and had printed out several old photos, he suddenly remembered a web site he had seen while visiting the home of one of his classmates, Burton Sinclair. He had only seen the pictures for a few minutes and they weren't really that good.

However, for Cloy, who had spent his entire nineteen years in a small town and was shy around women, the quick glimpse into the world of erotica was more than enough to make him realize what he was missing. And like most healthy young men of his generation (and before), he wanted more now that he had the taste.

On this Tuesday evening with the clock approaching nine, he leaned back in the office chair and scanned the library. There was only one patron, and Miss Tarrington was nowhere to be seen. A little voice inside his head told him to get up and go home, that what he was thinking about doing was both wrong and dangerous. However, another voice - this one stronger, as though it had been marinated in testosterone - shouted for him to do it, that it would be all right, especially if it was only just for a few minutes. Cloy Bigelow listened to the second voice.

After one more quick scan of his surroundings, he typed in a search command and he was immediately rewarded by menus and hundreds of links to free pictures of naked women. It was almost more than he could handle. His fingers and mind became one, urging him on to behave as a child left alone in a candy store after closing time. Both time and place lost their meaning for him as he was transported from bedroom to bedroom. He had had no idea that there were that many beautiful women in the world willing to take off their clothes and pose with their legs so provocatively spread.

Then, just as he was virtually drooling over a set of photographs of a dark haired beauty from Russia, he felt a strong hand on his shoulder. For an instant he froze as reality began to intrude itself into his muddled and over-stimulated brain. Finally, it was the voice that penetrated completely. "Closing time, Cloy," Miss Tarrington said.

Perhaps if he had moved the cursor to 'Home' and left-clicked, he might have been able to conceal what he had been doing. Perhaps. But he didn't move the cursor. Instead, he became so flustered that his right hand slipped off the mouse and banged against the table. He dared a glance over his shoulder and saw that her sharp blue eyes, aided by the windows of the reading glasses, were staring directly at the screen. Her face was flushed and her full lips parted slightly. When he came to his senses, he tried to put his hand back on the mouse, but she stopped him.

"I think you better come with me," she said in a voice that was remarkably calm.

In a near panic, Cloy looked around the library, hoping to god that he was not alone, that there was still at least one patron left. But God was not available to him on this particular evening. It was only him and the librarian.

"Uh... uh... I... was just doing some research, Miss Tarrington," he stammered stupidly. "I was just... uh... finishing up... I will shut down the computer and leave."

Miss Tarrington scowled deeply and increased the pressure of her hand on his shoulder. She was surprisingly strong for a woman her age.

"I'm not blind, Cloy Bigelow," she said. "I can see perfectly well what you're looking at... and I don't think it's research... not unless you're looking for different ways to get into Hell."

Now he fully understood that he was in deep trouble. "Please, Miss Tarrington... I was... well, I was..." But he paused. His tongue suddenly felt as though it was stuck to the roof of his mouth.

She folded her arms across her chest and glowered at him. "You were just what?" she taunted.

He cast his eyes to the floor. "I was... I was just... curious... that's all," he managed to say.

Her lips curled into a tight little smile that had absolutely no humor in it. "I will not have this sort of thing in my library," she said in a thundering voice.

He gathered his breath in a desperate attempt to calm himself. "Of course, Miss Tarrington," he said meekly. "I understand completely and I'm sorry. It will never happen again, I swear." He thought he sounded convincing and gazed at her hopefully.

But Miss Ida Tarrington was apparently unmoved by his appeal. "I think you better come with me," she said, her right hand forming a vice around his ear. "Unless of course you would prefer that I call your mother and tell her what I found you researching."

The young man groaned loudly and swallowed hard. Ida Tarrington and his mother both sang in the choir at the Morristown Baptist Church and were in the same Bible study class. He knew his mother would be devastated if she knew her only son had been looking at pornography on the Internet. Thus, with the image of his mother on her knees praying for forgiveness firmly in his mind, he slid his chair back and stood up. Besides, his ear felt like it was being twisted off.

"Please... please, Miss Tarrington - don't call my mother... please."

The librarian flashed an evil, self-satisfied smile. "You know, Cloy, your father made the same plea when I caught him with a copy of that filthy magazine, Playboy. I guess that was what... twenty-two or twenty-three years ago... a couple of years before he married your mother. Maybe the old saying, like father like son, is true."

For an instant, Cloy couldn't believe what he was hearing. He couldn't imagine his father doing anything but cut hair, work around the house, listen patiently to his wife, and go to church on Sunday.

"You... you caught my father... with Playboy?" he echoed.

She twisted his ear and he grimaced with the intensity of the pain. "Yes, Cloy," she said. "He was on a one-way path to Hell... but I put him back on the straight and narrow path to the holy gates."

Cloy was close enough that he could see the evangelical fire in her eyes. On occasion, he had seen the same fire in his mother's eyes.

"How... did you do that?" he heard himself ask.

"That, young man, is what I intend to show you," she answered boldly. She twisted his ear one more time and directed him toward the main desk. It was now very clear that they were all alone in the library.

An awkward and painful moment later, Cloy Bigelow found himself in a large workroom behind the main desk. Miss Tarrington closed the door behind them and locked it. Then she released his ear with a flourish that brought him to his knees. While he was recovering, she walked over to a desk and opened one of the drawers.

"My father had many ways to keep us kids on the straight and narrow," she said. "But one was more effective than all the others."

Cloy was curious but he said nothing, didn't dare ask the question.

While he watched her, she pulled her hand from the drawer. Gripped tightly in her fingers was a thick black leather strap. It appeared to be well-worn. She held it out proudly.

"This is it, Cloy," she said. "God's holy instrument. My father blessed this himself, sprinkled holy water on it."

His eyes widened as he gazed at the strap. It appeared to be anything but blessed. All of a sudden, he was possessed with a nearly uncontrollable urge to run. He was younger and stronger than she was; he could make it to the door and beyond before she could stop him. Of course, what good would that do him? He knew he would only have to face the wrath of his mother when he eventually made it home - and he would have to go home.

"Drop your pants and bend over the table, Cloy Bigelow," she commanded. "Just like your father did; just like so many of you foolish, sinful young men have done. I will not let you go to Hell... not if I can stop it."

He was gripped with indecision. He couldn't believe that simply looking at a few pictures of naked women on the Internet would condemn him to an eternity in Hell. One thing he did understand, however, was that he would face Hell on Earth if his mother found out what he had been doing. It all seemed so innocent, he thought to himself. Of course, maybe that's the way all serious sinners start out.

Miss Tarrington lifted the strap and pointed it at him. "We're wasting time, Cloy," she said. "Now, get over that table right now or get out of here and let your mother and father deal with you."

Once again, the image of his distraught mother danced in his head. Going home to face her was definitely not an option.

"Please, Miss Tarrington... please... I've learned my lesson," he pleaded. "I need to go home... my folks'll be worried."

"I should say so," the librarian said. "But what is stopping you from leaving right now? It is the desire for redemption that stops you. Don't you want redemption, Cloy?"

At that moment, Cloy Bigelow did not fully understand what redemption was. All he wanted to do was to go home, hole up in his room, and try to forget he had ever been tempted to look at pictures of naked women. But, then, as he caught glimpses of the sinister looking strap, he thought he understood retribution. He wouldn't be going to Hell, because he was there already.

Miss Tarrington set the strap down on the desk, picked up the telephone receiver, and quickly punched five numbers, while he watched in horror.

"What's it going to be, young man?" she asked, her right index finger poised over the key pad.

This was no bluff; he could tell that by her eyes. It was time to pay the price for being a sinful male, just like his father had done so many years before.

"All right... all right," he said. "Please put the phone down."

Carefully, she replaced the receiver in the cradle. "Take down your pants and get over the table," she ordered. "I won't tell you again."

A dull fog began to settle over him, separating him from any rational thought. He looked at her, saw the determination in her face, saw the strap clutched in her fist, saw his own future laid out before him. It was time to take his punishment. He unbuckled his belt, released the button on his jeans, took down his zipper, and peeled his pants down to his knees. He moved toward the table.

"Hold it," she shouted.

He stopped and glanced at her expectantly.

"Your underpants, too," she said.

He grimaced. However, this debacle had gone this far. Baring his bottom to the crusading librarian seemed only to be the next logical step. Wordlessly, he rolled his white briefs down to below his thighs. Then he approached the long work table, cleared a space in the middle, and leaned his trembling body over it so that his chest and head were touching the wood. He closed his eyes and waited. He had been spanked before by both his mother and father, although it had been several years since the last time. Still, he thought he could remember the pain and humiliation. He didn't want this to happen, but it was going to happen nonetheless. He couldn't stop it now.

A few seconds later, he could feel her behind him, gazing at him as if he were a target instead of a young man. He could hear her breathe; she seemed to be getting more and more agitated. He wanted to yell out to please get it over with, but he knew he didn't dare.

"May God forgive you your sins and indiscretions, Cloy Bigelow," she proclaimed suddenly. This was followed by a loud swish and the sharp crack of leather slamming into exposed flesh.

The jolt of pain caused him to lurch forward on the table. He dug his fingernails into the table top. The next stroke came a few seconds later. It landed just below the first and was harder. He gasped as the pain rippled through him. Then came another and another and another, in rapid succession. He was definitely feeling it as his bottom turned crimson.

"Dear Lord, please save this young man from himself," she said as she struck five more times. "He will repent and come to you, if only you show him the way."

This declaration was followed by ten of the hardest blows he could have imagined. Neither of his parents had ever come close to spanking him like this.

Tears flooded his eyes, and he involuntarily swayed his bottom from side to side. He now had no shame or pride left at all. He was beginning to forget all about naked women, all about his semi-flaccid and long neglected penis. It was all about the pain now, the great contradictory pain - dull, sharp, dull, sharp - as though his trembling body simply couldn't make up its mind as to how it wanted to react.

"Can you feel the power of God?" she asked, laying down another stinging series that bounced off his upper thighs mercilessly.

For an instant, he really did think he could feel the power of God surge through him. The strap had bitten into his flesh at least fifty times now, at least twice as many times as he had ever been spanked before. The pain was rapidly approaching the magnitude he had felt the year before when he had broken his wrist playing touch football. The difference was that pain had been sudden, erupting through him like a volcano. This was slow and certain, but escalating dramatically.

"Are you ready to accept His forgiveness?" the librarian asked, never breaking rhythm with the strap.

To Cloy, the sound of the strap striking his posterior became like the monotonous voice of a preacher. He was nearly mesmerized, in spite of the pain.

"Yes," he said. "I'm ready... I'm ready."

The horrible spanking stopped, and he could feel a surprisingly soft hand massaging his wounded bottom. It was good, like a gentle summer rain taking away the heat.

"Cloy, turn around and look at me," Miss Tarrington said in a voice that was much kinder than the one she had used before.

He gathered himself together, pushed himself up from the table, and rotated. She was standing before him, smiling, her face radiating warmth. The pain began to melt away inside him.

"Cloy Bigelow, you are forgiven." Then her smile widened and the nature of her eyes changed. "You are a young man," she said, gazing at him. "And like all young men, you are driven by your passion. I suppose the Lord has cursed you that way. Tell me something, son, have you ever seen a real woman in the way you saw them in those dirty pictures? And don't lie to me... I'll know it if you're lying and we'll just have to do this all over again."

Cloy had never seen a woman naked before, at least not in real life. "No, ma'am," he said.

Her eyes now danced in her head. "Perhaps if you saw the real thing you wouldn't be so curious," she said. Then, before he had a chance to react, she unbuttoned her dress and pulled it over her head, exposing a trim female body clad only in white panties and bra. "Well, here it is, Cloy," she said, stepping closer to him. "What do you think? Would you like to see it all, to put your curious hands on it, to caress it?"

He was so stunned that for an instant he was nearly paralyzed. This was so far from what he had expected that he thought he was dreaming. Only the dull throb from his recently abused bottom convinced him that this was real.

"Are you... are you serious?" he asked.

Her expression changed instantly from a pleasant smile to a deep scowl. She slapped him hard on his thigh, leaving a red imprint on his flesh. "Wake up, boy," she commanded. "This is as good as it gets." She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It dropped to the floor, exposing an exquisite set of firm breasts. She took his trembling right hand and directed it to her left breast. "If you like what you see, touch it, massage it. This is God's gift to men."

Cloy couldn't disagree with that as the breast felt warm and lush in his hand. He gave in and explored it, gently touching every centimeter, concentrating on the nipple and areola. Miss Tarrington began to breathe a little more heavily. And after a few minutes, she moved his hand to her right breast so he could explore it as well.

Then, while he was busily and happily engaged, she peeled down her panties, revealing glistening labia, surrounded by a patch of dark brown pubic hair. She gripped his semi-erect penis and placed it between her legs.

"This is what it's all about, Cloy," she said with lust in her voice. "This is God's plan for man; this is Eden before the serpent." She stepped out of her panties, and he scanned her body. "This is woman free from inhibition, before pornography, before the Internet. Do you like what you see?"

Cloy Bigelow liked what he saw. In fact, he thought the librarian's naked body was the most magnificent thing he had ever seen before in his young life.

"Yes," he whispered. "I... like it."

She beamed and disengaged from him. A second later, she bent her body over the table and stuck her bottom out as far as it would go. She spread her legs wide enough to give him a perfect view of the moist space he most coveted. She turned her head toward him.

"Come over here and stick your penis inside me," she ordered. "This is the reward for remaining obedient to God's will. Take it now for it will not be offered to you again, at least not without love and marriage... a lifetime commitment sanctioned by the Holy Father."

Cloy gazed at the plump space between the librarian's legs and became consumed with lust and desire. He could not hold back as he felt a strange power surge through him. Quickly and instinctively he stepped in behind her, his fully erect and throbbing penis leading the way. It slipped into her effortlessly. He thrust while she bucked and moaned.

It was over in less than two minutes. He had been masturbating since he was fourteen, sometimes as often as twice a day. But he had never experienced a sensation like this. It truly was God's gift to men. For several minutes, he remained inside her, catching his breath and basking in the gentle afterglow. When his drooping penis slipped out of her on its own, he stood up and stepped back.

Once again, she glanced behind her. Her face was as red as his heavily spanked bottom. She was smiling. "There is no power like that, Cloy," she said. "Now, get dressed and go home. Stop looking at dirty pictures and find the real thing. Make some young woman happy, and you will be blessed for the remainder of your life - just look at your father and mother." She closed her eyes and lay her head down on the table as though she were about to go to sleep. A few strands of sticky white semen trickled down her thigh.

Cloy regarded her for a few seconds and thought about what she had just said. There were many young women in Ashford County; perhaps he could even find one who would love him and let him love her. He dressed quickly, ignoring the dull pain in his posterior region. He would not forget this experience. He would never again use the Internet to access pornography. He was whole again, pure as the day he was born. He had experienced Heaven.


2. The House of the Descending Moon

It was widely known in West Texas and even into the New Mexico territory that if you had money in your pocket and were looking for amusement that included female companionship, the House of the Descending Moon was your likely destination. Opened in 1873, you could find whiskey, beer, poker games, faro, and (of course) willing females. As long as you behaved like a gentleman, agreed to take a bath, and had a few dollars to spend, you were welcome at any time - twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. It didn't matter who you were or where you came from: rich, poor, prominent, notorious, unknown, white, black, Mexican, or even Chinese - the policy of the house was not to discriminate against any man.

There was one ironclad rule that made the house acceptable to the wives in the area. This was posted in bold print right outside the wide front door: 'Married men must have permission from their wives to enter'. The current owner of the house, Julia Travis, believed that hard working men deserved their amusement - and she was only too happy to provide it. However, she also believed that men needed to look after their families first. Under no circumstances would she take money that should rightfully go to a man's wife and children. She made no exception to this rule. If she knew you were married (and she always knew) and didn't have a written note from your wife, you were denied entrance by either Joe, Red, or Carlos, the burly and ever vigilant front men.

Jim Foster learned that lesson the hard way one Saturday night in late April. Jim was the blacksmith for the town of Briarville. Even though he was married and had four children, he had been making the five mile trip from his home to the house at least three or four times a month since February. He always brought a note from his wife, Mary. If anyone ever asked (and they usually didn't), he claimed his wife didn't want any more children and thus routinely turned him out of their bed. He would take a bath, drink two shots of whiskey, and pay to be serviced by Carmelita, a brown-eyed beauty from El Paso. Because he was generally one of dozens of men, he passed largely unnoticed and unchallenged. He paid his money, behaved like a gentleman, and got what he wanted.

This particular Saturday night began pretty much the same way. Jim arrived around five, finished his bath by five-thirty, drank his whiskey, and went to Carmelita's room. However, before he could shed his long johns, there was a commotion at the front door of the house. A stern young woman in a dark blue dress was furiously trying to get past Carlos. She claimed she was Mrs. Jim Foster.

Eventually, the loud voices got the attention of Julia, who was working on the books and handling receipts. She stood up, smoothed down her dress, and walked pompously to the door. "What is all this disturbance?" she asked.

Carlos was restraining the woman with one beefy arm. He looked at his employer. "Madam Julia, thees woman say she eez Mrs. Jim Foster," he replied.

Julia quickly scanned the young woman struggling to get past the guard. She processed the name, Jim Foster, and remembered - she had a talent for never forgetting a customer, especially a regular. She smiled. "You are Jim's wife?" she questioned softly.

Mary Foster squirmed to break free. Her blue eyes blazed. "Yes, I am," she said assertively.

Julia was impressed. Standing before her was a very strong-willed woman who was also very pleasing to the eye, with a shapely figure and a youthful, unblemished face crowned by a pile of clean blonde hair. Julia had to restrain herself from offering the young woman a job on the spot. She gave Carlos a discreet wink.

"Please come in, Mrs. Foster," she said, stepping back into the large and ornately decorated foyer. "And tell me what the problem is."

Once they were inside, Carlos closed the door behind them. Julia steered Mary to two vacant overstuffed chairs near a fireplace. Voices of men and women enjoying themselves drifted in from other parts of the establishment. Mary's wide eyes were in constant motion, even after she sat down.

Julia gazed at Mary with a patronizing smile etched on her mature face. She had come west from Ohio when she was eighteen to search for adventure and to escape an arranged marriage to the son of a local farmer. In the intervening twenty-five years she had done her share of living and didn't regret one thing she had ever done. "Mrs. Foster, what is the problem?" she repeated after a long pause.

Mary Foster looked at Julia as though waking from a dream. "This... is a... bawdy house, isn't it?" she asked finally, in a voice barely above a whisper.

Julia's smile widened. She admired innocence; it was such a rare commodity in West Texas, even among the women. "I suppose you could say that," she replied. Then her smile faded a little. "I thought you understood that."

Mary's eyebrows rose, exposing more of her liquid blue eyes. "Why would you say that?"

Now Julia was concerned. "Mrs. Foster, I maintain a very strict policy here - no married men are permitted without written permission from their wives," she said. "Your husband had a note from you."

"What note?" Mary exclaimed. "Ma'am, I only found out about this house today. Jim told me he was going to a... a political meeting... something about ranchers' rights. I, of course, thought he might have a few drinks and tell stupid war stories with the other men. But I never suspected anything... like this."

Julia could feel herself grow angry - not at Mary Foster, but at Jim Foster for so shamelessly deceiving her and his wife. Julia Travis could forgive - even exploit - most of the faults that men seemed to have in abundance. However, she drew the line at outright deceit. She took a deep breath to calm herself and laid a hand softly on Mary's knee.

"So... Mrs. Foster... you didn't write a note giving Jim permission to come here?"

Mary shook her head. "I... don't even know what you're talking about?" she said. "If he's here, I've come to fetch him home."

Julia smiled again. "Of course you have," she declared. In her quick mind, she had resolved to let the wife take her husband home - but not immediately. No, it would not be that simple or easy. Jim Foster would have to pay a price for deceiving his wife and the mistress of the House of the Descending Moon. Julia Travis would see to that. She looked at Mary once again, and gazed into those beautiful eyes. How could any man leave this woman home alone, she thought. "Mrs. Foster... you may certainly take your husband from my house. However, he has deceived both of us, and I can't allow that to go unpunished."

"What do you mean?" Mary asked, leaning slightly forward in the chair, exposing just a hint of her ample cleavage.

Once again, Julia was impressed - what perfection, she thought. "Honey... you are a beautiful woman," she declared.

Mary blushed slightly but said nothing.

"Far too beautiful," Julia continued, "for your husband to be spending his Saturday nights here. No... I think we need to teach your husband a lesson in honesty and loyalty. He should be spending his nights... and his money, at home."

Mary looked a little concerned and confused. "I'm not sure I understand," she said.

"Do you approve of your husband being here?" Julia asked.

"Of course not," Mary said indignantly. Then her expression softened a little. "Meaning no offense, of course."

Julia smiled. "None taken," she said. "Mary... would you say that you... you take care of your husband... I mean, like we might take of him here?"

Mary blushed again, this time a little deeper. "I... really don't know," she said. "I... we... married young. I really didn't have very much experience... in that way."

"Mrs. Foster... if your husband comes to you in the night, do you turn him away?" Julia questioned.

Mary seemed to think for a moment. "I... I'm pretty tired at night, what with the kids and the chores and all," she said. "And Jim always seems pretty tired too. But I've never refused him, if that's what you mean."

Julia nodded. "That's reassuring to know," she said. "And it makes my decision that much easier."

"I still don't understand quite what you mean," Mary said, still looking every bit the innocent wife.

Julia picked up a small bell on the table next to her and gave it a shake. The resounding tinkle was soft but effective. A moment later, a tall man wearing a dark suit appeared in the doorway. Julia regarded him.

"Andrew... we have a problem with the man currently visiting Carmelita," she declared. "Please take Tom and Miguel and restrain the man. We will be up in a few minutes to conclude the matter."

Andrew looked a little concerned as he stole a glance toward the broad staircase. "He's not hurting Carmelita?"

Julia shook her head. "No... nothing like that," she said. "Don't harm him... just restrain him please."

"Yes, ma'am," Andrew said. Then he turned and left the doorway.

"Now we wait," Julia said to Mary.

Several minutes later, male voices were heard from what sounded like upstairs. "What the hell?" came a weak voice.

Mary leaned forward again, her eyes drawn to the staircase. "That sounds like Jim," she exclaimed fearfully.

"Yes," Julia said. "I imagine it is."

"What's going on?" the wife asked fearfully.

"Nothing to worry about," Julia reassured. "My men are simply holding him. I believe he is disappointed he didn't get to finish with Carmelita; however, I will give you the money he spent tonight."

"Please... ma'am, let me go to him... let me bring him home... please," Mary pleaded.

Julia scowled. "Mrs. Foster... first, my name is Julia. Second, your husband will be free to go just as soon as he is punished. Please don't be too impatient. You might learn something tonight. In fact, it would be good if you did."

"What are you going to do?"

Julia turned toward the doorway, but looked back over her shoulder. "Teach him a lesson he'll never forget - sometimes men need to be reminded that we women are the ones who truly control the world and that there are some things they do that we simply won't tolerate," she declared. "Come with me, Mrs. Foster... please. This should be interesting." Then she disappeared through the doorway in the same direction as the recently departed Andrew.

Mary Foster looked around her for several seconds, but very soon stood up and followed nervously.

A few minutes later, both women were standing outside a small room on the second floor. It was the only room with a partially open door. All the other doors along the corridor were fully closed. Occasionally, a voice or the sound of a bed banging against a wall would drift along the current of the evening, reinforcing the intimate nature of the house.

Julia peered inside the door and first saw Carmelita standing near a small armoire. She was wearing only a white lace camisole and black silk stockings. Her long dark hair was descending limply down her back. Next, Julia saw Andrew and two other men near the bed. Sitting on the bed, looking very anxious, was Jim Foster, still wearing his red long johns. He appeared as though he would bolt out the door or the window at any instant. However, he was flanked by men who were even bigger than he was.

Julia turned her gaze back to Mary. "Mrs. Foster, please stay here for a moment," she instructed. "I will tell you when you can come in."

Mary nodded. She didn't look as though she wanted to go into the room anyway.

Julia pushed open the door all the way and strode purposefully inside, trailing her long skirt behind her. She had a stern look on her face as she regarded the blacksmith on the bed. He doesn't look much like a blacksmith, she thought - too small.

"Mr. Foster, we have a problem," she stated flatly when she was within a few feet of him.

Jim Foster looked up at Julia Travis and blinked. In West Texas, Madam Julia was a legend, and all the men knew it and respected her. "What kind of problem?" he managed to ask.

"As you are aware, I do not allow married men to enter this house unless they have written permission from their wives," she said.

Jim dropped his eyes as though he couldn't bear to see her. "Yes... but I have that... you saw it," he stammered.

Julia nodded slowly - she wanted to heighten the drama, make the surprise all the more effective. "Yes... I believe you showed a note to Carlos," she said. "Do you still have that note?"

The blacksmith took a deep breath and glanced nervously around him. "Sure... in the pocket of my shirt... over there." He pointed to a heavy blue shirt hanging from a hook on the back of the door.

Julia looked at Carmelita. "Carmelita, please get the note for me," she instructed.

The buxom young woman from El Paso nodded, retrieved a crumpled piece of paper from the shirt pocket, and handed it to Julia.

Julia scanned it quickly. "Please come in, Mrs. Foster," she said.

An instant later, Mary Foster stood in the doorway, her eyes once again darting around wildly. Jim regarded his wife, then appeared as though he wanted to sink into the soft mattress.

Julia reached over and handed the note to Mary. "Mrs. Foster... did you write this?" she asked.

Mary shifted her gaze back and forth between the note and her husband. "No... I didn't," she declared after a few agonizing seconds. Then her blue eyes blazed as she locked onto Jim. "Jim... how could you do this? How could you leave me and come to a... a place like this?"

Jim tried to meet his wife's eyes, but dropped them almost immediately. "Oh god... Mary... I... I just wanted... I... I'm sorry," he stammered.

Mary's expression seemed to soften slightly while Julia's only hardened. "I should say you are sorry," she declared. "A sorry excuse for a husband and a father. I don't know what your wife plans to do with you when she gets you home; however, there is a price for deceiving me, and I intend to see that you pay it."

Jim dared to look up. "Oh... sure," he said. "I have a few dollars in my shirt pocket - It's all I have left."

"I didn't mean money," Julia said with icy calm. "Your money should go to your wife for tolerating you."

"I don't understand," Jim said.

Julia walked the few feet to a dresser and picked up a long handled wooden hairbrush.  She clutched it tightly in her right hand and turned back toward the bed. "In this house, you pay for forgiveness with flesh and dignity," she exclaimed. "Now... stand up and face your wife. Gentlemen, please back away a little and give Mr. Foster some room."

The three burly men guarding the blacksmith stepped back. Jim appeared now both confused and frightened. Mary stood her ground in the doorway. Finally, after nearly a minute of everyone staring at him silently, he stood up.

Julia, still clutching the hairbrush, took his place on the edge of the bed and smoothed out her dress. "Jim, unbutton the back of your union suit and come across my lap," she ordered.

Jim turned back toward the madam and scowled. "What? I hardly think..."

Julia cut him off by slapping the palm of her left hand with the hard oak back of the brush. "You are in no position to lodge any kind of protest," she proclaimed. "You will lie across my lap and take everything that you have coming to you, or I will inform the sheriff that you got out of line with one of my girls."

That was a serious threat, and even Jim Foster knew it. It was widely known and understood that Sheriff John Baker was a regular patron of the House of the Descending Moon and would personally thrash any poor cowboy who did anything ungentlemanly in the establishment. "Please... Mary... let's go home. I swear I'll never do anything like this ever again."

Julia huffed indignantly. "Your wife has nothing to do with this," she said. "Now, are you going to take your punishment like a man or are you going to make your situation worse by further humiliating yourself in front of your wife, Carmelita, and my men?"

Desperately, Jim Foster glanced around the small room, obviously looking for at least one sympathetic face. He found none. He was trapped, a man with absolutely no options. He sighed. "All right," he murmured at last. "I... guess I got it coming."

"A wise choice," Julia said. She patted her lap with her left hand.

Jim scanned the room one last time. Mary's eyes were directed toward the carpeted floor. The others were gazing at him expectantly. "Does it... have to be in front of Carmelita... and the others?" he asked sheepishly.

Julia flashed him an evil smile. "That's part of the punishment," she declared. "Now, get over here and quit wasting time." She extended her left hand toward him.

Reluctantly, he unbuttoned the back flap on his union suit, exposing a small but fleshy bottom. His face turned nearly as red as the wool cloth. He moved toward the bed as though he was wearing concrete boots.

Deftly, Julia grabbed his left hand and pulled him down across his lap. He landed awkwardly. Quickly, she centered his bottom under her right shoulder - Jim Foster wasn't the first wayward man she had spanked in her establishment. Nor was he likely to be the last. She looked over at Mary. "Let's see what kind of man you have for a husband, Mrs. Foster," she said as she raised the hairbrush high over her head. Then, without waiting for an answer, she brought it back down again, full force against the soft flesh of the blacksmith's right cheek.

He yelped liked a puppy who got his tail stepped on and reared up. She pushed him back and pinned his right arm behind his back with her left hand. She was surprisingly strong.

"We still have a long way to go, I'm afraid," she said as she applied the brush once again, this time impacting his left cheek.

The blacksmith grimaced and groaned. His eyes were screwed shut.

For a third time, Julia raised her arm and brought it back down again with a flourish, this time landing a solid blow directly along the sensitive crack between the two cheeks. "That's enough!" Jim cried. "I've learned my lesson."

The calm madam didn't stop, however. Rather, she delivered five more shots in rapid succession - one right on top of the other. "You're humiliating yourself, Jim... in front of your pretty young wife."

Jim Foster bucked on the cloth covered lap, but did manage a quick glance toward his wife. She was watching now, a look of utter fascination on her face. There was no sympathy whatsoever. He re-closed his eyes and tried to prepare himself for the ordeal.

The ordeal came with a vengeance. Julia teased him with five more hard shots to the upper thighs, delivered about two seconds apart, then became serious. The spanks fell like sharp rain, one right after the other, relentless and totally merciless. Jim writhed and bucked in misery while his audience gazed in rapt attention. No one uttered a sound. The language that the brush was speaking was clear enough for everyone to understand and the voice was so strong it drowned out even thought.

After less than three minutes, Jim's bottom looked like the inside of his forge and felt hot enough to melt iron. He was ready to confess to anything and to promise anything, including both temperance and celibacy for the rest of his natural life and beyond, if necessary. When he had a coherent thought, it was to not further anger the crusading madam by pleading or protesting. However, after nearly four minutes, he had reached his absolute limit. Tears welled up in his eyes and spilled down his rugged face.

"Oh god..." he shrieked in a voice that was unworldly. "I can't take it... please... stop... please..."

This got Mary's attention. She raised her head and dared to enter the room. She pushed past the trio of bodyguards. "Please, Julia," she said, now only two feet from the bed in which Carmelita plied her trade. "Please stop."

Julia lowered the brush and looked up. "Are you sure, Mrs. Foster?" she asked. "Your husband is one sorry excuse for a man... He needs to learn the lesson permanently."

Mary reached out and stroked her husband's sweating forehead. "Well, Jim?" she inquired.

"Oh god... Mary... I am so sorry," he declared. "So sorry... I love only you... I... swear I will never touch another woman. I swear."

"Are you absolutely certain?" Mary demanded.

"You... you're my wife, Mary... There'll never be anyone else but you," he said.

Julia sniffed contemptuously, raised her knees, and pushed him unceremoniously to the floor. She had heard this before, from more than one man. "Jim, if you are so in love with your wife, why did you come here in the first place?"

Jim Foster looked up from the floor. His hands were glued to his blazing bottom. "I... I don't really know," he stammered.

"I do," Julia said. Then she glanced around the room at the onlookers. "Gentlemen... thank you for your assistance. I think you might find more productive ways to spend your time elsewhere." She waved her hand gently and the trio of bodyguards filed out of the room. "Carmelita, there may be some customers downstairs that need to be taken care. Can you see to it please?"

Carmelita nodded and moved gracefully through the doorway, smiling down at Jim on her way out.

Julia rearranged herself carefully on the soft bed. "Okay... Mr. and Mrs. Foster... now we are alone," she observed, her eyes shifting back and forth between husband and wife. "Mary... I understand men - that's how I make my living. In your own way, you are more beautiful than any woman I have working for me, including Carmelita."

She paused and Mary blushed self-consciously.

Julia took a deep breath. "But that doesn't stop your husband from coming here anyway," she continued, "so there must be something he gets here that he doesn't get at home." She hesitated again. Neither Jim nor Mary said a word. "Mary, you say that you deny your husband nothing," she said.

Mary nodded. "Jim is my husband and I love him. I wouldn't... deny him... if that's what you mean."

Jim's eyes widened and he brushed away a few stray tears. "But Mary... you said... you didn't want to have any more children," he said.

Before Mary could answer, Julia stood up and took Mary's hand. "Mary, do you enjoy your husband's attention?"

Mary blushed again, this time deeper. "I... I don't know. I don't think I ever thought about it that way before."

"Most married women don't think about it," Julia said. "Most men don't think about it either, especially with their wives, which is why they end up here... or some place like here. It is a real pity. Married men and women cheat each other. But it doesn't have to be that way." She paused and took a deep breath. Although she herself had never been married, Julia believed in marriage. And she further believed that husbands and wives who truly loved each other could - and should - accommodate each other's wants in the bedroom. "Mary, how do you feel right now?"

"I'm not sure what you mean?"

"I mean, how does your body feel?" Julie answered. "Do you feel... at least a little stimulated?"

Mary seemed to think for a few seconds, then smiled slightly. "I... do... I think."

Julia beamed triumphantly. "I knew it," she said. "And there is absolutely nothing wrong with that. Your husband is looking for a little... excitement, something different that he isn't finding at home. Let's give it to him and please you at the same time."

"But... how can we do that?" Mary asked.

Her husband remained where he was on the floor, still rubbing his deeply inflamed posterior.

"I will send Carmelita back up here," Julia said. "She can show you how to enjoy your time with your husband without worry. I am going to keep two dollars for the use of the room." She looked down at Jim. "Jim, you will give the rest of your money to your wife. She is going to earn it." And with a wink at both husband and wife, Julia Travis left the two alone.

Later that night, under the skillful guidance of Carmelita, Mary learned how to accommodate her husband and avoid getting pregnant at the same time. She also learned a little about her own body, as she experienced a climax for the first time in her life.

Before morning, Julia did offer her a job in the House of the Descending Moon, with the understanding that Jim Foster would be her only customer. The only condition would be that Mary would be seen around the house on occasion. After some discussion, Jim and Mary both agreed, especially as Jim got some new business from some of the cowboys who frequented the establishment.

Mary also learned how to wield the hairbrush, keeping it constantly at the ready should Jim ever start to stray.


3. Honeymoon at the Rio

Catherine O'Hanlon pressed her face against the little window of the Boeing 747 and looked down at the Grand Canyon passing some 35,000 feet below her. She had never seen it from the air before and was momentarily awed by its sheer immensity. Then she turned toward the man sleeping next to her, his legs stretched under the seat in front of him, his head centered on the little airplane pillow the flight attendant had given him earlier.

Catherine studied him for a few moments, taking in the color and texture of his hair, the contours of his face, the smoothness of his fingers. Was this all a huge mistake, she thought, turning toward the window again. Mentally, she began to recreate the same pro versus con list she had begun when he'd first asked her to marry him two months ago.

Pro: He was a ruggedly handsome man; con: he had been married once before.

Pro: he was a very talented writer; con: he was an unsuccessful writer who moved from job to job and rarely finished anything he started.

Pro: he was twelve years younger than she was; con: he was twelve years younger than she was.

Pro: he was a sensuous, considerate, and rather well-equipped lover; con: after years spent in unsatisfying lesbian relationships, followed by years of relative celibacy, she wasn't sure that she could sustain a long term heterosexual relationship, no matter how sexually gratifying it seemed now.

Pro: he said that he loved her and wanted more than anything in the world to marry her; con: well, there was simply no con to this, she thought. No man had ever said these words to her before, and at age 43, she was more than ready to hear them. The truth was she needed someone in her life - no, she needed a man in her life, she could no longer deny that. And if the man said he loved her and wanted to marry her, who was she to argue?

So here she was, on a jet to Las Vegas, set to marry a man who had first dazzled her with his words, then overwhelmed her with his body - not only could he satisfy her, bring her to a shattering orgasm every time he touched her, but he made her - Dr. Catherine O'Hanlon, frumpy, non-glamorous full professor of English - feel beautiful and desirable. He had awakened her every bit as much as the prince had awakened Snow White with a single kiss.

As she thought about this, she realized how much she wanted him, wanted him inside her, right here, right now. However, knowing this was not possible, she spread her little blanket over her lap, leaned back in her seat, and closed her eyes. Then she discreetly reached her hand under her dress, slowly inching her fingers up her thigh until they found the slightly moist crotch of her thin cotton panties. Carefully, she brushed aside the cloth and began gently stroking her clitoris with her index finger. Being mindful of her movements, within a few moments she started to lose herself in her pleasure and her fantasy.

As she approached climax, she thought about the first time he had made love to her. Derrick Bigelow had been a student in her advanced creative writing class, one of the most talented students she had ever had. However, he had trouble completing assignments. One day after class, she'd confronted him with this deficiency. He knew he had problems in that area, he'd told her; he simply lacked discipline. Then he'd suggested that maybe she could help him with that. She was taken aback by that statement and told him flatly that she was a teacher, not a disciplinarian. He looked disappointed, so she added that, if it helped, he could think of her as being very displeased with his performance.

Two weeks later he'd presented her with a dozen white roses, a bottle of white wine, and a white notebook filled with twenty-five of the best original poems she had ever read from a student. She was overwhelmed and intrigued as she graciously accepted his gift along with his thanks for her help. However, their relationship remained as it was until four months later when he was accepting an award for his poetry. As he mounted the dais to accept his award and read from his poetry, he smiled at her, then said as a prelude to her favorite poem about hands seeking each other in the darkness, "I would like to dedicate this poem to my teacher and mentor, Dr. Catherine O'Hanlon, a beautiful person who probably doesn't yet understand the extent of her own abilities."

She stopped stroking her clitoris and let her other fingers probe her labia and the inner walls of her vagina, trying to imagine his large penis slowly thrusting inside her. Then she thought once again about his words, the poem that had so captivated her: "...in the cold stark depths / of a long winter night / a warm hand seeks / another in the darkness. / As they touch, the / spark set off by their /union could /illuminate the world..." He'd found her after the ceremony and invited her to join him and some of the other writers as they went out for coffee. Recognizing some of the other writers as former students, she'd quickly accepted.

Although the group was stimulating and the conversation animated, during that evening his eyes never left her. Slowly, she realized he was attracted to her, he wanted her. This surprised her, but not as much as the realization that she wanted him, she lusted for him - all the years of self-discipline, self-denial, and sexual repression had a built a wall around her. He had begun to tear that wall down, perhaps unknowingly, brick by brick. Now she was going to finish the job with a stick of dynamite.

Once the gathering began to break up, she'd taken his hand in hers and suggested they go back to her house. He'd squeezed her hand knowingly and left with her. Once they were in her living room, she'd realized that she really didn't know what to do; she had never tried to seduce a man before. However, always the gentleman, he'd sensed the awkwardness and simply led her to her large, comfortable sofa, the one she stretched out on to read and grade papers and to occasionally write, looked into her eyes, and kissed her fully on the mouth, probing for her tongue with his own. When their lips finally parted, he pulled away. "Perhaps I have no right to say this," he said, "but I love you... I love you, damn it, I don't care if you are older than I am and my professor. Tonight you are a beautiful woman, and I am a pitiful man who has become intoxicated by that beauty."

That was enough for her. In one quick move that surprised her, she'd thrown off her long, formless Laura Ashley jumper, letting it drop next to her like an old rag she was simply discarding. Then she'd hesitated for a few seconds catching her breath, standing before him in her white cotton blouse and tan pantyhose covering white cotton panties. The next move had been his; he drew her to him, carefully unbuttoned the blouse and lifted it off her shoulders and arms before tossing it onto the sofa.

The nipples on her small breasts had stiffened, pressing against the thin cotton of her white bra. As he'd encircled her with his arms, he deftly unhooked the bra and let it drop on the floor, freeing her breasts to nuzzle against his smooth chest. His lips found hers again, and they'd locked in a kiss. Then he'd broken free and bent his head down to her chest to first kiss, then carefully and slowly suck each hard nipple for what seemed like a glorious eternity. She'd began to breathe heavily and had nearly lost consciousness as the pleasure and the tension of the moment started to wash over her.

As he was relentlessly caressing her breasts with his mouth, he'd slowly pulled down her pantyhose and panties, finally using his feet to finish removing them from her. At last she stood naked before him, her vagina lubricating freely. She had her first orgasm before he'd even touched that part of her body. It had been a small one, but it was enough to catch her attention and unleash an assertiveness that she hadn't realized she had.

Once the spasms of pleasure had subsided, she'd looked into his eyes, then proceeded to tear off his clothes. After he was naked, she'd dropped to the sofa, pulling him down on top of her. "Fuck me," she'd yelled in a voice thick with lust, "fuck me hard and deep."

However, just as he was about to enter her, he'd pulled back and sat up. "What about protection?" he'd asked.

She'd raised herself up a little from the sofa and looked at him, slight anger flashing in her brown eyes. "Christ, Derrick, I haven't slept with anyone in years - I don't have a disease... and if you do, I don't want to know about it," she said, "Now, are you going to fuck me or what?" She began to reach for him, but still he'd hesitated. Then, in a move that had surprised both of them, she'd slapped him hard across his exposed rear, the sound echoing in every corner of the room. "Either fuck me or get the hell out of here... Do you think I do this every day? Finish what you started," she'd yelled between deep gasps.

Quickly he'd covered her body with his. In an instant his fully erect penis had found her vagina and penetrated easily and deeply. Then he'd began to thrust, slowly at first, then hard and fast as she lay beneath him moaning loudly. At last, he'd stiffened and groaned, then shot his semen into her in great spurts. When he was finished, he'd collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily.

For several minutes, they'd remained joined, trying to recover their senses along with their breath. Finally, his limp penis had slipped out of her along with several sticky strands of semen. He'd raised himself up, kissing her profusely on her sweating face, then sat up on the sofa.

With the memory still playing itself out in her head, Catherine opened one eye and quickly scanned her surroundings. Derrick still appeared to be asleep, and everyone else seemed to be engaged in their own amusements. Without further hesitation, she began to stroke her clitoris again, this time more vigorously. Within a few minutes she could feel herself approaching orgasm. She bit down hard on her lower lip to stifle a scream as she came violently, her hips and bottom rising an inch or two off the seat.

Once she was in control of her senses, she looked around her again. Derrick was stirring but had not yet opened his eyes. She carefully withdrew her hand from under her dress, being careful to dry her fingers on the back of her panties. Then she smoothed her hair and wiped the sweat from her face with a napkin. As if on cue, immediately after she was composed, the pilot's voice came on the intercom, "We are beginning our descent into McCarran Airport; we should be at the gate in 20 minutes. The local time is 12:10, and the local temperature is 84 degrees under clear skies."

This announcement created a flurry of activity, and instantly everyone, including Derrick, was awake. He looked at her and smiled, "Are you okay?" he asked.

In spite of herself, Catherine blushed a little. "Yes," she answered, "Just a bit nervous, I guess."

Derrick gently took her hand and kissed it. "That's understandable," he said, "I'll help you relax when we get to the hotel."

Catherine extricated her hand and frowned. "Remember, we talked about that, and you agreed to no sex until after we're married."

Derrick's lips curled into a mock pout. "Obviously, I wasn't this horny when I agreed to that," he said.

"I don't know why it's so important to me - I suppose it seems pretty silly to you," she said, looking into his eyes, "Don't think I don't want you; practically all I can think about is your penis inside me. But not until after we're married - it's only a few hours." She leaned over and kissed his forehead.

"All right," he said after a moment's hesitation; then he smiled broadly. "But you better not get too close to me... and you better wash your right hand, your smell is all over it."

In an instant, all the blood in her pelvis seemed to shift to her head, and she felt thoroughly flushed. At first, she could say nothing. However, after a minute she managed to look at him. "Let's not talk about it anymore," she said weakly, "no sex until after we're married - please, Derrick."

He smiled at her. He respected her relative innocence and was amused by her naiveté. "I love you," he said finally and then began to gather his belongings. After a moment, the excitement of and preparation for landing left him little time to think further about his erect penis and his burning desire for her.

The landing was uneventful. As soon as they entered the terminal, Derrick was immediately captivated by the slot machines, wanting to invest a few quarters before they even got to the luggage area. Catherine quickly grabbed his hand and pulled him along. "I thought you were in a hurry," she said with a hint of disgust, "You're acting like a small boy in a video arcade."

Derrick put his money back into his pocket and increased his walking pace. "You're right," he said, "I'm sorry - but it is exciting."

Within twenty minutes they had found their luggage and were in a cab bound for the Rio Hotel. As the cab snaked its way up Las Vegas Boulevard, Derrick's pulse quickened as he studied the large throngs of people moving into and out of the great hotels he had only seen in the movies: the MGM Grand, Luxor, Excalibur, New York, New York, and finally one of the crown jewels, The Bellagio. The cab turned left onto Flamingo and Derrick could see the huge neon sign and the blue and red buildings of the Rio, just across the freeway.

They quickly checked in and were immediately escorted through the maze of slot machines to the tower elevators. Derrick was mesmerized almost to the point of disorientation. Catherine had to keep prodding him so that he wouldn't fall behind. The bellman only laughed. "This happens all the time, ma'am," he said.

Derrick regained his senses once they were inside their large suite on the thirty-fifth floor. The windows faced southeast, and they were both intrigued by the view of the Strip with the mountains in the background. As the bellman turned to leave, he reminded them that the hotel limo would be available in about thirty minutes, just as they had arranged.

"That doesn't give us much time to get ready," Catherine said as soon as the bellman had left. Immediately, she opened her suitcase and pulled out the short white dress and matching stockings and underwear she would wear for the ceremony. Then she removed her clothes, discarding them casually on the large bed. Derrick watched her undress and then quickly removed his own clothes. He was sexually aroused again, and his large penis was fully erect and looked as though it were pointing straight at Catherine.

Overcome by lust, he approached Catherine and put his arms around her as she was pulling on her white satin bikini panties. She kissed him and then tried to push him away. "Please, Derrick," she said catching his hands as they tried to pull down her panties. "We don't have time for this... besides you promised, no sex until after the ceremony."

"I don't think I can wait that long," he said, his hands attacking her panties again.

"Well, you're going to have to," Catherine answered, pushing his hands away.

Derrick began to pout, then made a clumsy lunge for her. His momentum pushed her back onto the bed; however, she recovered immediately and was sitting up before he could get on top of her. "Christ, Derrick, you're acting like a child," she scowled.

He made another lunge at her. However, she deflected him and he ended up sideways across her knees as she sat up on the bed. For a second both were stunned, then Catherine gripped his right hand with her left. "Well, if you're going to act like a child, I suppose you should be spanked like a child," she announced angrily. She then raised her right hand high over her head and quickly brought it down hard across both of his cheeks. He cried out a little with the impact, but stopped squirming. All of her anger over his behavior coupled with her own sexual tension became concentrated in her right hand, and she began a steady rhythm of hard blows across his bottom. Within a few seconds she became so engrossed in the administration of the spanking that she either didn't hear or ignored completely his increasingly desperate pleas for her to stop. After a few minutes he could feel himself losing control of his emotions and actually started to cry.

It took nearly ten minutes for her anger to subside. By then, Derrick had been reduced to a quivering mass, completely limp and sobbing as he lay across her lap. Once she had recovered her senses, she looked down upon him, her eyes becoming fixed upon his bright red bottom. She released his left hand and began to caress his hair and forehead as he lay nearly motionless across her lap. "Oh, God, Derrick," she exclaimed finally, "I'm sorry... it's just... well, your behavior made me so angry."

Derrick lifted himself off her lap and stood up, his hands feeling for his swollen bottom. "It's... okay," he said soberly, carefully rubbing his burning flesh. "I acted like a beast, and I'm sorry. I hope that you can forgive me and that you still want to marry me."

She leaned over and kissed him on the forehead. "I was thinking the same thing," she said. However, before the conversation could go any further, the telephone rang. Catherine looked at Derrick, then leaned over and picked up the receiver after the fourth ring. She listened for a few seconds, then said, "Just a minute, please." She put her hand over the mouthpiece and grabbed Derrick's hand. "Do you still want to do this?" she asked tentatively.

He smiled at her and squeezed her hand, the one that had just spanked him so mercilessly. "More than ever," he answered.

She took her hand off the mouthpiece and put it back up to her mouth. "Thank you. We'll be down." Then she put the handset back into its cradle. "The limo will be at the front in 10 minutes," she said. After a second or two, she started as she realized what she had just said. "Ten minutes... my God, we've got to rush." With that she leaped off the bed, pulling her panties up to her waist. Quickly, she recovered her bra and snapped it into place. As she reached for her white stockings, she realized that Derrick hadn't moved. "Derrick, we'll sort this out later," she said with a frenzied voice, "if you still want to do this, you have to hurry."

He looked at her dreamily, then glanced down at his watch. "You're right," he said, making a rush for his suitcase. In five minutes, he was dressed and smoothing the wrinkles from his new tan linen blazer.

Catherine too had thrown on her white dress and hurriedly applied dark red lipstick and eye shadow. "How do I look," she asked, throwing her makeup back into its little case.

Derrick smiled and licked his lips. "I'm afraid to say," he said, and then he rubbed his bottom. "I don't want to risk another spanking."

At first she frowned, but then she smiled back at him as she saw the love and laughter in his eyes. The limo was waiting for them when they arrived at the front of the massive hotel complex. The air was warm and dry, the sun was still high in the sky as they boarded the limo to begin their odyssey.

Everything went well. The wait at the courthouse was short. Once they got their license, they re-boarded the limo and proceeded to the Little White Chapel to complete the process. At the Chapel, they selected a simple ceremony, and within an hour were husband and wife. After they'd had their pictures taken in front of the Chapel, they enjoyed a long kiss, joined hands, and sat close together in the large passenger compartment of the Rio limousine, instructing the driver to take his time going down Las Vegas Boulevard back to the hotel. By this time it was 4:30 in the afternoon.

They arrived at the Rio at 5:00 and decided to have an elegant early dinner at the Napa restaurant. After a wonderful meal and several glasses of the house wine, they left the restaurant in time to see the Parade in the Sky. As they walked the promenade on the second floor, mingling with the great throngs of people and watching the floats, Catherine began to yawn. Finally, she pulled Derrick aside and said, "All of a sudden, I am really sleepy - the excitement and the jet lag, I guess." Then she pulled on his hand. "I want our wedding night to be perfect... Let me take a nap for an hour or two. Then I'll be ready for you, I promise."

Derrick smiled at her - she looked so beautiful and innocent in her white dress with her long brown hair cascading over the collar. He turned to face her and smoothed back her hair. "It's okay," he said, "but I'm not sleepy at all... and I'm afraid to lie down with you because I won't be able to keep my hands off you."

She blushed a little. "Are you sure, Derrick?" she asked, studying him.

"I acted like a beast once today already; I don't want to do it again," he answered. "You go back to the room and take your nap. I'll walk around here and watch the people, then join you in bed in a couple of hours - let's say around 8:00."

She kissed him gently on the mouth. "Eight o'clock - I'll be waiting, please don't be late," she said as she turned toward the elevators. He watched her go until she was lost in the crowd, then felt around in his pocket for the wad of bills he had been saving for the slot machines.

At about ten minutes until eight, Catherine opened her eyes; then she got up and went to the bathroom. Quickly, she peeled off her white satin panties and sprayed herself lightly with the Juniper Breeze scent Derrick liked so much. Then she put on a knee length black translucent peignoir. "Derrick will love this," she said to herself as she looked at her image in the mirror.

Once she was satisfied with her appearance, she got back onto the bed to wait for Derrick, her fingers unconsciously and irresistibly drawn to her vagina and clitoris. Within a few minutes she was moaning as the waves of a gigantic orgasm began to wash over her. She then closed her eyes and fell asleep.

It was nearly 9:30 when she woke up. She looked around the room but saw no sign of Derrick. Where was he, she wondered. Worried, she got out of bed and sat down on the large sofa. By 10:30 she was nearly frantic, afraid and angry at the same time. She had looked out the long windows, read through the nightlife information, and tried to watch television; however, she couldn't concentrate on anything but her concern and mounting anger.

Finally, at around 11:30, she heard the sound of a keycard being inserted into the lock of their door; then the door opened and Derrick bounded through, seeming to be very excited about something. Catherine stood up and confronted him before he could get too far into the room. He began to speak, but she cut him off. "You said you'd be here by 8:00 - it's now 11:30," she said, her anger rising in her voice.

"Yes, I know and I'm sorry, but..." he started.

Again, she cut him off. "Do you have any idea how worried I was?" she continued.

"Look, I'm sorry, but I can explain," he said again, reaching for her hand.

She pushed his hand away. "There is no adequate explanation for this," she said, the anger causing her voice to crack. "This is the second time today you've made me a promise that you didn't keep," she said, obviously attempting to restrain her emotions. "How am I supposed to trust you after this?"

"Catherine, just let me explain," he said with a hint of panic in his voice.

She looked at him. "What are you going to say? Were you held at gun point by gangsters? Were you kidnapped by space aliens?"

"Don't be ridiculous," he said with some anger of his own.

"Then you have no explanation," she returned.

Derrick paused, then looked down at the floor. "If you won't let me explain, then what can I do?" he asked finally.

Catherine looked thoughtful for a minute. "You can take off your clothes and bend over the back of this sofa," she said finally. She had a very serious look on her face.

Derrick stepped back, looking at once scared and indignant. "You have to be kidding - I'm still sore from the last spanking"

"I don't care," she said, "you broke promises and I'm really angry about it."

Derrick opened his mouth to speak.

"There is nothing to discuss," she said, anticipating his words. "If you're not naked and bending over the back of the sofa by the time I count to ten, we will see if we can get divorced as fast as we got married... and I will take your belt too." Then she began to count.

At first, Derrick appeared stunned, but had quickly removed his clothes by the time she reached nine in her count. He handed her his thick, wide leather belt just before draping his body over the back of the sofa. Without a word, she doubled the belt and moved in behind him. His bottom appeared to be a little red from the earlier spanking. She studied it for a few seconds, her hands quivering with an anger that was quickly forming into rage.

"Catherine, please..." Derrick cried, his whole body beginning to tremble, "for God's sake, listen to me."

Catherine landed a solid blow of the doubled belt across both red cheeks, causing his body to contract a little. "You have nothing to say," she said calmly. "Now, if you open your mouth again, I will probably more than double the punishment I had in mind for you."

Quickly, he looked over his shoulder at her. The black peignoir had ridden up on her body, offering him liberal glimpses of her supple frame with its pert breasts and its abundant curly brown pubic hair. He began to smile, in spite of himself. Catherine noticed this and landed three more quick hard blows of the belt. "Don't look at me," she ordered. "When I am finished with you, I will decide whether or not you may have a taste of this body."

Derrick once again faced forward, the bright lights of Las Vegas flickering through the big windows in front of him. Then he braced himself for what he suspected would be a very painful ordeal.

He was right. In fact, it was worse than he could have imagined. After about ten hard strokes of the belt, Catherine realized that she couldn't handle it well enough to cause the sort of pain she wanted to inflict. Quickly, she flung it on the floor, and then retrieved her large flat back wooden hairbrush from her suitcase. Immediately, she began to lay down a steady rhythm of blows from the brush to his already flaming bottom.

Derrick reacted violently to this new intrusion. His body began to heave and pitch, and he had to bite down hard on his lower lip in order to suppress a scream. Finally, he threw his hands over his bottom in a vain attempt to protect it. Catherine shouted at him to pull his hands back as she rapped hard across his fingers with the solid oak of the brush. Even though his hands hurt terribly, he was nearly paralyzed, unable to move anything, let alone his fingers. Catherine smacked his hands hard one more time, then crossed one over the other. In the next instant, she bound the two hands together with one of her stockings that she had casually discarded earlier that evening.

Unable to protect his rear, Derrick now began to sob, tears flowing in great streams down his sweating face. He stopped moving and simply buried his face in the soft cloth of the sofa. Catherine resumed the spanking, covering every square inch of his buttocks and upper thighs, landing one to two blows every second, the sound of wood striking skin echoing throughout the large room.

Finally, she stopped and stood back, her energy spent. For a full minute, all she could do was breathe heavily. Derrick also tried to move but couldn't. His bottom hurt so bad that that was all he could feel. Almost simultaneously, both of them went limp and slipped in heaps to the floor. Derrick winced as his bottom came in contact with the carpet and had to come up on all fours immediately.

Catherine looked over at him, and started to cry. "I didn't want it to be this way," she said, brushing the tears from her cheeks, "but you made me so angry today." Then she stopped and thought for a few seconds as she was untying his hands. "Maybe I made you out to be more than you can be..."

He looked at her, reacting to her words. "I'm... I'm sorry if I disappointed you or if I misled you. I never made any pretense about my previous marriage... obviously, I'm not perfect... but I love you enough to let you help turn me into something worthwhile." Then he slumped to his side.

She crawled over and kissed him on the forehead, then on his lips. He was slow to respond at first; however, after a minute, he reached out his arms and held her in an embrace. Then he began to slowly push her onto her back, sliding her peignoir up to her navel. "Wait," she said suddenly, "what did you want to tell me when you first came in?"

He looked deep into her eyes. "I... I made a lot of money tonight," he said, almost matter-of-factly. Then he raised himself up a little. "First, I hit triple 7 on a quarter slot machine. Then I took the money and hit triple 7 on a dollar slot. Then I hit several times at the roulette table. I've never seen or even heard of such luck; I just couldn't lose. I came up here with over seventy thousand dollars - enough for me to quit my job and work seriously on the novel you wanted me to write. I even jotted down some ideas while I was watching people play."

She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck. "And I thought you were fooling around on me," she said.

"Never," he answered, "but I couldn't just leave while I was riding that kind of lucky streak."

She smiled up at him and then pulled his body down on top of hers. "I think you're about to get lucky again," she said.

He smiled back at her and then slowly inserted his hard penis inside her. "May the good luck never end," he said just before being overcome with passion and lust.


4. Bored in the Backwoods

Jason Sempler had been in the backwoods for less than twenty-four hours, and he was bored already. He had agreed to spend the first two weeks of January in the remote cabin in northern Michigan because he thought it might be fun to get away for a while - drink beer and hang out with his older cousin, maybe hunt a few deer, just generally unwind after a difficult fall semester at college. Besides, going to the backwoods had to be better than spending the time before the beginning of spring semester alone while his parents went on a cruise.

In didn't matter that Jason had only met his cousin Ray once, and that was ten years ago. It didn't matter that Ray was twenty-two years older than Jason. In fact, to Jason, Ray was a figure out of a novel, a throwback to an earlier time when men were men and lived life on their own terms. For his part, Ray had invited his nineteen-year-old cousin to visit because he needed help completing some odd jobs on his property and he thought Jason might enjoy the change in scenery.

However, as Jason soon discovered, just getting to his cousin's property was no simple task. His parents drove him from their home in Toledo on a cold Sunday to Bay City, a three plus hour drive in heavy traffic, especially around Detroit. There they met up with Ray and his wife, Rebecca, a solidly built woman who was about the same age as Ray and very quiet. From Bay City, Jason rode in the cramped crew compartment of Ray's old Ford F 250. The ninety minute drive into the backwoods property somewhere between the Huron National Forest and the Hartwick Pines State Park seemed much longer than ninety minutes.

Almost from the moment he set eyes on the rustic cabin in the middle of a pine forest, Jason knew it had been a mistake to make the visit. There was no cable television, and he had trouble getting a signal on his cell phone. They had intermittent Internet access. Then, to make matters much worse, Ray, who was an independent contractor and freelance carpenter, got called to do a rush job in Lansing. He left that evening and would be gone for at least a week.

Jason was stuck in a remote cabin with nothing to do but stare at the woods full of deep snow and wonder if Rebecca would say more than two words to him. There was one possible diversion, he noticed. In a shed near the cabin were two bright red Honda 400EX all terrain vehicles. Jason had never ridden an ATV before and was anxious to try it out.

"Absolutely not without Rebecca with you," Ray had instructed just before driving away.

But Rebecca seemed to show no inclination to go out into the cold and snow. She told Jason - when she said anything at all - that she was in the middle of an editing project and really didn't want to be disturbed. She also warned him to be careful if he went outside at all because it got dark early and there had been wolves and black bears sighted in the area.

Great, Jason thought. Almost like being in prison.

By Monday morning, Jason was already losing his mind. He had passed a restless night on the sofa in the living room, trying to keep warm by the fireplace while listening to what he was sure were wolves howling nearby. Rebecca had stayed in her bedroom, only emerging once to get a drink. She had even told Jason to get his own breakfast, saying that she would be busy for most of the day.

He ate a quick breakfast of cereal and toast, then dressed and sat by the picture window that overlooked a clearing and a narrow dirt road that led into the deepest part of the woods. In a shed next to the start of the road were the two ATVs just sitting there, bored like he was. He put on his heavy coat and boots. No harm in looking at them, he thought, as he went outside into the cold crisp air.

At first, Jason scanned the area; he was still a little nervous about bears and wolves, and couldn't shake the feeling that he was being watched or even stalked. Plus, the air was so quiet that he thought he could have been the only human left on earth. He looked back at the cabin; there was only a light from the living room. Rebecca's bedroom was on the other side; thus, he had no idea whether she was even awake.

With nervous feet, he approached the shed, half expecting a bear to jump out at him at any moment. None did. When he reached the shed, he saw the two ATVs up close. They were shiny and powerful looking. Even more tempting was the key that hung on a silver ring by each one. He entered the shed and sat down in the big red seat of one of the vehicles. He gripped the handlebars and looked down at the fat ribbed tires. He studied the controls.

"This doesn't look too hard," he said, slowly convincing himself that he could handle the ATV without a problem; after all, he had seen twelve-year-olds riding them. If they could do it, certainly he could too.

He got off the seat and checked the gas tank; it was full. With a quick look back at the cabin, Jason lifted the key ring off the hook and inserted the key into the ignition slot. He turned it slowly and the ATV roared to life. Again, he looked back at the cabin, hoping that Rebecca didn't hear the engine. Just a short ride around the woods, he told himself. I can do this and she won't even notice.

A few seconds later, he mounted the seat, shifted the gear into forward, and depressed the gas pedal. Instantly, the big engine responded and the ATV lurched out of the shed, practically throwing him off the back. He gained control, but not before the machine had traveled at least fifty feet toward the woods. He knew right then that he had underestimated the ATV and overestimated his ability to handle it.

But that recognition came too late. He missed the entrance to the narrow road and maneuvered desperately between two giant pines, holding onto the handlebars for dear life, seeming to forget that there were brakes. He missed hitting two more trees and a fallen log; he swung around a creek and swept up over a snow-covered mound. Then his luck ran out. He sideswiped another tree and tipped over, managing to jump off the seat just before the big machine came down on him.

For at least a minute, all he could do was lie in the snow and catch his breath. Except for the engine, the woods around him were deathly quiet. Once he had some sense about him again, he got to his feet, switched off the engine, and surveyed the damage. Apart from being on its side, the ATV appeared to be as unhurt as he was - perhaps only a few scratches and a bruise or two. He gathered himself together and tried to get the machine back onto its tires. However, he wasn't strong enough.

"Goddamn it!" He knew he was in trouble now. There was no way he couldn't tell Rebecca what had happened.

Then, as he was contemplating his fate and trying to concoct some kind of believable story, he heard in the distance the unmistakable sound of an ATV engine, and it was getting closer. A moment later, he could see it, hugging the narrow road about a hundred feet away from where he was. In the seat was Rebecca wearing a black hat and black snow suit. She was looking for him.

After a minute or two, it appeared she spotted him. She stopped her ATV and glanced in his direction.

"Are you all right?" she called out as she dismounted.

Jason looked over at her and nodded sheepishly. "Yes... I think so," he replied.

She walked through the tangle of downed tree limbs toward him. "What happened?" she asked, even though it was pretty obvious.

"I-I... let it get away from me," Jason stammered. His face was as red as the seat on the ATV.

Rebecca reached the spot and surveyed the damage. "Well... this doesn't look too bad," she said. "Couldn't you get it back on its wheels?"

"No."

His cousin's wife put both gloved hands on the side of the ATV and, with a mighty shove, got it turned upright. She glanced over at Jason and flashed him a small smile.

"I'll take this back to the shed," she said. "Then I'll come back for the other one. You better go back to the cabin and get warmed up. You look half frozen."

Maybe this won't be too bad, Jason thought as he nodded and headed slowly back through the woods toward the cabin. Behind him, he could hear the sound of the engine roar to life.

Once he was inside the cabin, he quickly stripped out of his wet clothes and changed into clean jeans and a flannel shirt. Then he sat down by the fire to wait. A minute later, Rebecca entered the cabin.

"I... I'm sorry, Rebecca," he said quietly.

Rebecca stepped out of her boots and snow suit. She glanced over at Jason huddled on the sofa. "There doesn't seem to be any real harm done. A few scratches and a dent." Then her expression seemed to harden a little as she hung up her gear. "But there was a reason why Ray told you not to ride alone."

Jason lowered his eyes. "Yes...I understand now," he said.

She approached him slowly. "I wonder if you do. Boredom can be a dangerous thing out here, especially in the winter."

She gave him a look so hard he felt like wilting. He remembered that she was able to turn the ATV when he couldn't, and the thought made him nervous.

"You screwed up, young man," she declared abruptly. "I only hope you're smart enough to know you can't get out of this free and clear."

Jason could feel himself begin to panic a little. "Please... Rebecca... you won't tell Ray, will you? Or my parents... please."

She gave him another very hard look, then laughed. "I suppose I don't have to tell anyone," she said. "You were lucky... it was my ATV you damaged."

"I'm sorry," he repeated. "I'll pay to have it fixed, I promise."

Her eyes widened as she continued to glare at him. "You're going to pay all right, but not with money."

"What do you mean?" he asked somewhat stupidly.

She moved again, stopping within two feet of where he was sitting. "Like I said, boredom can be dangerous out here. It's just you and me here, all alone for the next week or so. And you deserve to be punished for what you did to my ATV and for disobeying Ray's instructions and almost getting yourself hurt or killed, not to mention disrupting my schedule."

This bitch is crazy, Jason thought as he caught the look in her brown eyes. He was struck by the sudden urge to run, but where would he go? He was surrounded by woods in all directions. It was the middle of winter, and he really wasn't even sure where he was - some place in northern Michigan. He tried to shrink into the sofa, but that only made his body seem smaller, while she looked larger and larger.

"I... said I was sorry," he said as though that would make all the difference.

Rebecca huffed. "Sorry don't cut it, boy," she declared. "You deserve a hard spanking for what you did - at least that's what you'd get where Ray and I come from."

Now he knew she was crazy. "I... I don't think so," he said, trying to match her stare.

"I think so," she said. "And what I think counts around here... unless you want me to call your parents and Ray... see what they think."

For an instant, Jason was tempted to pinch himself to see if he was dreaming. This has to be a dream, it just has to be... there's no way real life could be this bizarre. But as he continued trying to match her stare and not succeeding, he slowly and grudgingly came to realize that he wasn't dreaming. He would have to deal with the reality of his situation, no matter how bizarre it seemed. One thing was for sure and that was he definitely didn't want her informing Ray or his parents.

"Uh... okay... please don't tell Ray," he sputtered.

Rebecca laughed again. "Boy, you really are a pussy, aren't you?"

That angered him a little and he lurched forward on the sofa. "I am not!"

She scowled and in one quick move, pushed him back into the sofa and slapped his face hard with her right hand. "You are what I say you are. Besides, I think it's kind of cute."

Jason didn't know what to make of that comment, so he didn't try any kind of rebuttal. His face felt like it had been branded.

She glared down at him like a predator sizing up its prey just before the final kill. "Okay... now that we have the lines of authority firmly established around here, I'm going to find something to spank you with. When I come back, you better be kneeling with your upper body bent over the sofa and your pants and underpants off. Is that clear?"

He dared to look at her to see if she was serious.

"I asked you a question," she said. "Are my instructions clear?"

Jason recoiled in the sofa. This was definitely no dream. "Yes," he managed to squeak.

"Yes... ma'am," she corrected. She towered over him while he tried to recover his wits.

"Yes, ma'am," he said in a near whisper.

Rebecca flashed him an evil smile, turned, and left the room as though she were a Marine on a mission to secure a hill.

Jason watched her go as though he were paralyzed. He had never encountered a woman like her before; he hadn't even known that such women existed in the real world. But, perhaps this really isn't the real world, he mused; certainly, as he caught a glimpse of the darkened landscape outside, it wasn't like any world he had ever seen. Still, he couldn't help but wonder if she was really serious about what she was threatening or if she was just playing with him - the dangers of winter boredom, true cabin fever.

But did he want to risk her wrath? No, he decided after a few seconds of consideration. Slowly, he stood up, took off his shoes, then stripped out of his jeans. He forgot about his briefs. He resumed his seat on the sofa. In the other room, he could hear drawers opening and closing.

A moment later, Rebecca reappeared in the living room. In her right hand was a gigantic wooden spoon. In her left was a brown ceramic mug with steam rising from it. She took a sip of whatever it was inside the mug and glanced over at him. She shook her head. "I thought I told you to kneel in front of the sofa," she bellowed. "And to get your underpants off. You now have five seconds to follow those instructions or the punishment will be a lot worse."

Jason stood up and tried to face her; she appeared to be as furious as a mother bear awakened suddenly from hibernation. It scared him and aroused him at the same time. Best not to test her any further, he resolved, understanding that he was powerless. He peeled down his briefs, got down on his knees on the wooden floor, and bent his upper body over the sofa.

Rebecca set down the mug and approached, keeping her eyes fixed on him.

"You don't have a bad body," she said. "A bit soft perhaps. A couple of weeks out here should take care of that."

She stopped talking after that. A few seconds later, Jason felt a searing pain rip through his backside as the bowl of the spoon impacted directly the center of his right cheek. This was followed immediately by a succession of similar shots, sending shock waves up and down his spine.

"Jesus Christ that hurts!" he exclaimed. His upper body reared up only to be roughly shoved back down. She was definitely stronger than he was.

"Jesus isn't here to save you," she said, raining down more misery with the spoon. "It's just you and me." She continued with the spanking unabated while his legs and knees became more and more animated.

"Please... stop," he pleaded, still not quite believing that his predicament was real.

In response, she planted six hard stokes directly on his upper thighs. "I don't know," she started, "I love my ATV and you put a dent in it."

Jason's bottom was now a cauldron of misery, the inside of a volcano about to erupt. He was desperately trying to keep himself from crying - the final humiliation as he saw it. "I... I'm sorry," he said. "What can I do to make it up to you?" He got this last question out very quickly while she seemed to be catching her breath between assaults.

Rebecca resumed before she answered - forty strokes alternating between the right and left cheek, covering the reddening flesh with more bruises. "There is only one thing you can do," she announced.

"What?" he asked quickly.

She delivered five more blows that brought him to the brink of a complete breakdown.

"You must promise to be my slave until Ray comes back, do exactly what I tell you to do. Do you agree?"

Now Jason knew for certain that his cousin's wife was crazy, an obvious victim of being left alone too long in this backwoods cabin with absolutely nothing to do but invent fantasies. Still, what choice did he have but to agree? Plus, in some deep, dark corner of his young mind lurked a curiosity about being submissive, about being dominated by a powerful woman, made to do things against his will, perhaps even provide sexual services. Just as the terrible spoon banged into his posterior for what must have been the two hundredth time, he broke. Salty tears poured from his eyes.

"Yes, yes," he said between sobs. "Yes... I'll do it."

"Do you swear?"

"Yes... yes, I swear."

Rebecca threw the spoon down on the sofa next to him. "Good," she said. "Now, go place your face against the wall. Don't turn around until I tell you, otherwise you will get more spanking... and not with the spoon next time but something worse."

Jason wasn't sure what could be worse than the big wooden spoon, but he had no desire to find out. Immediately, he pushed himself to his feet and retreated to the wall opposite the window. He pressed his nose against the painted drywall and kept it there.

Ten minutes later, he heard what sounded like clothes being removed. He had to actively fight the temptation to turn around. His bottom hurt too bad to risk any more damage.

"Okay, Jason... turn around," Rebecca called out.

Slowly, he rotated toward the sound of her voice. She was sitting on the sofa completely naked. Her muscular legs were spread as far as they would go, exposing her glistening vagina and vulva covered by a thick patch of dark pubic hair. To a nineteen-year-old boy in the backwoods, it was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen.

"Come over here, get down on your knees, and stick your head between my thighs," she ordered. "You will bring me off as many times as I can come or until I tell you to stop. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," he replied.

In an instant, he was in the indicated position. With her hands pressing down on his head, he proceeded to probe her vagina and clitoris with his tongue. Within minutes, she was moaning and bucking on the sofa. Finally, she exploded as her body was racked by one orgasm after another. Once she was under control, she released her grip on his hair and pushed him back onto the floor.

She looked down on him, still lying where he fell, and smiled. "I think you'll do just fine," she declared. "Now... clean up this mess, get me a snack from the kitchen along with a beer. Then we'll see if you can do anything useful with that dick of yours."

For the next week, while the temperature outside the cabin hovered in the single digits and the sun seldom appeared, Jason served his new mistress in every capacity she demanded. And he never once complained about being bored. Backwoods living seemed to be agreeing with him.


5. My Best Friend's Mother

I grew up and came of age in a typical, suburban, middle class subdivision. My friends were the flower of the baby boom generation - overindulged and delightfully unaware of the many problems in the world, but also respectful and mindful of their place in the overall order of things.

There were a lot of boys in my particular neighborhood, and quickly we formed bonds that lasted from elementary school through college, and in some cases, to the present. However, once I started junior high I had pared down my inner circle to four, all boys around my own age whom I had known since kindergarten. We did everything together, including talk about girls and look at the old pictures of plump naked women we sometimes found in our fathers' drawers.

Through adolescence, I would have to say that my best friend was Rick Foster, probably because we had always been there for each other, since he only lived four houses down from me. We go so far back that I simply can't remember a time when I didn't know him. I particularly enjoyed listening to his father tell stories about being in Europe in 1944 and '45. He always claimed that he was with Patton, and I believed him even though his stories didn't always correspond with historical facts.

As I grew older, however, I became more and more interested in Rick's mother. Rick always said that his father met her in Italy and had brought her over to this country as a teenage bride after the war. Mrs. Foster - we never knew our friends' mothers' first names - was a strikingly beautiful woman, with a small curvaceous body, a beautiful unmarked face, and long black hair. I have no doubt that all the men in my neighborhood were in love with her. I even heard, on occasion, my mother yell at my father for apparently just looking at her.

Things went on like that - there is a certain continuity to life in the suburbs - until the summer between our sophomore and junior years in high school. This is when Rick's father hit his mid-life crisis and decided that he wanted to go to Wyoming and become a cowboy. Of course, a man who had lived in the city all his life could only dream of such an occupation. However, Rick's father did divorce his wife and move to Cheyenne, where he opened up a fairly successful souvenir shop, selling cowboy artifacts and accessories to the tourists.

Rick tried to go on like nothing had happened, but we all knew that inside he was really bothered by the experience. He truly loved and respected his father; and now his comfortable world had been shaken to the core. Mrs. Foster, on the other hand, came through the experience with no visible scars. Of course, she still had Rick and his two sisters at home, and she was, by all accounts, a fairly talented artist and garnered a livable income from commissions and art lessons.

And through it all, she never lost her great beauty, which did not go unnoticed by the men in the neighborhood. However, they were all afraid to go near her, in case their wives would find out. Besides, as my buddy, Farley, said, divorced women were dangerous because they craved sex but couldn't have it. I assumed Farley was right since he was a year older and had a strong reputation as the neighborhood lothario. I was just a kid; what did I know?

Thus, over the next two years I found myself spending more and more time at Rick's house, presumably to be a companion to my friend, who had occasional bouts of depression. But, in reality, I was drawn to the house because of this idealized image of Mrs. Foster. I marveled as I watched her maintain her dignity and self-respect while trying desperately to hold together the scattered pieces of her once well-ordered life.

And while I watched her, Farley's words kept echoing inside my head, and I always wondered if she was, in turn, watching me. If she seemed unusually friendly or solicitous to me, I would wonder if this was a signal that she wanted me.

I have no doubt, looking back, that all this was in my head, that I was trying to live out a stupid teenage fantasy. However, no high school girl could ever compare to Mrs. Foster, and I remained a virgin until long after graduation.

But I never gave up hope that Mrs. Foster secretly wanted to seduce me, and I really thought my time had come right after we finished high school. Rick and his sisters went to Wyoming that June for an extended visit to their father, thus leaving Mrs. Foster alone at home. One Sunday she called me because she needed someone to help her with a yard project. Since I had been a frequent visitor to the house and was working for a landscape company that summer, I was the logical choice to ask. However, right after I agreed to come over, I just knew that she was going to make her long awaited move on me and that it would most certainly be a memorable day before it was over.

I arrived just after noon. And since it was a very hot day, I wore a pair of short cutoff jeans and a tank top - I was very anxious to show this beautiful divorcee my newly acquired tan and shoulder muscles. She reciprocated by wearing a pair of white short shorts, through which the outline of bikini panties was clearly visible. She also wore a short, white cotton blouse that revealed a small bit of her midriff when she stooped.

As I beheld this goddess who had sent for me, I was beside myself with frenzied desire. It was all I could do to keep from attacking her right there in her backyard. However, I got myself under control and really thought that I was a gentleman for doing so. I also believed that she would respect me more if I showed that I was willing to wait. Yes, I was pretty naive in those days.

Thus, the afternoon dragged on, with me pruning hedges and tree limbs, while she kept bending over in front of me, pulling weeds from her flower garden. Finally, at about 3pm we had completed all the yard chores. As I climbed down from my ladder, Mrs. Foster invited me into the house for a cold drink. I accompanied her into the kitchen, and when she asked what I wanted to drink, I pointed to the bottle of Chianti she had in the refrigerator. At first, she frowned at the suggestion, but then laughed heartily, saying, "I guess there is nothing wrong with a glass of good wine in the afternoon, especially for one who has worked as hard as you."

She poured us both a glass of the wine. Then, after a sip, she set her glass down and wetted a washcloth. She put the washcloth on her face and slowly wiped away the sweat. Once her face was clean again, she looked at me - I'm sure I was staring - leering, is probably more accurate - at her. Without a word, she wet another washcloth and handed it to me. Quickly, I washed my face just as she had done. Somewhere between the wine and the washcloth, I became totally convinced that she was trying to seduce me, and it was working.

Instantly, my inexperienced mind became alive, figuring options and possibilities as this beautiful woman subtly came on to me. Finally, I decided against a full frontal assault and settled for an exploratory advance. As she was standing at the sink, cutting tomatoes for sandwiches, I came up behind her slowly. Next, I put my arms around her waist and gently kissed her neck.

Immediately, she reeled around to face me. "Peter, what are you doing?" she demanded in a surprised voice.

This took me off guard. "I... I... I..." I stammered. But I couldn't complete the sentence - I didn't know what to say anyway. I simply grabbed her up in my arms and tried to kiss her full on the mouth. But even before I could find her tongue with my own, she extricated herself from me and pushed me back hard.

"Peter," she cried again. "What do you think you are doing?"

I'm sure I looked stunned. "Well... I... I thought... I mean..." Again, I couldn't finish a sentence. However, as it turned out, I didn't have to. Just then, she glanced down at the bulge steadily growing in the front of my shorts and her dark eyes widened in horror.

"You thought... you thought... oh, no... oh, no..." she kept repeating. "This cannot be." She fell back against the sink, muttering under her breath in Italian. Finally, she collected herself and looked at me again. "I know what you were thinking..." she started, with a strange mixture of anger and sadness in her voice. "Peter, you have known me all your life and you thought I wanted you to... make love to me." She paused and glanced out of the window. "I know what all the men are saying - - and the women too - that because I am an older woman and have no husband that I must be desperate for a man, any man." Now she stopped to wipe away a tear. "Well, it is not true... and I cannot believe that my son's best friend thought... Your behavior has made me very sad and very angry."

At this point, I was completely stunned and felt ridiculous. "Mrs. Foster... I-I'm sorry," I cried out. I had a strong urge to run, but for some reason I couldn't move.

Mrs. Foster studied me, never moving from her position and never taking her eyes off me. "Well, this is simply unacceptable and it has to stop," she proclaimed angrily. "If you were my son, I know what I would do right now." Then she stopped and thought for a few seconds. I started to become very nervous. Finally, she looked at me again. "Don't you move. I'm going to call your mother," she announced at last.

This was a boy's worst nightmare... being reported to his mother by another adult, especially another mother. "Please, Mrs. Foster, don't tell my mother what happened... please, I'm sorry."

Mrs. Foster was not swayed by my begging. Purposefully, she moved past me and walked down the short hall to her bedroom. Just before the door slammed shut, she warned me again not to move. Now my urge to run was stronger than ever. However, I knew that eventually I would have to go home and face my mother, and thus, I didn't want to add fleeing the scene like a coward to the long list of offenses I felt certain Mrs. Foster was enumerating. So I just sat down at the kitchen table and awaited my fate.

I didn't have long to wait. Ten minutes after she went in, Mrs. Foster emerged from her bedroom, carrying the biggest, meanest looking hairbrush I have ever seen. It was solid oak with an enormous flat back. With anger in her eyes, she made straight for me. When she got to within a few feet of where I was sitting, she stopped.

"I spoke with your mother," she stated flatly. "And she agreed that you deserve a good hard spanking for your behavior." My mouth fell open in horror, but I couldn't manage to get any words out. Mrs. Foster waved her hand to stop my protest. "This is what I would do to Rick, if he had done what you did."

She then pulled one of the straight back kitchen chairs into the middle of the room and sat down. "I always spank Rick and his two sisters over my lap on the bare bottom with this hairbrush that my mother sometimes used on me and my brothers... before the war, of course. Since you are not my son, I will let you keep your underpants on. Now, take off your shorts and get over my lap," she commanded.

I looked at her with absolute terror in my eyes. I was so convinced that we were going to have sex that I hadn't put on any underpants. "I... I'm not wearing any underpants," I stammered.

She scowled at me. "Just like your father... and all the other men in the neighborhood," she snorted. "Well, no matter, just take off your shorts and get over my lap."

I suddenly had an image of Rick going across that lap. I never knew his mother spanked him, and it suddenly surprised me a little that after all we had been through together he still kept that secret from me. I came to my senses quickly and the urge to run washed over me again. However, realizing that I was in a situation I couldn't really control, I slowly stood up, pulled down my shorts, and moved slowly toward this goddess who was now going to spank my bare ass simply because I lusted after her. Life didn't seem fair somehow.

As soon as I got within a foot or two, she grabbed me by the right arm and skillfully pulled me across her lap, which is almost exactly where I had wanted to be thirty minutes before. Now, my once proud and expectant erection was hanging down like a dead mango. Once I was across her lap, she positioned me so that my bottom was right between her slightly spread thighs and my legs were left dangling. I had to put my hands on the floor to keep from falling. Quickly she put her left arm around my waist and locked me into position.

Then she started to lecture me. "I am a good woman," she started, with that strange mixture of rage and pathos. "When the Americans came to my village in 1944 I was sixteen. Many of the soldiers wanted to make love to my mother because she was a beautiful woman and her husband - my father - was dead, killed early in the war. But she resisted. She taught me that only married people can make love. No man has ever touched me besides Rick's father, and no man ever will as I honor the memory of my mother."

Once she was finished speaking, I looked over my shoulder in time to see her draw the hairbrush high over her head. Then I closed my eyes as she brought it down with full force across my naked bottom. The feeling was like a sudden electric shock. The sound resonated across the room like a rifle shot. Immediately I arched my back and began to struggle to get off her lap. But she held firm. And without any hesitation, she brought that awful brush down across my quivering rear five more times, each blow landing with a force greater than the one previous to it.

Then she stopped and rested the back of the brush on my bruised flesh. "This is for all the men who have leered at me, who have dreamed of taking me into their beds. If I am indeed a beautiful woman, it has only been a curse."

I was suddenly struck by the great irony of that statement. Most of the women in my neighborhood would have - and many had - done almost anything to even come close to matching her great beauty. Right after this speech, she raised the hairbrush once again and brought it down with renewed vigor across my bottom. Again and again and again, she tore into my flesh, venting her anger until I was shaking all over and tears were streaming from my eyes.

Finally, she stopped and ran her smooth hand across the now formless mass of hot, red flesh that was once my bottom. Apparently satisfied with her handiwork, she pushed me roughly from her lap onto the floor. "Peter, I hope you have learned something of value today," she said, coldly. I tried to speak but could only nod my head. "Good," she continued. "Now, go home and never come back here again."

Quickly, I put on my shorts and ran out the kitchen door without looking back. "Make sure you go straight home," Mrs. Foster called after me. "Your mother is waiting for you."

Suddenly aware that Mrs. Foster was watching me and that she would report any hesitation to my mother, I ran home as fast as I could and entered the house nearly breathless. I soon discovered that Mrs. Foster wasn't lying about my mother waiting for me. I found her sitting in our large kitchen, an ominous looking wooden spoon clutched in her right hand. I also soon realized that the house was completely empty; apparently my mother had sent my father and younger brother and sister on an extended errand.

"Stop right where you are, mister," my mother demanded once she saw me. I immediately froze where I was. "Mrs. Foster tells me that you did not behave like a gentleman this afternoon. Is that true?"

I cast my eyes to the floor. "Yes, Mother," I replied slowly.

My mother's eyes widened a little. "Come over to me," she demanded. Reluctantly, I came to within about three feet of where she was sitting. "You have shamed yourself and greatly embarrassed me," she declared angrily. "My god, it's bad enough that your father leers at her every chance he gets. I can't have my son doing it too."

"Yes, Mother, I know," I said meekly. "And I'm sorry... I wasn't thinking clearly."

"You weren't thinking with your brain at all," she countered. "Just with what God put between your legs." At this I blushed a little as I had never heard my mother speak this way before. "As you know, I have never spanked any of you kids before, but I believe it may be time to start."

A look of shock came over my face. "But, Mother," I pleaded. "Mrs. Foster already did that."

"I know that," she replied. "But that does nothing to lessen my anger and disappointment. Now take off those stupid cut offs and get across my lap this instant or... or I will have your father spank you when he gets home."

Now that was a serious threat. My father hadn't spanked me more than a dozen times my whole life, but each time was an unforgettable experience as he bent me over the back of a chair and laid into me with his old fraternity paddle. I generally couldn't sit comfortably for several days after one of those sessions. So, for the second time that day I removed my shorts and draped myself across a woman's lap.

I soon discovered that my mother wasn't as skilled as Mrs. Foster had been, and my position on her lap was very awkward and uncomfortable. However, my mother's anger was real, and she did not hesitate to bring that spoon down across my already bruised rear at least twenty times before she was satisfied. This new intrusion superimposed over the heavy pain I had so recently experienced was enough to send me into a near panic. Thus, by the time she was finished, I was blubbering like a baby, and promising to never leer at another woman again as long as I lived.

Her anger spent, my mother stopped, laid the spoon beside her and told me to get up and out of her sight for the rest of the day. I was only too happy to comply, as I had some serious nursing to do to even come close to easing the pain and humiliation I had just suffered at the hands of two older women I had loved and admired.

From then on, the incident was never brought up again by anyone. As it turned out, I never got the chance to go back to Mrs. Foster's house. At the end of the summer, Rick decided to forego his college plans and stay in Wyoming to help his father expand the souvenir business. I visited him a few times afterward, but am sorry to say that I have long since lost all contact with him.

Five years later, once Rick's youngest sister finished high school, I learned that Mrs. Foster went back to her village in Italy to retrace her roots and work on her painting. She never returned.

As for me, I went to college in another state, married my college sweetheart, and became a teacher. And through it all, I have always tried to be the gentleman that Mrs. Foster and my mother taught me to be on that awful day in June.


6. Scotty's First Time

A late October storm raged outside the Cape Crystal Fitness Center. The wind howled and cold rain pelted the windows like tiny pellets. Scott Rosenthal stood at one of these windows and watched nature do its worst. A sudden tap on the shoulder startled him and he whirled around to look directly into the gray eyes of a young man dressed in white shorts and Club Crystal polo shirt. "The storm's keeping everyone away," the young man declared. "The only ones here are the LFH. Once they leave, go ahead and close up for the day."

Scott turned back to the window. "The LFH, huh. Well, no problem, Jacob," he returned.

Jacob smiled at his cousin. "You know, Scotty, I'm glad you took me up on my offer. You're doing a good job."

"Thanks, Jacob. That means a lot to me."

Jacob patted Scott on the shoulder. "All right," he said. "I'm going to try to make my way home. Just make sure the ladies get out okay and that the club doesn't blow away."

"Sure, man," Scott said. In the window, he could see the reflection of his cousin, the assistant club manager, as he walked away. Scott felt good about being trusted, especially after spending the last two years in the state penitentiary for breaking and entering. In fact, he had spent nearly all of the last ten years either in trouble or dodging trouble. Some of this may have been because his parents were killed in a car crash when he was twelve and he was bounced from one foster home to another after that. Some of it may have been because he wasn't particularly intelligent. However, a lot of it may have been because he had large ears, a deformed nose, and crooked teeth that made him look almost like a mutant. Men made fun of him. Women turned away from him. This made him lonely and angry.

But at Cape Crystal, he had found a safe haven. The club paid him a livable wage and allowed him to use a small apartment on the second floor. In exchange, he cleaned the lobby and the locker rooms, washed the towels, and performed minor maintenance. Some of the club members even occasionally talked to him like he was a regular human being.

Some of the members were friendly toward him. But not the Ladies from Hell, as Jacob called them. The LFH was comprised of four single women in their thirties. Each was both strong and very attractive. Each was a very successful entrepreneur. And for years each had discouraged the amorous advances of just about every male who had tried to approach them. Now, they pretty much did as they pleased with little interference from either sex. Of course, none of them had ever spoken a word to Scott, and he more-or-less assumed that, for them, he didn't even exist and he never would.

And that was okay with him, except that he sometimes dreamed about sleeping with them, either individually or as a group. What man hasn't had that dream, he thought. The trouble was, though, that he had never slept with a woman, any woman. After twenty-six years of life, he was still a virgin. This wasn't due to lack of desire - quite the contrary. He'd just never got the chance. Some day, he always told himself - just be patient; there's a woman out there somewhere who will look past your appearance. In the meantime, there were the LFH and harmless fantasies.

A quick image of the foursome flashed through his mind: Esther, Lydia, Caroline, and Marisol. Their names were like music to him, and sometimes, when he was alone, he would whisper them over and over again. However, this time the image reminded him that they were somewhere in the building and he was responsible for ensuring that they were safe. He decided he better check on them.

First, he went to the weight room because that's where they usually were. But the room was empty, as was the racquetball court and the spinning and treadmill room. In fact, the entire building was deathly quiet. Only the storm raging outside provided any noise at all. They must be in the locker room, he finally decided after he had spotted their expensive SUVs in the parking lot. This would be a good time to clean up the men's locker room, pick up the towels, replace the soap and the toilet paper. Thus determined, Scott entered the men's locker room.

When he opened the utility closet, he heard faint voices. He couldn't make out what they were saying, but he knew the voices must have belonged to the LFH. It was then he remembered that both locker rooms shared the same utility closet and that there was another door in the women's locker room. Even with his rather limited intelligence, he realized that he could simply walk through the closet and look through the slats in the door to get a perfect view of the whole room beyond. With no one else in the entire building to question him, this was his chance to see his favorite women... maybe completely naked, if he was really lucky.

Scott hesitated for a few seconds, trying to consider the moral implications of what he was about to do. Then he heard the voices again, soft and sultry; he thought he heard water running too, and laughing. This was just too much for him to resist. Without looking back, he stepped into the closet and as stealthily as he could, crept to the other door, not more than ten feet away. When he reached it, he crouched down and peered through the slats. He was rewarded immediately.

He saw Marisol first, a thin dark-haired beauty of Latin descent. She was standing in the shower room with her back to him; the warm, soapy water was cascading down over the rounded globes of her perfect bottom. His eyes nearly bulged out of his head. He had never seen a naked woman before - at least not a live one standing only a few feet away from him. She was more incredibly beautiful than he had imagined. Next, he saw Caroline, a tall statuesque blonde. She was also naked and washing her shoulder length hair.

Standing just outside the shower room, but still within full view of the closet, were Esther and Lydia, their dark hair and their supple flesh still dripping with water. Scott almost lost his mind. The sight of four magnificent women - women he had dreamed about - completely naked and only a few feet away from him, made his penis rock hard instantly. It pressed against the front of his jeans and became so uncomfortable that he thought it was going to break. He tried to ignore it and enjoy the show; however, after a few seconds, it became totally unbearable.

Without thinking, he stood up, unbuttoned his jeans, and snaked his hand down to give his erection more room to twitch and throb. In the process, he bumped against the door. Immediately, the four women stopped talking and looked around. Scott realized what he had done and tried to stand as still as he could. For a moment, the air was thick with tension. He didn't move; he didn't dare breathe. He knew he should run but he was afraid he would make more noise in the process. Besides, he wasn't able to pull his eyes away from the scene.

"What was that noise?" Lydia asked, her gray eyes scanning.

"I don't know," Esther replied. "But it sounded like it came from behind that door." Instantly, all eyes were upon the door. Esther was the closest and took a few steps toward the door. "What does this door go to anyway? Does anyone know?"

"Probably some kind of utility closet," Caroline answered, emerging from the shower room, a thick white towel casually draped over her shoulder.

Scotty tried desperately to think while standing perfectly still. He tried to remember if he had locked the closet door when he'd finished cleaning the locker room last night. But he couldn't remember. In fact, he was becoming so nervous that he couldn't remember what he was doing an hour ago; he couldn't even remember his own name. All he could think about was the four naked women only a few feet away and how afraid he was that they would find him. He could feel himself begin to panic. He didn't like the feeling, but he couldn't control it.

Unconsciously, he started to lean toward the door. It was then that he lost his balance. He fell so hard against the door that it gave way and he stumbled out into the room, tripped over his own feet, and ended up sprawled out on the tile floor, not more than two feet away from the tan legs of Esther.

For a long moment, no one spoke. The four stunned women simply glared at the assistant maintenance man, lying nearly prone in a small puddle of water. Finally, Esther put her bare foot on his head. "What the hell do we have here?" she shouted.

Her three companions inched closer. "That's Scotty," Caroline declared. "You know, the guy that cleans up."

Esther increased the pressure from her foot. Scott felt like his head was caught in a vice. "Well, Scotty, what were you doing... spying on us? Are you some kind of pervert?" she asked, a twisted little smile forming on her face.

The confused and dazed young man dared to look up at her, then pulled his eyes away as soon as they connected with the carefully trimmed patch between her thighs. "No... I... I... was just... seeing if the room... was empty so I could clean up," he stammered.

All four women laughed indignantly at the obviously pathetic excuse. Lydia joined Esther and put her foot on the poor man's head also. "You were spying on us," she exclaimed. "And you got so excited you fell against the door. Isn't that right?"

Scotty tried to shake his head, but they were holding it down too tight. "No... I swear," he replied, extreme fear gripping his voice.

The women all looked at each other and smiled at the same time. No one made any attempt to cover up. "Your name's Scotty, isn't it?" Caroline asked. He nodded slowly. "Well, Scotty, we think you're lying. We've seen you watching us while we've been working out. And now you've got four beautiful women naked in the shower and the building's empty. Of course you're spying on us. You probably can't help yourself."

"Do you like what you see, Scotty?" Marisol questioned; her towel was only covering her hair.

Scott scanned the group quickly, scared to death to say anything, scared he would get another erection and that it would be obvious to the women. "Please... I... I... was just... please, ma'am... please don't tell Jacob about this... please."

"I suppose you want us just to forget the whole thing, forget that we caught you spying on us," Esther said.

"Please, ma'am... I... I didn't mean anything. It was an accident... I'm sorry," he pleaded.

Lydia shook her head. "You were spying on us while we were in the shower and it didn't mean anything to you? Now how is that supposed to make us feel?"

Scotty Rosenthal closed his eyes. He was completely out of his league and he knew it. He had no idea how to respond to Lydia's question. All he knew was that he didn't want Jacob to find out - he didn't want to lose his job or disappoint his cousin. Tears formed in his eyes as he opened them again. "Ma'am... I... I don't know what to say. I... I'm not smart enough to figure this out."

"Ah, but you were smart enough to figure out how to spy on us, weren't you?" Caroline taunted.

"Ma'am... please... I don't know what to do now... I'll do anything you say... just please don't tell Jacob." More tears rolled down his burning cheeks.

Once again, the Ladies from Hell looked at each other. "We really should report this," Marisol said. "This little pervert might have spied on other women."

"No... I swear it. I haven't been spying on anyone," Scott said, almost crying.

"He might be telling the truth," Esther said. "Look how scared he is."

"Maybe," Caroline agreed. "But he still deserves to be punished for spying on us."

"What do you say, boy," Lydia said, glaring at him with her dark eyes dancing. "Do you deserve to be punished?"

Scott looked up, his eyes wet and wide. He was still scared, but the sight of so much bare female flesh standing over him was so overpowering as to be nearly disorienting. Part of him wanted this ordeal to be over, while another part of him wanted it to go on. Still, either way, he definitely didn't want his cousin to find out anything about this incident. He squirmed under the pressure of the two feet pressed against his scalp. "Uh... maybe... I guess so," he mumbled.

"What do you think, ladies?" Lydia asked.

"I say we strip him naked and take turns spanking him," Caroline replied.

"That is a wonderful idea," Esther said. "I haven't spanked a man for three years - ever since I got rid of my no-good husband."

"I don't know," Marisol interjected. "Is that not a bit tame for what he did? How do you propose to spank him?"

"There's only one way to spank a man like this," Esther answered. "And that's to put him over your knee and whack him with a big hairbrush until he's crying his eyes out and begging for forgiveness."

The other three women laughed knowingly. "What do you say, boy? Do we spank you as hard as we want or do we tell Mr. Rosenthal about your spying on us?" Lydia questioned.

This question did nothing to still his fear or his confusion. As a boy growing up in foster homes, he had been spanked a few times. He hadn't liked it, of course, but it hadn't done him any irreparable harm. He began to grow a little excited and even hopeful. "You... you won't tell Jacob?" he murmured.

Lydia smiled. "No, I think we can keep this just between us," she said. "Okay with you, ladies?" Her three companions nodded. "Let's let him up." She and Esther lifted their bare feet from his head. "Okay, boy... get up and take your clothes off. Let's see what kind of a man you are."

Scotty squirmed and finally rose to his knees. The four women were standing around him, staring. They were all still naked. Suddenly, he felt a swift kick to his posterior. "On your feet, boy," Esther ordered.

He squirmed again and struggled to keep himself from falling over. He took a deep breath and pushed himself up. At last he was on his feet and only a foot or so away from Lydia's lush, firm breasts. He staggered backward until his spine brushed up against Caroline's full breasts. He nearly fainted with excitement. "Take your clothes off, Scotty," Lydia ordered.

He tried to gather himself together. "Yes, ma'am," he said. Quickly, he pulled off his white T-shirt, exposing a thin but muscular chest, the result of many hours spent in the prison weight room.

The women looked at him as though he were a bull they were considering buying. "Now the rest of it," Esther commanded. Reluctantly, Scotty nodded and kicked off his dirty sneakers and socks. He hesitated as he looked down at his jeans. Lydia snapped her fingers to get his attention. "Right now, boy. We all want to get home some time tonight."

He blushed a deep red as he put his hand on his belt and realized that he had another monumental erection. Still, this had gone too far for him to back out now. Like a man condemned, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his work jeans. Then he peeled them down along with his white briefs. His twitching penis was now on full display. Esther reached over and touched it. "Not bad, sport," she declared. "What do you think, ladies? The boy may have some potential." Her three companions nodded.

"Marisol, go get your big hairbrush," Lydia suggested. "Who wants to go first?"

Esther raised her hand like a giddy schoolgirl. She grabbed Scott's manhood and pulled him toward a straight-back chair near the lockers. "This should do nicely," she declared as she sat down. Once she was comfortable with her feet spread apart on the floor and her trimmed bush winking upward, she pointed to her naked lap. "All right, Scotty, get across my lap and prepare to take what's coming to you."

The highly agitated young man did as he was told, landing with a thud, his hands and feet extended and raking across the tile that he himself had buffed only a week ago. Somehow his penis got wedged between her thighs. It felt exquisite and he thought for a second that he might come right there. "Esther, you better get his dick out from between your legs," Caroline said suddenly, as if she could read his simple mind. "We may want to use that dick later."

"All right," Esther said, spreading her legs even more and pushing his body out toward her knees. "But, I have to admit, that did feel pretty good." Just then, Marisol handed her a large, wooden, flat back hairbrush. She gripped it tightly with her right hand while studying it with her eyes. "This is much better than mine, Marisol," she exclaimed. "Did you ever use it... for anything other than your hair, of course?"

Marisol shook her head. "I never thought of it as anything but a hairbrush," she said.

"Pity," Esther said. "Now watch and learn." She raised the brush high over her head, snapped her wrist, and brought the brush down with a flourish, impacting Scott's trembling right cheek with a loud whack. He flinched and writhed involuntarily. With her free hand, she secured his right wrist behind his back. "Hold still and get it all, boy," she ordered and punctuated this with a barrage of swats that took his breath away. With what little air he had left, he groaned. Esther just laughed and spanked him again, this time even harder. Tears flooded his eyes.

Lydia tapped Esther on the shoulder just as the latter was dropping the hairbrush for the twenty-fifth time. "Hey, save some for me," she said.

Esther stopped the spanking. "Sure," she said. "But I was just getting warmed up." With her knees, she pushed Scott off her lap. He landed in a pathetic heap, his bottom already the color of fire. Esther then stood up and stepped away from the chair. "All yours, Lydia," she said, pointing to Scott.

Lydia licked her lips and sat down. "Come here, boy," she commanded.

Scott gazed up at her from his position on the floor. She looked larger than she did a few minutes ago, larger than any woman he had before seen. He wasn't sure he could take any more spanking and was now thinking that he might be better off taking his chances with his cousin.

Esther kicked at him impatiently with her bare feet. "Get up, Scotty. You're not done yet." He nodded and struggled to his feet.

In an instant, Lydia had him across her bare lap, being sure that his overactive penis didn't stray where it wasn't invited. Although she wasn't as proficient as Esther, she learned fast and within a minute had the miserable young man reduced to a slobbering wreck. "This is kind of fun," she proclaimed as she bounced the brush off his bottom for the thirtieth time. "But I'll yield if anyone else wants to take a few whacks at this naughty pervert."

Caroline stepped over to the chair immediately. "I don't think he's been nearly punished enough," she said, snatching the brush from Lydia's hand. "Let me have him for a minute and I'll make him really feel it."

Upon hearing this, Scott burst into hot tears. "Oh god, please," he shouted. "I've had enough... please."

Caroline yanked his head up by his long hair. "I'll tell you when you've had enough, boy," she said. And she didn't wait for Lydia to get up; she simply knelt down and spanked him while he lay helpless across Lydia's lap. Tears poured from his eyes as the pain screamed through his body. As relentless as a tigress hunting gazelles, Caroline raised and lowered the terrible brush, staining his bottom deep purple. Her eyes wore a demonic glow.

Scotty squirmed and bucked across Lydia's bare flesh, causing her to tighten her grip on his arm. "He's a strong one," she declared. "Hurry up, Caroline, before I lose him."

However, before Caroline could respond, Marisol, who had been standing nearby, moved over and slapped him on the back of the head with a surprisingly powerful right hand. "Settle down, boy," she ordered. "Or it will be much worse when I get my turn."

Scotty tried to shake off the pain but it was hopeless. He was close to breaking completely. "Please... please... I... can't help it. Please... stop."

Marisol lifted his sweating head by the hair, eliciting a shriek of agony. She peered into his glassy eyes. "You are one sorry excuse for a man," she exclaimed. "A real man would think it was a privilege to take pain just to be with four beautiful, naked women." With a sigh, she released her grip on his hair and his head fell immediately. He shrieked again. The Latin beauty shook her head. "Give me the brush, Caroline," she said. "Let's finish him off." Reluctantly, Caroline yielded the hairbrush to her companion and stepped back. Marisol gripped it with her left hand and went to work, bouncing the heavy wood off his bottom at a torrid pace. "If you will not be a man, then cry like a little boy," she ordered.

Scotty Rosenthal wasted little time in accommodating her request. With pain reeling madly from one end of his body to the other, he had reached his limit - pride, dignity, honor, courage; all the qualities of masculinity completely lost their meaning for him. Everything was irrelevant but the misery. "Oh, god... please..." he extolled. Then he stopped as his mouth could no longer form words. All he could do was sob, great rivers of tears rolling down his cheeks. He was totally broken.

Lydia grasped Marisol's wrist just as the latter was about to strike again. "I think he's had enough," she said.

Marisol glared at Lydia for an instant, then smiled. "Yes... you are right," she returned, relaxing her grip on the brush. "What do we do with him now?"

"That thing between his legs looked pretty impressive," Esther said. "Maybe we should see what he can do with it."

"Does anyone have a condom?" Caroline asked.

"I think I do," Esther replied. Her three companions gazed wonderingly at her. She shrugged her shoulders. "Well, you never know," she said.

"Well, what about it, Scotty. Can you accommodate all four of us?" Lydia asked.

Scotty dared to look up at her through eyes glazed with tears. "I... I don't know," he answered meekly.

"What do you mean you don't know," Lydia echoed incredulously. "That's a pretty stupid answer." In a huff, she raised her knees and dumped him onto the floor. "Try again."

He gathered himself together. "I... I... The truth is I've never... never... had a woman before."

Lydia's eyes bulged and her companions laughed. "Oh, god... you're not gay, are you? I mean, you were spying on us. You do like women, don't you?"

"Yes, ma'am. I guess no woman has ever liked me," he replied.

"Well, that's kind of sad," Caroline said. "I mean, you're obviously not an attractive man, but there has to be some poor woman out there who'd like a taste of that big dick of yours."

"Maybe we could teach him," Esther suggested. "He's not that bad looking and he does have that rather impressive tool."

Lydia regarded Scotty's now limp penis for a few seconds. "I guess nature has a way of balancing things out," she said.

Esther stuck her foot in his wet face. "Well, boy, do you think you could learn how to pleasure a woman, to do exactly what we tell you to do?"

Scotty looked around at the four naked women. Each had taken a turn hurting him badly, but he thought he loved them anyway. He was a broken man, and they had broken him. He would have walked through fire if they told him to. "Yes, ma'am," he said submissively.

Lydia clapped her hands with delight. "Okay. Esther, go get your condoms." Then she scanned the locker room until her eyes came to rest on the long, cloth sofa. "I have an idea. Let's sit side by side on the sofa and have Scotty give us each a tongue bath. I don't think he's quite ready for intercourse. Just look at him. He'll come within seconds."

Her idea was greeted by three eager head nods, and within thirty seconds all four of the infamous Ladies from Hell were sitting on the sofa, their moist and inviting crotches perched on the edge. When they were settled, each with her legs widely spread, Caroline snapped her fingers. "Scotty, crawl over here. Stick your head between our legs and lick our pussies with your tongue until we tell you to stop." At first, the still stunned and hurting young man didn't move. Caroline snapped her fingers again. "Come over here, boy, and get started... that is unless you want another spanking."

This threat got his attention. He raised himself to his hands and knees and crawled over to the sofa as fast as he could. His penis was beginning to twitch again. One by one, he accommodated each woman, his tongue washing the inside of each vagina and flicking the sensitive edge of each clitoris. Every time he slowed down or licked the wrong spot, he would receive a hard slap to his bruised bottom. He learned quickly. In less than fifteen minutes, all four of his tormentors were writhing and moaning with pleasure. Each came more than once.

When they were all recovered, they looked down and smiled at Scotty, resting on the floor, waiting for the next instructions. "Well, that was pretty damn good," Lydia exclaimed, her fingers examining her sopping wet vagina.

"Better than we could have hoped for," Esther agreed.

"What about him?" Caroline asked. "We can't just leave him like that."

"I really don't think he can handle more than one of us," Lydia said. "The question is, who wants him?"

The women all looked once again at Scotty, then they looked at each other. "I'll take him," Marisol said after a few seconds. "As long as he wears a condom and I get to be on top."

Her three companions nodded their agreement and stood up. Marisol touched the young man with her toes. "Scotty, I want you to put on the condom that Esther is giving you. Then sit down on the sofa. I will do the rest. Do you understand?" She talked to him as though he was a little boy.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied. He took the rolled up condom from Esther and wrapped it around his penis, just like he'd seen men do in the porno movies he had watched. He felt a little of his pride returning. He stood up and deposited himself on the sofa. The cloth cut into his wounded bottom but he managed the pain.

Marisol gazed at him for a moment, then straddled him. Slowly, she lowered herself onto his penis until it began to worm its way inside her. She put one hand on his face and the other on her clitoris. "Now, don't move," she ordered.

Scotty wanted to move; he wanted to scream; her vagina around his manhood felt better than anything he had ever experienced, especially when she began to sway and move her bottom up and down, all the while moaning like a crazy woman. He tried his best to hold back, to not let himself come. But it was hopeless, and in less than a minute, he had filled the condom completely.

Marisol slapped him in the face as hard as she could. "I didn't give you permission to come," she yelled. But then her eyes rolled back in her head and she screamed as a gigantic orgasm ripped through her. When her breathing had recovered, she leaned over and kissed the part his face she had slapped. She smiled sweetly as she disengaged from him and stood up, staggering slightly. "Not bad for your first time," she declared.

"Time to get dressed and go home, ladies," Esther said, turning toward the lockers.

Ten minutes later, the four women who had been dubbed the Ladies from Hell by the predominantly male management of the Cape Crystal Fitness Center were dressed and ready to leave. Scotty was still sitting on the sofa, his flaccid penis still encased within the condom. Each blew him a kiss as they approached the door. "Please feel free to spy on us any time you want," Caroline said, smiling. "You already know what the penalty will be and that we don't mind giving it to you."

Scotty Rosenthal knew very well what the penalty for spying would be. His bottom was dark red and swollen but he didn't feel any pain. He glanced down at his penis. He was no longer a virgin. He would be spying on the LFH again, just as soon as he possibly could. And he would make sure that they caught him.


7. The Hapless Repairman

For Douglas Ferndale, the day started out bad and just got progressively worse. First, the old alarm clock next to his bed, the only thing his girlfriend left behind when she walked out on him, didn't go off. Then, after he finally did wake up and scrambled like a madman to get ready for work, he realized that he still needed to put gas in his old pickup truck. Thus, by the time he actually reported for duty at the main office of Belknap Appliance Repair, he was nearly as frustrated and angry as his supervisor, Marion Belknap. She wanted to fire him on the spot; and she probably would have except that on that particular day, she needed him more than she cared to admit.

She already had one repairman out on disability, and she had seven service calls scheduled for that morning alone.

"All right, Doug," the middle-aged, hard-faced woman said, "I won't fire you this time, but you have to work until you have made all the service calls on your routing sheet, even if it takes you until midnight... and I'm not paying you any overtime."

Douglas scowled but didn't complain as he took the clipboard that held the routing sheet - he knew better than to press his luck challenging the authority of the owner's wife. Besides, because he was relatively new, it still took him longer than the other repairmen to complete his service rounds. This wasn't because he didn't know how to analyze and fix the washing machines, dryers, and other appliances to which he was assigned. It was more that he was curious about the people whose homes he was entering. He would look at their laundry and wonder what kind of lives they led. He was caught more than once examining articles of women's clothing and had to do some fast talking to keep from getting reported.

Surprisingly, he was able to move fairly quickly through the first several service calls: replace a worn out belt on a washing machine, clean the vent on a dryer, tune the cooling motor on an old freezer, pronounce 'dead' a thirty-year-old Maytag refrigerator. He actually toyed with the idea of stopping for lunch, but then decided to make one more call before taking a break. The home was in a quiet, affluent neighborhood, and the call was to check an industrial Whirlpool washing machine that was not cycling properly.

Douglas was awed as soon as he pulled into the winding driveway. At the end of the drive was a large colonial-style house with a wraparound front porch and a third floor. It was obviously very well cared for. He parked the company van in front of the house, slid out from behind the driver's seat, and approached the double front door. He couldn't wait to see the inside. He was already curious to see the people who lived here.

"What do you want?" came a gruff woman's voice from inside in response to the doorbell.

"I'm from Belknap Appliance Repair, ma'am," he replied through the door.

The door opened a crack and he could barely make out a rather large but muscular woman in her mid-thirties. She had long, black hair, and seemed to be wearing only a black, silk robe.

"Why are you here?" she asked after scanning him.

Douglas tried to suppress a shudder. He suddenly thought that perhaps the morning had, after all, gone too well. Now it was back to reality.

"Service call, ma'am," he said, trying to avoid her piercing dark eyes. He consulted his routing sheet. "I was told you were having problems with your washer."

The woman looked at him again, then glanced over her shoulder. "Carmella," she called, "there's some service guy here from Belknap. Did you call him?"

For a long moment there was only silence. Then the door opened a little wider and another woman, about the same size and age as the first but perhaps a bit more attractive, appeared. She was wearing a black leather halter and miniskirt.

"I thought you guys were supposed to call first before you came out," she said.

Douglas blinked twice. His preference was bigger women, and here standing before him were two that were impossible to ignore. Plus, there was something else about them he couldn't quite pinpoint. It was an air of authority, of quiet superiority that captured his attention and wouldn't let it go.

"Sometimes we do, if we're way behind. However, I believe you were informed that you should expect a service call sometime between 11:30 and 2:30. It is now almost one o'clock. I've been running a bit behind all day. I... I apologize for any inconvenience."

The two women glared at him. "Well, Carmella, what do you think?" the first woman asked.

Carmella thought for a few seconds, all the while keeping her deep blue eyes firmly upon the repairman. "Well, the washer is acting up and I did call for service," she said at last. "He seems harmless enough." Then she gave her companion a slight, nearly imperceptible wink.

The first woman winked back and opened the door. "All right," she said to Douglas. "I'll show you where the washer is but try not to... touch anything."

She stepped aside and the repairman entered cautiously. The inside of the house was very ornate, decorated primarily in French provincial. Paintings of nude women, done in the renaissance Flemish style, adorned the white and gold walls of the long corridor.

"This way," the woman said wearily, pointing toward a door near the end of the corridor.

Douglas quickened his pace to keep up with her. Carmella, he noted, closed the front door and veered off into a side room.

When they reached the end of the corridor, the woman in the black silk robe opened the door, flicked a light switch, and beckoned to Douglas.

"The washer is down there," she said, pointing to a set of stairs. "Carmella says that it is not cycling properly. We are... engaged at the moment and one of us will check on your progress shortly."

Douglas peered down the steps into the semi-darkness of an old basement. He started down the stairs and the door went closed behind him. He was alone. When he reached the bottom, his attention was immediately drawn to a large workbench along one wall. Upon the bench were tools for working leather and wood. On a table next to the bench were large strips of wood that looked like unfinished paddles. Next to that was what appeared to be a large bookcase filled with old books with titles in Italian and French.

"What the hell are these women into?" he asked himself as he passed by the bench. Along a far wall, about twenty feet from the bench, he could see the washer. It was a fairly old industrial size Whirlpool. Scattered around the machine were neat piles of clothing that upon closer examination turned out to be mostly women's lingerie: panties, bras, slips, and even a few corsets and robes. In another pile were black satin bed sheets and pillowcases.

Realizing that he was flirting with trouble, he tried to focus on the large, old washing machine. Quickly, he spun the selector dial, testing the different cycles. The machine sputtered and coughed through the wash and rinse cycles, skipping the spin cycle altogether. He smiled as he understood that this was a relatively easy problem to fix if he had the right switch in his truck.               He turned to move toward the steps; however, at that moment, he was startled by what sounded like a woman's muffled scream, following the sound of something hard striking something soft. The sound seemed to be coming from the other side of the basement wall. He cocked his head to listen, then realized what he was doing.

"This is none of your business, Ferndale," he told himself. "Pay attention to what you're doing before you get into trouble." He heard himself say it; he repeated it for emphasis.

However, a minute later, he heard the scream again and was intrigued. He tried to turn back to the washer, but never made it as he caught sight of several pairs of black satin panties in one of the clothes piles. They seemed to call to him, and he listened. Within a few seconds, he was kneeling in front of the pile, fondling the various articles of soiled lingerie, sometimes holding them up to his nose.

"Mr. Repairman, if you're so curious, why don't you join us." It was the voice of the first woman, and she seemed to be right behind him.

Douglas wheeled so fast that he nearly fell over. She was right behind him, still wearing the black, silk robe. She was flashing him an evil smile; her face was moist with sweat.

"I... I... was just seeing what kind of clothes you were washing... to... help me figure out what the problem is," he stammered.

She laughed, but her dark eyes sparkled with contempt. "Well, you can think pretty fast," she said. "But that's one of the lamest excuses I've heard in a long time. Did you find what's wrong with our washer?"

Douglas stood up so fast that he suddenly felt light headed. "Ye-yes, ma'am," he replied once his head cleared a little. "You need a new selector switch. I was just going to see if I had one in the truck." He looked at her again and suddenly wondered how she had snuck up behind him without him hearing her. A quick glance around the basement suggested the answer: the bookcase was pulled out away from the wall and he could see a light coming from behind it.

She laughed again. It was not a pleasant laugh, and he wasn't sure that he liked the sound of it.

"Well, Mr. Repairman, perhaps you're smarter than you look. But are you brave enough to satisfy your curiosity? You want to know what all this is about, don't you?"

Actually, he was dying to find out, but he didn't want her to know that. "I... I think... I should just fix your washer. I... have a lot more calls to make today."

Her smile became more strained. "No," she said, boring a hole through him with her eyes. "I think you're going to come with me right now and let's see what's in the other room. Otherwise, I will call your supervisor and tell him that I caught you stealing money and spying on me. What do you think of that?"

Douglas's face paled. His curiosity was fading quickly. "Please... I don't want any trouble. I'm sorry if I appeared... well... you know... improper. Let me just fix your washer... please... I can be done in less than a half hour. I won't even charge you for the time."

"Mister, you must really be afraid of your supervisor... or of me. But I don't think I'm going to let you off this time." She took a couple of steps toward him, reached over, and grabbed his ear. "Let's go see what's in the other room, shall we?"

He cried out in pain as she pulled him toward the opening beyond the bookcase. He gasped with awe as soon as they cleared the door and he was pushed into the middle of a large, well-lit room. Along one wall were two naked women tied to x-frames. Their bottoms were stained dark red. Another naked young woman was suspended from the ceiling; her legs were bound together with nylon rope. Her bottom was a maze of welts from what was obviously a very recent whipping. Sitting in a corner of the room was Carmella. She was holding a short leather whip. She smiled when she saw her companion and the repairman.

"What's your name, repairman?" she asked.

Douglas glanced nervously around the room. The three naked women were very subdued. Behind him, the first woman closed the door to the entrance that led into the other room. He began to feel real fear. He wanted to run; but he could see no other way out than the door behind the bookcase.

"Dou-Douglas," he replied.

Carmella frowned. "Well, Dou-Douglas, you were caught being curious. In this house, you must pay a price for that kind of mistake - right, Ivetta?"

The woman in the black robe came up behind the repairman and gripped his ear again. "A rather high price, Carmella," she answered. With her free hand, she deftly unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and lowered his zipper. The other woman joined her companion on his other side.

"Wha...what are you doing?" Douglas asked in a trembling voice. By now, he was thinking that it might have been better if he really had been fired this morning.

Carmella gripped his arm like a vice, and the two women, working together, moved him toward a long table in the center of the room. "As punishment for your curiosity - and because we want to and just like doing it - we're going to strip off your pants, tie you face down over the table, and beat your butt with a leather paddle," she said as casually as if she were describing a game sequence.

Fighting through the pain in his ear and his arm, Douglas became indignant. "What the fuck! You bitches are fuckin' crazy. I don't have to put up with this..."

But he never got the chance to finish what he was saying as all of a sudden a sharp pain ripped into his thigh. Carmella had struck him hard across the mouth. "No one talks to me like that," she exclaimed, her eyes blazing with rage. "Not in my own house, and especially not some stupid jerkoff like you." She slapped him again, hard. She waited for him to recover his senses. "Now, pig," she continued, once he seemed able to understand again, "we were just kind of kidding before, but now it's for real." She nodded to her companion and the two women yanked his jeans and briefs down to his ankles; he blushed in spite of himself, but resisted the temptation to say anything.

Ivetta tightened her grip on his ear; he squealed in pain. She smirked. "Okay, repair fool, you can either get up on the table yourself, or we can help you. Of course, if we have to help you, it'll go much harder on you."

The trio, with the repairman in the middle trying to keep from tripping over his pants, stopped in front of a long narrow table made of wood. There were leather straps at each of the four corners and a thick cushion in the middle.

Douglas glanced nervously around the room. The two women bound to the x-frames appeared to be asleep while the woman suspended from the ceiling was daring to raise her head in response to the activity going on not more than ten feet away from her. He looked at each of his tormentors.

Not more than an hour ago, he was concerned mostly about finishing his rounds sometime before the good television shows started in the evening. Now he was practically being kidnapped to be used for their obviously perverted pleasure. The part of him that was still capable of reason urged him to fight - after all, they were only two women. However, there was a part of him that realized that these women were both strong and determined, and that he would probably lose such a fight and be humiliated as well as subjugated. Further, there was another part of him - the visceral part - that was growing a little excited by what was happening. He had tried to deny it, to reject it for most of his life; however, now, as he was living through a recurring dream come to life, he began to understand that he really was attracted to strong, dominant women.

Another sudden slap brought him back to reality. "What's it going to be, boy?" Carmella asked, peering into his eyes.

Douglas instinctively looked down at the floor and sheepishly nodded his head. Drops of sweat rolled down his cheeks. As if in a trance, he stripped off his worn athletic shoes, stepped out of his jeans and briefs, and climbed up on the table. He stretched his body over the length, allowing the cushion to elevate his middle. Immediately, the two women secured his hands and feet with the binding straps. He closed his eyes, trying to convince himself that this really was a dream, that he would blow his load like always and wake up frustrated.

But it wasn't a dream. He knew that when he heard Ivetta's voice.

"Dou-Douglas, open your eyes," she commanded. "We want to show you something."

Slowly, he cracked open his eyelids. Immediately in front of him were both Carmella and Ivetta. The two big women had stripped off their robes and were now totally naked. They stood so close to him that he could see the dark curl of their pubic hair covering the glistening pink flesh underneath. He could even smell them. In spite of his anxiety, he could feel his penis swell beneath him; it was uncomfortable against the hard table.

Carmella was holding a long, thick leather paddle. It looked well-used. "Okay, Dou-Douglas, watch this," she said. She gripped the paddle tightly in her right hand and moved over to the young woman suspended from the ceiling. "Rosita has been bad," she declared. "Haven't you, Rosita?"

Rosita's eyes widened a little. "Yes, mistress," she replied in a near whisper.

Carmella smiled. "And how have you been bad, Rosita?" she asked.

Small beads of sweat formed on Rosita's reddening face. "I... watched you with the boy," she answered.

"The penalty for that indiscretion will be five strokes with the paddle. What do you think of that?"

"I am yours to do with as you see fit, mistress," Rosita said, lowering her head again.

Carmella turned back to Douglas. "Did you hear that? Soon you will be saying that too."

Douglas thought about that for a few seconds. Would he submit to this woman and like it, he wondered. Hell, he had already submitted; the only question remaining was how much he was going to like it, if at all. While he trained his half-open eyes upon the naked young woman with her hands secured high over her head, Carmella cocked the paddle and administered, in rapid succession, five very hard strokes. Rosita suppressed a scream through clenched teeth; her breath came in short, rapid gasps. Her whole body swung around from the impact.

When her body stopped revolving, Rosita dropped her head. "Thank you, mistress," she said.

Carmella smiled again and crossed back over to stand beside the table. "That's how it works, boy," she said. "And now it's your turn." Before the repairman had a chance to respond, she swung the paddle, landing a very solid blow across the center of his elevated buttocks. The pain was sharp and spread like an electric current throughout his entire body. The rifle-shot sound echoed through the basement room like a pinball. He groaned and strained against the restraints. She emitted a low, evil laugh. "Just the beginning, boy, just the beginning."

The next stroke followed immediately and landed just below the first. Although he would not have thought it possible, it was harder than its predecessor. He tried to think: how long would this last, how hard would the next one be, could he get through this without crying or begging? But he couldn't think as his brain was jarred by a series of quick, sharp strikes - three, four, five, six... one right after the other, allowing the pain to escalate until small tears filled his eyes.               Unconsciously, he started to move his bottom up and down on the cushion. To a bystander, it almost appeared as though he were dry humping the table. Although he couldn't see her, he could hear Ivetta laugh.

"I think he's trying to fuck the table," she noted contemptuously. "What a loser."

Through the heavy curtain of his pain, Douglas registered the remark and tried to control his motion. His face was now thoroughly flushed and sweating. He wasn't sure what emotion he was experiencing, but it wasn't pleasure - at least not the kind he was used to. And still the paddling continued. Through eyes thick with tears, he glanced at Rosita. Her head was still drooped low. He understood - she had been paddled once just for taking a quick, discreet look at him. She wasn't going to risk it again - not with the way her bottom looked after only five strokes. Then, as the fortieth, then the forty-first, then the forty-second stroke slammed into his seething rear, the beautiful young woman just disappeared as his world was reduced to only the pain he was experiencing. Everything else faded from existence.

"I... I'm sorry," he declared loudly just as the paddle graced him for the fiftieth time.

"Why?" Carmella asked, immediately after landing the paddle again.

He thought for a moment. Why was he sorry? What was he sorry for? He honestly didn't know; all he knew was that he was sorry for something - perhaps just for being born.

When he didn't answer right away, Carmella struck him five more times. Then, mercifully, she stopped.

"Dou-Douglas, perhaps you really don't know why you're sorry," she allowed in a gentle voice. "But we know, and that's all that matters."

An instant later, he felt four hands on the bruised and burning flesh that used to be his bottom. Slowly, they worked to massage away the pain. To his great surprise, his penis once more swelled to its full potential.

Ivetta laughed as she saw him squirm. "It looks like our boy has a problem," she said. "What do you think we ought to do about it?"

Carmella released the restraints on his hands, while Ivetta did the same for his feet. Carmella lifted up his head by his hair; he squealed with the sudden pain. "In this room are three worthless sluts who still feel that they need to be fucked by a man, in spite of our best efforts - and theirs - to modify this behavior. Get off the table."

Slowly, like a man waking from a dream, Douglas slid his legs over the edge of the table. When they touched the cold linoleum, he put his full weight on them; his knees buckled slightly but held. He actually managed a small smile as he derived no little satisfaction at having accomplished this simple task. How things had changed in an hour and a half. Suddenly, his head jerked up as Carmella grabbed his hair again.

"Okay, boy, pick out one of these sluts and give us a show," she commanded.

Douglas massaged his recently bound wrists. He looked down and saw that his penis was still sticking straight out, seeming to seek and point like a throbbing divining rod. He glanced around the room, his tired eyes resting momentarily on each of the five naked women. Part of him just wanted to get dressed and leave - after all, he still had three more stops to make. However, he hadn't plunged his manhood into a woman since his girlfriend left three months ago. His need for relief hadn't reached critical yet, but he was getting close. He felt a little like a rutting buck, about to blindly cross a busy freeway in search of a doe. The risk was so great for such a small reward, but he just had to take it.

His eyes scanned the room again, finally stopping on Carmella. It was her, he realized, or Ivetta; he didn't particularly care. The other three women, submissively keeping their eyes closed, paled in comparison to these two big beauties. Recognizing his intent, Carmella raised the leather paddle and slammed it hard across his bottom. The swollen flesh jiggled with the impact. The pain jolted him back to reality, and he yelped like a wounded puppy. She waggled her index finger at him.

"I don't think so, boy," she said.

With his eyes now wide open, he looked at Rosita. She was beautiful, he thought, and he couldn't help be attracted to her. If he had to do this, it might as well be her. The other two women were little more than blurs against the wall anyway.

"Rosita," he mumbled.

Ivetta clapped her hands with delight. "We thought you might go for her," she exclaimed. The big woman walked over to Rosita, cupped her hands under the young woman's small chin, and used it to hold up her head. "What do you think, Rosita?" she asked rhetorically. "Probably not the best endowed, in my opinion, but overall not bad for a man. Definitely, the best you're going to get today."

Rosita raised her eyes slightly and casually regarded the repairman. She nodded and cast her eyes back to the floor. Ivetta reached up and released Rosita's hands. The young woman slumped to the floor. Ivetta helped her to her feet.

"Rosita, lean across the table and spread your legs," she ordered. As though she had jelly in her legs instead of muscle and bone, Rosita shuffled over to the table and stretched her lean body over the width of the table, letting her smooth hands dangle over the opposite side, pressing her small breasts into the wood.

Carmella gave Douglas a gentle pat on his rear with her hand. "There she is, boy, go get her."

Following his penis, Douglas moved up behind Rosita, her glistening folds beckoning to him like a box of newly minted gold coins. However, before he could act on his impulse, Ivetta held out an arm to stop him.

"Hold it, there, bub," she said. "Shouldn't he be wearing protection?"

Her companion nodded. "You're right," she said. "We certainly don't want to be responsible for bringing more like him into the world." Then she looked at the repairman. "Well, Dou-Douglas, what about it? Do you have any condoms with you?"

He actually thought for a second. "No," he whispered hoarsely.

Carmella shook her head. "Too bad," she said. "I guess you'll just have to get some and come back later."

This got his complete attention. Now he would have to make a decision. Would he actually come back to this house with its five crazy women? Probably, he thought as he watched his penis begin to droop. He looked once more at Rosita, spread submissively before him, the dark red paddle marks so clearly visible on her taut bottom. He thought of the dull pain in his own backside. To come back would be to risk more of that, and he knew it. Suddenly he felt Carmella's hand on his shoulder; it felt good.

"Get dressed, boy," she said, massaging his aching trapezius muscle. "Get your work finished and come back tonight. You still have our washer to repair."

He glanced at his watch; it was nearly three o'clock. If he made a couple of phone calls, he still had time to finish his rounds. With that in mind, he turned, retrieved his pants and shoes, and was dressed in less than five minutes. Carmella and Ivetta, occupying his flanks, urged him toward the door by the bookcase. He glimpsed quickly over his shoulder. Rosita was still bent over the table, her legs spread and her womanhood open and beckoning.

"Get out of here, repairman," Ivetta said, pushing him through the door. "But come back tonight. Bring some condoms and a new selector switch for our washing machine. You can show yourself out... we have things to do in here."

Then the door went shut behind him, and he was once more alone in the other part of the basement. What just happened, he asked himself as he ascended the steps. He didn't know for sure. What he did know, as the mid-afternoon sun hit him squarely in the face, was that in less than two hours his life had been transformed and that he would most definitely be back tonight.


8. To Catch a Panty Thief

For the second time that evening, Jill Tillingham opened her lingerie drawer and rifled through her extensive collection of designer bras and panties. Not finding what she was searching for, she slammed the drawer back into place. Then she got down on the floor and examined the space under her bed. Eventually, she looked behind every piece of furniture in her small bedroom.

Still not satisfied, she went into the bathroom and dug through the dirty clothes in the hamper until she reached the bottom. Again, she came away empty. With a mixture of confusion and frustration clouding her blue eyes, she moved into the hallway of the two bedroom third floor apartment she shared with her former college roommate in an old, but well kept up Brownstone.

"Bethany," she called. "Have you seen my light blue silk panties - you know, the ones that are French cut?"

At first, there was no answer. Then, suddenly, Bethany James appeared from the kitchen. She was dressed in short pajamas and was carrying a glass of white wine. She looked at Jill and gave her a half-smile. "Why do you think I would have seen your underwear?" she asked in mock disgust.

Jill frowned at her roommate. "Didn't you do the laundry last time?" Bethany nodded. "Then I thought you might have gotten some of my stuff mixed in with yours."

Bethany laughed. "Excuse me for saying this, honey, but you're just a little bigger than I am... and your taste in underwear is, shall we say, radically different from mine."

Now Jill scowled. This kind of good natured verbal sparring had been a steady feature of their nearly ten year association, and neither was ever really offended by it. However, tonight, Jill was running out of patience as she was trying to assemble her outfit for work the next day.

The exasperation must have shown in Jill's eyes because Bethany lowered her guard and softened her stance a little. "Are you missing some panties?" she asked after a brief pause.

"Yes," Jill answered quickly. "The light blue pair - my favorite... I really wanted to wear them tomorrow because I have a big presentation to do in the morning."

Bethany rolled her eyes. "You and your panties," she said sarcastically.

Jill's eyes flashed a little in anger. "This is important, Beth," she declared. "Have you seen them or not?"

Jill smiled again. "Okay, okay, I'm sorry," she returned. "But I haven't seen them - when did you wear them last?" she asked. Knowing her roommate, Bethany was very confident that Jill would be able to answer that question.

"Last Wednesday," Jill replied, without any hesitation.

"I did the laundry yesterday... are you sure you put them with the dirty clothes?" Bethany inquired. Jill nodded vigorously. "I honestly don't remember seeing them with the other clothes when I put them in the washer," she continued. Jill looked very disappointed.

Bethany thought for a minute. "You know, come to think of it," she said after the long pause, "I think I'm missing a couple of pairs of panties too... Stacey was doing her laundry when I came downstairs. Maybe some of our stuff got mixed in with hers."

Jill brightened a little. "That must be it," she exclaimed. "Let's go ask her."

Bethany quickly threw on a white knee-length bathrobe and a pair of flip-flops. Then she and her roommate strode purposefully out of their apartment and knocked on the door directly opposite theirs. A few seconds later the door was opened by a slender young woman with dark hair. She appeared to be dressed casually, as though she was getting ready for bed.

She looked surprised upon seeing her two friends from across the hall. "Well, strangers," she began, "what brings you to my door at such a late hour on a Sunday night? Don't tell me you want to party - although you're certainly dressed for it."

"We're missing some... items of clothing," Bethany replied. "We thought maybe some of our stuff got mixed in with yours yesterday."

Stacey's tan face suddenly grew serious. "Panties?" she asked.

"Yes," Jill blurted out excitedly. "Did they get mixed in with your laundry?"

"No," Stacey replied gravely. "In fact, I was going to ask you if you had seen a couple of pairs of my panties that are missing."

"You're missing panties too?" Bethany asked.

Stacey nodded. "Since yesterday - I just assumed that you got them by mistake."

Jill shook her head. "This is very peculiar."

"It can't be a coincidence," Bethany agreed. "Did you see anyone else in the laundry room Saturday morning?"

Stacey thought for a minute. "Only Calvin - I think he was working on the furnace."

"There's only one possible explanation for this," Jill declared. "Someone is stealing panties from the laundry room."

Stacey laughed. "Why would anyone steal panties?" she asked incredulously.

"Don't kid yourself," Jill replied. "When I was on the force, we used to deal with all kinds of petty theft, including underwear. Believe me, there are lots of weirdos and perverts out there."

Bethany nodded. "Come to think of it, I know I read somewhere that you can buy used panties over the Internet."

Stacey grimaced. "You mean some weirdo may have paid money to smell my used panties - that's sick."

"Well, it may be," Jill said. "But the fact is someone may be doing it to us."

"I think it's Calvin," Bethany exclaimed suddenly. "That little creep is always sneaking around."

Jill thought for a moment. "Well, whatever is going on, perhaps to be on the safe side, we should wash our lingerie in the sink from now on."

"I agree," Stacey said. Then the three women said good-night, and Bethany and Jill returned to their own apartment.

For the next two weeks, the three did as they agreed, and nothing more was stolen from the laundry room. Then, on a rainy Thursday night, Jill and Bethany were eating a leisurely dinner when they heard a loud pounding at their door. Jill opened it to find Stacey standing there with a very disturbed look on her face.

"Someone's been in my apartment," she said frantically before Jill could even open her mouth to speak.

"A break in?" Jill queried.

"Not exactly," Stacey replied. "But someone was there today, going through my things."

"How do you know?" Jill asked.

"Come and see for yourself," Stacey answered, motioning to the open door of her own apartment. "Please."

With Stacey in the lead, the three companions moved quickly across the hall into the nicely appointed one bedroom apartment. Stacey immediately took them into the large Victorian style bathroom. Here she stopped and pointed to a wicker hamper in a corner. "I had five pairs of panties in that hamper this morning... I was just about to wash them out along with the pair I had on today, when I noticed that there were only two in there," she cried. "I'm not crazy... someone has come into my apartment and removed three pairs of my panties."

Jill scratched her head. The instincts she had developed after six years on the police force were at once aroused. "Well, it certainly doesn't look like a break in," she declared. "So whoever did it must have access to your apartment."

All of a sudden, Bethany's eyes lit up with concern. "Oh my God," she exclaimed. "We haven't done lingerie since Sunday - maybe we should check our hamper."

Jill and Stacey nodded, and quickly they moved back across the hall and went immediately to the large, well-appointed bathroom. Bethany flipped up the lid on their ample wire hamper and began to rifle through the dirty clothes. After a few seconds, she shrank back. "Oh my god," she cried. "There are only four pairs of panties in there."

Jill gently pushed her roommate out of the way and conducted her own investigation of the hamper. A moment later, she stood up clutching four pairs of white cotton panties. "You're right," she said. "These were the only ones in the hamper." Then she looked at Stacey. "Looks like whoever stole from you also stole from us... and left us with only the utility underwear."

Stacey looked very worried. "Jill, what are we going to do?" she cried. "I mean, if he can come into our apartments while we're not here, what could he do while we are here... what if he gets tired of just stealing panties and wants... you know, more?"

Jill smiled a little. "Well, I wouldn't worry too much about that," she said. "You have a chain and deadbolt on your door. But I agree that something needs to be done."

"I say we go down and confront Calvin, that sneaky little bastard," Bethany exclaimed.

Jill raised her hand. "We can't do that," she said coolly. "We don't even know for sure that he's the one... we don't have any proof. Besides, if he is the thief, he might be dangerous if confronted."

Bethany shook her head. "Well, then, what are we going to do? We can't just wait for him to make another move."

Jill smiled again. "Oh yes we can," she said. "Only this time we'll be ready for him."

The three women then put their heads together and devised a plan to lure the thief into Jill's and Bethany's apartment at a time when one of them would be there to catch him in the act. The next day Bethany and Stacey made large purchases at a local lingerie store. They were careful to ensure that many people saw them enter the Brownstone carrying their purchases. Meanwhile, Jill placed a large order with Victoria's Secret, knowing that either the building superintendent or Calvin, his assistant, would have to sign for the package.

Then they waited. They figured that once the thief was alerted to the joint acquisition of this large quantity of new panties, he would wait at least a week to make his move. They also let it be known around the building that for the next several weeks Bethany would be doing the laundry, including lingerie, for all three of them. Jill let it be known that she was going out of town on a business trip. Secretly she arranged to take three days off from the law firm she managed.

The three figured that with Bethany and Stacey at work and Jill supposedly out of town, the thief would make his move. As an extra precaution, Jill retrieved her old snub nose service revolver and hand cuffs. Bethany expressed some distress about having a gun in the apartment, but Jill reassured her that, while she didn't think the gun would be necessary, it wasn't wise to take unnecessary chances.

The next morning, Bethany and Stacey followed their normal routines in preparing for and going to work. Jill stayed in the apartment, making as little noise as possible and trying to remain out of sight. With her pistol by her side, she arranged herself in her comfortable armchair and began to read one of the law books she had brought home from the office.

Finally, around noon, just as Jill was beginning to get hungry and bored, she heard the sound of a key turning in the lock of the apartment door. Instantly, she became alert. When she perceived the slow creak of the door opening slowly, she bolted into the bathroom and lay down in the bathtub, being careful to noiselessly pull the shower curtain. Thus, anyone entering the bathroom would have to pull back the curtain and look into the tub to see her.

At first, she couldn't hear anything, and she suspected that whoever was in the apartment was casing it. Then, after what seemed like an interminable delay, the door to the bathroom opened and the overhead lamp was switched on, flooding the large room with bright light. Jill began to breathe faster as she tried to determine the best time to make her move. When she heard the sound of the hamper door being opened, she knew the time was right.

Quickly and noiselessly, she rose to her feet behind the shower curtain. Then, when she had sufficiently composed herself, she leveled the revolver and flung back the curtain.

"Freeze," she commanded. The figure in front of her turned, caught a glimpse of Jill and her gun, and fell to the floor in a faint.

Jill took the opportunity to step out of the tub. Slowly, she kicked at the body of the intruder, but it made no movement. She then turned the body over on its back and examined the front. It was obviously a man of medium height and weight. He was wearing a black ski mask. Cautiously she pulled up the mask.

"Oh my god," she exclaimed. Laying the pistol down on the sink, she withdrew the handcuffs from her pocket and placed them on the wrists of the intruder.

Once she was convinced that he was secure, she drew a glass of water and flung it unceremoniously in the face of the man lying twisted on the floor in front of her. Then she sat down on the toilet to wait for him to come to his senses. A few seconds later, the man began to squirm on the floor as he struggled to regain consciousness. Slowly he opened his eyes and scanned the room. Then he tried to move his hands and realized for the first time that he was restrained. He scanned the room again and this time winced as he saw Jill sitting before him with an evil smirk on her face.

"Well, well, if it isn't our old friend Mason," she exclaimed sarcastically. "What are you doing in my bathroom, Mason?"

Mason struggled to sit up but couldn't quite make it because he was shaking so bad. "I... I... I..." he stammered, almost incoherently.

Jill let out a laugh. "I should have figured it was you stealing our underwear... it was the only way you would ever get into them."

Mason continued to struggle against the cuffs, but could only manage to prop himself up against the tub. "I... I didn't mean anything by it," he said, choking back tears. "I loved all you women in this building, even if you didn't care anything about me... I just wanted something to remember you by."

Jill scowled at this pathetic man, crying on the floor of her bathroom. "Come on, Mason, give me a break," she said. "I mean, a couple of pairs I might be able to understand... but you're making a career out of stealing our panties. What were you doing with them, anyway, selling them?"

Mason shook his head vigorously. "No, Jill," he cried. "I was only keeping them for myself, I swear it."

Jill laughed again. "Well, it doesn't matter," she stated. "Your career as a panty thief is over." Then she stood up, lifted the pistol from the sink and moved toward the door.

Mason watched her, then his face clouded over with concern. "Wha-what are you going to do?" he asked nervously. "Call the police?"

Jill turned to look down at him. "I ought to," she replied. "But I think we can handle this ourselves." Then she walked into her bedroom and picked up the phone. "Bethany, this is Jill... come home as soon as you can... the thief is in our bathroom awaiting justice," she proclaimed excitedly into the receiver. She clicked the button on the phone and redialed. A second later, she gave the same message to Stacey. "Now we wait," she said to Mason.

Immediately, Mason began pleading for mercy as he saw the gleam in Jill's eyes. However, Jill ignored him as she seemed to be lost in thought. After a few minutes, she snapped her fingers and stood up. "Wait a minute," she said. "How did you get into our apartment anyway? We had the locks changed after you moved out of the building."

Mason cast his eyes down to the floor and said nothing. Losing patience, Jill moved over to where he was propped and lifted his face up to meet hers. "Mason, you're not smart enough to figure out how to get in here by yourself... who is your accomplice?

Mason tried to avoid her probing eyes, and kept his mouth closed. Jill slapped his face hard, leaving a big, red handprint on his left cheek. Mason reeled back against the tub. "Look, Mason, I'm losing patience," she declared. "Now either rat out your accomplice or I really will call the police and let them sort this out... and remember, I still have friends on the force." She raised her hand again.

Mason flinched; tears were rolling down his cheeks. "Okay, okay," he whined. "Don't hit me anymore." Jill put her hand down. "Okay, it was... it was Calvin who got me information and unlocked the doors."

Jill nodded her head. "I thought so," she said. "He was always a sneaky little bastard." Then she thought for a few more minutes. After the pause she retrieved her cell phone from her bedroom and brought it next to Mason. "Call him right now... tell him you need his help in here."

Mason shook his head. "Are you crazy?"

Jill laughed hysterically. "You can't be afraid of Calvin," she exclaimed. Mason said nothing. "Well, I'm not afraid of him... look, you two are partners, right?"

"I guess so," Mason answered.

"Well, if you're partners you should get an equal share of everything, including what's coming to you... and I guarantee you that retribution will be swift and merciless." Mason shuddered at the prospect. "Then, I suggest that you call him... unless, of course, you want his share as well as your own."

Mason shook nervously. "Okay, hand me the phone and punch the maintenance number." Jill punched in a sequence of numbers and held up the phone to his ear. "Calvin, this is me," he said after a few seconds. "Look, I need you up in the apartment for a few minutes... no, it's not something I can handle myself... just get up here as soon as possible." There was a click on the other end and Jill took the phone back into the bedroom. While she was there she pulled several stockings out of her lingerie drawer.

A few minutes later, the apartment door opened and in walked Calvin. "Where are you, Mason?" he inquired softly.

Jill held the pistol up to Mason's nose and put her fingers to his lips. "In here," she replied in the lowest voice she could manage. Then she quickly moved in behind her bedroom door. In the next moment, the small form of Calvin, the assistant building manager, appeared in the doorway.

In an instant, Jill leaped out and placed the pistol in Calvin's face. "Freeze, slimeball," she ordered.

Calvin froze as soon as he saw the gun. Jill kicked the backs of his knees, and the young frightened man slumped to the floor, screaming in pain. "Put your hands behind your back," Jill demanded. Calvin complied immediately. Within a few seconds, she had his hands firmly secured behind his back with the stockings. She then directed him to sit in the bathroom, forcing him to sit next to his accomplice.

"What happens now," Calvin asked timidly, occasionally scowling at Mason.

"Now we wait for Bethany and Stacey," Jill answered. "Then you will submit to whatever punishment we deem appropriate... or else we call the police and have you charged with breaking and entering... you may not get much jail time, but no doubt you will both lose your jobs and be publicly humiliated."

Both men cringed simultaneously. "Wha...what kind of punishment?" Mason questioned nervously.

Jill smirked at them. "I don't think we've thought that far ahead," she declared. "Now shut up and wait. Bethany and Stacey will be along soon."

Ten minutes later, the door opened again. This time it was Bethany and Stacey. Each had told her employer that her apartment had been broken into and she had to go home to investigate. "Come into the bathroom," Jill called upon hearing the door open.

Within a few seconds, the two women were standing at the bathroom door gawking at the two panty thieves. "We figured you were in on this, Calvin," Bethany declared at last. "But I never thought about Mason."

"What should we do with them?" Stacey asked, smiling wickedly.

"Well, we could call the police and turn them in," Jill replied.

Immediately, the two men began squirming on the floor. "No, wait," Calvin cried. "You promised you wouldn't do that if we... submitted to your... uh... punishment."

Jill nodded. "I did say that," she confirmed. "Well, ladies, what's your pleasure?"

Bethany studied the two sorry looking men. "Well," she started as though lost in thought, "since they like our panties so much, I think they should have to wear them."

Stacey nodded her head. "Good idea."

"All right, boys," Jill said, hoisting the pistol. "You heard the ladies... take off your clothes and pick out some panties to wear." As soon as she was finished speaking she untied Calvin's hands. "You first, asshole."

Calvin scowled, but shrank back, realizing that he was defenseless against three determined women, especially when one of them was armed. Quickly, he stripped off his jeans and dirty t-shirt. Jill pointed the gun at him and motioned for him to remove his underpants. Reluctantly, the frightened young man peeled down his yellowed briefs and kicked them across the bathroom floor. Jill opened the top of the hamper. "Now pick out some panties and put them on," she ordered. Again, Calvin complied, rifling through the dirty clothes until he came upon a soiled white thong. "Good choice," Jill said, as he struggled to put them on.

When Calvin had the panties in place, Jill retied his hands. Then she pulled out a dirty pair of cotton panties and placed them over his head. He grimaced a little and fell back against the tub.

Now Jill turned to Mason. "Your turn, you fucking prick," she exclaimed, unlocking the handcuffs. Mason looked at the women briefly, pleading with them with his eyes. However, upon seeing that no mercy was forthcoming, he quickly stripped off his clothing. "Now, the panties," Jill reminded. Like his accomplice, Mason extricated a blue satin thong and pulled it on over his extremely flaccid penis. Jill re-secured his hands and placed another pair of cotton panties over his head. "Now what shall we do with them," Jill asked once the two men had resumed their positions against the tub.

"Let's take a video of them," Stacey proposed.

"I like the way you think," Jill acknowledged. "Bethany, get our video camera." The two men began once again to squirm.

A moment later, Bethany stood in the doorway with a small video camera. "Smile, boys. This should look good on YouTube." she said, aiming the camera directly at the two men's crotches, then moving it to their panty covered faces.

"Well, that was fun and should take care of any retaliation these two idiots might have been planning," Jill said. "Now what?"

"Well, they were pretty nasty to us," Stacey said. "Perhaps we should spank them... say twenty times each with the hairbrush for every pair of panties they stole from us."

Bethany clapped her hands in delight. "Well, let's see, that would be... twelve pairs times twenty strokes... two hundred and forty... that ought to give them something to think about for a while."

Calvin began to shake his head. "Wait a minute," he cried. "That's too much."

Jill gave him a shove, causing him to lose his balance and fall into the tub. "Look, jerk," she said, "you should be thanking us for this. If you try to protest again, we will double the punishment." Then she roughly reached into the tub and pulled Calvin to his feet. "In fact, I think you should both get an enema with our old douche bag just for good measure. What you do you think, ladies?"

Bethany and Stacey laughed and nodded their heads. "I'll get my grandmother's big old hairbrush," Bethany stated moving quickly into her bedroom.

"And I'll get the kitchen chairs ready," Stacey said, obviously delighted.

"Good, then it's settled," Jill announced to the two quivering men. "Bethany will spank Calvin across her lap, then Stacey will spank Mason in the same way. Once each man is thoroughly spanked, I will give him his enema, release him and send him on his way. Each of us will take a turn videoing the whole thing. And if you two idiots ever get any ideas about coming back at any of us, remember I have a gun and we have a recording of you. We will make you famous on YouTube or even Facebook."

In a few minutes, everything was ready. Bethany took the hairbrush, a huge antique with a wide wooden flat back, and sat down in one of the straight back kitchen chairs. Stacey stood by with the small video camera. "Bring in the first miscreant for execution of sentence," Bethany called.

Jill grabbed Calvin by the ear and dragged him into the kitchen. She warned Mason to stay where he was and not try anything, saying that she would be back for him soon. Once in the kitchen, Bethany took Calvin's left arm and pulled him down over her lap. She then positioned him with her knees and thighs until his bottom was perfectly centered. She rubbed his bare bottom with the brush for a few seconds, then raised it high over her head and brought it down hard across his right cheek. He yelped in pain and surprise and immediately began to move his body from side to side.

"If you fall off my lap, I'll spank you until you bleed," she warned, raising the brush. "Is anyone counting?" she asked, just before bringing the brush down again. "No, wait, I think Calvin should count... how many is that so far, jerk off?"

"Two," he replied quickly, with pain in his voice.

This was immediately answered by five very hard blows to his bottom and upper thighs.

"How many is that now?" she asked again.

"Seven," was the instant reply.

"Hey, the idiot can count," Bethany exclaimed sarcastically. "But you're wrong." Then she lay down another quick sequence of ten hard strokes. "Do you know why you're wrong?" she asked, placing another five smart blows to his already bruised rear. He shook his head. "Because you forgot to say mistress after the number." She followed up this pronouncement with another quick ten that left the poor building assistant quivering all over, tears streaming down his face. "Okay, now how many is that?"

Calvin gathered his breath and kicked his feet at the air. Bethany held him firm with her left arm. "Thir... thirty-three, I think," he replied.

Bethany laughed wickedly. "Wrong again, stupid," she declared, bringing down the brush another ten times. "Now how many?"

Calvin began to blubber. "Uh... forty-four... uh... mistress."

Bethany lay down another sequence of twenty uninterrupted strokes of the heavy brush. "Hey, I think the jerk is learning," she said. "Now how many?"

"Sixty-four, mistress," he answered immediately, between sobs.

"And how many left?" Bethany inquired, bringing down the brush another fifteen times.

"Uh... uh... one seventy-six, mistress," he answered slowly.

Bethany patted his heavily bruised bottom with her hand. "Okay, then, let's get this finished." Then without any additional taunting, she raised and lowered the brush one hundred and seventy-six more times, thus completing that part of the sentence. All the while, Stacey circled the pair, capturing the moment with the video camera.

Upon completion of the spanking, Bethany pushed Calvin off her lap onto the floor. Then she stood up and pulled him up to a standing position by his ear. He screamed in pain. Tears flooded his small dark eyes. Quickly, Bethany pushed him back toward the bathroom and called to Jill.

While Calvin was being spanked, Jill was preparing the enema, using an old douche bag that contained a quart of water. She soaped the tip and mixed some soap into the water. As soon as she saw Calvin, she hung the bag over the curtain rod and pulled Mason up off the floor.

"Go with Bethany," she ordered. Slowly, Mason moved out of the bathroom.

"I was a fucking idiot to let you talk me into helping you," Calvin growled as the two men passed each other. Mason didn't reply as he made his way to the kitchen and his own spanking to be administered by Stacey.

Once in the bathroom, Jill quickly pulled down the thong Calvin had been wearing. Then she ordered him to kneel on the bathroom floor and put his head down. When he saw the pistol, he did as he was told. With his heavily bruised rear end sticking straight up, Jill took the tip of the hose and inserted it deep into Calvin's rectum, eliciting another yelp of pain and surprise. Once the tip was in place, she released the water. Calvin's eyes widened as he felt the warm, soapy water flood his bowels. "If you get one drop of this on our floor, you will get another hard spanking," she proclaimed.

In the kitchen, Stacey put Mason through an ordeal very similar to what Calvin got, and in a matter of a few minutes, he too was quivering all over and crying like a toddler who lost his favorite toy. After another three minutes or so of hard spanking, Stacey dumped Mason to the floor and called to Jill that he would soon be coming to the bathroom.

In the meantime, Jill completed Calvin's enema. She pulled out the tip and washed it off. Then she refilled the bag and hung it back on the curtain rod. Once this was done, she warned Calvin again about spilling any water on her floor and ordered him to get up. Once he was standing, she gathered up his clothing in a bundle and pushed him toward the apartment door. When they got to the door, she cut the stockings and freed his hands. Then she threw the bundle of clothes into the hallway, took the panties off his head, and pushed him out of the apartment, closing the door behind her.

As she was closing the door, she yelled, "Remember, I still have friends on the police force... if you ever bother one of us again, I will have you arrested and charged with attempted rape."

A few minutes later, Mason was made to kneel on the bathroom floor for his enema. He too blubbered throughout the entire procedure. Jill gave him the same warnings, and once the enema was complete, she dragged him to the apartment door, unlocked his hands, threw his clothes into the hallway and slammed the door. She couldn't help but notice that Calvin was nowhere to be seen.

Their task complete, the three women slumped together onto the sofa. All three were smiling broadly and sweating profusely. As they looked at each other, Jill scratched her head. "You know, that was fun," she said. "But it may have taught us something about men."

Bethany and Stacey dropped their cocky smiles and gave their full attention to their friend. "What do you mean, Jill," Stacey asked finally.

Jill smiled. "I mean these guys were such incredible losers," she replied. "I know not all guys are like that... but we certainly haven't fared well with the opposite sex... I think maybe it's time we grow up and buy a home of our own."

Bethany and Stacey looked at Jill, then at each other. Then they smiled broadly and nodded their heads in agreement.


9. An Evening at the Theater

Jason Pomeroy started to complain before he had even put on his suit, muttering and cursing under his breath. His second night home from college for the summer, the last thing in the world he wanted to do was to go to the theater with his mother. He hadn't seen his girlfriend Alicia since Easter and he was feeling just a little bit anxious. But, as his mother reminded him, she paid the bills and her sister, his Aunt Susan, had flown in from San Francisco especially to see him and attend tonight's special performance of Hamlet.

To make matters worse, Jason despised going to the antiquated Bosworth Theater, sitting in the box that had been reserved for the Pomeroy family for three generations, ever since his great-grandfather, Everitt Pomeroy, had laid the foundation in order to bring "cultural enlightenment to the good citizens of Dunkirk, Illinois." He thought about this as he combed back his brown hair. He thought about the year he had just concluded at Slippery Rock. He had enjoyed everything but the last English course that he'd taken. It was the standard class in composition except that the professor had a particular love of Shakespeare. Thus, through the semester they had read King Lear, Othello, Macbeth, and, of course, Hamlet. He had barely passed the course and vowed that he would never read Shakespeare again.

He had wanted to tell this to his mother. But he was afraid that she would misunderstand, that she would accuse him of not taking his studies seriously, that perhaps he preferred drinking beer with his fraternity brothers rather than studying classic English drama (which, of course, was true). That she herself had been an English major in college made his situation even more difficult. She had been unpredictable since the death of his father eighteen months ago, and Jason didn't want to risk losing his generous allowance or the Corvette she had given him for his eighteenth birthday just before he'd left for Pennsylvania.

All right, he told himself, how bad could it be? Three or four hours in a private box with his mother and Aunt Susan, a woman of fifty who had had the good sense to marry a wealthy man twice her age. When he died, he'd left her enough money to keep her in luxury for the rest of her life. Jason knew that if he was smart and patient, he could find easy employment in one of the companies she still controlled. And, even though Hamlet had been his least favorite of the four plays they had studied, he could take heart in knowing that the part was to be played by Lloyd Anselmo, one of the great Shakespearian actors of his day. His mother had gushed about that for weeks. "Just think of it, Jason," she had extolled during a recent phone conversation, "Lloyd Anselmo... playing Hamlet... right here in Dunkirk... it will be an event without precedent."

Jason grimaced as he put the Windsor knot in his tie and drew it up to his neck. He hadn't worn a tie since the time they'd gone to church on Easter; he felt like it was choking the life out of him. From downstairs, he could hear the excited voices of his mother and Aunt Susan - two cultured and wealthy women indulging a passion. He grimaced again. It's going to be a long, boring evening, he mused, as he laced up his wingtips. "Jason, are you ready?" came the shrill voice of his mother. He looked at his Swiss Army watch; it was six-thirty. The play started in an hour. However, he knew that his mother wanted to make a grand entrance at least twenty minutes before the curtain went up.

"Coming, Mother," he replied, casting one more glance in his dresser mirror. He was scowling; he made no attempt to disguise or alter his facial expression as he headed for the stairs.

"You look very nice, Jason," Aunt Susan declared upon seeing her only nephew. "So much like a man."

Jason tried to smile, but couldn't quite manage it. He knew he should be gracious, especially understanding that his aunt had the power to secure his future. "Thank you, Aunt Susan," he said, but without any real feeling. Aunt Susan smiled anyway. Jason looked at his mother, resplendent in a long, white evening gown, of a style that no modern woman would even dream of wearing. "Mother, I'm hungry... can we stop and get something to eat on the way?" Now his voice was approaching a whine.

Juliet Pomeroy glanced at her gold Rolex and shook her head. "Good heavens, no, Jason," she said. "We're behind schedule as it is. Besides, I don't want you to spill anything on your nice suit. We'll go to the Coventry Room for dinner afterward."

"But, Mother..."

"Hush, Jason, I don't want to hear any more about it," his mother said with anger in her blue eyes. "Now, get in the car. I don't want to be late." Jason hung his head and, like a man walking to the scaffold, dutifully followed the two elegantly dressed and assertive women to the garage.

During the twenty minute drive to the theater, Aunt Susan asked Jason how he had liked his first year of college. However, he was feeling surly and the conversation trailed off after about ten minutes. His aunt shook her head and turned her attention to Juliet, engaging her in an extended conversation about different Shakespeare plays they had seen. Jason tried not to listen, tried to remember Alicia's face the last time they were together, the last time he had been on top of her, having his way. However, the animated discussion of his least favorite subject kept prodding his fantasy like a pitchfork. By the time they arrived at the Bosworth Theater, he was frustrated and angry.

The theater was crowded. This was the event of the season and everyone who could get a ticket was clamoring to get in. Traffic was backed up, and it was very fortunate that, because of the Pomeroy family patronage, there was a spot reserved for them in the small parking lot behind the theater. Juliet was actually fretting as she parked the Mercedes. "Come on," she said, smoothing down her gown. "We must hurry."

A moment later, the usher, an elderly woman, unlocked the door of their private box and showed them to their seats. The box, at the side of the theater but near the front, commanded a perfect view of the stage. It was also high enough so that no other member of the audience could see inside. The trio took their seats in the well-used cushioned chairs. Juliet adjusted her gown. Aunt Susan likewise arranged herself in her chair and raised the program to her eyes. There on the inside cover was a large portrait of Lloyd Anselmo wearing his Hamlet costume and holding the customary dagger. "Isn't he handsome," she exclaimed. Jason frowned with disgust as he glanced over his aunt's shoulder.

"Jason, behave yourself," his mother said quietly. Jason sat back in his seat and tried once more to imagine himself with Alicia. However, just as the pieces of his dream were beginning to fit together, the curtain went up for Act I. The theater filled with applause.

The young man leaned forward slightly. On the stage was what appeared to be a rather poor rendition of a castle wall. "Who's there?" Bernardo said. "Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold yourself," Francisco answered. "Long live the king!" Bernardo declared. And on went the dialogue.

Jason scowled with thinly disguised disgust. "Local actors," he muttered. "This dialogue is less than inspiring."

"Hush, Jason," Juliet whispered. "And pay attention."

Marcellus was just saying, "Peace! Break thee off; look, where it comes again!" Then, on stage, there suddenly came a light that resembled a ghost.

Jason laughed softly. "That is the stupidest ghost I have ever seen," he exclaimed.

"Stop it, Jason," his mother said, in a tone that was impossible to ignore.

On stage the actors were centering themselves around the apparition, the supposed rendition of the late father of the hero. For a brief instant, Jason thought of his own father, dead at the age of forty-six. He had died of an apparent heart attack while attempting to negotiate a merger with the board of directors of a rival company. Was there a parallel here... some kind of irony? No, Jason concluded, he was both young and financially secure... and his father had died of natural causes facilitated by years of stress, heavy drinking, and cigar smoking. Jason had neither the temperament nor the desire to play Prince Hamlet at this stage of his young life.

His reverie was interrupted by loud applause. He turned his attention back to the play in time to see the great Lloyd Anselmo make his entrance at the beginning of Scene II. The actor looked just like his picture, except that he appeared to be about twenty years older. Jason stifled a laugh. "Hamlet was supposed to be a young man," he murmured, a little louder than he had intended. "This guy's got to be at least fifty."

His mother tapped him roughly on the shoulder. "That's enough, Jason," she said angrily. "He is a great actor. Now, be quiet and pay attention."

Once more the young man eased back in his seat. He closed his eyes and tried to block the play from his thoughts. For a while he was successful as scene after scene unfolded until somehow he heard Hamlet say, "O, cursed spite, that ever I was born to set it right! Nay, come, let's go together." Thus, Act I ended and the audience once more erupted in applause.

During the brief interval, Juliet and Susan talked excitedly among themselves. "Oh, this is so exciting!" Juliet exclaimed. Then she turned to her son, who was still slouching in the plush seat cushion. "It's just too bad that someone doesn't appreciate it."

Jason looked over at her. He bit his lip in a vain attempt to suppress his revulsion. "Mother... I'm bored and I'm hungry," he declared, the words streaming from his lips. "And it's only the end of the first act - this will last forever."

"So what if it does," his mother said. "It is obvious that you need the culture. Now, be quiet and pay attention."

Act II began and Jason was quiet for a while. In fact, he had nearly made it through the final scene with only a few annoying comments when Hamlet said, "God's bodykins, man, much better: use every man after his desert, and who should 'scape whipping!..."

Jason laughed out loud when he heard this. "What the hell is a bodykins?" he asked in a voice that could be heard from the stage. "The guy who thought that one up shouldn't 'scape whipping!"

At that, Lloyd Anselmo stopped just as he said, "...which would set down and insert isn't, could you not?" He looked up at the box and scowled. The rest of the actors on stage followed his gaze. "Madam," he said. "I know there is a lad with you who does not share your passion for the play. That is his privilege; however, he appears to be ruining the experience for everyone here. If you would care to address the problem, we shall wait." His theatrical voice boomed throughout the theater. Everyone by now was staring at the box.

Juliet Pomeroy and her sister were both frantic. They looked at Jason. His face was red but he was now undaunted. He stood up and addressed the stage. "There's no problem here, your lord," he said mockingly.

Juliet flushed with embarrassment. "Jason, sit down and shut up... you're humiliating yourself and us." The young man continued to stand where he was.

The actor watched the action. "Madam, is that your son?" he asked. Juliet nodded sheepishly. "He is embarrassing you. I know what I would do if he were my son. Shall I tell you?" However, before Juliet could answer. Anselmo turned to the audience. "What say you, good people? How should a mother treat a misbehaving and unappreciative son?" Members of the audience, mostly the well-to-do of Dunkirk, gazed back and forth between the box and the stage, murmuring among themselves. However, when no one spoke out loud, the actor approached the edge of the stage. "I would take the young man across my lap and spank him, madam - that is certainly no more than he deserves. As I said before, go ahead - we'll wait."

Juliet flushed again and turned to her son. Her face was twisted in rage. "Susan, what should I do?" she asked.

Susan also appeared very angry. "We'll, of course, he's your son, Juliet," she began, "but he's beginning to show all the poor traits of his late father. I personally think he's definitely crossed the line this time - besides, everyone is waiting for you to do something."

Juliet looked at her sister, then at Jason, then at the stage. Anselmo was scowling at them. "Take your time, madam," he said. "We have the rest of the evening."

It was the sarcasm in his voice that finally drove Jason's mother to action. Quickly, she reached into her purse and pulled out a large hairbrush. "Jason, I don't want to do this, but you've given me no choice."

Jason looked at his mother and his eyes widened a little. "Mother... you wouldn't dare," he said in a voice quaking with fear.

"You have humiliated me in front of the great Lloyd Anselmo. You have embarrassed yourself in front of the entire population of Dunkirk. Yes, I think I would dare," she replied, growing bolder by the minute. "Susan, help me."

"With pleasure, sister," Susan said. Then mother and aunt stood up and approached the young man. Juliet grabbed him by the ear and bent his body over the low wall in front of the box. While Juliet held tight to the ear, Susan unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and yanked them along with his briefs to his knees.

Jason gasped in horror, especially as he realized that everyone in the audience was staring straight at him. "Look, Mother, Aunt Susan... I'm sorry," he whispered, trying to move his head. However, his mother's grip only tightened on the ear, making him squeal in pain.

"You had your chance to behave... and you chose to be stupid and arrogant instead," Juliet declared. "Now you've got everyone staring at us, waiting to see what I'm going to do. Even Mr. Anselmo is staring - we can't keep everyone waiting." She gripped the handle of the wooden brush tightly in her right hand and stepped slightly to the side. "Hold on to him, Susan," Juliet commanded, drops of sweat already beginning to form on her face, beading her heavy make-up.

"Mother, please..." Jason implored again, now closing his eyes to block out the audience gazing up at him expectantly. From below, all they could see was his face, now red as a ripe tomato. No one could see his exposed bottom or the punishment about to be inflicted upon it. However, that was small consolation.

"Jason, shut up and take what's coming to you," his mother growled. "The more you babble, the harder it will be." Immediately after she said this she landed a solid blow across his right cheek. He yelped like a wounded puppy. She quickly followed up with another hard blow to his left cheek, eliciting the same result. The entire theater was now completely silent, which only served to magnify the sharp sound of brush meeting flesh.

Once Juliet had cast the first two blows, the rest seemed natural and easy. She was angry and humiliated, and she lashed out furiously at the rear end of the person who had inspired these rather unfamiliar emotions. Whack went the brush for the tenth time; thud went the brush for the eleventh time. Again and again and again, the brush bit into its target, darkening the flesh and bringing tears to Jason's young eyes. "Plee...ease, Mother... I've... had enough..." Jason muttered as the hairbrush landed for the thirtieth time.

Juliet struck twenty more times in rapid succession. "Are you ready to apologize?" she asked, anger still edging her voice.

"Yes... yes..." Jason replied quickly. "I'm... sorry."

His mother planted five more hard blows on the heavily wounded skin. "No, I don't mean to me. I mean to all those people out there... especially to Mr. Anselmo." Jason tried to think, and the delay his muddled brain required cost him another ten strokes. Then, just as he was about to answer, Juliet stopped and turned to her sister. "Susan, do you want to take a few whacks at him?"

Susan took the brush and smiled. "I wouldn't mind," she replied. "I've never gotten to do this before." She gripped the brush tightly and landed a solid blow directly across the crack between Jason's wounded cheeks. In spite of himself, he shrieked with pain and tried to shift his bottom out of the way. Fifteen times in rapid, agonizing succession, his aunt bounced the brush off his posterior, causing an explosion of discomfort. When she was satisfied that she had caused enough damage, she stopped and handed the implement back to her sister. "I think he's ready to apologize now," she declared.

"What about it, Jason?" Juliet asked, holding tight to her son's ear.

He was openly crying now, choking back sobs like a small child; his post-adolescent pride was completely shattered. Slowly he opened his eyes and blinked away the veil of tears. The ghostly silent audience was still gazing up at him. "I... I... apologize..." he began tentatively. "I... have... behaved like an... idiot... Please, if you'll go on... with the play... I promise to pay... attention."

For several seconds, the theater remained completely silent, while the young man's words seemed to echo back and forth. Finally, on stage, Lloyd Anselmo put his hands together and clapped four times. "Bravo," he exclaimed. "Bravo, young man... that was a performance worthy of Shakespeare." Then he turned to the audience. "What say you, good people? Has the young man suffered enough to feed our mortal vanity? Shall we now then proceed?" At first, there was only scattered applause; however, within a few seconds the theater seemed to erupt until everyone was clapping and several were shouting, "Bravo, bravo." In spite of the pain thundering through his body, Jason managed a small smile. He had very little understanding of what was happening, but for some reason he realized that the applause was for him.

His mother tapped him on the shoulder. "Jason, pull your pants up and sit down," she whispered.

He flushed with renewed embarrassment as he realized that his heavily bruised bottom was fully exposed to his mother and aunt. Quickly, he restored his briefs and pants, wincing slightly as the cotton came into contact with his inflamed skin. He thought about trying to sit, but realized that it would be unbearably painful. "Mother, let me just stand here for a while... please," he replied, wiping the tears and sweat from his face.

Juliet smiled knowingly and resumed her own seat. "All right, son," she said softly. "But try to be discreet."

A moment later, Act III began without incident. Then, as the other actors moved to the side of the stage, the great Lloyd Anselmo saluted the young man standing at the box. "To be or not to be," he boomed, trying to sound like Laurence Olivier. "That is the question. Whether tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune..."

In spite of himself, Jason Pomeroy stood in rapt attention, following the famous soliloquy in his mind. All thoughts of Alicia were gone, at least for the moment. His mother had been right... this was an event without precedent, and one that he would long remember.


10. Lady Christina

No one in the town of Sansbury was even remotely prepared when the mysterious woman stepped down from the Greyhound on a sleepy Saturday afternoon. She casually strolled into the old bus terminal wearing a faded blue dress and carrying a battered black leather handbag. Her weary eyes stared straight ahead; her long, dark and disheveled hair hung limply down over her drooping shoulders. She appeared much older than she probably was.

When she reached the glass door that led to the sidewalk, she seemed to scan the street and surrounding buildings. Then she scowled and turned around. Without addressing anyone in particular, she said, "Where is my car and chauffeur?"

The contingent of homeless men occupying the few wooden benches inside the terminal only stared at her as they would a passing curiosity. Finally, the man closest to her smiled and pointed to the street.

"I thought I saw a Rolls go by just a few minutes ago, your highness," he said, snickering to himself.

The woman shifted her gaze back and forth between the man and the street, which was now completely devoid of traffic.

"Thank you, my man," she said in what sounded like a put on British accent. She stepped through the door and into the warm air outside. She stood on the sidewalk and stiffly looked up and down the street. A few cars passed by, but nothing resembling a Rolls-Royce. After a few minutes, she sniffed contemptuously and returned to the terminal. She walked over to the man who had spoken to her. "I saw no Rolls," she announced. "You are thoroughly incompetent, if not blind. I shall have my husband dismiss you immediately from the staff. You are not even fit to shovel horse manure in our stables."

The man tried to laugh at the preposterous insult but couldn't. He sat up straight on his bench. "Oh, go blow it out your ass, lady," he said loudly.

The woman flushed, her dirty facial features reddening. "It is Lady Christina Edgewood to you," she proclaimed. "And you are beneath contempt and deserve a sound thrashing."

Now the man stood up and faced her. "And who's going to give it to me?"

However, before the woman had a chance to answer, a police officer walked in. "What's going on?" he asked in an official voice.

The man stepped back slightly. "Nothin' to get worked up about," he said. "Just another crazy woman."

"That's rich coming from you, Mahoney," the officer said. "You and your pals better make yourselves scarce before I run all of you in for vagrancy." He turned to the woman. "Are you all right, ma'am?" he asked.

The woman sneered at him. "I will be... once this... this person is removed from my sight," she said. "And that idiot driver gets here with the car."

The officer looked very puzzled. "What are you... are you supposed to meet someone here?"

She glowered. "Now... don't tell me you're just as big a fool as that other man over there."

The officer gazed at her, obviously trying to maintain his composure. "Look, lady... I'm just trying to help," he said.

"It's Lady Christina Edgewood to you. And you can help by finding my chauffeur."

He continued to gaze at her. Her appearance clearly didn't speak of wealth or prestige.

"Where are you trying to get to?" he asked after a long inquisitive pause.

The woman huffed and sighed impatiently. "I hardly think that's any of your business," she said.

The officer looked around him helplessly. The half dozen or so homeless men were all staring, obviously enjoying the spectacle. He took a deep breath.

"Lady Christina... if you come with me, I will help you find your chauffeur."

This statement drew a chorus of laughter from the gallery.

The woman now identified only as Lady Christina sighed again. "Do you know where my car and driver are then?"

The officer consciously suppressed a smile. "No, but I can take you to someone who might."

Lady Christina regarded the homeless men, who in truth didn't look much more ragged than she did. "Very well," she said impatiently. "I am not at all sure I like the looks of this rabble."

This drew another chorus of laughter.

The officer moved toward the door. "If you will follow me, Lady Christina."

With the officer in the lead, the two left the bus station and approached a black and white police cruiser. Lady Christina stopped short.

"This is hardly a suitable conveyance, I should think," she declared.

Once again, the officer gained control of his temper. "I apologize," he said in a patronizing voice. "But it's all I could get on such short notice."

"Very well," she said, apparently not recognizing the vehicle for what it really was.

Twenty minutes later, after a drive around the town and a stop to get sodas at Dale's Bar and Grill, the officer deposited the mysterious woman at the psych entrance to the Emergency Department of Sansbury Hospital. She was still protesting, but seemed to be getting very tired. Fortunately, the ED was quiet.

"She just wandered out of the bus station," the officer told the triage nurse. "Calls herself Lady Christina Edgewood. She claims she is supposed to have a chauffeur meet her. We got some fingerprints on a glass and checked through her handbag when she wasn't looking. She's not carrying any ID at all and the prints don't match any in any of the databases."

The triage nurse, a mature woman with sympathetic eyes, regarded the disheveled bus traveler. "What is your name, ma'am?" she asked.

Lady Christina huffed and rolled her eyes. "I have already told that to this lackey. I really cannot understand what any of this has to do with my car and driver?"

"Lady Christina," the nurse began slowly, "there seems to be some misunderstanding." She stopped and looked Lady Christina directly in the eyes. "Something has happened to you and we are trying to understand what it is. No one in this city knows who you are and we've not been able to locate any car and driver for you." She stood up from behind the desk and laid a clean finger gently on the disheveled woman's dirty sleeve. "Now... I want you to please come with me. We have a nice room where you can freshen up. I can get you something to eat and you can rest while we try to get your situation straightened out."

At first, Lady Christina flushed and appeared as though she was going to throw a tantrum. However, she took a deep breath, looked around her, and calmed down. "At least this place appears to be clean," she exclaimed. "And it is obvious that these other fools can offer no real assistance. Very well."

The nurse smiled and turned towards the door. "Thank you, officer," she said.

"Thank you," the officer returned, clearly relieved.

With Lady Christina following close behind, the nurse moved through the door into a wide corridor with white tile walls and white ceiling. The lights were bright. Voices surrounded them.

"I will show you to your room, ma'am," the nurse said quietly.

After a brief walk, they stopped in front of an open doorway. The nurse reached inside and turned on a light. Then she stepped inside. Lady Christina followed. The room contained an examination table and several padded chairs. In one corner was a sink. However, it was larger and better equipped and decorated than the standard examination room found in most hospital emergency departments.

The nurse touched Lady Christina's arm again and said, "I'm sorry we don't have better accommodations for you. I will get you something to eat and bring in someone who is better able to help than I. Won't you please have a seat?"

Lady Christina scanned her surroundings suspiciously. However, she finally resolved herself to sit down. "Don't leave me waiting too long," she commanded. "I have not had a pleasant day and I am losing my patience."

"It won't be but a few minutes," the nurse answered pleasantly. Then she stepped back out of the room and closed the door behind her, leaving her patient secure inside.

Five minutes later, the door re-opened. A short man wearing business clothes entered. He was carrying a tray of food and a steaming cup. He smiled when his eyes met Lady Christina's. He set the tray and cup on a bedside table and sat down.

"I'm sorry we kept you waiting," he said. "My name is Michael Flint. I am a doctor here. I brought you some beef stew and a cup of tea. It's all we had in the kitchen, I'm afraid."

The woman regarded Dr. Flint cautiously, then shifted her eyes to the tray. "Thank you," she said slowly. "I am a bit hungry after my ordeal. You seem like a decent young man." She drew closer to the tray and ate some of the stew without comment. Then she drank about half the tea. "That was surprisingly tasty," she proclaimed.

"We really do want to help you, Lady Christina," the doctor said. "But we are a bit confused about who you are."

Her eyes flashed. "I thought I explained that already," she sniffed.

"You may have, but we cannot find anyone here who knows anything about you. Now... would you be so kind as to tell me who you are, where you come from, and what brings you to Sansbury."

"This seems so silly," she said.

"Perhaps, but it's the only way we can help you, I'm afraid."

She rolled her eyes in contempt. "You are all so ridiculously incompetent."

The doctor maintained his composure. "That is why we need you to help us to help you."

She sighed again. "Oh, very well… I am Lady Christina Edgewood. My husband is Lord Phillip Edgewood."

"Were you supposed to meet your husband here?" Flint noted that the woman wore no jewelry of any kind.

"Good heavens no," she replied. "He is far too busy to come to a place like this."

"Then what brings you to Sansbury?"

"I am to look over our holdings here... interview some of our tenants. We have heard reports of poor behavior, especially among the men," she said.

Flint seemed intrigued now. "What kind of poor behavior?"

"I hardly think that is any of your business!"

Again, he remained calm. "I know many of the men in this area. Perhaps I could give you a report." He paused and gathered a breath. "I... may be one of the men about which you express concern."

"You... you hardly appear to be of that sort," she said.

"You, ma'am - if you'll pardon me for saying this - don't appear to be of the sort that would have holdings and tenants in this area," he countered.

This time she flushed a deep crimson. "You surprise and disappoint me, young man. I took you to have a bit more class than these other fools I have so far encountered."

Flint brushed off the comments as he sized her up. "Have you looked at yourself since you've been here?" he said.

"Why on earth would I want to do that?"

"You don't look quite so imposing as you make yourself out to be."

Cautiously, Lady Christina glanced over at the small mirror above the sink, and grimaced at the sight of herself. "This is all your fault," she snapped. "Get me something to bathe with... immediately."

Flint opened the door and looked into the corridor. "Mary... please bring in a basin of water and a washcloth," he called.

Lady Christina stood up and ran her fingers through her dirty hair. "I can't believe I have been allowed to get like this."

"And whose fault is it that you have marred your appearance?"

"Why... everyone's," she replied indignantly.

"And what should happen to those who have done this to you?"

"You should all receive a sound thrashing, I should think."

"Who would administer these thrashings?" Flint persisted.

However, before she could answer, the nurse appeared in the doorway. She was carrying a basin of water, a towel and washcloth, and a clean gown. "I will take over from here," she said.

Dr. Flint stood up. "Thank you, Mary. I will be back in a few minutes and we can resume our discussion."

Lady Christina glared at him. "I would think your time would be better served if you found my car and driver."

About fifteen minutes later, just as Dr. Flint was beginning to grow impatient, the door to the examination room opened and Mary, the nurse, emerged. She was carrying a large plastic bag. She stepped out into the corridor and closed the door behind her. She glanced over at Flint and smiled wearily.

"Her ladyship isn't quite ready yet. These are her clothes - I didn't even want to touch them. I'm going to look through the lost-and-found for some discarded clothes that may fit her... after I take my hairbrush in to her. I must say, for a crazy vagrant, she cleaned up pretty nicely."

"How much longer, do you think?" Flint asked as he watched the nurse go into her locker and pull out a large wooden hairbrush along with some eye shadow.

Mary closed her locker and turned back toward the examination room. "About ten minutes, I should think," she replied. Then she went back into the room.

After another period of ten minutes or so, Mary emerged again. This time she was carrying the wash basin and dirty towel and washcloth. "She says you can come in now," she said.

Flint smiled, stood up, and walked over to the door, trying not to appear too anxious. "Thank you, Mary," he said when he passed the nurse.

Mary nodded and continued on down the corridor, obviously glad to be out of the situation.

Flint knocked on the door, then opened it without waiting for a reply. He stopped as soon as he was inside the room. The change in his patient was dramatic. She was sitting in the same chair, wearing a patient gown that stopped at her calves. However, he could see that she had nice muscular legs that were attractive even though they hadn't been shaved for at least a week or so. Her face was clean and bright and almost pretty with a trace of eye shadow. Her long dark hair was clean and combed and tied back with a white gauze string. He could almost believe that she was married to a baronet. In spite of his best intentions, he found himself attracted to her.

"Mary is looking for some clothes for you," he said. "Yours were a bit soiled... from your trip, no doubt."

"The young woman has been very helpful," she acknowledged. "Much more so than all you others, especially the men."

"Well, I'm sorry about that," he said, not able to take his eyes off her. Even in the thin unisex gown, she had something akin to a commanding presence. "Are you able to renew our discussion?"

"Were you able to locate my car and driver and find out what the situation is?" she countered curtly.

"We're still working on that."

She shook her head. "Such incredible incompetence! If this is an example of what's been happening around here, it would appear that I have come at the right time."

"Yes," he said without really thinking. "You said earlier that was your mission and that we should all receive sound thrashings. Do you still believe that?"

She scowled. "More than ever, I'm afraid."

"And who would administer these thrashings? I mean, you came here alone."

She flashed a small, wicked smile. "I assure you, Mr. Flint, that I am perfectly capable of doing my own work. And I can be quite effective."

Dr. Flint took several deep breaths to try to calm himself. In truth, all of his life, he had been looking for a reasonably attractive dominant woman. However, in his position as a respected psychiatrist, he had always had to be careful about exposing his fantasy. Now, here it was right in front of him - a strange woman with delusions of grandeur and no identification. She was his patient, but now he saw himself as her servant. He closed the door to the examination room and faced her. He could see the beauty in her, and it was drawing him closer.

"Perhaps... perhaps... if you truly believe discipline is necessary... you could start with me."

She fixed him with her large dark eyes, made darker by the eye shadow. "Are you testing me?"

He was testing her, but not as much as he was testing himself.

"Perhaps I am a little, Lady Christina," he said. "But, as you said, some of us are in need of discipline and you have been dispatched to give it. Why not start your mission here?"

She continued to gaze into his eyes, obviously measuring him. "I can see that you don't take me seriously," she said. "But I can assure you that I take my mission very seriously. If it is your wish that I start with you, then I shall. And make no mistake, when I am finished with you, you will change your behavior."

Flint couldn't believe what he was hearing. It was his fantasy coming to life right in front of him. He lowered his eyes and began to feel like a school boy who has greatly disappointed his mother.

"Lady Christina," he started softly, "I believe I am in need of behavior change. I have been incompetent and wicked."

Her smile widened. It was as though that was what she wanted to hear. "Very well," she said. "You have demonstrated a need for discipline and have asked for it. I shall accommodate."

Suddenly, Dr. Flint realized that he was in an examination room in a corner of a busy emergency department. This was no place to act out a fantasy. "We will need to move to another room," he said.

"Why?" she asked. "Are you embarrassed or afraid?"

He thought about that for a moment. He supposed that he was a little embarrassed, although his excitement more than trumped that concern. And he was a little afraid, as well. As a psychiatrist, he understood that this was a situation that could get out of control in a hurry.

"Perhaps just a little," he said softly. "But mostly I might get called away... in spite of my incompetence, I do have a lot of responsibility around here."

Her smile grew wider. "It would serve my purpose if others were to hear you being punished," she exclaimed.

"But-"

She held up her hand to stop him. "I have little patience for this sort of groveling," she said. She reached over to the table and picked up the discarded hairbrush. She gripped it tightly in her right hand. "We each have things to do, Mr. Flint, so let's get this over with."

He was both awed and impressed by her matter-of-fact manner. This wasn't a mere delusional psychotic in front him or a schizophrenic off her medication. In her own way, she knew exactly what she was doing, and that excited him even more. Somehow he understood that if he waited too long, he could lose the opportunity that was presenting itself to him. He opened the door and stepped out into the corridor. When he saw one of the other nurses, he signaled to her.

"Jane, please tell Mary when she returns that we will be tied up in here for awhile. I will come out when the patient is ready for the clothes and can be transferred."

"All right, Dr. Flint," the nurse said from a distance.

Flint knew that most of the nurses didn't like working with psych patients, so it wouldn't really be a problem for them to stay away from the room. He moved back into the room and closed the door; he turned the lock and said, "What do we do now, Lady Christina?"

She stood up and gazed at him as though she was appraising him. "You're too big to take over my lap," she said flatly. "Pull down your pants and briefs and bend over the table."

Again, he was impressed and a bit intimidated. She was so business-like about it - like she had done this before many times. He was almost ready to believe that she really was dispatched to Sansbury to correct poor behavior. He dared to look at her. She had an impatient scowl on her clean face. The hairbrush looked menacing in her right hand. He resolved that the time was now to fulfill his longstanding fantasy. Besides, he had given her the control; he couldn't take it back without great risk. Slowly, he moved to the table, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and let them drop to the floor. Then he hesitated.

"I said your briefs too," she said in an eerily calm voice. "I should think you would want to get this over with so you could get back to your business... a changed man, I might add."

"You're right, of course," he said meekly. He hadn't exposed his bare bottom to a woman in more than three years, he realized. Now he wasn't sure why. It's time, he told himself. Who's the crazy one now? he mused. He slipped his fingers into the waistband of his briefs and peeled them down below his thighs. He flushed a deep crimson.

She ran her rough hand over his bare flesh. "Not bad," she said. "But it doesn't matter. We're not here for that sort of thing." Immediately after she said that, he felt the searing impact of the brush on his right cheek.

He grimaced and groaned and gritted his teeth. This is your fantasy, he told himself. Still, he had bite down on his tongue as the next stroke burned itself into his left cheek, followed immediately by a third and then a fourth hard blow to his upper thighs. The pain was escalating dramatically after only four strokes.

"You will consider, Mr. Flint," she started as she carefully wielded the brush, "the error of your ways and the problems that has caused for others." She punctuated this statement with ten shots in rapid fire that were so hard they nearly took his breath away.

He tried to think about his past, mistakes he had made, people he may have hurt. However, all he could think about was how bad his bottom hurt in such a short period of time and how he had caused this to happen by provoking a woman who was probably certifiably insane. He also tried to think about what he could do or say to stop the spanking. But nothing came into his muddled brain except the fear that someone outside - one of the nurses perhaps - would hear what was happening and tell the entire medical community.

Finally, after seventy or so hard swats from the hairbrush that blistered every centimeter of his bottom, he didn't think he could take any more without screaming. He took a deep breath. "Please... Lady Christina... I've had enough," he managed to spit out.

His statement was rewarded by a barrage of ten more hard strokes. "I decide when you've had enough," she said.

Not the statement of a crazy woman, he thought - when he could manage a thought. He was about to try pleading his case again, but she stopped him.

"You know, Mr. Flint... I can be very cruel or I can be very kind to those who prove themselves worthy."

"What do I have to do... to be worthy?" he questioned between gritted teeth.

"Take your punishment like a good boy," she answered. "You know you deserve it."

Flint wasn't at all sure what that meant. He was in severe pain, to be sure, as the spanking continued. But he was also growing aroused. He was ready for some female kindness and he was quickly losing his fear of who might be listening outside. Thus resolved, he closed his eyes tight and gripped the sides of the table so hard that his fingers turned white.

She delivered twenty more hard shots before she stopped and set the brush down on the examination table. His bottom felt like a forest fire. Tears welled up in his eyes and leaked down his face.

"I like to see a man cry," she said softly, reaching out a gentle hand and stroking his blushing cheeks. "You have asked for forgiveness and I will give it to you."

She said nothing more after that. However, a few seconds later, her hand found and wrapped itself around his semi-erect penis. It sprang alive immediately. His heart rate and respiratory rate increased dramatically.

Slowly, her hand moved up and down on his shaft, like moving a cylinder up and down on a piston. "Please understand, Mr. Flint," she began, "that while I believe you are worthy of my hand, I cannot offer you anything else... at least not at this time."

The doctor would, of course, have preferred to have his penis buried deep inside this woman behind him. Or at least have her naked body in his arms to fondle and caress while he carefully sucked one nipple, then the other. However, the sensation of her hand was exquisite and he came without even thinking too much more about it.

She stepped back and handed him a paper towel. "Better clean yourself off," she instructed. "And the area around you."

Without turning, he did as he was told, wiping away all traces of his ejaculation. When he was finished, he simply remained where he was. He had put her in control of him and he would await her orders.

She touched his cheek with her hand. "Our business here is concluded," she said. "Please get dressed and see about getting me situated. I fear I have more work to do."

Carefully, Flint pulled up his briefs, wincing as the coarse cotton came into contact with his bruised bottom. Then he pulled up his pants. He turned and glanced at Lady Christina. Her eyes were bright and her face was slightly flushed and sweating. He could see the erect nipples of her breasts pressing against the gown. Quickly, he lowered his eyes, afraid of what he was thinking.

"I will find Mary and get you some clothes. Then we'll get you a room," he said, moving toward the door.

He found Mary and the other nurses clustered at the nurses station. They didn't act as though they had any idea what had just transpired in the examination room. He was grateful.

"The patient is ready for some clothes... if you have any. And she can be transferred to one of the private rooms upstairs. I'll write the orders right now."

"Any idea who she is?" Mary asked.

"Not yet," Flint replied. "But I think we're close to a breakthrough."

Before any more could be said, a police sergeant approached the nurses station. "Is she still here?"

"Who?" Dr. Flint countered innocently.

The sergeant rolled his eyes. "The crazy lady from the bus station."

"We're about to transfer her upstairs," Flint said.

"Good," the sergeant said. "I have some information about her."

Flint glanced at the two nurses. "You go ahead and get her dressed," he instructed. The two nurses nodded and went toward the room, carrying a bag of clothes.

The sergeant sat down at the nurses station. "After Haskins dropped her off here, we did some investigating. It seems that there is an APB out showing a woman who matches her description."

"Really?" Flint said nervously.

"Yes. It seems that two weeks ago, there was some kind of brawl at a private club in Boston. A man was killed and another wounded. The woman who matches the description of your bus lady was one of the owners of the club. Her name is Christine Watson. Her specialty is..." He paused and looked around him, trying to suppress a smile. "...is femdom... disciplining men who pay her for the privilege."

Flint took a deep breath, trying to keep himself calm and professional. "That's very interesting," he said. "Do you know anything else? What is she wanted for?"

"Questioning mostly," the sergeant resumed. "Apparently she was a witness to the incident and disappeared right after. I guess one of the other owners - a Phil Edgewood, who sometimes referred to himself as Lord Edgewood - was the man killed. Pretty bizarre stuff, if you ask me. What do you think?"

"I don't know," Flint answered. "People have fantasies and sometimes need to act on them. From a psychiatric viewpoint, it's probably okay... as long as no one is hurt."

The sergeant smiled. "I should have figured you'd say something like that. Anyway, I think your bus lady is this Christine Watson. Do you think she's crazy or just faking it?"

Flint thought for a few seconds. It was an interesting question, especially considering what she had just done to him in the examination room. Suddenly things began to make sense.

"I don't think she's faking," he said. "She's probably suffering from post traumatic stress disorder. Her reality began to unravel for her the further she got away from the situation." He hesitated as he realized that she was now wanted by the Boston police. "You say she's not a suspect in the murder?"

"Not according to the bulletin," the sergeant said.

"Well, she may very well be the person in question, but she is certainly in no condition to go back to Boston. She doesn't even know her name or where she is. As long as she is not wanted on any criminal charges, I believe she should stay here... under my care... until she begins to get her mind back. Would that be okay, Sergeant Adams?"

Adams thought for a moment and nodded. "I guess so. We're not even sure it's really her."

Flint looked relieved. "Thank you, sergeant. I will keep you informed as to her progress. Now, I must write the orders for her transfer."

The sergeant stood up. "All right. At least this is one we don't have to worry about." He turned and headed toward the exit of the emergency department.

Dr. Flint pulled out an order sheet and a ballpoint pen just as Lady Christina, flanked by the two nurses, emerged from the examination room. She was dressed in tight pair of slacks and a sweater, and looked even more beautiful than she had a few minutes earlier. He knew that he would be seeing her often and that it would probably be a long time before she got her memory back completely. To him, she would always be Lady Christina.


11. Only in His Dreams

In his dreams, John Kissinger had left his wife hundreds of times. Not that she had ever given him any reason to. On the contrary, Cassie Kissinger was everything any reasonable man could ever hope for. She was beautiful in both face and body; she was intelligent and accomplished; and she was, at the same time, a great lover and a good friend. In fact, in the thirteen years they had been married, she had become his best friend.

There was one problem, however. And over their time together, the problem began to grow until, at least for John, it became all but intolerable. He had fantasies that his wife didn't share. Occasionally, in an offhand sort of way, he would bring it up, and her reaction would always be one of indifference. Because he loved her and didn't want to risk damaging their otherwise perfect relationship, he would let it go.

But fantasies are powerful and can take on a life of their own, in spite of the best intentions of the individual to suppress them. So it was with John. Ever since he had been a teenager, he had dreamed of being spanked hard by a woman. He traced this back to the fact that he had grown up in a home in which his mother believed in the value of corporal punishment and had spanked each of her three children on a regular basis. Unfortunately, she died when he was eleven. His father did not remarry, so the young boy never again experienced the sensation of lying across his mother's broad lap, nervously awaiting the sting of her hairbrush while she peeled his underpants down to his knees and told him how much she loved him.

Although he certainly never enjoyed those spankings, which got worse as he got older, he missed his mother's gentle words and her hugging him afterward, drawing him into her body, encircling him with her strong arms. After she died, he seemed to lose his way in life, drifting in and out of trouble for several years, enduring a number of severe whippings from his father until he somehow found the right direction.

At seventeen, he got a job with a landscaping company. He enjoyed the work, and by eighteen, he was a crew chief. By the age of 27, after ten years of hard work and two college degrees in business administration, he started his own company and married Cassie, who was two years younger.

They fit well together. She was an accountant and immediately assumed all of the tax advising and bookkeeping chores of Kissinger Landscaping, Inc. And even though both partners were very absorbed in the success of the company, they still found time to make love on a regular basis, sometimes attacking each other's bodies with a passion that was primal in nature, but also deeply fulfilling.

But for John there always seemed to be something missing, some need, some hunger that went beyond sex. He didn't realize what it was until he and his wife were cleaning out his parents' house not long after his father died. It was then he found his mother's old hairbrush. As he cradled the heavy oak brush with the wide flat back, the memories of his mother came back to him in a flood of disconnected images. He began to cry, clutching the hairbrush to his heaving chest.

Cassie had never seen her husband cry before. "John, what's wrong? Why are you crying?" she asked, sitting down on the floor next to him.

He looked at his wife and wiped the embarrassing tears from his eyes. "I... I'm not sure," he replied.

She kissed his sweating forehead. "Are you thinking about your father?"

"No," he said quickly. "I was thinking about... about... my mother."

Cassie raised her eyebrows. John had never really said much about his mother, except that she had died when he was a young boy. Now, as Cassie watched her husband, fresh tears formed, then fell from his eyes. "What about your mother?" she asked softly.

He looked at the hairbrush one more time. It seemed so innocent in his large, calloused hands. "She died when I was eleven."

"Yes, I know. You told me."

John redirected his gaze to his wife. "My mother was the family disciplinarian," he declared suddenly. "Whenever I was bad, she would summon me to this room, sit down on the bed, take me across her knee, bare my butt, and lay into me with this hairbrush."

Cassie shook her head. "That must have been really horrible for you."

John wiped away the last remaining tears and managed a half smile. "I'm sure I thought so at the time," he said. "But... I realize now that it was... one of the ways she showed her love for me."

"By spanking you?" Cassie interjected, her eyes wide.

"I know it sounds strange, but when she was finished, she would hold me in her arms and kiss me... and I knew that everything would be all right. It was a good feeling."

For a long time, neither John nor Cassie said anything; they just sat together on the floor of his parent's empty bedroom, seemingly lost in their own thoughts. Finally, John leaned forward and looked at his wife again.

"Cassie... this is going to sound pretty weird, but... do you think that sometime, maybe, you could, you know, use the hairbrush on me... maybe if I did something that really pissed you off?" He extended the hairbrush to his wife.

Cassie looked first at the brush, then at her husband, studying him, trying to dissect his hopeful expression. "Are you serious?" she asked at last.

"I... I don't know for sure," he replied. "I think so."

She took the brush from his trembling hands and scanned it. "I don't think I could do it, John. It looks like it would really hurt. Besides, I'm your wife, not your mother."

"Well, it was just a thought," he said. "Just trying to relive a memory, I guess."

That was ten years ago. He hadn't been real disappointed then when she didn't take him or his request seriously; after all, he wasn't even sure himself if he'd been serious.

Nonetheless, he kept the hairbrush, placing it in the top drawer of his bureau, next to his underwear. Occasionally, when he was feeling particularly stressed or melancholy, he would pull it out and study it and try to remember growing up. Sometimes he would bend over and slap his own naked bottom as hard as he could with the brush. It always hurt, imparting a deep pain that would last for hours. But it was a poor replacement for what he sought, and inevitably he would end up asking Cassie the same question: "Do you think, sometime, if you were really pissed at me, you could use the brush on my butt?"

Cassie always answered him in the same way. She would cradle him in her soft arms and kiss him gently. "I love you, John; I could never hurt you." Then she would undress and urge him to bed where they would make love and fall asleep in each other's arms.

This would satisfy him for a while, even make him feel a little foolish. But, before long, that feeling would pass and he would, once more, dream of going across her lap for some good, old-fashioned hairbrush discipline.

As the years passed, the more urgent became his desire to be spanked. He began to read stories about wives spanking their husbands; he looked at pictures of men being spanked; he discreetly became a member of several Internet sites devoted to female domination. However, these activities only increased his desire to be spanked.

Finally, three weeks before his fortieth birthday, he asked her again to please take him across her lap and spank him as hard as she could with the hairbrush. Again, she responded by not taking him seriously, virtually ignoring his plea by taking his penis into her mouth and sucking it like a sugar stick. After a few minutes, he did forget about wanting to be spanked as he exploded, nearly choking her with his copious ejaculate.

However, he couldn't sleep that night. He just lay awake in bed alternating his gaze between the empty ceiling and the naked sleeping body of his wife. He loved her - he was absolutely sure of that. And she loved him - he was sure of that too. But that night, he realized that, although the love they had for each other was powerful and fulfilling, it was no longer enough. He finally understood that his need to be spanked was so overwhelming that if she wouldn't - or couldn't - do it, he would have to find someone else.

After two weeks of restless nights filled with dreams of strange women attacking his bare posterior with wickedly large hairbrushes, he knew he had to do something. But what? He couldn't just ask his neighbor, Millie, to spank him. Nor could he ask his sister-in-law, Carmen, or Terri, his secretary. It had to be someone he didn't know and who didn't know him or Cassie. Eventually, as with everything else, the answer lay with the Internet as he discovered a personal ad for an older woman who lived in a city only thirty miles away.

According to the ad, her name was Lady Abigail and she specialized in taking naughty boys OTK for a long, painful session with her hand and then her hairbrush. No sex, just the spanking of a lifetime. John thought about the ad for two days, during which time he masturbated twice and made love to Cassie three times. There was no denying it, he thought, no escape from the validity of his feelings. He would have to contact Lady Abigail and turn fantasy into reality.

With an abruptness that surprised him, he scheduled an appointment for the following afternoon. He told Cassie that he was meeting with a prospective client and that he would be gone until early evening. Since he did this frequently, he knew his wife wouldn't suspect that he was really going to see another woman. That night, in bed, John and Cassie Kissinger, two people married thirteen years and rapidly closing in on middle age, made love like a couple of teenagers. In fact, making love is not an appropriate description of what they did. It would be far more accurate, albeit crude, to say that they simply fucked each other - in every position either of them knew.

The next morning John was up at dawn. He dressed quickly, gently kissed his wife as she lay sleeping, and was gone before she could wake up. One by one, he tore through the day's activities, finding that he did best with tasks that required little thought, as he couldn't keep his mind off the upcoming appointment. At four o'clock he said good-bye to Terri, jumped into his Chevy pickup, and nervously drove the thirty miles.

Lady Abigail lived in a simple ranch-style house at the end of a quiet suburban street. She was an older woman with a tall, trim athletic body and arms that looked strong even through the bulky, long-sleeve cotton dress she wore. She had long, iron gray hair that was tied behind her head, and her smile was gentle but her dark eyes were hard and unyielding. John immediately felt like a small boy as he followed her into a room which contained only a long sofa, a mirror on one wall, and shuttered windows.

They sat down on the sofa and she turned to face him. "Why are you here, John?" she asked in a very business-like tone of voice.

John's hands began to tremble a little. "I... I need to be spanked," he replied.

She smiled. "Why?"

"I don't know," he said. "But I can't stop thinking about it."

"You told me you are married. Is that true?"

"Yes."

"Then why doesn't your wife spank you?"

"I don't know."

"Haven't you discussed it with her?"

"Yes... many times."

"And she refuses to spank you? Why is that?"

"I... don't think she understands how important it is to me."

"And why is it so important to you, John?"

"I... I don't know."

Lady Abigail scowled at her client. "You don't seem to know much of anything, do you?"

John raised his eyebrows slightly. "I guess I don't," he said.

She studied him for a moment. "Well, let's change that," she said suddenly. "All right, let's get to work. Pull your pants and underpants down to your knees and get across my lap."

John looked surprised. "Just like that?" he asked.

She scowled again. "What were you expecting?"

"I... I don't know."

Her scowl deepened, but her eyes practically danced in her head. "If you say, 'I don't know' one more time I will spank you harder than you can imagine possible for a woman my age. Now, you drove a long way to be here so either get across my lap right now or quit wasting my time and yours."

John stood up and mechanically unbuckled his belt and unzipped the fly of his cotton chinos. Under her powerful gaze, he slowly lowered first the pants, then the white cotton briefs to his knees. His face flushed with embarrassment as his semi-erect penis became fully exposed. She patted her lap impatiently, and, like a little boy, he shuffled over to her. As soon as he was within reach, she grabbed his left hand and skillfully pulled him down across her lap. Using her knees, she positioned him so that his naked bottom was directly under her right shoulder.

"There's no turning back now, John," she declared.

He dared to look back over his shoulder. It was then that he saw the hairbrush in her right hand. It appeared to be identical to the one his mother had used. For a second, he was tempted to ask her about it. However, he never got the chance as he suddenly felt his right wrist and arm being drawn tightly across his back.

"Once we begin, you will not be able to stop the spanking no matter what you do or say. Do you understand?" John was too stunned to say anything. She tightened her grip on his arm. "I said, do you understand?" she demanded.

"Ye... yes, ma'am," he squeaked. This whole scene felt natural and unnatural at the same time. A part of him - the adult part - seemed to be somehow lifted out of his body, and it was almost as though the man who was now John Kissinger was watching the boy who had been little Johnny to his mother.

"When was the last time you were spanked, John?" Lady Abigail asked as she extended the brush high over her head.

He thought for a moment. "I... can't really remember."

She laughed. "I'm not sure I believe that," she said. "But it doesn't matter. You won't be forgetting this spanking any time soon." An instant later, she snapped her wrist and brought the big hairbrush down hard across his exposed right cheek. The sound echoed through the room, seeming to bounce off the walls. He gasped and buried his face in the soft cushions. She wasted little time delivering the next blow, a solid stinger that landed just below the first. He gasped again. "Hurts worse than you thought it would, doesn't it?" she said. He nodded quickly as the third blow bounced off the middle of his left cheek. She laughed again. "Honey, it's never the way you remember it... or imagine it. This is reality, with a capital R."

After that, she spoke no more, but rather concentrated her effort on pounding a steady rhythm upon his reddening bottom. Again and again and again the brush found its mark while the recipient struggled to keep from screaming. With the fiftieth hard stroke of the brush, tears formed in his eyes, and his brain - the part that was still functioning - was desperately trying to think of the right words to say that would make her stop. When he couldn't think of anything, he instinctively resorted to escape. However, the more he squirmed to get away, the tighter she held his arm behind his back. After a few seconds, the pain in his wrist became nearly as intolerable as the escalating pain in his rear. All the while, she never broke stride, continuing to land a blow every one to two seconds. She was obviously a true master of her craft.

Realizing the sheer hopelessness of his situation (a situation he had paid to be in), he tried to relax. He stopped struggling and went limp across her lap. He tried to think of something else, anything to free his mind while she reduced his body to a quivering mass of misery. However, nothing he did or tried could stop the pain from consuming him. Whack! Down came the brush across his right cheek. Wham! Down came the brush across his left cheek. His mother never spanked like this; his father never spanked like this. After another couple of dozen strokes, he became convinced that she was more machine than woman.

Then, just as the tears were beginning to stream down his sweating face, she stopped. For a long time, he just lay across her lap, crying like a little boy, not even able to muster the energy to rub his sore bottom with his hands. Lady Abigail released his arm and gently stroked his matted hair. "It's all right, Johnny," she said softly. "It's all right. You were a bad boy but now all is forgiven."

Her words had a hypnotic effect on him. He began to sob, his chest heaving. For several minutes she let him cry. Then, again using her knees, she nudged him off her lap and onto the floor. He landed with a thud. "John," she called. He didn't respond. "John, look at me," she called again, a little more assertively this time. Slowly, he lifted his head and met her eyes with his own. "Are you all right?" she asked.

John nodded. "I... I think so," he replied. "My butt hurts pretty bad."

Lady Abigail smiled. "Stand up, John," she ordered gently. He was a bit unsteady, but within a few seconds, he managed to stand. "Look at me," she continued, once he was on his feet. He shifted his eyes to her. However, she didn't return his look. Instead, she moved her eyes past him. "You can come in now, Cassie," Lady Abigail said.

At the sound of his wife's name, John whirled around toward the door, nearly tripping himself. There in the open doorway was his wife, her eyes wide and her mouth drooping. John tried to speak, but couldn't get his tongue to work. Lady Abigail nodded to Cassie.

Immediately, the middle-age wife moved to her husband and took him in her arms. She kissed him on the forehead. "I'm sorry, honey," she said. "I... didn't understand."

John let her kiss him for another few seconds, then pulled back a little. "But... but... how... why?" he stammered.

"It was Lady Abigail," said Cassie. "She called me. We talked for a long time..."

"Oh god, Cassie, I'm so sorry," John said, looking into her eyes. He was still crying. "I... I didn't want to hurt you. I love you so much... but, I just had to find out... I just had to."

Once more she drew him into her body. "It's all right, John, it's my fault for not listening to you."

Lady Abigail stood up and moved over to the couple. She softly tapped Cassie on the arm and held out the hairbrush. "Cassie, do you think you can handle him from now on?"

Cassie stepped back and slowly took the brush. "I'm not sure," she replied, studying the wood. "You make it look so easy."

The older woman laughed. "Well, that's thirty years of experience," she exclaimed. "Just establish some rules and a pattern and the rest will take care of itself."

Cassie looked at her husband again and moved her hands to his bottom. She cupped his burning cheeks. "Are you sure this is what you want, John?"

He reached back with his large hands and covered hers. "I don't know for sure," he said. "But I think we need to at least try."

Cassie was about to answer when Lady Abigail clutched her arm. "Cassie, do you think, after watching me, that you'll be able to effectively discipline this naughty boy... or do you need some supervised practice?" She winked when she said this.

Cassie managed a half-smile. "Well..." she began, "maybe a little practice would be a good idea. What do you think, honey?"

John's eyes widened. "Jesus, Cassie, don't you think I've had enough for one day?"

Lady Abigail scowled. "John, let me remind you that you came here... you wanted this. I didn't seek you out. This is for your own good. Now, man up and take what's coming to you." Then she turned to Cassie. "Sit down on the sofa, right in the middle where I was." Cassie pulled away from John and sat down in the middle of the sofa. Lady Abigail gripped John's right arm tightly. "All right, naughty boy, assume the position." Without waiting for a response, she dragged him over to his wife. "Cassie, grab his arm and pull him down across your lap."

The novice dominant was a bit awkward at first, but, with Lady Abigail's help, within a few seconds, the reluctant husband was firmly across her denim covered lap, his flaming red bottom positioned directly under her right shoulder. Cassie could not resist the temptation of running her right hand - the one that held the brush - across his seat. "Feels pretty hot already," she declared.

"Don't worry about that," Lady Abigail said. "He can stand to get a little hotter. Now, raise the brush over your head and bring it down as hard as you can across his naughty butt." Cassie did as she was told. John screamed in pain as the hard wood impacted on his burning flesh. "Now, do it again, Cassie, then again and again. Pay no attention to his pathetic cries for mercy. Spank him as many times as you think he deserves... then double it!"

Cassie smiled and nodded, immediately establishing a rhythm similar to what Lady Abigail had done. Her husband squirmed and struggled on her lap; his urgent cries for mercy echoed from wall to wall.

Finally, after about thirty hard strokes, the older woman gently grabbed Cassie's right arm just as it was beginning to drop the brush one more time. "I think he's had enough," she said. "And it appears that you are a quick learner."

Cassie set the brush down beside the quivering body of her husband and wiped a stream of sweat from her face. "Does spanking a man always make you this hot?" she asked.

"What do you mean by hot?" Abigail rejoined.

Cassie pulled out the hem of her sweater and fanned the naked flesh underneath. She blushed slightly. "Well, I meant like sweaty... but I guess I am a little... hot the other way too."

Lady Abigail smiled knowingly. "Well, it doesn't really happen to me... at least not anymore, but... well, why don't I leave the two of you alone for a while? I know you have some things to... uh... discuss." She winked again and moved to the door. When she got there, she stopped, turned and studied the married couple. Cassie was smiling and still fanning her belly; her husband was still lying across her lap, a tear occasionally falling from his eyes. "Stay as long as you want," she said. "But please don't mess up my sofa." Then she disappeared, closing the door behind her.

Once they were alone, Cassie and John Kissinger wasted little time. Within a matter of a few seconds, they were both naked and rolling into each other's arms on the carpeted floor. Despite the great pain that was surging through his body from his heavily bruised bottom, John was more aroused than he had ever been before in his life. Cassie, too, could not seem to wait to get his hard penis deep inside her. They both knew, somewhere in their brains, that they would have a lot to discuss once they got home. But for now, the tension between them was gone. What remained was nothing but pure love, along with a healthy dose of lust. As promised, everything was going to be all right.


12. Agent of the Gestapo

Ernst Wagner stepped through the ornate doors of the Hotel L'Guerre and took a deep breath of fresh spring air. It was a warm day in mid-May and the trees were alive with new leaves. In the distant fields, extending all the way to Verdun, he could see wildflowers in the meadows - meadows under which reposed the remains of thousands of French and German soldiers - victims of the battle for Verdun in the spring of 1916. Now, twenty-eight years later, the Germans were back and they hadn't made the same mistakes.

But that was of little significance to Ernst. He was too small and too nervous to be a good soldier like his older brother Wilhelm. Still, as a well-educated German male in the prime of life, he wanted and needed to make his contribution to the Fatherland. He had no useful administrative or diplomatic skills. However, because he was descended from an illustrious family that possibly counted the composer Richard Wagner as one of its members and because he could speak fluent French, he was recruited by the Gestapo and assigned to a small city in western France where he was to root out and neutralize any local elements of the French underground.

After two years of living in this provincial village of Sans Succi, Major Ernst Wagner had begun to doubt that the illustrious French resistance even existed at all - at least in his part of the world. Of course, he had heard the stories of munitions factories being bombed and railroad tracks being torn up. But these events he attributed more to British and American commandos operating behind the lines, probably in preparation for the inevitable invasion in northern France or else to support the campaign in Italy. The German war juggernaut was beginning to come apart, to break down. Soon it would be stopped completely.

But Ernst didn't really worry about that either. He was no leader, no decision maker. He wasn't even certain he believed in the Third Reich. He saw himself merely as a very small cog in a very big wheel. This was a time and a place in the great moments of history, and he occupied but the smallest corner of it. Besides, he reasoned, he did the job to which he had been assigned. He just did it quietly, without the great thirst for glory that seemed to grip the careers of other officers.

However, this afternoon, he was on a real mission. Several young women had taken up residence in an abandoned house on Rue Liege. He had heard a rumor that the house would operate as a brothel. But he was smart and experienced enough to know that the house could also be a front and staging area for the local underground, if it existed. It was his duty to check it out, interrogate the women and determine their true intent.

Wearing his usual imposing black wool suit with the swastika lapel pin, he slid behind the wheel of the old Citroen he had commandeered from the mayor of Sans Succi. Most Gestapo majors had drivers. But with only four men under his command, Ernst really couldn't spare anyone to serve as chauffeur. Secretly, he preferred to drive himself anyway - it reminded him of his carefree student days in Bavaria; he had made love to more than one fräulein in the plush backseat of his father's Mercedes.

Rue Liege was a quiet street on the south side of the town. This part of France had suffered very little from either the initial German blitzkrieg or the subsequent occupation. Therefore, the houses were still intact; in fact, most retained their classic picturesque beauty and old world charm. The house he sought was near the end of the street. It resembled a small chateau with a relatively new coat of white paint. In contrast to its neighbors, it appeared almost prosperous. This fact alone would arouse a certain amount of suspicion among the classically paranoid officers of the Gestapo. Ernst was more curious than suspicious, preferring to adhere to the philosophy that if you don't actually see anything bad, maybe it doesn't really exist.

He parked the Citroen in front of the house and walked purposefully up the winding walkway to the massive front door, mindful that he was probably being observed by any number of citizens crouched behind torn curtains. As soon as he reached the door, it opened. Standing in the doorway was a middle-aged woman with brown hair and a trim but sturdy figure. She smiled warmly. "Good afternoon," she greeted. "May I help you?"

She was very beautiful and stately, Ernst thought. He was careful to affect a detached air of importance. "Madame, you are new to Sans Succi, are you not?" he began in perfect French. He understood that he didn't need to identify himself - even if she had been blind, she still would have known that he was a Gestapo agent.

"Oui," she replied, securing him with her large brown eyes.

"I need to check your identity papers," he declared. "As well as those of anyone else residing in the house."

The woman took a step back, never losing her friendly and confident smile. "But of course," she said. "Come with me, please."

Assuming his best commanding air, Ernst pushed past her into the foyer. It was a long corridor with wood paneling on the walls and a winding staircase near the front. He could see no one else; however, he heard voices coming from the upstairs. "I will need to inspect the house," he announced.

Once again, she gazed at him, looking him up and down. This unnerved him a little. He knew that the people in the village certainly watched him, but only from a distance. The Gestapo had unlimited power, and everyone kept a safe distance, trying as hard as they could not to attract attention to themselves.

"Certainly," she said in Parisian French. "My name is Marie Pinot. And you are Major Wagner, I believe."

Now he was stunned - not that she actually knew his name, for he was obviously known in the area, but that she had spoken it so casually. She should have been terrified, he reasoned. He was about to speak when he heard a short squeal of pain coming from upstairs. Quickly, he regained his composure. "Who is upstairs, Madame?" he demanded.

Madame Pinot turned her head toward the stairs. "My companion and our guest," she replied boldly.

"There is something not right here," he said, taking a step toward the stairway.

She smiled. "Perhaps, monsieur, you are wondering about our prosperity," she said, peering at him. She didn't wait for him to answer. "I am the grandniece of Marshal Henri Pinot."

Ernst processed the name. He recalled that Marshal Henri Pinot had been a hero of the French army in 1917; then, in an ironic twist, had become a stooge for the Vichy government in 1940. Still, if this woman who had identified herself as Marie was related to the former Marshal, it would explain a lot. "I will need to see your identity papers as well as those of any other members of this household," he exclaimed.

"If the major would accompany me, please," she said.

With Marie in the lead, the two ascended the long staircase. When they reached the landing at the top, the squeal came again, this time a little louder. It seemed to be originating from behind a black door about ten feet from where they were standing. Ernst cocked his head toward the sound like a German shepherd. "What is going on in that room?" he questioned authoritatively.

"Oh, something I think you would understand very well, major," Marie answered.

"Let me see," he demanded.

"As you wish," she returned. She moved swiftly to the door and pushed it open.

Ernst was right behind her, breathing as though he expected to find the entire French resistance assembled in one room. Instead, he saw something far more interesting yet disturbing. Lying spread-eagle face down on an ornate double bed was a beautiful young woman. Her hands and feet were tied to the posts at each corner. She was blindfolded. Standing over her, holding a long thin rod, was an attractive woman who might have been thirty. She was wearing a finely tailored black dress. While Ernst watched, the woman retracted the rod behind her, then suddenly swung her arm forward and down, delivering a powerful stroke across the naked bottom of the woman on the bed. The victim squealed and wriggled against the restraints.

Marie put her hand on the woman with the rod. "Anna, Major Wagner is here to see us," she declared.

Anna lowered the rod and turned to face Ernst. She smiled. "Welcome, Monsieur," she said.

Ernst took a deep breath to calm himself. The scene playing itself out before him was the last thing he expected to see. "What is this?" he managed to ask.

"Punishment," Marie said. "Lineta has been bad, I'm afraid." She gazed knowingly at Ernst. "Certainly, Major Wagner, you did not believe the Gestapo was the only group in France capable of disciplining French women."

At that moment, Ernst Wagner didn't know what he thought except that this was a bizarre scene and that he was slightly aroused, in spite of himself. One thing he thought for certain was that these women and this house were not a part of the resistance. "You need to explain to me what is happening here and why," he demanded.

Marie touched his hand softly. "Young women in this part of France require and expect discipline," she said. "Usually it is their men that supply that discipline. But all the men are either dead or off in labor camps. In war, one must often improvise. Anna and I serve as substitutes for the men. Would you care for additional demonstration, major?"

Desperately, he tried to process the explanation he had just heard. Combined with the relative calm demeanor of the three women in the room, it seemed almost plausible. Besides, he could feel himself grow more and more aroused. There would be time later to review their identity papers and inspect the rest of the house. "Please proceed," he squeaked.

Marie smiled again. "Anna, are you nearly finished with the strokes?"

Anna raised the rod once again. "Two more strokes," she replied.

Marie nodded and Anna quickly administered two additional blows of the rod, adding two more horizontal red stripes to the mass already present on the victim's bottom. Then, when the punishment was over, much to Ernst's surprise, Anna laid the rod down on the floor and raised the hem of her dress above her waist. This exposed a beautiful naked bottom. However strapped to her front was a long, thick wooden penis. While Marie loosened the binding straps, Anna climbed onto the bed and lay on top of Lineta.

Now free to move, the younger woman hoisted herself up on her knees and thrust out her bottom as far as she could. Anna spread what appeared to be some kind of lubricant onto the wooden penis and then smeared more between Lineta's legs. Finally, Anna positioned herself behind Lineta, inserted the penis into Lineta's vagina, and proceeded to thrust like a man would. Lineta soon moaned her approval. A moment later, as her eyes rolled back in her head, the young woman shrieked as she was obviously overcome with a very powerful orgasm.

Ernst was so engrossed by what he was watching that the entire French underground could have paraded by the door and he wouldn't have noticed.

"An effective interrogation tool, is it not, major?" Marie asked.

Ernst managed to think about the question for a few seconds. He didn't have the stomach for torture or even extended interrogation. He knew that many Gestapo officers loved to create misery in other people. However, it always just made him sick; thus, he avoided it at all cost.

He was about to speak when Anna interrupted him. "Perhaps, monsieur, you would care to participate?"

This question was another in a long line of shocks. He had come to inspect and interrogate what he thought might be links to the underground or at least a safe house. He began to sweat like he was standing under a heat lamp. Anna disengaged from Lineta and joined Marie on the other side of the Gestapo agent. Both were smiling broadly. "But of course," Marie said suddenly. She put her hands on Ernst's chest and began to massage it gently. "You are no disciplinarian. Perhaps you wish to be disciplined yourself, to take Lineta's place on the bed." She continued her massage while peering directly into Ernst's eyes.

Ernst stepped back and knew that, as a Gestapo agent, he should arrest all three women right now. However, he couldn't. Marie had guessed his secret, the secret he had tried to keep even from himself. He had no desire to hurt the French - or anyone else, for that matter. In fact, he felt guilty; he felt the guilt of the German nation fall upon his narrow shoulders. Before he could stop it, a tear formed in his eye and rolled down his cheek.

Marie brushed it away tenderly. "It is all right, Ernst," she said as though she was a mother talking to her son. "We will take care of you. We will make you feel better." Then, keeping her eyes on his, she removed his black coat and set it down on a nearby chair. Next, she removed his tie, unbuttoned his shirt, and pulled the tails from the waist of his pants. Ernst didn't lodge a protest - what little power he may have once had was rapidly draining away.

Acting on her own, Anna pulled down his pants and boxer shorts while her companion stripped off the shirt. "Get on the bed, Ernst," she ordered.

He was nearly paralyzed, standing before these two powerful women nearly naked. It was like he was a little boy again, standing in his mother's bedroom, waiting to be punished for forgetting a chore she had assigned him. The memory was jarred from him by a hard slap to his unprotected rear. "Ernst Wagner, get on the bed and take what's coming to you," Marie commanded. "Don't make it harder on yourself."

How many times had he heard a Gestapo agent say that to someone he was interrogating - don't make it harder on yourself. Now it was him. And maybe it was all right; maybe it was time. He felt another hard slap. Both women were glaring at him menacingly. Lineta was cowering in a corner, nursing her sore bottom. He took a step toward the empty bed, then turned back. "This will be our secret, will it not?" he asked, managing to gain some semblance of control, if only for a few seconds.

Marie gave him a sweet, reassuring smile. "But of course," she said. "What happens in this room, stays in this room."

He nodded and shuffled to the bed. When he reached it, he lay down across its smooth surface, suddenly feeling very weary, as though he was carrying the weight of the world on his back. He closed his eyes and allowed Anna and Marie to secure his arms and legs to the posts, just as they had done with Lineta. He felt very exposed and very vulnerable, but he was also very aroused. When the rod bit into his bottom, he yelped like a wounded puppy. When it struck again and again, he ground his pelvis into the bedspread; the friction against his penis felt exquisite, reminding him that he hadn't been with a woman in more than a year.

"How much guilt do you have, Ernst?" Anna asked as she ruthlessly drove the rod against his soft flesh time and time again. "What will it take to make you cry for France, for all the pain your people have inflicted?"

Ernst tried to think through the question while he was absorbing the pain. He still felt like a little boy, certainly not like a Gestapo officer on a mission. His penis was ready to burst while the rest of him radiated misery. He had no idea how many times Anna had struck him with that awful rod, but he was rapidly approaching the breaking point. He was about to confess - to what he wasn't certain - perhaps to single-handedly starting World War Two.

And still the rod continued to fall, covering every square centimeter from his coccyx to his upper thighs. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. His chest began to heave. He was crying at last.

A moment later, the punishment stopped. Anna and Marie released his arms and legs and helped him to sit up on the bed. Together, they cradled him in their arms, rocking him until he stopped crying. Finally, Marie glanced down at his fully erect penis. "Do you want us to take care of that?" she asked innocently.

He flushed and wiped more tears from his face. "How?"

Marie shifted her gaze to Lineta, still standing naked in a corner. "I believe that Lineta would appreciate having a real penis inside her rather than the silly wooden one. What do you say, Lineta?"

Lineta blushed and nodded sheepishly.

Marie clapped her hands gleefully and helped Ernst remove his shoes and socks. In a few seconds, he was also completely naked and lying on his back on the bed. Lineta approached him tentatively. However, once she saw his twitching penis, she climbed up on the bed and impaled herself on it. Within seconds, she was moaning happily as her lithe body gyrated.

Ernst too began to moan as his long-neglected penis probed the inside of the young woman's vagina. Now there was no more enemy, no more French and German; there was only a man and a woman giving each other pleasure in the most primordial of ways. They came together and collapsed into each other's arms.

When he had recovered his breathing and opened his eyes, Ernst could see Marie and Anna standing over him. They were both smiling. "Bravo," they said together. "You may come back as often as you like. But tell no one, especially your companions. And we will tell no one that we punished a Gestapo officer with a rod to the bare buttocks."

"I will keep my secret if you will keep yours," Ernst rejoined. "And may we pray for a quick end to this war."

All three women reached over and kissed him on his sweating face. He smiled and accepted their attention as though he was back home in Munich. He would return to the strange house often, but he would see nothing. The entire French resistance could use the cellar of the house as their headquarters, and he would see nothing. Let the war end, he thought.


13. Randy's Choice

Contained somewhere between the two ornate floors of the Hunter Valley Mall was a JC Penney store, a Macys, a Saks Fifth Avenue, a Victoria's Secret, and a large independent store called simply, Cheryl's Intimate Apparel. If you were a woman, you would have visited every one of these stores on a regular basis, especially if you were looking for something silky to wear next to your skin.

Randy Ventura wasn't a woman. However, at the age of twenty-one, he had finally conceded that he might like to dress like one. He wasn't sure he wanted to wear a dress or high heels, but he had come to realize that a good pair of silk or satin bikini panties could feel very good. When he confessed this to his latest girlfriend, Cassie, and proceeded to model a pair of her light blue panties that he liberated from her underwear drawer, she accused him of being a freak and a pervert, kicked him out of her apartment, and ordered him to never call or even text her again.

He brooded for three weeks over this setback. Of the few girls he had dated in his short life, he had liked Cassie the best and believed that she might be the one to truly understand his need to express his feminine side. He even went so far as to think she could make a good life partner. Eventually, though, like most things, he got over it and stopped missing her, especially as he started to become more involved in his own life.

But he did miss her underwear, the delicious sensation of soft silk against the tight flesh of his slender bottom. After several more weeks of contemplation, he finally determined that he would simply have to acquire his own stash of sexy panties and wear them in place of his usual cotton briefs. Thus, it was for this purpose that he made the trip to the mall on this particular Sunday afternoon. He went to Victoria's Secret first because that's where Cassie bought most of her lingerie. However, as he looked at all the women inside the store, he lost his nerve and never made it through the door. He now understood this desire to wear women's underwear was a fetish, and he wasn't at all certain he wanted to risk revealing it to the rest of the world, especially since he had been burned already.

Discouraged by his lack of courage, he lowered his head and walked away. His next stop was Macys. The intimate apparel section was large but also filled with women, and they all seemed to follow him suspiciously with their eyes, looking at him as though he were some kind of weird space alien. Quietly, he slinked away without even touching the precious undergarments he craved.

Time to regroup and think, he told himself as he made for the food court. He got a taco salad from Taco Bell and sat down at a secluded table. While he ate, he watched the people come and go, like ants after sugar. Mostly, he saw women, young and old, plain and beautiful, some wearing old jeans, some wearing mini skirts and dresses. He tried to imagine what kind of panties they were wearing. Sometimes, he could see a visible panty line through a thin pair of cotton slacks, and once he saw the panties themselves as a middle-aged woman wearing a short dress sat down at the table opposite to him. Seeing the bare thighs and the dark curl of pubic hair peeking out from beneath the thin cloth excited him a little. However, it also made him a little jealous as he tried to remember the feel of a good pair of panties against his blushing skin.

An hour later, just as the afternoon crowds were beginning to thin out, he sucked the last of his Coke out of the large cup and stood up. If he was ever going to do this, now was the time. He tossed his trash into the nearest receptacle and moved into the wide central corridor of the mall. The nearest store was Saks Fifth Avenue. He started to go inside but quickly stopped. He realized that even if he did get up the nerve to approach the lingerie counter, he probably couldn't afford the high prices traditionally charged by this particular upscale store.

The next store was JC Penney. Confidently, he eased through the wide entrance and allowed himself to be carried along by the predominantly female crowd until he found himself standing right in the middle of the intimate apparel. However, he stopped cold when he saw that one of the clerks was Amber Martin, a girl he had dated a few times in high school. He wouldn't have minded seeing her again; however, he didn't want to try to explain to her why he was buying panties. He also knew that if she even suspected he was buying them for himself, she would tell everyone she knew and he wouldn't be able to show his face in public again.

Even though the table of multicolored panties was calling out to him, even though they were on sale at four pairs for fifteen dollars, Randy backed away, being careful that Amber didn't see him. He took a huge deep breath when he once again emerged into the mall.

The last store to visit was Cheryl's Intimate Apparel. This was located in a short wing off the main corridor and was flanked by a Bath and Body Works and a Joann Fabrics. Across the hall was a large beauty parlor that was closed on Sundays. He glanced at his watch as he hurried along: it was a quarter to six. No wonder there are so few people, he thought, as he approached the plain entrance to the store he sought.

As he scanned the inside, he could see that only two women appeared to be in the store. One was a slightly stout woman with short dark blonde hair. The other was an older woman with long brown hair. They were both standing near the cash register, and Randy thought that one might be a customer. Seeing his opportunity, Randy entered the store and was immediately drawn to a large table upon which were piled panties in all shapes, sizes, and colors. The sign over the table read, 'Panty Madness: 1 pair, $5.00, or 5 pairs for $20.00. Mix and Match.' It was exactly what he was looking for, and for a moment he was practically hypnotized by the sight of so much of what he craved. Finally, he came to his senses and selected five pairs of silk bikini panties in different colors. He could only guess at the size.

He turned toward the cash register and saw that the two women were still standing there talking, apparently not paying attention to what he was doing. Then, as he got closer, the brown-haired woman reminded of his Aunt Christine, the one who always seemed so prim and proper and who had never married. He didn't even want to think about what Aunt Christine would say if she knew her only nephew was buying panties to wear under his clothes. As her shocked, wide-eyed face began to dangle before his eyes, Randy faltered and his knees weakened. Suddenly, he didn't want to confront the two women by the cash register, suddenly he just wanted to leave the store, leave the mall, go back to his little studio apartment and bury his sweating head under a pillow.

Abruptly, he rotated and hurried toward the door. However, as he reached it, he was horrified to discover that it was closed. Quickly, he looked at his watch; it was now six o'clock and the store was closed. He was about to push against the door but was stopped by a warm hand on his shoulder.

"Where do you think you're going?" came a harsh female voice behind him.

Randy whirled around and found himself eye to eye with the brown-haired woman who reminded him of his aunt. "I-I-I..." he stammered, unable to find words or even control his rapidly accelerating heartbeat.

She scowled as she watched him squirm. "As you can plainly see, young man, the store is closed," she stated flatly. "And you didn't pay for those items in your hand, did you?"

He lowered his eyes to the floor and took several deep breaths. "Uh... no... I... guess... I forgot."

Her pretty face broke into an incredulous smile. "Well, perhaps you're a shoplifter... let's go back to the cash register, shall we?"

He nearly fainted as the reality of situation began to materialize around him. This was clearly the worst case scenario, and he now wished that he had risked being seen by Amber at Penneys. He tried to think. The door was locked and he was caught with five pairs of panties in his hand, merchandise he hadn't paid for.

"Yes, ma'am," he said quickly, hoping to defuse the situation.

She extended her arm and he moved toward the sales counter with her right behind him.

"What do we have here, Carol?" the stout woman asked, sporting an accent that hinted of Eastern Europe.

"I think we caught us a shoplifter, Nadia," the other woman replied.

Randy flushed as he found himself flanked by two determined older women in a closed store.

"No, I mean, I... as I was explaining... I... I must have forgot. I'll take care of it right now... I'm sorry."

The woman called Nadia studied him for a few seconds. "Too late to pay," she declared. "I already shut down register."

"Please... I'll put the... uh... merchandise back on the table... just let me out," he mumbled frantically.

Nadia looked at her companion. "What do you think, Carol? Should we just let him go?"

Carol shook her head. "No, if he's a thief, he may have more items that we didn't see him take. I think we should take him in the back room and search him."

Randy looked back and forth between the two women; sweat was dripping from his forehead. "No, I swear... I didn't take anything. Please, let me go."

"We've heard that before, young man," Carol proclaimed. "I think we should search him, Nadia."

Nadia smiled a pudgy little smile. "Okay, boy, you will go into back room with us and take off your clothes so we see you didn't take nothing else. What did you take these panties for anyway?"

Randy squirmed under their gaze and blushed at the question. "No, please... uh... I... wanted them for my... girlfriend."

The two women laughed. "That's pretty lame," Carol said.

Nadia gripped his forearm and looked him in the eye. "Is okay, boy," she said. "Many boys like you come in here to buy panties; some buy bras too. We know they buy for themselves. You like panties... you like wearing panties. Is okay. But you must pay for privilege."

Now Randy was really scared. These two women weren't normal, he thought. "I... didn't do anything wrong. I just forgot to pay... that's all. I'm not going in the back with you."

The two women looked at each other again. "You want I should call police, boy? Tell them we have a thief?" Nadia asked.

Randy thought for a second, trying to slow down his racing brain. Did he want them to call the police? Of course, they could be bluffing, especially since he never left the store with the panties. But on the other hand, did he really want to explain to the police why he wanted to buy the panties in the first place?

"Uh... no..." he said at last. "Uh... what do you want me to do?"

"We want you to pay for the panties you were going to take," Carol said.

He scratched his head. "I thought you said I couldn't pay... that you'd already closed the register."

"I didn't mean with money, young man," Carol returned. Then, suddenly, she grabbed him by the ear. "We're wasting time here," she said, urging his twitching body toward the back room.

"Owww," he protested helplessly. "Wha...what are you going to do?"

Both women laughed again as they reached the door to the back room. Carol released his ear and pushed the frightened young man inside a room that contained mostly stacks of boxes. In a corner was a table with three folding chairs and a long, well used green sofa.

"First, take off all your clothes," Nadia ordered in a harsh voice. Then she softened slightly and smiled. "So we can help you try on your new panties," she added.

Randy stood his ground in the middle of the crowded room, desperately looking around him for a way out. "I... don't think... I..."

Nadia reached over and slapped his backside so hard he almost fell forward. "Don't think, boy... just do," she bellowed. "Or else I call police right now."

Randy put his hand to his butt, which was stinging like crazy. Tears filled his brown eyes. "You women are... are crazy," he said.

Nadia reached out and slapped him again. "You watch your mouth, boy," she said. "Crazy is the boy who comes into my store to steal panties... panties he wants only for himself. Now, get clothes off before I lose my temper."

Still reeling from the sudden turn of events and the hard second slap, Randy stepped backwards and almost tripped over a large carton.

"Do it, young man," Carol said.

Randy caught himself just before he fell. Maybe this is a dream, he told himself. He looked at the two women again, saw the serious, determined looks on their faces, saw that there was no escape from whatever they had in mind for him. Slowly, he nodded his head. He lifted his mauve Abercrombie and Fitch tee shirt over his head, revealing a thin, hairless chest. Then he unbuckled his belt and pulled the zipper on his jeans. He stopped.

"Take everything off, boy," Nadia ordered.

"Everything?" he asked as if in a trance.

Nadia reached out as if to slap him one more time. He flinched and cowered. "Don't be stupid, boy," she said as she withdrew her hand. Again, he nodded. Quickly, he pulled off his Nike walking shoes and white socks. Then he removed his jeans. "Get underpants off," Nadia demanded.

The miserable young man blushed a deep crimson as he slowly peeled down his white cotton briefs. He put a hand up to shield his face as he stood before these two powerful older women completely naked.

Carol chuckled. "Look at how red his face is, Nadia," she said.

Nadia studied him as though he were a laboratory specimen. "Not bad body, boy," she said. "But more like girls, I think." He blushed again. "I think we make butt as red as face," she added. "Carol, give me big ruler." Without another word, the strong, stout woman grabbed the young man by the ear and dragged him crying over to the sofa. She sat down in the middle and pulled his twitching body down across her lap. Carol handed her a ruler made of solid wood. Nadia held it out. "For trying to steal panties, I give you bad spanking," she said.

Randy opened his mouth to protest; however, his voice was muffled by a pair of silk panties stuffed in his mouth. He tried to squirm off Nadia's lap, but she grabbed his right wrist with her left hand and pulled it tight across his back. He tried to scream, but the sound was caught in the cloth.

Without saying another word, Nadia raised the ruler high over her head and brought it down across the center of both cheeks of his slender bottom, creating a red ripple. His eyes widened in pain and surprise. She followed this up immediately with a second strike of equal intensity. Then she delivered a third, fourth, and fifth blows in such rapid succession that the three felt as one. Tears filled his eyes and he tried to lift himself up, only to be stopped by the tightening of his arm across his back. He raised his head in time to see her laughing at him, a thoroughly demonic look contorting her coarse features. Again and again and again, the ruler found its mark, producing deep red streaks and harsh misery.

He was sweating, frightened, and confused. This was all happening so fast that he had no time to prepare or to even react. For at least a minute, he simply let himself be spanked, to lay practically still across this strange woman's broad lap, to feel the heavy ruler bounce off his bottom and upper thighs, biting mercilessly into his unprotected skin. However, in one last gasp of reason, he reached up with his free hand and pulled the now soggy panties from his mouth.

"Stop... stop... please... stop," he pleaded. "I'm... sorry. Haven't I paid enough?"

Nadia stopped and rested the ruler on his heavily bruised posterior. She looked down at her victim. "No," she declared after a brief interlude. "I think... maybe thirty more. What do you think, Carol?" Carol nodded, smiling.

"No... please," Randy protested meekly, attempting to fight through the pain and sobbing. But his plea fell on deaf ears.

Nadia raised the ruler again and brought it down hard, re-impacting a deep bruise. Randy screamed, and Carol retrieved the panties and shoved them into his mouth again.

"One," Nadia announced. She raised and lowered the ruler again. "Two," she said. All in all, it took her nearly two minutes to complete the thirty additional strokes she had assigned herself.

By the time she was finished, Randy had given up on being stoic or brave, and was lying limp, sobbing hysterically. Nadia cast the ruler down beside him and released his arm. He cried for another minute before she pushed him gently to the linoleum floor. He landed in a pathetic heap. "You know, in the old country, a boy who would wear a woman's panties would be thought of as a sissy. Are you a sissy, boy?"

Randy got control of himself and managed a quick look at his tormentor. "No," he replied rather meekly.

"Are you sure?" Nadia asked.

"Yes," he said. "I... like girls."

"Show me... or I give you another spanking," Nadia returned.

The frightened and miserable young man raised himself up and looked around the room. "How?" he asked somewhat stupidly.

Nadia pointed to Carol. Immediately, the brown-haired woman raised her skirt above her waist and peeled down her white panties and panty hose. When she had removed her undergarments completely, she sat down on the edge of the sofa.

"You take care of Carol," Nadia said, a huge smile contorting her face.

Randy looked at Nadia, then he shifted his anxious gaze to Carol. She was rather attractive, he thought - thin with full pouting labia and well trimmed pubic hair. He hadn't been with a girl since Cassie ordered him out of her life more than a month ago. He rubbed his bottom, trying to massage away the pain.

"Come over here and bring me off, little man," Carol ordered. "Then, if you're really good and I'm convinced you're not a sissy, as Nadia calls it, I may let you fuck me."

The pain in his bottom began to vanish as Carol's lush womanhood called to him. She no longer reminded him of his aunt as he crawled over to her and unceremoniously stuck his head between her parted thighs. Immediately, he extended his tongue toward her clitoris; she was already moist and breathing heavily. As he found the mark, she moaned loudly and put her hands on both sides of his head, locking him into position. He had trouble breathing, but he kept up the vigorous massage until she screamed and her whole body twitched with a thundering orgasm.

For nearly another minute, she held him in the position while she struggled to regain her breathing. Finally, she lifted her hands and spread her legs, releasing him. He fell backward, his face hot and flushed.

"Look, Carol! He's no sissy." Nadia pointed to his crotch. Randy also looked down and saw that he was sporting the largest erection he could ever remember having.

Carol's eyes widened. "Not bad," she said. She swung her body around on the sofa and lay on her back across its full length. Then she spread her legs as much as she could. "Okay, little man," she started, "let's see if you use your dick as well as you use your tongue."

Randy licked his lips as he struggled to stand up. Once he was on his feet, he gazed down at the magnificent sight set before him. His penis throbbed with anticipation. Still, he wasn't sure what to do. Sure, he'd had sex before, lots of times - in fact, he and Cassie had been at it like rabbits. But he had never been in this situation before, where his freedom may depend on how well he pleasured a woman who was obviously well experienced.

"Uh… what do you want me to do?" he asked.

Carol's brown eyes blazed with lust and need. "Are you an idiot? Come down here and stick that big thing inside me. Fuck me. Don't tell me you're still a virgin."

Randy picked up on some of her lust. "No," he said. "I'm not a virgin." Then, without another word he lowered himself onto her waiting body. His erect penis found her vagina, and with one glorious push, he entered her.

"Do it, boy!" she shrieked. "Fuck me... hard and fast."

He didn't need to be told twice. He couldn't believe how excited he was. He had never been this excited with any girl he had ever been with, including Cassie. He thrust for all he was worth, slamming in and out of her with such reckless abandon that he nearly fell off the sofa. He moaned as he neared release. She also moaned and wrapped her muscular legs around his back, urging him even deeper. Finally, just as he was about to pass out, he came in a gush.

Totally spent, he collapsed on her body, panting. She too was breathing heavily and her eyes were rolled back in her head. For several minutes, the two lovers lay as they were until finally his penis shrank and slipped out of her, carrying several strands of sticky semen along with it. She raised herself up on her elbows and pushed him onto the floor.

"That... that was rather remarkable, Nadia," Carol said at last. "The boy's got some talent, I think."

Nadia stood by, the broad smile still there. "Boy, are you all right?" she asked, gazing down at her victim.

Randy gathered himself together and raised himself up to his knees. "I... think so," he answered.

Nadia held out a pair of light blue panties. "I think you paid for these," she said. Put them on... let's see if you got right fit."

Randy managed a weak smile. His bottom hurt, but the rest of his body felt wonderful. The panties called out to him, and he took them from her hand. She nodded. One leg at a time, he slipped them on, slowly pulling them up to his waist. The fit was snug, but the silk felt wonderful against his burning skin.

From her position on the sofa, Carol looked up at her recent lover. "What's your name?" she asked casually.

"Randy," he answered dreamily, fingering the cloth of his new panties.

Nadia retrieved a small bag and placed the other four pairs of panties he had taken into it. "Get dressed, Randy," she said. "Before I get new ideas."

Quickly, he collected his clothes and was dressed in less than a minute. "Thank you, Randy," Carol said, her body still stretched out on the sofa, her womanhood still glistening with a combination of her juices and his.

He nodded in her direction, not at all sure what to say. He settled for saying nothing. Nadia handed him the bag and pointed to a door that led to the outside. Understanding that he was now being dismissed, he turned.

"Wait, Randy," Nadia said. He turned back and looked at her anxiously. "We... might need some help with store... unloading stock... cleaning up... that sort of thing. Are you interested in job?"

Randy Ventura already had a job working as a driver for an auto parts store. However, his evenings were free. He wiped his brow and unconsciously wiggled his bottom inside his new panties. He glanced over at Carol - not at all bad for an older woman, he thought. Then he shifted his eyes back to Nadia. She wasn't nearly as stout as he had originally thought, just not petite, but that's all right, he thought. Finally, without asking any questions, he nodded his assent.


14. Rosa

In more than ten years of working as a housekeeper in the great hotels of Las Vegas, Rosa Montoya had seen so much boorish male behavior that she had come to lose all respect for men. She had seen old men pay to have young exotic dancers come to their rooms. She had seen younger men solicit predatory women in the casinos and then take them up to their rooms for a night of heavy sex. Often times, in both cases, the men would have wives somewhere else - probably back at home tending the children. She had even had men solicit her for sex, offering to pay her a week's wages for one afternoon in bed doing whatever he wanted. Three men had asked to buy her used underwear.

Being a good, clean Catholic woman, cursed with a trim body and pretty face, she was sickened by all that she had observed. So sickened, in fact, that she wanted very much to go back to Mexico City, where she had been a poor but happy teacher of English to young children.

In truth, Rosa would have been perfectly content to stay in Mexico City for the rest of her life. And she probably would have except that her half-witted and sex-crazed younger sister, Elena, married Carlos de Goya when she was eighteen. Although Carlos came from a good family, he was five years older than Elena and, in Rosa's opinion, a shiftless dreamer that would amount to absolutely nothing in life.

Less than six months after they were married, Carlos talked Elena into moving to the land of 'golden opportunity' - Las Vegas, Nevada. He would make his fortune there and he would buy her a big house and they would have lots of children.

Of course, as Rosa could have predicted, absolutely nothing worked out as Carlos had planned. There were jobs - lots of jobs - but they weren't the kind Carlos had envisioned. Two days after arriving, the only job Elena could find was working as a laundry assistant at Ballys. It took five days for Carlos to secure a job as a parking lot attendant at Caesars Palace. Between them, they only made enough money to afford a two room apartment in a rundown building just off Las Vegas Boulevard between downtown and the Strip. To make matters worse, they were not on the same shift and so very seldom saw each other. Elena was miserable, but Carlos was devastated - his dreams and his faith were shattered. Within four months of arriving in Las Vegas, he simply disappeared, leaving Elena to fend for herself in an increasingly hostile environment.

Responding to her sister's call for help, Rosa went north with the hope of bringing Elena home. However, Rosa soon discovered that Carlos and Elena had accumulated debts that could not be ignored or simply walked away from. Thus, Rosa quickly found herself trapped in the thick mire of this modern day Sodom.

Even though she was a well educated young woman, the only job she was offered when she first arrived was that of early morning housekeeper at a prestigious hotel. She hated it, but the tips were good and there was lots of overtime available for those willing to work long hours. She was willing to work those long hours and managed to pay down the debts and move her and her sister to a better apartment in a nicer complex just off Flamingo between Paradise and Las Vegas Boulevard.

And the years rolled by - faster than she had anticipated. Occasionally, she would talk about moving back to Mexico City to resume her old life, but Elena wouldn't budge. She liked Las Vegas; the lights, the action, the fast pace, and the wide variety of men appealed to her prurient nature. So Rosa stayed in order to save her sister from herself in a world that every day violated her sense of propriety.

Over the years, Rosa was able to move south on the Strip, gaining employment at progressively better hotels until now she worked as a housekeeping supervisor at the Paris. She was able to bring her sister with her as she moved so that Elena now worked under her supervision. This was necessary to keep Elena from getting into too much trouble with members of the opposite sex. For her part, Rosa went to Mass at least twice a week and prayed to the Virgin Mary to keep her pure and unsullied by men.

Things probably would have remained as they were if it hadn't been for the Association of International Exercise Specialists. During the last week of February, two hundred seventy-five exercise physiologists and athletic trainers descended on the Paris for the annual convention. Of course, the Paris hosted lots of conventions - nearly one every week. But this one was different. Although there were some women in the group, the convention attendees were mostly young athletic males from all over the world.

The sight of all these well-built men - many of whom had left wives and children at home - was more than poor Elena could handle. She never said anything to Rosa; however, Rosa could see it in her eyes: one or more of these lecherous men would solicit Elena's services, and Elena would comply without any hesitation. She would let the man take complete advantage of her and give her absolutely nothing back in return.

After the fact, Rosa discovered that Elena had sold her panties to a man in room 1730; she had sold her bra and panties to a man in 1710. In addition, she had performed fellatio on an older man in room 1824. Since she couldn't exactly fire or even report her sister's many indiscretions, Rosa decided she needed to keep a very close eye on her and intervene if she caught Elena engaging in any more encounters.

Thus, on the evening of the third day of the convention, Rosa saw Elena talking to a handsome young man outside Le Creperie. Rosa recognized the man as John Hiser from room 1722. As she watched from a distance, Rosa could see Elena becoming more and more animated, and Rosa knew that it was only a matter of time before her sister and the man formed a couple and went off together to do God knows what.

Rosa became more and more angry as she observed the development of this spurious relationship. This anger was exacerbated by her remembering that she had been in 1722 earlier today on a routine inspection. At that time, she saw the man's wedding ring sitting all alone on his nightstand, abandoned like an old pen that is out of ink. Yet another lousy bastard in Las Vegas to cheat on his wife. The fact that it would be with her sister just made it worse.

Fifteen minutes after the conversation began, Elena and Hiser headed for the tower elevators, just as Rosa had feared. Rosa desperately tried to think as she watched them disappear through the gift shop. She couldn't risk confronting them here, right in the midst of hundreds of tourists. She also couldn't simply follow them to the elevators because there was no doubt that, in spite of the crowds, she would be seen. She couldn't risk that either.

After a few agonizing minutes of indecision, she decided to take the service elevator to the seventeenth floor and confront the couple in room 1722. She wasn't quite sure what she would do once she confronted them. She simply determined that she would have to decide that when she got there. She also knew and accepted that there might be serious consequences incurred when she used her authority to burst in on a guest.

At this point, she didn't care. This was one man who was going to get more than he bargained for on this trip to Las Vegas. Perhaps, she reasoned, she would actually get fired from her job and she could persuade Elena to take the money they had been saving for the past five years and go home at last.

When she reached the seventeenth floor, she pushed a housekeeping cart out of the utility room and into the central sitting area. Carefully, she scanned the length of each of the three protruding wings. There was no one in sight. Now both angry and emboldened, she piloted the heavy cart down the corridor that led to 1722. She parked in front of the door and listened. She thought she could hear soft voices inside - a male and female. Elena was in there all right. Rosa flushed with rage. The suspense and the barbaric sexual image that danced before her eyes was more than she could bear. She could not stand outside any longer not knowing how long it would be before the adulterous bastard violated her sister.

Using her house key, she quickly unlocked the door and pushed it open, suddenly grateful that John Hiser hadn't slipped the deadbolt. What she saw when she entered the room filled her with fury. Hiser was sitting on the loveseat near the floor-to-ceiling window. His pants and briefs were down to his ankles. Elena was approaching him with her short dress pulled up above her waist. Her white cotton panties were already in a ball on the floor. Rosa could only imagine what was supposed to happen next. She didn't let it.

"Elena, alto!" she ordered.

Both Hiser and Elena immediately looked toward the door. Hiser's eyes widened with confusion and anger. "What the hell..." he sputtered.

Elena stopped where she was and let her dress drop, covering her lush bottom. "Rosa... I... I..."

Rosa stormed into the room and grabbed her sister's hand. "Elena, I cannot let you do this," she proclaimed.

Hiser put his hands over his semi-erect penis. His face was red with rage. "Who the hell are you?" he demanded, glaring at Rosa. "You have no right to come in here."

Rosa directed her attention to the young man. "I am the senior housekeeping supervisor here," she declared. "And this poor young woman you are about to violate is my sister."

Hiser stood up, nearly tripping over his own feet. He glowered at Rosa. "I'll have your fucking job for this," he exclaimed.

Rosa blushed. "I am a good Catholic woman," she said with as much calm in her voice as she could manage. "You will not use that profane language around me."

Hiser's thin lips curled into an evil smile. He shifted his eyes back and forth between Elena and Rosa. "You're a god damn intruder in my room," he bellowed. "In fact, I think you and your sister are nothing but a couple of fucking Mexican whores."

Rosa became angrier than she had ever been before in her life. Veins popped out all over her face. She grabbed Elena's hand and yanked her back. "You see, Elena. This is the kind of filthy stupid man you were going to let humiliate you. And for what? A few lousy dollars?" She glanced down at Hiser's penis. "He isn't even wearing a condom. What were you thinking?"

Hiser pulled up his briefs. "Get the fuck out of here... both of you, before I call the police," he commanded.

This last statement pushed Rosa over the edge. For the last ten years, she had been watching men bully their way around women - especially young innocent women from her country. All of a sudden she knew she couldn't let this one man get away with it. She fixed him with a stare that was so hard, he actually stepped back.

"You, sir, need to be punished," she announced.

"What did you say?" he questioned as though he couldn't believe what he had just heard.

Rosa managed a small smug smile. She now knew precisely what she must do. "I said, you need to be punished."

Hiser huffed. "You stupid whore... you can't touch me."

Rosa took a deep breath. "Mr. Hiser," she began in a voice that was now eerily calm and resolved. "I assure you that I am neither a whore nor stupid. I know you are married. I also know for whom you work. If you threaten me again, I will call your wife and tell her what you were about to do with my sister. Then I will call your employer and explain what you are doing on company time. What do you think about that?"

"You wouldn't dare," Hiser hissed.

Rosa continued her relentless stare. She was bluffing since she didn't have the phone numbers; however, she had come this far, she thought she might as well play out the hand - this was one thing she had learned by living in Las Vegas. She pulled a slip of paper out of her pocket, glanced down at it, and headed for the telephone. "Watch me," she said.

"Stop," Hiser said just before Rosa got to the phone. "Please... I'm sorry, okay. Your sister came on to me. I know she... she was... well, friendly with some of the other guys."

Rosa put her hand on the phone. "That doesn't really make things any better, Mr. Hiser," she said. "My sister is young and foolish... easy to take advantage of. You, on the other hand, should have known better."

The young man picked up a brown leather wallet from the desk and extracted a hundred dollar bill. "Look... I obviously made a mistake," he said and extended the hundred toward Elena. "Please take the money and we'll call it even... okay?"

"I told you I am not a whore," Rosa replied angrily. "My sister may be seduced by your money, but I am not. That money should go to your wife and children. Now, you have insulted me and my sister for the last time. You must be taught a lesson."

He smirked at her, but there was real fear and uncertainty in his eyes. "I said I was sorry," he said. "I promise it won't happen again"

"Maybe not here and maybe not with my sister... but you will try again," Rosa said. "No, John Hiser. You must be stopped. I cannot let you get away with this... this dishonor."

"This is ridiculous," he sputtered. "What can you do?"

But Rosa didn't answer immediately. Instead, she went to the armoire and opened the accompanying drawers. From the second drawer, she extracted two ties. She handed them to Elena. "Kneel in front of the loveseat and put your hands behind your back," she ordered.

Hiser's eyes blazed once again. "You're out of your mind."

"Maybe," Rosa returned. "But I am also determined. Would you rather I called your wife? Or would you prefer I call the hotel security and tell them that I interrupted a rape attempt?" The last question was inspired and definitely not a bluff. She moved toward the phone.

"All right, all right," Hiser said. "What do you want me to do?"

Rosa turned back toward the frightened conventioneer. "As I said, kneel in front of the loveseat and put your hands behind your back."

"What are you going to do?" he asked.

"Just do what I say and you'll find out," she answered.

The man glanced at Elena, who was cowering by the bed. "Does your sister mean it?"

Elena looked up as though awakening from a trance. "Yes... I think she does."

As if to emphasize the gravity of the situation, Rosa peered at the bedside clock. "We're wasting time," she declared, turning back toward the phone. "I believe our cousin Alfonso is the security captain tonight." She was bluffing again, but she knew that Hiser wouldn't call her on it.

She was right as Hiser put up his hands. "Okay, okay... please don't call anyone." With one more frightened glance around the big hotel room, he turned and sank to his knees in front of the loveseat. "Like this?"

Rosa smiled with victory. "Put your hands behind your back."

He complied immediately.

"Elena," Rosa started. "Tie his hands with one of the ties; tie his feet with the other." At first, Elena seemed paralyzed with indecision. Rosa clapped her hands to get his attention. "Do it now!"

Elena appeared very nervous, but with a backward glance at her sister, she did what she was told. In less than a minute, John Hiser was helpless with his upper body lying on the seat cushion.

Rosa approached. When she was close enough, she reached under him, unbuckled his pants, and jerked them down to below his thighs. Then, as a final gesture, she picked up Elena's discarded panties and stuffed them in his mouth. "This should keep you quiet," she exclaimed. She studied the man's taut, unmarked bottom for a moment. She had never spanked anyone before in her life, let alone a grown man. But she thought she knew what to do. The only problem she faced was what to do it with. She looked over at Elena. "Elena, do you have your big hairbrush in your handbag?"

Elena nodded and pointed to medium size leather purse sitting on the bed.

"Get it out and give it to me," Rosa ordered.

Elena did as she was told.

Rosa examined the heavy oak hairbrush that was now in her right hand. Then she looked back at her sister and had another inspiration. All of the frustration she had experienced in Las Vegas was now beginning to bubble over like an unwatched pot of water on a hot stove. "Elena, you are not entirely innocent," she said. "You get down beside Mr. Hiser. I think you deserve to be punished as well."

"But Rosa..." Elena stammered.

Rosa was in no mood for refusals or defiance. With the quickness of a springing lion, she grasped the left ear of her sister and directed her toward the loveseat. She urged her down onto the cushion. "Elena, do not argue with me," she commanded. "You have this coming for bringing me to this miserable city and keeping me here."

Elena looked at her sister over her shoulder. "I... I'm sorry, Rosa," she said softly.

Rosa hoisted Elena's dress above her waist, exposing once again a lush bottom, the obvious object of desire for so many men. For a few seconds, her eyes shifted back and forth between the two bottoms. She wanted to redden them both at the same time, discharge as much of her anger and frustration as she could in as little time as possible. With that thought in mind, she gripped the handle of the brush tightly.

"You first, Mr. Hiser," she declared.

Now resolved and with all the strength she had accumulated through years of scrubbing bathrooms and pushing housekeeping carts, she retracted the brush and snapped it down against the man's right cheek as hard as she could. It impacted with a loud thud.

Hiser groaned and his upper body reared up from the loveseat. Rosa pushed him back down and delivered ten more blows in rapid succession. He shrieked in pain. "Please... that's enough," he managed to sputter through the panties in his mouth.

She answered by administering another long barrage of stinging swats, spreading misery evenly across both cheeks. "This is for all the women who have been violated," she exclaimed.

"But... but I... I've never done anything like this before," he said in a near whisper. "I swear it."

Rosa huffed indignantly and smacked his dark red bottom twenty more times, causing him to strain involuntarily against the restraints on his arms and legs. "You're a man, aren't you?" she asked rhetorically. "All men are filthy beasts." She punctuated the remark with yet another twenty terrible blows, bringing tears to his eyes. "Maybe this will help you to think about what you're doing. Maybe this will help you love your wife more. Do you love your wife, Mr. Hiser?"

Hiser blinked his eyes several times to clear them. He took a deep breath while the pain raced through like a crazed pinball. "Yes... yes."

"Say it," Rosa ordered.

"I... I love my wife."

Rosa smiled triumphantly. "After we are done here, you will call your wife and tell her you love her."

"Sure... sure... anything you say," he said.

Rosa rubbed his bottom lightly with her left hand, amazed at how hot it was. Then she moved a little to her left and touched her sister's pristine bottom. "And now for my sister," she declared. "You watch this, Mr. Hiser. Her punishment is not entirely your fault. However, if it weren't for filthy beasts like you, she wouldn't have any problems at all. We could go back to Mexico City and live a good life."

Now completely warmed up, Rosa wasted no time delivering blow after stinging blow to Elena's upturned bottom. Elena's sumptuous posterior began to sway from side to side. "Oh... dios mio," she shrieked. "It hurts! Rosa, please! No more... no more!"

Rosa laughed out loud and delivered another fifteen hard, fast swats, landing a few on the taut upper thighs of her silly and wayward sister, eliciting a stream of tears. "This is for ten years of hardship," she proclaimed.

Elena buried her face in the cushion. "Ohhhhh... owwww," she wailed. "Rosa... for the love of God, please stop!"

"Will you stay away from men?" Rosa asked, resting the brush on her sister's heavily bruised bottom.

"I don't know," Elena replied.

Rosa scowled. "What do you mean you don't know?" she demanded. "Filthy male bastards have been the cause of all your problems... and mine."

Elena took several deep breaths and seemed to gather herself together. "But... Rosa... I... I am a woman. I like men. That is what God intended," she said. "You who have never had a man... how can you judge what I do?"

Rosa was tempted to strike with the brush once again, but her sister's words began to filter through her overwrought brain. It was true... she had never been with a man before. All her life, she had denied her feminine instincts, believing them to be dirty.

However, as she thought about it now, she couldn't deny that a lot of women seemed perfectly willing to have sex with men. Many seemed even to enjoy it. Maybe there was something to it.

She looked again at the muscular bottom of John Hiser. With his legs parted, she could see the tip of his penis. It was the first adult male penis she had ever seen, and she had to admit that it wasn't as ugly or as dangerous looking as she had at once thought. In fact, she could feel small slivers of desire ripple through her. Perhaps it is time, she suddenly realized.

She thought about Adam Kemp, the assistant concierge who had asked her out several times. She had always refused. Then she thought about David Baerga, the manager of the bookstore she went to occasionally. He had also invited her out to dinner two or thee times. But she had told him no as well, even though he seemed innocent enough - shy and unpretentious. Now she was forced to admit that it wasn't the men she was denying. Rather, it was herself - her feelings as a woman. She wasn't self-righteous; she was afraid. She had always been afraid. And she was jealous of her sister because Elena wasn't afraid, even when she picked men who were losers.

Rosa looked again at John Hiser's bare bottom with the head of the penis just visible. "John Hiser," she began tentatively, "Will you teach me how to make love? If I let you... have me, will you make me feel good, make me feel like a woman? Can I trust you to be gentle?"

Both Hiser and Elena looked over their shoulders at the same time, their eyes wide with disbelief. "You... you want me to... to... you know," Hiser stammered.

Rosa reached out and untied his hands and feet. Then she stood up, slowly stripped off her long dress, exposing her lithe body wrapped only in a white cotton bra, white cotton panties, and beige pantyhose. She gazed into his eyes while the light leaked in through the window. "Please undress me and take me to bed. Elena, you may help, if you wish."

Elena too stood up and faced her sister. "Rosa... are you sure this is what you want?"

Rosa sighed. "Yes... I have been a virgin long enough."

Elena and Hiser looked at each other. A few seconds later, they were both naked. They closed in on Rosa, carefully removed her remaining clothes, and gently massaged her entire tingling body. Involuntarily, she began to moan as she felt a pleasure run through her that she didn't think was possible. This was her birthright, the part of her she had denied. She wasn't going to deny it any longer.

Once she was naked and quivering with ecstasy, she pulled away from her two lovers and lay down on the bed on her back. She pointed at Hiser. "I am not sure what is supposed to happen now," she said. "But you do... so come here and do it. It's all right. I am ready."

That night, Rosa Montoya had an epiphany as one orgasm after another slammed through her body. In the morning, she felt well-used and wonderful and actually laughed when she saw the sweating body and disheveled hair of her sister stretched out beside her.

It was then that she knew she would never be going back to Mexico City. Las Vegas, the home of miracles and fantasies come to life, would be her home forever.


15. Grandmother's Apron

Stephanie Wagner looked up from the old cardboard box she was examining and scowled. "How many more of these do we have to look through?" she asked in a not so pleasant voice.

But Monroe Adamle, her fiancé, wasn't really listening to her. Instead, he was rummaging through another old cardboard box. From this box, he had already extracted a dingy aluminum cupcake pan and several cookie cutters in the shape of Christmas trees.

Stephanie sighed as she noted his inattention. She pushed her box roughly away, reached over, and slapped him on the arm. "Are you listening to me?" she demanded.

The slap got his attention. He abruptly dropped a small frying pan onto the cement floor of the basement in his mother's house; it produced a dull thud. "Hey," he cried. "What are you doing?"

She smiled demonically and slapped him again. "I said... how many more boxes do we have to look through?" she repeated. "I mean, your grandmother certainly seemed to have a lot of junk. Do we really need to look at all of it?"

Monroe smiled back at her patiently. "My mother thought we might find some stuff we could use in our new house," he said. "My grandmother was a real packrat."

"I can see that," she agreed. "But I don't think we really need that much stuff. It's damp and dirty down here."

Once again, Monroe became distracted by the contents of the box he was rifling through. A few seconds later, he extracted what appeared to be an old apron, obviously hand sewn from thin cotton material with a simple blue and white check pattern. It looked like it was just long enough to cover the wearer's chest and abdomen. It also appeared well-worn but still usable. He ran his fingers across it several times and studied it with his eyes. "Boy, does this bring back memories," he declared.

Stephanie joined him in looking at it. "It looks like an old apron," she sniffed. "What's so special about it?"

Monroe suddenly shifted his eyes away from the apron but kept his fingers on the ties. He flushed slightly. "Oh... my grandmother used to cook in this... when I was growing up," he stammered. "It just brings back some old memories... that's all."

Stephanie put her long fingers on the apron, but kept her eyes on her fiancé. "Lots of women wore aprons," she said slowly. "But this is one is special to you, I can tell. What's the story here?"

"Nothing really," Monroe said quickly. "I just spent a lot of time at my grandmother's house when I was growing up."

She studied him some more. "There's more to it than that," she said. "Why did you spend so much time with your grandmother?"

"Well... my father walked out on us when I was about three. We had to move in with my grandparents so my mother could work and go to school. But my mother had a hard time getting through everything she needed to do. Sometimes she had to travel quite a bit to keep a job. I ended up staying with them off and on until I was almost seventeen."

Stephanie shook her head. "Must have been a rough childhood," she said. "But that doesn't really explain the significance of the apron."

"Like I said," Monroe began, his voice indicating that he was getting perturbed. "My grandmother wore the apron a lot around the house."

"I think there's more to it than that," she exclaimed, chuckling. She reached over and tickled his fingers. "Monroe, you can tell me now or I will tease and taunt you until you do tell me... and you know I can do it."

He sighed and dropped the apron back into the box. "Well... I... It's silly and stupid," he said. "Are you hungry? Maybe we should go upstairs and take a break."

Stephanie moved slightly closer to the steps to block his exit. "You're not getting out of this that easily," she said. "You might as well tell me. It must be pretty good for you to be this nervous about it. You know I'm not going to let it go."

Monroe sighed again. "All right, all right... Sometimes... when I was, you know, bad, my grandmother would sort of make me wear the apron for a while."

Stephanie flashed a broad smile. "She made you wear the apron?" she echoed. "You mean, as punishment? You had to wear it over your clothes?"

He hung his head. "As punishment, yes... and sort of over my clothes... It was more complicated than that."

She clapped her hands with delight. "Now I want to know all about it," she said. "What kinds of things did you have to do to earn the apron and what do you mean sort of over your clothes?"

Monroe flushed again. "Please, Stephanie, I don't want to talk about it any more," he said in a near whine. "Besides, what do you want to know all this shit for anyway?"

She scowled. "Watch your language," she ordered. "Look... we're going to be married in three weeks and now I find out that you might be keeping secrets from me."

"What secrets? This shi... this stuff happened more than twenty years ago," he protested.

"Then it shouldn't be a problem for you to talk about it," she countered. She was no longer smiling. Rather, she was daring him with her big brown eyes.

Monroe began to melt under the hot glare. "You're not going to give up on this, are you?"

Stephanie shook her head. "You know me well enough for that," she said.

He sat down on the floor. "I guess that I... would sometimes become... well, belligerent... you know, sort of talk back to her... not do what she asked me to do. That's when she made me wear the apron. She thought wearing it might... well, humiliate me a little."

"It seems you haven't really lost that belligerent streak," she said. "But making you wear a stupid apron over your clothes doesn't seem all that bad."

"I didn't exactly wear it over my clothes," he said, blushing again. "I had to wear it over my underwear."

Stephanie clapped her hands again and laughed out loud. "Over your underwear? Now that was probably humiliating. Did she ever spank you too?"

"Spank me?" Monroe repeated as though the question didn't make much sense.

She nodded. "Don't act so surprised," she said. "That's what I would have done."

"I don't think my mother believed in spanking," he said. "I don't know about my grandparents... but neither of them ever spanked me. I think they thought the apron was punishment enough."

"Your grandparents must have been pretty soft," she said. "My grandfather certainly didn't hesitate to spank me when I was growing up."

"Gee... that must have been rough," Monroe said.

Stephanie smiled again. "It wasn't too bad," she said. "He didn't have to do it all that often. I think I learned from it. I never made the same mistake twice." She regarded him for a long moment, then shifted her eyes to the apron. "Put on the apron... I want to see you in it."

His eyes widened with disbelief. "You want me to put on the apron? Why?"

She reached over and pulled the discarded apron out of the box. "I want to see what you look like in it."

"Come on, Stephanie... I told you what you wanted to know... Let's let it go, okay?"

She stepped back and lifted her T-shirt over her head, exposing two firm breasts supported by a white bra. "I'll make this easy for you," she started. "The idea of that apron kind of turns me on a little. You put the apron on over your underwear and I'll strip for you. We'll just see what happens afterward."

That was an offer Monroe simply couldn't refuse. Above just about all else, he loved the sight of his fiancé's naked body - he loved to study it, to touch it, to caress it with his eager hands. He stood up and smiled sheepishly. "All right," he said. "But this is pretty silly."

"I don't think it's silly," she said, her voice now serious. To make her point, she unbuttoned her jeans.

Monroe licked his lips. "All right," he said meekly. Almost as if he were in a daze, he stripped out of his jeans and polo shirt. She extended the apron and he took it. However, instead of putting it on, he simply held it in his hands.

She chuckled and unhooked her bra. She let it drop to the floor. The nipples on her breasts stiffened slightly. "Put it on," she ordered.

He gazed at her bare breasts wonderingly, then put his arms through the holes in the apron and tied the ties around the back. "I... don't like this," he said, nearly overcome with memories.

"I don't care," she said. "You look kind of cute in that apron." She peeled down her jeans, revealing her firm crotch and bottom encased in black cotton panties. He took a step toward her. She put out a hand to stop him. "Not so fast," she said. "I didn't give you permission to touch me. If you're not careful, I just may make you wear that the rest of the day."

Now it was his turn to scowl. "Come on, Steph... This has gone on long enough. Let's go upstairs and try out Mom's new sofa."

"I don't think I like your attitude," she declared, stepping back. "I don't like it one bit. I love you, Monroe, but I'm not going to tolerate this chauvinistic attitude. I'm certainly not some kind of... fuck bunny."

"You started this," he countered, taking a step toward her, his arms extended.

"I don't think so," she said. "You started it by dragging me down here to look through these old boxes. I could've worked in the yard or put up wallpaper."

"I thought you said we needed some more stuff," he said.

"You could've gone through these boxes by yourself," she said. "I think you lured me down to this musty basement just as some kind of ruse to have sex later."

"Now that's just about the stupidest thing you've ever said," Monroe exclaimed.

Stephanie's strong face flushed a deep crimson. "I didn't appreciate that comment one bit," she said in a very controlled voice. "Just for that, you will wear that apron for the rest of the day." She pulled up her jeans and re-buttoned them.

Monroe was now beginning to see the mistakes he had just made with his fiancé. He had been married before and had made similar mistakes. Who can understand the mind of a woman, he thought. "I... I'm sorry," he said softly. Then he could feel the masculine side rise up within him - this was perhaps some kind of power struggle and he wasn't going down without at least a token protest. "But... you can't make me wear this stupid apron anymore."

"You'll wear the apron," she began, her eyes glued to his, "or the wedding is off."

"You... you're kidding, right?"

"No, I'm not kidding," she said seriously. "In fact, as a further demonstration of how serious I am, you will now take off your underpants and wear that apron over your naked body for the rest of the day or until I'm tired of looking at you."

Monroe tried to think. He was seeing a side to his fiancée that he had never (at least consciously) imagined existed before. He wasn't at all sure how he felt about it. The masculine part of him was highly indignant and just about ready to tell her to go to hell and take her expensive wedding dress with her. However, there was another part to him that wondered if perhaps she was right in taking this approach with him, in testing him this way. Maybe he was being too much of a macho jerk - he had been accused of that before by other women, including his ex-wife. He was so undecided that his brain nearly froze.

Stephanie rolled her eyes and took another step toward the stairs. On the way, she picked up her discarded T-shirt and bra. She slipped the T-shirt on over her bare breasts. "I guess you've made your decision," she said. "Have a nice life."

This might have been a bluff, he realized as he watched her move to the stairs - but what if it wasn't? Was it really worth the risk just because he didn't want to wear the apron? Perhaps she just wanted to play a game with him or exert some control? He watched her firm bottom wiggle as she reached the first step. He had never been able to resist that move. "Wait... please," he called out. She stopped and turned back. "I'll... do it," he said.

She smiled broadly, as though he was doing exactly what she had intended, which of course he was. "Okay... get those underpants off," she ordered.

He flushed slightly, reached down, and peeled his briefs to his ankles. His bottom was now fully exposed. Mercifully, he thought, the front of the apron covered his penis. He looked at her with more of a glare than perhaps he had intended. "Are you satisfied now?" he asked.

It was immediately obvious that Stephanie did not care for either his tone of voice or the display of attitude the tone reflected. "That..." she began, her eyes fixed on his, "was a very stupid thing to say."

Monroe, once again understanding that he'd messed up, lowered his eyes to the floor. "I... I'm sorry," he said softly.

"So am I," she said. "You know I don't like these stupid displays of masculine petulance. Perhaps it's time for a little demonstration of how I intend to correct that glaring flaw in you if we're going to have any kind of life together."

Now, Monroe was very nervous. That Stephanie was strong-minded and independent was certainly no revelation to him - it was one of the aspects of her personality that he was most attracted to. However, he had never seen her carry it to this extreme before. "What do you mean?" he asked tentatively.

She huffed, stepped back into the basement, and walked over to the box she had been going through. "I will show you," she declared, reaching into the box. After a brief search, she pulled out a large wooden hairbrush with a wide flat back. She clutched it tightly in her right hand. "I think your grandmother made a big mistake never spanking you," she said. "She certainly had the perfect implement." She gave Monroe a hard, measured look. "I love your naked bottom framed by that apron. It just begs to be spanked... and you're begging to be spanked too. In fact, I think that a good spanking is just the thing that will get your attitude back on the right track."

Monroe staggered backward. He was in no way prepared for this. Desperately, he tried to think of a suitable comeback. He discovered that his tongue seemed glued to the roof of his mouth. He pried it down. "I... Uh... Stephanie... what the hell are you talking about?"

She leered at him and shook her head. "That's just about what I would expect you to say," she said. "That's why we need to do this now." She moved over to an old chair and sat down. "Because you seem so confused, I will make this real simple for you. I think you deserve to be spanked because of your attitude toward me, not to mention your foul language. Besides, I kind of want to spank you. So... if you still want to marry me, you will come over here and drape yourself across my lap... right now!" She clapped her hands for emphasis.

Monroe shuffled his feet and scratched his forehead. He had never been good either at bluffing or at calling other people's bluff; that was one of the reasons he had never been good at poker. He certainly didn't want to be spanked - not by his fiancé or anyone else, for that matter. He wasn't at all sure where this notion of hers had come from all of a sudden. He had a thought that if he just ignored it, maybe she would simply forget about it.

Then, while he was struggling with what to do, Stephanie clapped her hands once again, a little louder this time. She glared at Monroe. "I'm going to count to ten," she declared. "If you're not in position by then, I will put down the brush and go home to start making phone calls. I simply won't marry a man who won't listen to me and do what I say for the sake of our relationship."

One more time, he tried to think through the situation, but things were moving way too fast for him to process.

"One," she called out loudly, slapping her left palm with the wide back of the hairbrush.

Startled, he looked at her but didn't move - perhaps couldn't move... situational paralysis.

She shook her head as she continued her relentless stare. "Two," she called out boldly. "Three... four..."

The sound of her voice was other worldly. By the time she reached seven, he had made his decision. Quickly, he walked over to her. Once he was within two feet, she reached out and grabbed his right wrist. With surprising strength, she pulled him down across her denim covered lap. He dropped with a thud. She stretched his right arm behind his back and very deftly positioned his bottom so that it was just below her right shoulder. It worried him that she seemed so good at this.

The first blow came within seconds - no warning, no fanfare, no warm up, just pure pain. A second hard shot followed immediately, reddening his left cheek directly in the center. He squirmed against the grip of her powerful left hand. "Owwww," he screamed. "That's enough... You've made your point."

Stephanie responded to this by issuing ten well-aimed strokes that scattered the misery across both cheeks of his helpless bottom. "Shut up!" she shrieked. "Take your punishment like a man, for god's sake."

Her words stung almost as badly as the brush slamming into his unprotected flesh. Like a man, he reflected. He had always thought he was a man. But maybe he wasn't as much of a man as he had assumed. Which was the greater threat to his fragile masculinity - submitting to a relentless spanking administered by a woman, or whining about the pain after only a few strokes? As the brush cut into his upper thighs, he understood that he was indeed powerless at this moment. Therefore, the answer to his question was simple: take the pain, perhaps he could impress her with his endurance, vindicate himself.

Wham... thump... wham... thump. For at least a minute, Stephanie let the hairbrush do her talking for her, while her fiancé squirmed desperately beneath her. Then, she slowed down a little. "Monroe... I'm not spanking you because I particularly enjoy it," she declared. "I'm spanking you because I need for you to understand how things are going to be from now on. I'm smarter than you - you know that. I can only trust and respect you as a man if I have control. If you can't accept that, say so now and we'll call it quits. Otherwise, you can expect to wear this apron over your naked body and get a spanking every time you screw up. I intend to finish what your grandmother started."

Monroe tried to think through the pain. Stephanie had made the situation very clear - things would be done her way or the marriage was off. Could he live with that? Did he love her enough to give her that control? He knew one thing and that was that without her he was lonely and lost. He had been unable to sustain previous relationships. She was offering him a lifetime of security in exchange for his promise to submit to her. She was smarter than he was - he accepted that. He loved the way her naked body felt next to his. He dared to look at her face, see her eyes. For an instant, she reminded him of his grandmother. In spite of the apron, he had loved his grandmother - she had only tried to do what was best for him. "Stephanie... please," he stammered, gathering his breath. The spanking stopped. She looked down at him expectantly. "I... you're right... you're always right. I'll do whatever you say... I swear."

Stephanie flashed a million dollar smile and dropped the brush onto the basement floor. "Do you mean it, Monroe?" she asked in a voice that was vastly different than the one she had used only a minute sooner.

The pain was pinballing dramatically through his body. His entire posterior was on fire. Still, he loved her more than ever at this moment. "Yes. I love you... I love you."

She released her grip on his arm and urged him off her lap. When he was lying on the cool floor, nursing his horribly wounded bottom, she stood up. Within seconds she was naked, her clothes piled next to him. She smiled at him again; her beautiful body was glistening with sweat. "I'm ready for you to take me upstairs," she said sweetly. "But... I will be on top. I will always be on top. You need to remember that. Is that okay with you?"

With his bottom screaming in pain and his penis straining against the loose fabric of the cotton apron, Monroe would have agreed to anything just to get close to her body. He sat up at her feet. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

She reached down and patted his head. "Keep the apron on," she ordered. Then she helped him to his feet. "And keep your eyes lowered until we get upstairs."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He was hopelessly in love. There would be no turning back now.


16. The Unwelcome Gardener

The Victorian mansion on Capon Street loomed like a gigantic brick monolith near the center of Bloomer Springs. Everyone knew its history - or at least thought they did. It was built in 1889 by railroad magnate, Carlton Bloomer, to showcase his newly acquired wealth and power. And throughout its 126 year history, it remained within the Bloomer family, being passed from one generation to the next. Unfortunately, although the house was passed on, the wealth was not.

Thus, now it displayed very little of its original splendor. Rather, it was reduced to the status of eyesore, an object of scorn and pity, the perfect setting for a Gothic horror story, with its torn shingles, age-darkened windows, and fence of inverted black iron spears that completely surrounded the grounds and what was left of the formal gardens. Over the years, the town had grown up around the mansion and become sleek and modern and less and less tolerant of its past. For generations of youth, the Bloomer House became the doorbell you didn't ring on Halloween, the yard you didn't venture into to retrieve baseballs that strayed too far off course.

For as long as he could remember, Jason Tibido would stand near the fence at the back of the house and look up. Sometimes, he would be with his friends; sometimes he would be alone. When he was in elementary school, he believed that the house was inhabited by witches, and at night he would watch for bats and wrinkled old women riding broomsticks.

Years later, after he read A Rose for Emily in high school, he imagined that a woman like Emily lived in the rambling old house, a woman that time had passed by, a woman living on the past glories of her family (and little else). He would dream that someday the house would be opened up to the public and he would find the mummified corpse of a lover long dead and forgotten.

Of course, like most people in Bloomer Springs, Jason knew the truth about the inhabitants of the mansion. They were two sisters in their early fifties. The younger, Jane, had lived in the house all her life and supported herself as a freelance writer. The older, Sandra, was a retired schoolteacher who had moved back to the house following a messy divorce. They lived quietly and pretty much kept to themselves. However, he had seen them, sometimes at the Walgreens where he worked as a pharmacy technician, and sometimes through the windows on the second floor. Neither of the women looked like a witch. In fact, he honestly believed that both sisters were reasonably attractive. Not like reed-thin models, of course - he wasn't attracted to such women anyway - but easy to look at and to fantasize about.

Having grown up across the street from the Bloomer House, Jason had had lots of opportunities to study it. Many nights, when all the lights were turned out, he would sweep the house and its grounds with his binoculars. And he was the only one of his friends to accept the challenge, to penetrate beyond the black iron barrier and explore the grounds. The first time he did it, he half expected the earth to open up beneath him and suck him down into a fiery hell. When that didn't happen, he became bolder and bolder, as if he were daring the evil forces to come out and get him.

Then, at the beginning of this particular summer, while his former friends from high school would go out at night after work and pick up girls, Jason Tibido, now twenty-years-old, would cross the street, climb the fence, and work in the formal garden. Sometimes, he would dig out old plants and shrubs; sometimes he would prune the ornamentals. Occasionally, he would also steal glances at the windows while he worked, hoping to catch a glimpse of one or both of the mysterious Bloomer sisters. Often, he wasn't disappointed.

One particularly dark Saturday night in late June, he sneaked over the fence and slipped into a corner of the garden. The tiger lilies were just beginning to bloom and he wanted to cut a few stems and extricate some of the weeds that had grown up all around the bushes. The air was warm and sweet as he pulled his mother's clippers out of the pocket of his jeans. He was just beginning to cut a long stem when he heard a noise coming from behind him. Momentarily startled, he looked up from his work but saw nothing. A minute later, he heard the noise again - this time a little closer. Instinctively, he squatted on the damp ground but still saw nothing.

Suddenly, with his clippers poised over a large tiger lily bloom, he found himself caught in the sharp beam of a high-power flashlight. He rotated quickly and was caught in the beam from a second flashlight.

"We've got him, Jane," said a woman's voice from behind the beam.

"Don't move," ordered a second woman's voice.

Jason froze immediately. All he could see were the two shafts of light directed on him.

"Who are you and what are you doing in our garden?" demanded the second voice.

Jason strained to see past the light beams, but it was hopeless.

"Answer her, boy!" commanded the first voice.

For the first time in his young life, Jason felt real fear gripping him by the throat. What started as a harmless game driven by a harmless fantasy could very easily end in disaster. He tried to speak, but he couldn't quite get his tongue to move in his dry mouth.

The beams of light moved closer, like two walls closing in on him.

"Hey, I know this kid," exclaimed the second voice.

"Who is it, Jane?" asked the first voice.

"Don't you recognize him, Sandra? It's that kid who works at Walgreens," Jane replied.

Once again, the beams moved closer. "Is that true, boy?" Sandra questioned. "What's your name?"

Jason tried desperately to collect himself. However, added to his fear of just being caught trespassing was the fear of being reported to the manager of Walgreens.

"Uh... uh... no, I don't work at Walgreens... my name is Ryan... Ryan Foster." The name of one of his friends just leaped out of his mouth.

"Don't lie to us, kid," Jane ordered. "I recognize you. You live across the street. Your name is Jason, I think. What are you doing here? It's a little late to be searching for a lost ball, isn't it?"

Now Jason thought he could see the women through the bright lights. They were even more attractive up close, and for a moment he was stunned.

Sandra, the older of the two sisters, gripped him by the shoulder and shook him. "Wake up, kid. Are you Jason from across the street or not?"

Jason blinked and looked at the hand on his shoulder. It was a large hand, but it didn't appear wrinkled or spotted with age. He could feel his fear slowly being displaced with curious desire. It was an odd feeling.

"Uh... yes, ma'am," he managed to stammer.

A small smile flitted across Sandra's strong but youthful face. Her crystal blue eyes sparkled.

"What are you doing in our garden, Jason?" she asked, a little more gently than before. "Is this some kind of dare... to see if you have the courage to penetrate the witch's lair?"

Jane moved next to her sister so now Jason could see them both. Both gazed at Jason as if they were appraising him. He squirmed with discomfort. He knew he had to say something, anything.

"No... I... was just... sort of admiring your garden," he said in a very meek voice.

Both sisters laughed at the same time, a hearty laugh. "So," Jane started, "are you the one who's been digging out here... without our permission?"

"Yes, ma'am," he answered, captivated by the simple beauty of his captors.

Sandra scowled. "Well, Jason, maybe you thought you were doing something constructive, but you weren't invited here, which means you are trespassing."

"Maybe we should call the police, Sandra," Jane said. "God only knows what other kinds of things he's been doing out here. Maybe he's been spying on us too."

"Well, what about it, Jason. Have you been spying on us?" Sandra asked, her voice sounding like a suppressed snarl.

"No... I swear," he said, his eyes wide and his smooth face flushed.

"What should we do with you?" Jane mused, glancing sideways at her sister.

Jason began to fidget, the fear rising up in him once again. "Please... I didn't mean any harm. Please don't report me."

"What should we do, Sandra?" Jane asked. "Call the police?"

Sandra regarded Jason for an instant. "I don't know, Jane. He looks pretty scared to me... and the garden has never looked better."

"Well, we can't just let him go and forget all about this."

Sandra gave Jason a look hard enough to drive nails. "Okay," she said finally. "I don't think we really want to involve the police anyway. What about it, Jason? Do you want us to call the police?"

"Please... please don't call the police," the frightened young man pleaded.

Sandra flashed a wicked smile. "Let's take him in the house. Maybe we can think of something appropriate."

Jane smiled too. "Good idea," she said. She turned to Jason. "Let's all go in the house... unless you want us to call the police."

"And Walgreens," Sandra added. "I happen to know your manager."

Jason flushed again and moved his eyes back and forth between the two sisters, trying to determine their intent. However, in the end, he knew he was caught and completely at their mercy, unless he wanted to risk being totally humiliated and losing his job at the pharmacy. "What are you going to do?" he squeaked fearfully.

"Let's go inside and find out," Jane said, nudging him toward the dim lights of the mansion.

Reluctantly, young Jason Tibido moved, his feet feeling as though they were weighted with lead. The sisters were right behind him.

A few awkward minutes later, Jason was standing in the center of a surprisingly modern kitchen. Flanking him were Sandra and Jane Bloomer. In the bright light, he could see them much more clearly. They were both definitely mature, but also trim and unblemished. He could feel himself grow excited, in spite of the fear.

Suddenly, Sandra took him by the arm and glared at him. There was a maniacal look on her face. "Tell me, Jason - have you ever been spanked before?"

Jason twitched violently and was overcome with the sudden urge to bolt from the house, to sprint out the door and never look back. He froze when Jane, apparently reading his thoughts, gripped his ear between her fingers and held it like a vice. He winced with the pain.

"Answer the question, Jason," she demanded.

Jason took a deep breath, fighting through the pain. "Uh... uh... no... ma'am," he said meekly.

While Jane held his ear in an iron grip, Sandra pulled out one of the straight back kitchen chairs and sat down. "All right, Jason. It's time you learned a lesson in respect for another person's property and privacy," she said. "Now, take down your jeans and underpants and get across my lap."

At first, Jason didn't move, almost as though he was paralyzed with fear and indecision. He began the night content to clip a few blooms and gaze longingly at the windows of the mansion. Now he was inside the house in the immediate presence of two strong-willed women that he had only observed from a distance before. This turn of events was nearly too much for his young, inexperienced brain to process. A quick jolt of renewed pain from his ear brought him firmly back to reality.

"Do it, boy," Jane growled, tightening her hold on his ear. "Now!"

It was time and he knew it, time to face his fantasy and his fear. He had been attracted to older women all his life. He had been attracted to this house all his life. Now it was time to reconcile the two, to submit and see what happens. Slowly, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Then he unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down to the floor. He stopped as he caught the smile of delight on Sandra's face.

"Now the underpants, Jason," Sandra ordered, patting her lap, an expression of pure delight on her sweating face.

He sighed with resignation, hooked his fingers in the elastic waistband of his briefs, and lowered them to his knees. His face flushed bright red, especially when he realized that his penis was semi-erect.

Sandra patted her lap once again, this time a bit more impatiently. "Get over here and take what's coming to you," she commanded. Then she glanced over at her sister. "Jane, get me a big wooden spoon."

Jason rotated toward the chair and the stern-faced woman sitting in it. His briefs dropped to his ankles and he stepped out them. Naked from the waist down, he shuffled over to Sandra. When he was within two feet, she reached out, grabbed his arm, and pulled him down across her broad lap. He landed with a thud. His hands and feet strained to reach the kitchen floor.

Jane opened a drawer and extracted a huge, heavy wooden spoon. She handed it to her older sister, who took it and raised it over her head. "Jason, I'm going to spank you with this spoon until your butt is good and red and you are crying and begging for mercy... just like I used to do to my naughty students back at Liberty High - before they outlawed corporal punishment, that is."

After that pronouncement, the retired teacher wasted no time. She marked her target and brought the spoon down on the unprotected flesh with a practiced vengeance. It impacted the skin with a solid thud that seemed to reverberate forever. Jason flinched and kicked his legs. She responded by covering his legs with her own and issuing two more solid strikes with the spoon. He squirmed and twisted, but couldn't escape. She was a lot stronger than she looked.

The next five blows brought tears to his eyes. "Please stop... I've had enough," he cried.

Sandra let out an evil laugh. "I don't think so," she said, punctuating this with ten more hard strokes, staining Jason's once pristine bottom a bright red. He opened his mouth to protest this extra intrusion, but she stopped him with a furious volley of twenty blows issued in rapid succession.

The pain rumbled through his body like an avalanche moving downhill, gaining momentum as it went. "Ow... ow... please... I've had enough... please... I'm sorry." Tears were rolling down his face.

Sandra laughed again, struck twenty more times quickly, swept his wounded bottom with her hand, and glanced over at her sister. Jane shook her head. "Jane doesn't think you've had enough," she said. "And neither do I."

"Oh, god!" Jason shrieked as the spoon bit into his bottom one more time. Once again, he squirmed and twisted in vain. More tears welled up in his eyes and spilled out in a flood, reflecting the misery he felt inside.

Sandra responded by unleashing yet one more barrage of blows, spreading pain in his bottom as though she were buttering toast. This last insult broke him completely, and he began to sob like a baby, unable to speak or even babble. Sandra glanced over at her sister again. This time, Jane nodded. Sandra stopped and set the spoon down on the floor beside her. Then she gently massaged the red and mottled flesh displayed before her.

"I hope you've learned a valuable lesson from all this," she said softly but assertively. "Have you learned a valuable lesson, Jason?"

Jason bit his lip to stop the sobbing. He tried to look at his punisher, but couldn't quite get his head to move far enough. "Ye...yes," he gasped.

"And what lesson would that be?" she asked, her hand continuing to sweep his bottom.

Desperately, he tried to think, to say anything to avoid any more spanking. "Uh... uh... I learned not to trespass on other people's property."

Suddenly, without warning, Sandra retrieved the spoon and applied it harshly ten more times to the bruised flesh. "Wrong answer, Jason!"

He squealed with pain and anguish. "Please...no more," he begged. "I... don't know... what you want me to say."

The two sisters laughed in unison. "Now that was a good answer, Jason," Sandra said, setting the spoon down once again. "The lesson you learned tonight was not to lie to two old ladies."

Now Jason was able to lift his head enough to look at Sandra. Sweat beads had formed on her unwrinkled forehead; her eyes sparkled with joy. He thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his young life.

"I... swear... I will never lie to you again," he said solemnly.

"You better not be lying right now," Sandra warned, her fingers tickling the heavy wooden spoon.

"No, ma'am... I swear it," he repeated. He was beginning to feel aroused, in spite of the pain careening through his body and the humiliation of flailing across the lap of a retired schoolteacher.

"What do you think, Jane?" Sandra asked.

"He sounds pretty sincere," Jane replied.

Sandra's eyes widened as she felt Jason's full erection poking at her cloth covered thighs. "Well," she started, "it appears we've got another problem."

Jane moved over to get a better look. When she saw the problem, she laughed. "That is a problem, isn't it?"

"Oh, Jesus," he exclaimed, his face as red as his bottom. "I'm sorry... I'm sorry."

Sandra smiled. "I'm not," she said casually. "You know, my husband left me for a younger woman. It feels kind of good to know that I can still turn on a man, even this young kid."

"Well, sister, what are you going to do about it?" Jane asked. "You're the one who likes men."

The older sister patted Jason's bottom lightly. "I don't think we need to do anything about this tonight," she answered.

"Oh come on, Sandra. You can't just spank the hell out of this poor kid and then let him go home with that raging erection."

Sandra smiled again and pushed the well-punished young man to the floor. He landed on his backside and yelped like a wounded puppy. "So, Jason, are you aroused?" she asked. "And remember, you swore you wouldn't lie to me again."

Jason thought for a few seconds while the pain in his posterior settled to a dull throb. He gazed at Sandra with awe and respect, noting the slight specks of gray in her long hair, noting her strong trim body. Yes, he was aroused... more than he had ever been in his life. "Yes," he said in a near whisper.

Sandra clapped her hands together once, making Jason flinch. "I guess I'm feeling a little aroused myself," she said. "But I don't think we can do anything about it tonight." She looked down at her victim, sitting submissively at her feet. "I'll tell you what... Jason, have you ever fucked a witch?"

His eyes grew large in a single instant at the apparent absurdity of the question. "No, ma'am," he replied.

Sandra clapped her hands again and winked at her sister. "Jason, you get a pack of condoms and come back tomorrow night. We'll begin your education with a little Victorian reverse. Can you come back tomorrow night, say around ten o'clock?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said, trying to restrain his excitement.

"Good," Sandra said. "And Jason, please put your pants on before any of us gets any more aroused."

Jason blushed a deep red again, stood up, retrieved his jeans and briefs, and was dressed in less than a minute. The pain was now all but gone. He started for the front of the house. Sandra and Jane both blocked his path.

"Go back the way you came," Jane ordered.

Jason nodded and moved to the partially open door that led into the backyard.

"Jason," Sandra called once he had cleared the door. He looked back. "Come this way tomorrow night. We want to catch you in the garden again."

Jason Tibido reflexively massaged his flaming posterior through his jeans. Maybe they really are witches, he thought as he nodded his assent and disappeared into the night. But it didn't matter. The two mysterious sisters had a willing convert.


17. Sunday Morning Ritual

When Bertram Kinsman awoke, shafts of light assaulted his eyes like super sharp barbs at the ends of spears. His head felt like the inside of a garbage can that had been tipped over and was now rolling precariously toward the street. He would have closed his bloodshot eyes and settled back into the dirty pillow on the sofa, except that his stomach was churning like a washing machine and his bladder was telegraphing frantic messages to any part of his body that was still able to function.

Slowly and reluctantly, he willed his semi-numb legs to move until he was able to swing them over the edge of the sofa and plant his bare feet onto the carpeted floor. He tried to stand up, but immediately lost his balance and flopped back down onto the cushions, hitting his head against the back. Jolts of pain coursed through his body. He groaned out loud as he now fully understood that yet one more time he'd had far too much to drink the night before.

He remembered that it was only last week, after a very similar experience, he had promised himself that he wouldn't drink so heavily on Saturday night. He made the same promise to Caroline too, one that he repeated over and over again as she held him across her lap and assaulted his bare bottom with his heavy leather belt. And after he was thoroughly punished, she had trumped his promise with one of her own. She promised that she would deliver an even harsher spanking this Sunday morning if he didn't keep his promise. He shook his head as the memory of that exchange rifled through his brain. Now he had that to look forward to as well.

As he sat back on the sofa, trying to get his body under control, Bertram attempted to remember how he got into this situation in the first place. The night before, his brother and his cousin came over around six, just as they always did on Saturday night when Caroline was away visiting her aging grandmother after work. The three of them watched a ball game on television, ate some pizza, and drank a couple of beers. So how did he become drunk enough to have the mother of all hangovers this morning? He couldn't answer that question. He had never been able to answer it. All he knew for sure at this moment was that he was miserable and he was in deep trouble.

As his eyes cleared enough for him to begin to focus on his surroundings, he glanced at the clock on top of the television. It was five minutes after nine. He gasped as he realized that he was dangerously close to breaking yet another promise to his wife. The late morning church service started at eleven and he looked and smelled like the inside of a refrigerator that hadn't been cleaned out in several months. Caroline hadn't bothered to mention what she would do to him if she had to go to church alone yet one more Sunday. She hadn't needed to. She only said that she would be highly displeased - and that was enough.

Bertram planted his feet into the carpet and tried once again to stand. For a moment, he was unsteady, weaving back and forth like a small tree in a windstorm. But he didn't fall back and eventually was able to stand in one spot without the room spinning around him. He took several deep breaths and scanned the parts of his body that he could see. He was still dressed, although his polo shirt was rumpled and sported at least two new stains. His jeans were unbuttoned and the belt was missing.

Quickly, he thought about the fact that he had fallen asleep on the sofa rather than in his bed alongside his wife. He didn't know if he had simply never made it out of the den after his brother and cousin left or if he had tried to get into bed and his wife kicked him out. Either way, he was in serious trouble. He pulled himself together. Might as well face it, he told himself.

With that in mind, he put one foot in front of the other and took a tentative step. He was a bit shaky, but he didn't fall. He took another step and then another until he was in the doorway. The light pouring in from the kitchen window was nearly blinding, but he kept going until he reached the bottom of the stairs. Ascending those stairs was about the last thing in the world he wanted to do right now. This was partly because he wasn't actually sure he could make it all the way to the top. But mostly it was because he knew Caroline was up there, probably waiting for him - or worse... she wasn't waiting for him. For a minute, he thought about simply staying where he was, or perhaps trying to make it to the kitchen, brew some coffee, take a couple of ibuprofen tablets - or swallow the whole plastic bottle.

However, he knew from bitter experience that avoiding the stairs would not make the problem go away, but rather only compound it. Better to face it, to face her, he told himself - if I go up there now, maybe it won't be so bad this time. It was the logic of an adolescent boy, not a thirty-three-year-old college educated computer salesman. That didn't stop him from thinking it, however.

And with that thought guiding him, Bertram began the slow, uncertain ascent up the stairs. His head was pounding by the time he reached the top, but at least he made it. The door to the bedroom he shared with Caroline, his wife of five years, was open and he could hear the soft sounds of the television. He knew she was awake and was probably either waiting for him or had just given up on him and was getting ready for church. Although she wasn't particularly religious, Caroline enjoyed spending Sunday mornings at the Fourth Street Baptist Church and only missed if she was sick or out of town. She also thought it was important that she attend with her husband - after all, it was a community church and both she and Bertram were a part of the community; they should be seen together as a couple.

He really did understand that, and he even supported it. However, there was the drinking on Saturday nights that lately had been causing him to be nearly comatose on Sunday mornings. Sometimes he didn't even stir until after eleven. Of course, she punished him for it, especially for making promises he didn't keep. He had a strong feeling that this morning would be no exception.

He gathered his breath and moved to within a foot or two of the door. He could just see her inside. She was sitting at her dressing table. Her long brown hair was still wet and she was in her underwear. Her back was to him; he couldn't tell if she appeared angry or not.

"You're up early - for a change," Caroline said suddenly, without turning around.

For an instant, Bertram's heart actually stopped beating and he felt more faint than sick. He tried to speak - something clever or maybe conciliatory. But he couldn't get his mouth to work.

Caroline arched her back in her chair and rotated slightly in his direction. She still didn't look directly at him. "Well... are you just going to stand out there all morning?" she asked in a tone that didn't quite make him want to rush to her side. "Or are you going to come in here and get ready for church?"

Bertram tried to process the question. Maybe it wouldn't be too bad, he thought suddenly... maybe if I come in, take a shower, get dressed, and take her to church, she'll forget about the drinking. Again, it was the thinking of an ever-optimistic adolescent. For an instant, he remained where he was, uncertain - like looking at a big dog that stands between you and your ultimate destination. Would that dog remain docile or would she attack if you attempted to go past her? Intrinsically, he knew he had to try.

In what appeared to be a gesture of indifference, Caroline shrugged her shoulders and turned back to her mirror. She picked up her hairbrush and began to work on her hair. He understood that it was now or never - he could move past her to the bathroom or slink back downstairs like a lousy coward and face her wrath later on. He took a big breath and stepped into the bedroom as though he was entering a lion's den - it was clearly the lesser of two evils. He glanced at the bedside digital clock. It was now nine-eighteen. They wouldn't have to leave for church until at least ten-thirty - maybe things really would be okay.

"I hope you're planning on taking a good shower," Caroline exclaimed as he attempted to slink past her, practically walking on tip-toes. "Because you smell like a dead raccoon."

Bertram nodded sheepishly and continued to move past her to the bathroom, knowing full well that she was watching him in the mirror. He shed his dirty clothes as soon as he was behind the closed door. Then, naked, he scanned himself in the mirror. He wasn't sure he liked what he saw - bloodshot eyes, pale cheeks, soft belly; clearly not the same man he had been even three years ago. He wasn't entirely sure why his wife even stayed with him. She certainly hadn't been touched by age or stress.

Realizing that he was now wallowing in self-pity, he blinked and turned away from the mirror. Quickly, he stepped into the shower. When he emerged ten minutes later, he felt a little better. At least he knew he smelled better; and, with the mirror steamed up, he could no longer see himself. He looked at his wristwatch just before opening the bathroom door; it was now nine thirty-five. There was still plenty of time for him to dress and get his head together before they had to leave for church. His confidence was rising like a hot air balloon.

The balloon nearly crashed into the ground as he calmly entered the bedroom, expecting to see Caroline already dressed and ready to go downstairs for a leisurely cup of coffee while she scanned the Sunday newspaper and waited for him to finish his own preparation. He knew she did like to get to church a little early so she could talk to some of her long time friends.

But Caroline wasn't dressed for church. Instead, she was still sitting on her chair wearing the blue silk dressing gown he had given her for Christmas two years ago. The chair, he noticed, was now in the middle of the bedroom and she was clutching her hairbrush tightly in her right hand. He was in big trouble as he saw her glaring at him, her hazel eyes cold and focused.

"You smell a lot better," she declared flatly. Then she leaned back in the chair and uncrossed her legs, momentarily giving him a glimpse of her white cotton panties. "Okay... let's get this over with so we can get to church on time." She tapped the palm of her left hand with the flat back of the hairbrush.

Bertram's jaw dropped slightly. He shouldn't have been surprised, but he was. He began to tremble - of all the things Caroline had spanked him with over the past few years, he feared the brush the most. Not only wasn't he going to get away with drinking to excess and breaking his promise, he was going to be so soundly spanked that he probably would have bruises for a week. For an instant, he was very tempted to simply push past her and run down the stairs - completely naked, if necessary. What could she do about it? He knew full well the answer to that question: she could punish him even more severely when he finally did return, or she could make him sleep on the old sofa for a month, or worse - she could leave him.

No... he loved her with all his heart, and he acknowledged that he was, indeed, very lucky to have her for his wife. He also understood that a part of a strong relationship means paying a high price when you hurt the one you love. He had hurt Caroline this week, just as he had done the week before and the week before that. And now she was giving him a chance to redeem himself.

Still, he couldn't make himself go to her and take the punishment he knew full well he deserved. Rather, he remained where he was, cowering by the bathroom door. "Please, Caroline... honey. I'm sorry... but I really don't know what happened last night. I honestly don't know if I can take a spanking without getting sick."

Caroline scowled. "Are you pleading with me to get out of being punished for breaking your promise?"

He thought hard as the nasty question penetrated the thick fog surrounding his brain. Face it, get it over with, take her to church and let yourself be forgiven, he screamed at himself. "No," he muttered as he took the first step toward her.

"Good," she returned. "Then let's go."

Bertram nodded and took another step. She was beautiful, sitting there in her dressing gown. However, the brush looked menacing, and she was going to spank him while he was naked, something she seldom did. This session would definitely be one of the worst he had ever endured and he was not anxious to face it. Quickly, he stole a glance at the ever-present clock. It was now nine forty-seven. He grimaced. As bad as he thought this spanking would be, he knew it would be much worse if he made her late for church.

Resolved, he completed the remaining three steps and unceremoniously draped himself across her lap. The smell of her body lotion filled his nose and the silk felt good against his blushing skin. Surprisingly, his penis began to stir.

She chuckled and stretched his right arm tightly behind his back. "This is getting to be too much of a Sunday morning ritual, Bert," she exclaimed. She punctuated this statement with a series of ten solid shots of the dreaded brush directly across the center of his white cheeks - five on each side. He moaned in agony, especially as he realized that this was only the beginning. "How many promises have you broken?" she asked rhetorically, delivering two strokes with each word. His bottom felt like it was on fire already. "Frankly..." she began after a few seconds, "I sometimes wonder why I even stay with you." This was accompanied by twenty of the hardest blows he had ever felt.

He twisted and squirmed across her lap. "Please, Caroline! I'm sorry," he whined.

"I'm sure you are," she said, using the brush ten times across his sensitive upper thighs.

He yelped like a wounded puppy. "I promise never to drink again," he said.

Once again, she chuckled, but there was no humor in it. "How can I believe that?" she countered, applying another ten shots, landing all on the same spot, staining his bottom dark red in the process. "You don't even know how you get into this situation, do you?"

This question somehow got his attention. He really didn't know.

"It's Phil and Jerry," she said, without waiting for him to answer. "Now... if you spent Saturday evening at Grandma's apartment instead of with your stupid brother and cousin, you wouldn't be tempted to act like an asshole." Once again, she sealed her point with sharp jolts of pain.

Misery and agony were rapidly spreading throughout his entire body, threatening to rage out of control like an unchecked forest fire. She had only been spanking him for a couple of minutes, but it felt like an hour. Still, he did think about what she was saying to him. Maybe it was his brother's fault. Phil was thirty-years-old, lived in a one-bedroom apartment, and didn't have a steady girlfriend. He had more-or-less dedicated his life up to this point to debauchery. Jerry wasn't much better.

Maybe it was time to grow up a little, to move on, stop trying to re-live his youth. But to spend an entire Saturday evening with Caroline's grandmother was definitely not his idea of a good time. Of course, neither was hurting his wife and getting soundly spanked on Sunday morning. He gathered his breath just as Caroline was warming up to another hard set. Her right arm only seemed to be getting stronger. He didn't think he could take much more before he broke down completely and blubbered like a little boy.

"Caroline... wait... please," he said in a near whisper.

She delivered ten more shots, then rested the brush on his burning flesh. "What is it?"

He tried to raise his head, but couldn't quite manage it. "Maybe... maybe there is something in what you said."

She raised the brush and whacked him ten more times. "Maybe?" she countered.

"Oh, god..." he pleaded, "I can't take any more... please. I'll do anything... please."

Once again, she rested the brush on his blushing backside. "Anything?"

This time, he didn't have to think too hard about it. "Yes, I'll stop spending Saturdays with my brother, I promise. I'll go to your grandmother's with you."

Caroline wiped some beads of sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. A cautious smile broke over her pretty face. "Really? I mean, you're not just saying that to get me to stop spanking you?"

"No... I swear it," he replied.

Her smile widened, but then she picked up the brush and raised it over her head again. "You better not be lying to me," she warned.

"No I'm not lying." And he really didn't think he was this time. Bertram Kinsman had had a revelation.

Caroline dropped the brush onto the floor, released his arm, leaned over, and kissed the back of his neck. "That's all I wanted to hear, Bert," she said. "I love you. It hurts to see you destroying yourself this way."

He thought about his reflection in the mirror and how he didn't like it. "I know," he said meekly.

Gently, she pushed him off her lap and onto the floor. She glanced over at the clock. It was now nine fifty-six. The entire session had lasted less than ten minutes and yet he felt thoroughly punished and strangely cleansed.

However, the biggest surprise was yet to come. Instead of getting dressed for church, she stripped off her silk gown and underwear, lay down on the bed, and spread her legs. The pink slit between her legs was moist and glistening. "Bert... please come up here and take me," she said.

Bertram rose to his knees and looked at his wife. "You want to have sex... before church?" The whole idea of it seemed absurd.

Her eyes widened along with the distance between her legs. "I feel God's presence," she said softly. "He wants us to join. Please come up here and do God's bidding."

Bertram wasn't about to deny God on a Sunday morning. Even though his bottom ached and his body felt like warm putty, his erect penis led him up onto the bed. He wasted little time lowering himself over her palpitating body. He entered her easily, thrust for all he was worth, and spurted a load of semen in less than five minutes.

Amazingly, she too seemed to experience a climax. She pulled him into her sweating body and kissed him effusively. "Perhaps..." she began after her breathing had returned to normal, "we can skip church this morning."

"Are you sure?" he asked stupidly.

She smiled up at him. Her eyes were full of love. "Yes I'm sure," she replied. "I want to fall asleep in your arms, and when I wake up, I want to feel you inside me again."

Never before had she ever said anything like that to him. It truly is amazing what a little compromise can do to a relationship. And as he settled into the pillow, he knew that the promises he had made this morning were ones he would keep. Perhaps he and his wife could start another Sunday morning ritual.


18. Norte Americano

The evening was blustery but hot - not all that unusual for early May in West Texas. Scott Huntington drove his old Ford Escort slowly down Alverado Street. His windows were open, and the salsa music thundering from a dozen or more boom boxes assaulted his ears like so many jackhammers. He had been stationed at Fort Bliss for two years, but this was the first time he had ever been to the notorious Alverado Street, the first time he had even been in this section of town. Thus, he was becoming more and more nervous as he noted the way the people standing in the doorways were looking at him. "Just another gringo; just another pendejo down here looking for an easy lay from the poor Latino women," he was sure they were saying to each other.

And they would have been mostly right. His buddies back on the post told him over and over again that the best place to pick up girls was Alverado Street. At first, he hadn't believed them. However, when more and more men told him the same thing, he started to become convinced. Besides, he was young, relatively inexperienced, and not particularly well-built or handsome. Given these handicaps, pretty young women were not exactly falling at his feet or begging him to take them to bed. He couldn't face one more Saturday night, drinking beer at the Kennilworth Lounge, watching Buck, Schiller, and Anderson get lucky while he stayed behind to pick up the tab and drive them back to the barracks later - the designated loser.

So here he was, a young soldier from Indiana cruising Alverado Street, looking for a place Buck had told him about, a Mexican watering hole known as the Rio de Plata. Then, just when he was about to give up, just when his nerve was deserting him and his brain was trying to remind him that the library was still open, he saw it on the corner of Alverado and Eduardo - a two-story building with dirty windows and weathered clapboard sides. A group of about four young men with lots of gold chains around their necks were sitting idly in folding chairs outside, taking occasional sips from a long bottle inside a paper bag.

Scott gazed at them as he passed, watched them watch him, and again he almost lost his nerve. However, just as he was about to turn left onto Eduardo, to tuck his tail between his legs and flee this neighborhood altogether, he took a deep breath and gathered himself together. I am a sergeant in the United States Army, he told himself, I am trained to face down danger, not run away from it. He was, by nature, relatively mild-mannered, generally preferring to avoid a fight, if possible. However, although he hadn't had to engage in any serious combat during his last deployment, he had been trained to fight and believed that he could prevail or at least give a good account of himself should combat become unavoidable.

Thus resolved, he continued up Alverado Street and parked in the first available spot, between two large vintage Cadillacs. His car was a beater and he wasn't particularly concerned about leaving it unattended. As he walked back toward the taberna, he could feel eyes all over him even though there were only a few people visible. Briefly, he remembered when a well-to-do Hispanic family stopped to eat lunch in his home town of Tipton. Everyone in town that day, including him, had gazed at them with equal parts wonder and very misguided fear. Now he thought he knew what they must have felt like. It was anything but a good feeling.

The young men outside the Rio de Plata glared at him as he approached, a young white male, dressed in a white T-shirt and Levis, obviously out of place. Scott tried not to make eye contact, tried to keep his anxious eyes aimed straight at the open doorway and the semi-darkness inside. Nobody said a word as he passed.

He slipped inside and quickly scanned the room. It was dark and dingy, with several booths and tables and lots of neon over the long, unpolished bar. The air smelled of stale cigarettes, old beer, and cheap perfume. There were a few couples sitting at the tables and several men clustered around a pool table in a corner. Three lonely looking women sat near the bar, sipping what could have been tequila. All-in-all, the place looked exactly as he had imagined it would. In fact, the only thing that surprised him at all was that instead of more salsa music blasting, the jukebox was playing what sounded like mariachi or ranchero music. It was a sweet low sound, and he discovered that, even with his limited knowledge of Spanish, he could almost follow the lyrics... something about shadows never again intruding themselves between two people. He liked it and, for a moment, just stood where he was, listening.

After a few seconds he became so involved in the song that it took a hand on his arm to bring him back to reality. Startled, he looked up and straight into the dark eyes of an older woman wearing a short white dress that was cut low in the front. "Que quieres, muchacho? Necesitas ayuda?" she asked in a husky voice.

Quickly, he translated the words inside his head. What did he want? Did he need any help? Help with what? Immediately, he tried to think of the instructions Buck had given him: Go up to the bar, lay down a fifty, order two shots of tequila, and ask for la mujer con los ojos azules. But the woman who was confronting him had brown eyes. Was there a woman with blue eyes? Or was it just some kind of code? Only one way to find out, he reasoned. "Gracias," he replied. But he couldn't think of anything else to say as he glanced past the woman to the bar. There was a burly man with a big, black mustache behind the counter, staring straight at him. Suddenly, he was struck with the urge to run, to go back to where he'd come from. However, as he caught a glimpse in the mirror on the wall behind the bar, he could see that the young men who had been sitting outside were now clustered in the door. Escape would, more-than-likely, be impossible without a fight. He shifted his eyes back to the woman. "Lo siento, por favor," he said, knowing that he probably sounded like an idiot. "Yo quiero tequila."

The woman laughed. "You sure you can handle tequila, gringo?"

Scott could feel himself grow a little angry as this woman was obviously taunting him. He took a deep breath to calm himself down. "Si´," he said quickly and pushed past her to the bar. He pulled out his wallet, extracted a fifty dollar bill, and laid it down on the wood surface. "Dos tequilas, por favor," he said as boldly as he could.

The man behind the bar flashed him an evil grin as he took a bottle of tequila from the shelf behind him. He poured a small amount into two glasses and set them down. "You must be very thirsty," he declared.

The young soldier fingered one of the glasses. He didn't particularly like tequila, never had. "These are for la mujer con los ojos azules," he said.

The older man's eyes widened. The woman slid up next to him at the bar, obviously interested. "What do you know about Maria Luisa, muchacho?" she asked.

Scott turned and faced the woman. In the low light he thought she had a pretty face and a nice body, especially for a woman who was obviously old enough to be his mother. Then he thought about the question: What did he know about Maria Luisa? Up until that moment, he had known absolutely nothing, not even her name. "Uh... my friends tell me that she is beautiful," he declared.

The woman smiled again and there was humor in her eyes. "Beautiful," she echoed. "Perhaps. What do you want with Maria Luisa?"

He tried to reply but couldn't spit out any words. He was probably in serious trouble and he knew it. Once again he fingered the glass of tequila, groping for the right way to say what he wanted.

However, the woman didn't give him time to think. "Maybe you are just another stupid American boy, stupid pendejo, who thinks he can have Maria Luisa for the price of a shot of tequila. Is that what you think, gringo?"

That was what he had thought a few minutes before. Now, all he could think was that he needed to get out of there. "I think... I made a mistake," he said. "I... I'm sorry." He looked down on the counter and saw that his fifty was gone. "Uh... may I have my change, please?"

The burly man laughed. "No change," he exclaimed. "This is very good tequila, the best... twenty-five dollars a shot."

Time to leave, Scott said to himself, while he was still alive. Fifty dollars was a small price to pay for a big lesson. "I... understand," he said, turning toward the door.

The woman stopped him with a surprisingly strong grip to his left forearm. "Aren't you going to drink your tequila?" she asked.

"No," he said. "I think it's time for me to leave." He scanned the room. Everyone, including the men playing pool, was staring at him.

But she wouldn't relax her grip. "What is your rush, muchacho? Don't you want to see Maria Luisa?"

He wanted to leave; he knew he should leave. But there was something about the way she asked the questions that caught his attention. He couldn't help but be a little curious about the woman Buck had raved about. "Would that be possible?" he asked softly.

The woman ejected a shrill laugh that was soon echoed by everyone in the taberna. "In here, anything is possible, gringo," she replied. With her free hand, she drew one of the tequila glasses to her lips and drained it in a single gulp. "My eyes are not really blue," she said. "But after tonight, you will say that they are."

The soldier's eyes widened as he looked at her again. This is all too weird, he thought, as he tried to determine whether or not he should believe her. "You're Maria Luisa, the woman with the blue eyes?"

Everyone laughed again. "Yes," she said boldly. "And I like American men... especially those who know how to appreciate a strong woman."

Scott studied her for an instant, tried to see the body under the loose dress. Although she wasn't particularly big, he could see that her arms and shoulders were muscular and that her expression was bold and determined. He could feel himself weaken. It had been a long time since he had been with a woman, any woman. Perhaps Buck was right, he thought. Perhaps there was a chance he wouldn't have to go home unsatisfied. If there was a price for this, he was willing to pay it. "I... like strong women," he exclaimed.

"Ah... pobrecito," she said. "But do you truly appreciate older women as well?"

"Yes," he said without really thinking about it. The oldest woman he had ever been with had been twenty-three.

Her eyes danced in the dim light. Maybe if the light was right, they could have been blue. "Muchacho, what would you do to show your appreciation?"

Now, in spite of his fear and the leers of the crowd, he was growing aroused. Her appearance and her demeanor were working on him like a powerful narcotic. "Wha...what would you like?"

"Would you let me have my way with you... right here... in front of everyone?" she asked, her eyes never leaving his.

For a moment, he tried to think of what she meant by having her way with him. But his inexperience seriously limited his vision, and he just couldn't imagine anything out of what he considered to be the ordinary. Sure, he thought, why not? "Yes," he said at last.

Maria Luisa laughed again, a good hearty laugh that could be heard all the way to Alverado Street. She picked up the second glass of tequila and handed it to him. "You better drink this, soldier," she said with only a hint of the accent she had had a moment before.

There was that determination in her eyes again. He had a feeling this would be an experience to remember; however, for some strange reason, his fear was draining away. She did have a way about her. He accepted the glass and tried to chug the liquor. He couldn't suppress a grimace as the liquid burned its way down his throat. He set the empty glass down on the bar and waited. At this point, it was all he could do.

"What is your name, gringo?" she asked.

"Scott," he said.

"Tell me something, Scott. Did your mother ever spank you when you were a little boy?"

Scott's jaw dropped slightly. What kind of a question was that, he wondered. Then he thought about it for a few seconds. Of course, his mother had spanked him a few times while he was growing up. "I think so," he said.

"Did you like it?" she persisted.

He scowled impatiently. "Of course not," he said rather harshly.

The woman frowned with displeasure. "Rosa, Teresa, Carmelita... Ayudame, por favor." Immediately, the three younger women stood up and approached the bar. She pointed to his arms. Then, showing surprising strength, the three women turned him toward the bar and pinned his arms to the top. One of them also pinched his left ear between her powerful fingers.

Now he was afraid again and struggled to break free. However, their grip was very strong and he couldn't move, especially when the burly bartender moved in close and glared at him menacingly. There would be no escape for whatever it was Maria Luisa had in mind for him. "Wha...what the hell are you doing?" he demanded, knowing that his words were wasted on her and everyone else now crowding around to watch.

She laid a finger to his trembling lips. "Silencio, muchacho," she said softly. She nodded to the man behind the bar. "Jorge, da me el paddle." Jorge reached under the bar and produced a fraternity-type paddle that looked to be well-used. She took it into her hands and caressed it like a lover. "This is for you, Scott," she said gently. "All my boys must prove themselves worthy of my attention. You see, I do not really want your money, querido, I want you to adore me, to worship me, to beg to kiss my beautiful ass."

Once she was finished speaking, she unbuckled his belt, undid the fly on his jeans, and yanked them down to his knees. For a few seconds, she gazed at his white boxer shorts, then yanked them down to his knees as well. He flushed with embarrassment at having his taut bottom exposed to a room full of strangers, including several men. He couldn't help but wonder if some of these macho Chicanos had also taken a turn or two in his position; he wondered if the ultra-masculine Buck had.

With her assistants holding him like a vice and the bartender threatening him with his eyes, he could feel Maria Luisa move in behind him. Then he heard the swish of the paddle and felt the blow as it landed solidly across the center of both cheeks. The pain was dull but effective. He tried to rear up, but the arms held him down. "Relax, querido," she ordered. "I give my first-time American boys at least fifty."

He grimaced and closed his eyes. At this moment, he wished that he'd had at least one more of those twenty-five dollar tequila shots. The next blow came quickly and deliberately, landing just below the imprint left by the first. He gasped. A second later, the third stroke came, then the fourth and fifth. He tried to think, to de-fog his brain - did she say fifty, he wondered. He didn't think he could take fifty of what she was dishing out. He didn't think he could take ten. Unfortunately, he didn't have long to find out.

She delivered another quick, sharp strike and paused. "Este es cinco, five, querido," she declared. "I bet by now you feel pretty foolish for coming to the Rio de Plata in search of a woman with blue eyes. But in a few minutes, you will forget about feeling foolish and think only of me." She ended this exclamation with a series of five strokes that were so hard they nearly took his breath away.

"Stop... please..." he shouted, sounding very much like a small boy.

She laughed again. "Do not be so quick to beg, muchacho," she said. "You have not yet proven your love for me." Then she delivered another ten successive thundering blows.

He felt that his bottom was now on fire. He opened his eyes and tried to see around him. The entire room was quiet except for the horrible sound of the paddle bouncing off his unprotected rear time and time again. He thought about trying once more to find the right words that would get her to stop; however, any words he managed to produce were instantly ripped from his throat as the thick strip of hard wood seared his virgin flesh one more time. A few seconds later, she stopped on her own, and he breathed a sigh of relief. He wasn't sure how many strokes she had delivered so far, but he didn't think it was fifty.

Silently, she set the paddle down on the bar and moved to where he could see her. "You are doing well for a gringo," she said, smiling. "Are you ready to beg for my attention?" But she didn't wait for him to answer. "No... I do not think you are. Perhaps it would be better if you could see if your pain is worthwhile." Without another word, she reached behind her and lowered the zipper on her dress. Then she lifted it over head, exposing a perfect naked body underneath.

Unconsciously, he licked his lips at the sight. She was much better than he could have hoped for: all woman, with lush, firm breasts and fully exposed and pouting labia. He knew right then and there that he had to have her, he didn't care what it cost. His penis jumped to attention faster than a new recruit.

She reached down and touched it as it pressed against the bar. "Not bad... for a gringo," she said as she retrieved the paddle. "But that will cost you a little extra - at least another ten."

Sergeant Scott Huntington grimaced again. His bottom already hurt worse than he could have imagined. Once more, he wondered how much more of this paddling he could truly endure. The next ten strokes of the paddle came hard and fast, nearly causing him to pass out as bruises covered bruises. He felt himself grow angry at the whole situation. Immediately, he tried to bottle that up. He knew that any expression of anger would probably just make the situation worse. However, when was he supposed to profess his love for her, to beg to kiss her ass? He thought that he might want to start trying that now, see if she believed him, anything to get her to stop.

The funny thing was, though, that after the next ten landed, he actually thought he felt love for her, that the pain and misery she was inflicting on him were somehow transforming him. The taberna and everyone in it began to disappear. There was only the two of them now; they were all alone. He took a deep breath as tears filled his eyes. "Maria Luisa... I... love you," he exclaimed. "You are the goddess I have been searching for all my life. I only want to worship you... if you feel I'm worthy to touch you." He had no idea where those words were coming from, but they sounded good to him and sincere.

They must have sounded good to her too because she stopped and once more placed the paddle on the bar. "Rosa, Teresa, Carmelita... muchas gracias," she said. And in an instant it was over. The three young women who had secured him relaxed their grips and walked away to join the other onlookers. Maria Luisa approached him from behind and covered his trembling body with her own. Her naked flesh felt exquisite up against his burning posterior. "You are a good boy, Scott," she said softly. She put her arms on his and gently urged him to turn around. When he was facing her, she stepped back and spread her legs. "You will now get down on your knees and worship your goddess."

Scott didn't need to be told twice. Although he had never before performed cunnilingus, he seemed to know instinctively what to do. With her hands firmly on top of his head, he swirled his tongue around her inflamed clitoris and occasionally dipped it inside her sopping vagina. Within a minute, she was bucking her hips and moaning with pleasure. She came in a gush of orgasmic fury that nearly staggered her. When she had her breathing under control, she laced her hands under his neck and pulled him up into a standing position. Her face was sweating and thoroughly flushed. "Muy, muy bien, muchacho," she exclaimed. "Now it is your turn, I think." She glanced over to the older man behind the bar. "Jorge, da al Scott un condom, por favor."

Jorge nodded and once again reached under the bar. This time he produced a foil package containing a condom. He handed it to the soldier. "Put it on," he ordered.

Scott ripped open the package and carefully unrolled the condom over the length of his penis, already dripping with pre-come. When he looked once more at Maria Luisa, she was on the floor with her head down and her bottom up. This is another first, he thought - doggie style. At this point, he would have done it any style. He wasted very little time kneeling behind her. With one quick motion, he slipped his full erection easily inside her and thrust fast and furiously while she moaned and shrieked. They came at the same time and collapsed in a heap onto the dirty blue tile floor. For a long time, they just lay there, gasping for breath, not caring one bit that their sweating bodies were fully exposed to at least a dozen fascinated spectators.

When the young soldier finally did come to his senses, he knew that he had been used and abused by this powerful Hispanic temptress. But he also knew that he didn't care. Hell, right now, they could kill him and steal his money and his car, and he still wouldn't care. He raised himself up to his knees and tenderly kissed her between the legs. "Will my little American muchacho be coming back?" she asked, her eyes wide, the nipples on her full breasts still erect.

"Just as often as I can," he exclaimed. The room erupted into spontaneous applause.

"Jorge, un otro tequila para el Americano," Maria Luisa shouted. "For today he becomes a man."

Scott Huntington smiled as he downed the tequila without grimacing this time. He pulled up his pants and didn't feel any pain. Then he looked back down at his beautiful Hispanic goddess, still lying on the dirty floor, legs spread, exposed labia glistening. At that moment, he realized that she really did have blue eyes. Thirty minutes ago, he never would have believed it.


Also from LSF Publications...

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 19 femdom stories including the following:

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.

Spanked by His Therapist by W. Arthur

Dr Sylvia Beltran is not only a highly respected psychologist, she is also a fully licensed therapist who treats her male patients in a somewhat unconventional manner... by meting out harsh discipline. Under her specialist motivational guidance, many males have been helped to see the error of their ways. Jason is a fine example of a man helped to overcome his faults by experiencing the feel of Sylvia's hard spanks on his bare bottom. At the start of the therapy he was filled with conceit and arrogance, but at the end of it, he has seen the light! After talking to Sylvia's husband, Tom, Jason begins to understand what is meant by giving up control to a strong, assertive woman. If only he can find such a woman for himself...

Bad Boys Need Spanking - Volume One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

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.

Punished Husbands - Book Two by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

The Getting-It-Twice Rule: Cooper marries Jenna, an assistant principal at a local school. Jenna dictates the conditions of their marriage... she will always be in charge of the household and make all the major decisions. Jenna's sister, Sarah, gets Cooper a job, but when he misses deadlines, he learns there are painful consequences - a belt whipping from Sarah and a paddling from Jenna when he gets home!

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Mr. Subservient: Joy tells her husband Frank that the house has to be perfect as the Book Club will be meeting to discuss their latest book. Hesitating instead of obeying and getting on with the cleaning earns Frank a paddling, plus the indignity of serving the ladies with his spanked bottom on display.

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

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

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.

Spanking Stepmothers 1 - 3 by W. Arthur

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

Double Trouble: The relatively innocent prank that Tyler and Jacob play on their stepmother backfires, and the two college boys are not too big to go over her lap for a painful spanking with a hefty hairbrush. Their stepmother is a recently retired middle school principal, a woman who stands no nonsense, a woman who knows how to spank!

Glutton for Punishment: Twenty-three-year-old Jason has a rude awakening when his father goes to work in Kenya for six months, leaving him with his new stepmom, Joyce. Joyce is a woman who will stand no-nonsense and she soon puts Jason through his paces, paddling his bottom hard. Yet, under her guidance, Jason enrols in community college and gets good grades needed for a university course. His stepmother helps 'motivate' his performance with strap and paddle.

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.

Strict Ladies Anthology by Peter Martin

This anthology features a collection of 16 femdom stories including the following:

Todd's Fantasies Realised: A chance encounter with Mrs C leads Todd to agreeing to take a spanking that he deserved to get many years ago. The reality is even better than the fantasy as he is whacked with a rubber-soled slipper. There's also an opportunity to ask Mrs C's daughter out on a date.

Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse.

Mrs Howard: 18-year-old Johnny makes sure he studies at home on cleaning day, which is the day Mrs Howard comes in to do the housework. She also offers disciplinary services, and her hairbrush and slipper are put to very good use.

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...

The Dominant Female by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 110,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Disciplined by His Wife; Learning to Love Her Discipline; and Disciplined by the Librarian.
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