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

1. 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.

2. 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.

3. 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.

4. Do unto Horses: When his dot com business goes bust, Barry and his wife are offered a place to stay at a farm owned by his wife's sister, Kelly. In return, Barry is expected to help with farm work. However, when he gets drunk and starts abusing the horses, Kelly bares his bottom and delivers a ferocious strapping.

5. Lost and Found in New Orleans: Wanting to broaden his horizons, twenty-one-year-old Josh Barclay buys a one-way ticket to New Orleans where he is intending to take a temporary job as a bouncer at a well-known bar. Things go from bad to worse though when he discovers that there is no job, and he is subsequently scammed, leaving him virtually broke. An attempt to get some money leads to him being apprehended by two female detectives who take him back to their hotel room. Rather than face charges, he is talked into letting them spank him, an activity which leads to all three ending up in bed together.

6. Motivated by the Paddle: Larry's wife is tired of his binging on beer and donuts and, with the help of a big wooden paddle, motivates him to keep fit!

7. Laid Off: After George loses his job he goes into a major slump. When his wife finally runs out of patience with him, he is given an ultimatum: he can accept her help or she will leave him. He accepts the offer of help which turns out to be a blistering spanking with her hairbrush.

8. The Cloud: Although an accomplished property developer, Adrian Davis has sexist attitudes and a tendency to make his female staff feel uncomfortable by leering at them. When his office manager and two other female staff accompany him to a construction site, an accident at a local nuclear power plant forces them to take refuge in a trailer. Suggesting their lives are in danger, Adrian suggests they have sex, but the three women have their own ideas. Bending him over the back of a chair, all three of the women get revenge on their boss by spanking him with a heavy metal ruler.

9. Spanking on the Radio: Gary is a 'shock jock' at the local radio station and does what he can to get ratings - and that includes lies and deceit and sexist remarks. But he gets his well-deserved comeuppance when he is physically chastised on the air by a group of rather angry women.

10. Lauren's Sudden Change: Married couple, Lauren and Steven, enjoy a particularly active and imaginative sex life. Later, when several months pregnant, Lauren appears to lose interest and Steven resorts to staying out late, drinking. Eventually, Lauren puts her foot down and spanks her husband with a large wooden spoon.

11. Indian Agent: Thirty-one-year-old Bertram Clements is an ill-prepared and somewhat incompetent Indian agent. One day, having consumed the best part of a bottle of whiskey, he stumbles outside, banging his head on a fir tree and knocking himself out. When he regains consciousness he finds himself in the lodge of Milnadi, one of the Indian elders. In order to prove he is worthy, Bertram is restrained by three young Indian women whilst another punishes him with a long, thin birch branch. Afterwards, he gets to 'lie' with each of the four women in turn...

12. The Turning Point: Workaholic Andy loves his job more than his wife, Meredith, who he neglects for two years. However, with the help of friends and a very hard paddle, Meredith turns the tables, and gives Andy an unexpected ultimatum... and a very sore bottom.

13. Summer Break: Twenty-year-old college student Joel is busy painting the outside of his uncle's house while he is away when, looking through the window, he is shocked to see his uncle's wife and several of her female friends naked and pleasuring each other. When he is caught in the act of spying, they subject him to a prolonged spanking with a sorority paddle and then make use of him to satisfy their sexual needs.

14. The Sirens of Salem: Whilst on a sales call in Salem, Tom propositions a waitress who is not impressed with his advances. Later, whilst driving home, his car veers into a mailbox at the end of a driveway belonging to two attractive sisters. They invite him inside to discuss the damage and are soon joined by their cousin, the waitress Tom had offended. As an alternative to calling the police, Tom is forced to agree to being stripped naked and spanked by all three women. After, he is made to satisfy them sexually.

15. Revenge with a Ruler: Ten years after graduating from his old high school, Raymond Cutter goes back - as a junior English teacher. Although he has changed his ways, he was a troublemaker in his day, and some of his more serious infractions have not been forgotten by the stern librarian and equally formidable choral music teacher. They teach him a lesson - with a long wooden ruler on his bare bottom.

16. Starting Over: Morris and his wife plan on giving up work as soon as they can afford it, but when he wins a multi-million dollar lawsuit he still keeps on working until finally his wife decides to leave him. In an attempt to woo her back, Morris arranges to meet at a hotel where eventually she agrees to return, but not until she's given him a well-deserved spanking with her hairbrush.

17. A Dozen Donuts: It seems that every man has a passion and Warren's is doughnuts. Concerned for his health, his wife makes him earn them by carrying out tasks around the house. Eventually, though, she decides a change of plan is required and he is offered a dozen doughnuts provided he accepts a sound spanking. Uncertain at first, he eventually agrees with the promise that if he endures 60 strokes of the hairbrush his wife will allow him to have sex with her. Afterwards, it seems he may have forgotten about the doughnuts...

18. Jonas Gets Punished: When former drug dealer, Jonas, gets out of prison, he returns home and is punished by the three women who love him. The wicked crop helps motivate him to mend his ways.

19. Spring Cleaning: When Beth is discharged from hospital, having previously sustained serious injuries in a car crash, she is dismayed to find the house has not been cleaned for quite some time. Her husband agrees to do the cleaning on condition that Beth 'persuades' him with a spanking. Initially reluctant, she soon develops a taste for it...
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1. The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver

He had passed by Tolliver Antiques nearly every day in the two weeks he had been in Merritville. He almost had to since the store was only three doors down from his office on Main Street. However, it took a cold and rainy afternoon for him to muster the courage to go inside.

Christopher Tomisini loved antique stores - he had a nearly single-minded reverence for old things that may show a little wear but are still useful. Sometimes this reverence extended to people as well. However, all that considered, Tolliver Antiques far exceeded his wildest expectations. The building itself was actually a magnificently restored three story stone and brick house that dated back before the Civil War. The beautifully appointed rooms on the first and second floors were filled with antique furniture from various periods, well preserved books from the nineteenth century, and assorted bric-a-brac. He was both fascinated and captivated, and after about fifteen minutes found himself standing in what used to be a bedroom on the second floor. In his hand was a well-worn leather strap.

"That used to belong to my grandfather," came a soft but firm voice behind him. He turned and was immediately face to face with one of the most stunning and stately women he had ever seen. She was an older woman - certainly older than his thirty-one years and quite possibly as old as his fifty-five-year-old mother. She had a trim and firm body wrapped in a flowing white dress that stopped just above her knees. She had china blue eyes peering at him through wire-rimmed glasses. Her hair was long and black, streaked lightly with gray, and secured primly behind her head. Her face was unlined and expressive. "Do you know what he used it for?" Her eyes were practically dancing.

He gathered his breath, trying to shake off the initial shock of seeing this exquisite woman standing only a few feet away from him. "It appears to be a razor strop," he offered.

She smiled, showing him the edges of her white teeth. "Well, he may have used it for that purpose, I guess... I really don't know," she said, the laugh lines on her face now beginning to emerge. After an awkward moment, she extended her right hand toward her visitor. "I'm Olivia Tolliver," she proclaimed. "And you are Dr. Tomisini, aren't you?"

Christopher flushed slightly. "Yes," he said, grasping her fingers lightly with his own. They felt warm and moist. "How did you know that?"

"It's impossible to be a stranger in Merritville," she replied, slowly disengaging her fingers from his. "I was wondering when you would stop in. You can't be that busy already."

He shook his head. "No, this seems to be a pretty healthy town," he said.

"In some ways," she returned. "Do you like antiques, Dr. Tomisini?"

Christopher Tomisini wrinkled his brow slightly. "Yes, very much," he said. "Old things intrigue and fascinate me... and you have some very fine pieces here."

Now she practically beamed with delight. "Does that include old women, doctor?" she asked.

He flushed again, this time achieving a deeper shade of red. How could she have known, he wondered. She must be reading my mind. "Well… I..." he stammered.

Mrs. Tolliver laughed at his discomfort. "I'm sorry, doctor," she said, although her eyes suggested that she wasn't sorry, far from it. "Not much new blood comes into this town. I took advantage of you I'm afraid."

"There's... there's no need to apologize," he said graciously. And there wasn't either, as he was gazing at her, trying to imagine what she looked like under the dress.

"The word around town is that you've moved into the old Fraley homestead... and that you live alone," she said.

"Yes," he said. Having grown up in a suburb of Chicago, he understood that it would take him a long time to get used to the people and culture of a small town.

"Well," she continued, "that being the case, might I interest you in some dinner? I'm famous for my pasta."

Once more he gazed at her, noting the way her body moved under the dress, the way her firm breasts pressed against the thin cloth. He hadn't been with a woman, not even a casual date, since before he finished his fellowship eight months ago. He was about to say yes as soon as he found a way to restrain his mounting excitement. Then he saw the plain gold ring on the third finger of her left hand. His excitement ebbed away like a rapidly receding flood. He lowered his eyes. "There's no need to go to any trouble for me, Ms. Tolliver," he said.

She looked at him for a moment. "It's Mrs. Tolliver... or Olivia, doctor," she said. "I never much liked that Ms. business. Anyway, my husband died three years ago."

Dr. Tomisini suddenly felt ashamed of what he had been thinking and started to get a little excited again. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Tolliver," he said.

Olivia laughed again. "I'm not," she said. "He wasn't much of a man, but he did leave me pretty well off." She reached out and took his fingers in hers again. "Well, what about it, doc," she said, smiling. "Care to come with me to the third floor and join me in a glass of wine before dinner?"

"Don't you need to watch the store?" he asked, trying once more to conceal his excitement.

Her smile widened and she began to pull him gently toward the door. "Oh, right... actually, I closed the store about ten minutes ago."

The doctor marveled at her presumption. Then, as he was allowing himself to be pulled along, he realized that he was still holding the strop. He began to set it back down on the table from which he had unconsciously taken it a few minutes before.

But she stopped him. "There's no need to put that back," she said, her eyes bright and alive. "Perhaps I can tell you its history while we're having our wine."

He practically stopped thinking at all as they resumed their advance toward the door. He would have followed her anywhere now, even straight through the gates of Hell. Thus, a moment later, he found himself blindly following her up a private stairway and into the third floor of the old house. As he looked around, he was awed by what he saw. Most of the interior walls had been removed so the space had a very open and airy feel to it. In one corner was an ornate kitchen complete with breakfast bar. In another corner was a magnificent oak four poster double bed with an Amish quilt over the top. The remainder of the furnishings and decorations were carefully restored period antiques.

Except for one piece to which the doctor's eyes were immediately drawn. Directly in the middle of the room, sitting atop a Persian rug, was a plain three foot high stool, painted black with a plush black cushion on the seat. A black silk scarf was attached to each of the four legs. While his hostess was pouring red wine into two glasses, he continued to scan the room with his gaze always coming back to the stool, which looked so out of place. "This is incredible - everything is so personal and functional," he exclaimed. "But I have to ask... what is the black stool for?"

Mrs. Tolliver didn't answer him right away. Instead, she set one of the glasses down on the counter and sipped from the one still in her hand. After a moment, she glanced at the stool, then at her guest. "Oh... that," she began casually. "That is where I secure the naughty boys I'm going to whip."

His eyes bulged and he whirled around to face her, but there was nothing in her expression to suggest that she was kidding. "I... I..." he stammered helplessly. "Uh... perhaps... I should be leaving."

She laughed. "You don't really want to do that, do you?" she said. He didn't answer - indeed, he seemed to be frozen to the spot on which he was standing. "No, you don't want to do that," she continued, her eyes locked onto his. She set her glass down, crossed over to him, and took the strop out of his trembling hand. She held it out for him. "I think you know very well what this is really used for, don't you?" Again, he didn't answer. She persisted. "I think you want some woman to use this on your naughty bottom. What do you think, Christopher?"

The effect she was having on him, especially when she called him by his full first name, was hypnotic. He alternated his gaze between her face and the long, leather razor strop, worn smooth and shiny. "I... I... think..." But somehow he couldn't say the words, even though at that moment he knew that nothing would be better than to yield to this beautiful and powerful woman.

Mrs. Tolliver reached out and loosened his tie. Then she pulled the tails of his button-down shirt out of his pants. "Why don't you get undressed for me," she said. With his brain spinning and eyes glazing over, he slowly nodded. He unbuttoned his shirt, removed it, and handed it to her. She took it and set it down on a nearby chair. She appraised his upper physique while he stripped off his undershirt. "Not bad," she said. "Let's see the rest."

Still in his trance, he quickly complied, and an instant later stood naked in the middle of Mrs. Tolliver's third floor living room. His clothes were in a pile. She scanned him approvingly, stopping at his fully erect penis. "Perhaps we can do something about that... later," she said. "But for now... bend over the stool and take what's coming to you - I'll bet you haven't called your mother since you've been in Merritville."

As if in a dream, Dr. Tomisini shuffled over to the stool and bent his upper body over the cushion. It felt cool and soft against his burning chest. He didn't resist or even flinch as she quickly secured his hands and feet to the legs with the silk scarves. When she was finished and satisfied, she moved in front of him, clutching the strop. "I never did tell you the history of this strop, did I?" she said. Then, without waiting for an answer, she proceeded. "As I said, this belonged to my grandfather. But I don't think he ever used it to sharpen a razor. No... he was more likely to use it on my mother's rear end. He probably used it on his wife - my grandmother - too, but I never heard that. He even used it on me a couple of times when I was growing up. Yes, my grandfather was definitely a man who believed in old-fashioned discipline. Christopher, have you ever been whipped with a razor strop?" He shook his head and she continued. "I didn't think so... if you had, you wouldn't be so anxious now to be whipped. But... no matter. I can assure you that it really is quite painful, especially in the hands of a skilled practitioner. And I am such a person, I'm afraid." She looked him in the eye again. He was quivering all over. "Shall I proceed? Shall I cleanse you of all your manly guilt?"

He blinked several times as he beheld the strop. It was looking more menacing by the second. Still, his erection was raging and very uncomfortable. "Yes," he said in a near whisper.

Her smile widened into an evil smirk. "I was hoping you'd say yes," she declared. "But I would have whipped you anyway, even if you'd said no or nothing at all." She stopped talking and suddenly became all business as she moved behind him and out of his sight. For what seemed like a long time, nothing happened - he could only hear her breathing. Then he felt her soft hands on his bottom, her fingers straying into his crack and tickling his anus. "Very nice," she said. "I think I have something that will fill that opening. Know anything about proctology, doctor?"

But she didn't give him time to answer as she stepped back, cocked the strop behind her, and released it forcefully. It landed squarely in the middle of his posterior, impacting roughly, reddening the flesh. He gasped with the suddenness of the pain and instinctively strained against the restraints. They only tightened. An instant later, she followed up with another solid shot across his stern, then another and another and another, all striking the same tender spot. He bit down hard on his lip to suppress a scream. As if waking up from an intense dream, he began to ask himself how he'd got into this situation.

Once more she read his mind. "Don't question it, honey," she said tenderly while she assaulted his bruised bottom once again with a stinging barrage of harsh strokes that practically took his breath away. "It's not your fault," she continued, striking for the thirtieth time. "You're a man, and all men are guilty, and all men deserve to be punished. You know that, even if you don't understand it. It's like original sin."

He heard the words and for the first time in his life understood his desire - no, his need - to be punished by an older woman. Tears filled his eyes as the pain from the steady and thorough whipping echoed through his body like the call of a friend he never knew. He began to relax, his wrists and ankles going limp inside the scarves.

She cracked the strop across his rear ten more times and stopped. "Do you want me to stop, Christopher?" she asked.

Now heavily under the influence of her words and the liberating effects of the whipping, he shook his head. "No... ma'am," he said meekly.

Mrs. Tolliver nodded knowingly. "It's all right, son," she said softly. "Perhaps you do need a little more just to feel clean." Immediately upon saying this, she began again - this time in earnest, laying down stroke after terrible stroke until his bottom was a solid mass of dark crimson and ugly purple. She didn't stop until he was sobbing, large tears running in narrow rivers down his sweating face. She laid the strop down on the floor, felt his bruised flesh, and winced a little at the heat curling her fingers. Gently, she massaged away the pain. "You took that bravely, honey," she exclaimed. "Now you are clean. Now you are worthy."

He continued to sob as she stepped back. Gradually, as his senses returned, he could feel her behind him; he could hear the rustling of clothing. And then her arms were around his waist, her fingers tickling his chest. His penis sprang to life again and the pain slowly ebbed away. "Do you want me to untie you?" she asked, her voice sounding more husky.

He opened his eyes and tried to blink away the tears. "Ye...yes, please," he whispered.

She reached down, undid the knots in the scarves, and stepped back. He stood up slowly. "Why don't you turn around and come over here," she suggested.

He did as he was told. There before him was the most beautiful naked woman he had ever seen. Her belly was soft but not flabby; her breasts were firm and lush. Her black pubic hair glistened in the late afternoon sunlight streaming in through the several windows. He scanned her carefully and admiringly. However, when he saw the dress lying on the floor, his eyes widened. "Were you... naked under that dress?" he inquired with timidity.

Mrs. Tolliver laughed heartily. "Of course," she replied. "No one is supposed to look under it unless I want them to. Now, come over here and let's do something about the problem we share." She pointed to the folds between her legs, then at his penis. He didn't need any more invitation than that.

In bed, she turned out to be just as good at lovemaking as she was at administering punishment. He came twice before he lost consciousness. He had no idea how many times she came. When he reopened his eyes, it was dark outside. She was leaning over him, her breasts nuzzling against his bare chest. She kissed him softly on the lips. "I'm sorry, but you'll have to get your own pasta," she said, rolling off of him and standing up next to the bed.

The doctor shook the sleep from his muddled brain. "What do you mean?" he asked, sounding stupid.

She smiled. "I mean, it's time for you to leave."

He tried to sit up; however, his bottom hurt so bad that he had to settle for lying on his side. "I don't understand."

"Have you ever lived in a small town before?"

"No."

"Well, I may be the wealthiest woman in this little town, but I still have something of a reputation to maintain... I don't think it would look too good for either of us you leaving at dawn."

He nodded and dragged himself over the satin sheets. When he was standing, she handed him his clothes. "You're right," he said. "I... wasn't thinking."

She laughed again as she saw the disappointment etched on his rugged face. "It's okay, doctor," she said. "You can come back. In fact, I just may develop a chronic disease that will require a lot of medical attention."

His eyes lit up. "I always wanted to be a doctor who made house calls."

"Well, okay," she returned. "As long as you don't charge too much."

He reached down and rubbed his bottom. "I think I'll be the one who pays for the visits," he said. "In flesh."

"And they'll be well worth it," she said.

"Yes," he said, zipping up his pants. He knew he would be back as often as discretion and decorum would allow.


2. Caught Staring

It really is silly - even pathetic. Gene Atherton was thinking this as he stood at his first floor office window gazing at the sun-drenched landscape outside. It was one of the first truly beautiful days of spring. New leaves were budding on the trees; daffodils were blooming; the grass on the ample tree lawns was lush and green. And young women were everywhere. There were probably young men too - Falkirk College was, after all, co-educational. But he didn't see them. He only had eyes for the bare and nubile female flesh that was being abundantly displayed.

Mostly, he was gazing at one young woman in particular. She was a trim brunette with a pretty face, sprawled in the warm grass only twenty feet or so from where he was standing. She was lying prone, her head propped on her elbows. She was trying to read, but Gene could tell that she wasn't making much progress. She was wearing a white tank top that exposed the upper half of her supple breasts. The thin silk elastic waistband of a pink thong peeked out from under denim hip huggers.

He was completely smitten, and the longer he stared at her, the more fantasies he invented involving the two of them. At age forty, he was probably old enough to be her father; however, in his fantasy world, that age difference only made him more attractive to her.

As he watched from behind his glass shield, suddenly he felt as though he could quote the entirety of W. D. Snodgrass's poem, April Inventory. Then, as the object of his lustful gaze stood up and began to walk away in response to the beckoning of a young man, he settled for quoting T. S. Eliot: 'April is the cruelest month.' He was about to turn away, feeling the discomforting tug of responsibility, when another young woman came into view. Quickly, all sense of responsibility just faded away. It was as though the window and what lay beyond it were holding him hostage. He simply had no will to resist its primal tug.

It didn't seem to matter to him now that he had a pile of term papers to grade or that he had several lectures to prepare or that he had two research papers to write or that he had several reports to complete for the Dean of Humanities. All of that paled in comparison to one long-legged, blonde-haired co-ed, lazily twirling blades of new grass in her soft fingers and giving him very small glimpses of her panties under her cotton miniskirt. His eyes were wide; his mouth was gaping slightly; he might have been muttering something incoherent.

Gene became so engrossed in staring that he didn't hear the knock at his partially open door. Nor did he see or feel his visitor come up behind him. It wasn't until he felt a hand on his shoulder and heard breathing near his neck that he realized he was no longer alone. He flushed and turned his head. There standing next to him was a tall, lean, middle-aged woman wearing a dark Chanel suit. She was scowling at him. "Gene, what are you doing?" she asked in a tone that was less than cordial.

His blush deepened as he caught her eyes. "I... I was just... uh... taking a break... to clear my head," he stammered.

She shifted her eyes to the window. "I see," she said sarcastically. "No doubt studying the scenery. I just dropped by to see if you had those reports done, like you promised."

The sense of responsibility he had so casually tossed aside now came flying back at him full force. He suddenly remembered that he had promised at least three reports to the dean two days ago. He had been shamelessly procrastinating and had no acceptable excuse for not finishing them. "Well... uh... I was just working on them," he lied.

Her blue eyes blazed as she stared him down. "Damn it, Gene... you promised those reports two days ago," she declared in an exquisitely controlled voice. "And I told you what would happen if you didn't get them to me. Now I find you blatantly ogling half-naked undergrads attempting to enjoy a quiet sunny afternoon. Unless you're writing some kind of story or poem about this, your behavior is totally reprehensible."

Normally, a dean wouldn't speak so harshly to a tenured professor; however, this was no normal dean-professor relationship. Mary Atherton, Dean of Humanities at Falkirk, was also Gene's older sister, the one who had prodded and tormented him the entire time they were growing up, the one who kept him on the straight and narrow with an almost evangelical zeal. Considering their relationship, it was no great surprise that neither of them had ever married.

Gene unconsciously hung his head like a little boy. He had already forgotten about the beautiful sights to be found on a college campus on a warm and sunny spring afternoon. "I... I'm sorry, Mary," he said in a near whisper.

"So am I," his sister said. "Chris and the rest of the pencil pushers are all over me about the upcoming accreditation visit. I need your reports before I meet with them. Now what am I supposed to tell them - that my English Department chair has been too busy ogling co-eds?"

"When is your meeting?" Gene asked, his serious side now beginning to emerge.

"Five o'clock today," Mary replied.

Gene was about to say something else, but he was suddenly distracted by the sight of two more co-eds joining the one he had been gazing at a few minutes before. Both were wearing short tops that exposed their flat abdomens and full miniskirts that stopped at mid-thigh. One bent over to pick up a book and gave him a long view of her lush bottom hidden behind white bikini panties. He almost began to hyperventilate.

This did not go unnoticed by his sister. She slapped him hard on the arm. "You're hopeless, Gene," she exclaimed. She reached over and pulled the cord on the blinds above his window. They came crashing down, effectively blocking out whatever was outside.

Gene understood immediately that he was in deep trouble. He glanced at his watch, still hoping for a way to extricate himself from the mess. It was ten minutes after three. "I... still have time," he said hopefully. "I can have the reports done by five."

Mary Atherton shook her head. "Perhaps," she said. "But I intend to make very sure you don't suffer any more lapses in concentration." She walked over and closed his office door.

This act made Gene very nervous. "I'll get them done... I swear it," he said.

She flashed him a demonic smile, the kind she used to give him when she was twenty and he was twelve and in trouble. "I know you'll get them done," she said. "I intend to make sure of it." Before he had a chance to respond, she went to his desk, opened the top drawer, and extracted an eighteen inch wooden ruler. "Drop your pants and bend over your desk," she ordered.

Gene's jaw dropped as he watched her slap the ruler against the palm of her left hand. "You... you certainly aren't serious," he sputtered.

"Look at me, Gene," she commanded. "Do I look like I'm serious? Now, get into position. Neither of us has much time so let's get this over with."

He wasn't sure what he had been expecting when she caught him staring out the window, wasting valuable time, but he felt somewhat indignant all the same. "You... want to spank me... just for looking out the window?"

She huffed incredulously. "Look, buddy... I don't know why you're giving me such a hard time about this, but you just earned yourself a paddling when we get home tonight. How bad it is will depend entirely on how cooperative you are now and how good those reports turn out to be. Now, do you want to waste any more time or are you going to do what I told you to do?"

Gene knew from bitter experience that he was defeated. It was just a matter of how bad the punishment would turn out to be. He glanced at his watch again; precious seconds were ticking away, seconds he could be using to finish those reports and hopefully lessen his sister's wrath. He sighed with resignation, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his Dockers, and let them fall to his knees. Then he shuffled over to his cluttered desk, shoved some papers out of the way, and bent his upper body across the surface. He closed his eyes and clenched his jaw, hoping against hope that she would go easy on him. Of course, she never did. But it didn't stop him from hoping all the same.

Mary didn't say another word. She clutched the ruler tightly in her right hand and approached the taut bottom of her younger brother. She was certainly no stranger to that bottom. In the last twenty-five years, she had spanked it more times than she could count, although the frequency of the spankings had decreased dramatically in the past five years. Perhaps he is finally growing up, she had reasoned to herself. Now she wasn't so sure. Maybe she just hadn't been as vigilant as she used to be. That would change.

As was her custom, she gripped the elastic leg holes of his briefs and bunched them together in his crack. She was, after all, his sister, his flesh and blood. She had no interest in seeing what he had between his legs. This unveiling was effective enough, she had always reasoned. She took a deep breath, retracted the ruler, and quickly snapped her wrist, lurching the ruler forward full force, landing a solid stinging blow across the center of both white cheeks.

He groaned with the certainty of the sharp pain.

Not being one to waste time, Mary followed up with a barrage of hard swats. Her hand became a blur as she seemed to be trying to set some kind of new record for how fast he could be reduced to repentant tears.

The pain escalated exponentially as one blow melted into another until he could not tell when one stopped and the next started. His bottom felt like the inside of a filled ashtray. He was a bit surprised he didn't see smoke coming from it. He knew that to plead for mercy would be counter productive, so he wisely bit his tongue and took what she was giving him. He tried to think about the reports he was supposed to complete. However, all he could think about was the misery and how much he wanted to avoid it.

"I hope you're learning a valuable lesson from this, Professor Atherton," Mary said after two minutes of nonstop spanking. "Are you?"

"Yes," he replied immediately, choking back the urge to spit and cry.

"Good," she said. Then she stopped the spanking and set the hot ruler down on the desk next to his sweating body. She turned away from him toward the door. "I will be expecting those reports no later than five," she declared. "Then we'll see about completing your punishment when I get home tonight. You better hope I'm in a good mood." She opened the door and disappeared into the corridor, leaving the door wide open.

At first, Gene was too stunned and in too much pain to move. However, after a few seconds, he realized that his door was open and he was still bent over his desk, his dark red posterior on full public display to anyone who might venture toward his office. He quickly pushed himself up, pulled up and secured his pants, and closed the door. As he neared the window, he was tempted to raise the blinds, catch just one quick glimpse of the world outside. No, he yelled at himself. You have work to do and you need to get to it. You're in enough trouble as it is.

With that in mind, he sidestepped the window and moved in behind his desk. He pulled out his chair and sat down, wincing as his heavily wounded bottom slid across the cushioned surface. She had been in top form this afternoon. He knew he would feel the effects of this spanking for days to come - and that wasn't the end of it. The thought of more punishment this evening motivated him to extract the files he needed to complete the attendance and evaluation reports he was supposed to have written several days before. He picked up a pen, put on his reading glasses, and went to work. Never once did his eyes stray to the window.

He had the reports finished by four forty-five, a time that even surprised him. He clipped the papers together, placed them in a manila folder, and headed for the dean's office. He would be at least ten minutes early. Perhaps that efficiency would inspire her to forget what she had promised him tonight. No, he thought sadly, Mary always keeps her promises - when she promises punishment, she delivers. Not much to look forward to, he conceded.

When he was back in his office, he raised the blind on his window. He still had plenty of other work to do; however, now was the time to gawk at the sunbathers lying on beach towels on the lawn. He had already been punished for it and he was going to get it again, might as well enjoy it, he told himself. His roving and experienced eye soon spotted a small party of four women, each a bit older than the ones he had seen earlier. Must be graduate students or even staff, he concluded. Definitely very attractive, nonetheless. He had to fight the temptation to snake his hand into his pants and jerk his penis.

As he stood at the window, he began to feel the heat rising from his wounded bottom and it reminded him that he had more to come. He remembered that Mary had said he better hope she was in a good mood when she got home. This inspired him to take action. Perhaps if he had a good dinner waiting for her she would be lenient, especially if her meeting with the academic vice-president went well. Quickly, he disengaged from the window. The weather report suggested that tomorrow would be another beautiful day anyway; there would be more nubile co-eds to occupy his thoughts and time. He might even be able to indulge a fantasy or two.

When he arrived home at five minutes before six, Gene changed his clothes and went immediately into the kitchen. Mary was partial to Chicken Kiev, wild rice, and white wine - especially when she was under stress. He started cooking right away, being careful not to mess the kitchen too badly and risk being punished for that indiscretion.

His timing was perfect. Mary arrived home just as he was taking the chicken out of the oven. He greeted her with a glass of chilled wine. "How was your meeting?" he asked cheerfully.

Mary accepted the wine with an air of indifference and sat down in the kitchen, allowing her shoes to drop to the floor with a thud, exposing her stockings. "Not bad," she said. She had a face that most poker players would have envied.

Gene had never been able to effectively read her moods. "I... made dinner," he announced, maintaining his smile.

"So I see," she said, her eyes darting around the kitchen.

Now he began to get a little nervous. "So... do you want to eat while it's hot?"

"Yes," she said. "But it will have to wait. We have some business to take care of."

Gene's facial expression changed immediately. He had to bite his tongue to keep from pleading for mercy. "But... I thought... everything went okay."

"Your reports weren't the problem," she said. She shifted her eyes and glared at him. "But... for god's sake, Gene... after my warning this afternoon... I could see you standing at your window leering at a group of young women sitting in the grass. Chris saw you too. I mean, my god, you were practically masturbating. I was so embarrassed."

Gene was incredulous. "You saw me?" he exclaimed. "What were you doing... spying on me?"

Mary stood up and gulped the rest of her wine. "No," she said. "But you know your office is right across from the conference room. Next time, at least stand back from the window. You must have had your face right up against the glass."

"I can't believe this," Gene said with an air of authentic indignity. "A man can't even look out the window anymore. What's this world coming too?"

Mary shook her head. "You were caught gawking at precisely the wrong time," she said. "Now, go get the paddle. We have some work to do."

For once, Gene Atherton stood his ground. "I... I won't do it," he declared.

Her eyes widened with amazement. "I don't know where this defiance is coming from, but it's going to cost you," she said calmly. "I'm going to count to fifteen. If you're not naked from the waist down and over the table by then, your punishment will be that much harsher. I mean, you won't be able to sit for a week."

He thought about this for an instant. All his life, he had yielded to her because she was older and smarter and probably stronger. In addition, he owed his job and his career to her. Was this really the time to defy her natural authority, to test her resolve? When she started to count, he broke. He ran to the basement, fetched the well-worn paddle, stripped off his pants, and was across the table just as the word fifteen escaped from her lips.

Mary hovered over him like an owl ready to swoop in for a quick kill. This time, she stripped his briefs down to his thighs. Instinctively, he clenched his cheeks together. She felt his flesh with her left hand. "Still a little hot," she announced. "I guess I was harder on you this afternoon than I thought. However... that doesn't change anything. Prepare yourself. I want you to think several times before you stare out your window at unsuspecting young students. I mean, if you're doing this in your office, are you gawking at them in class too? This is certainly no time for allegations of sexual harassment. The college is having enough trouble recruiting students as it is."

Now he knew he was in deep trouble. He didn't think what he was doing caused any harm. But perhaps he had been wrong about that. What if one or more of the young women had seen him staring?

The first stroke of the paddle was hard and swift, and sent shock waves of pain racing up and down the entire length of his body. He gripped the sides of the table with trembling fingers. The second stroke slammed into his upper thighs two seconds later. He nearly jumped off the table. He felt broken already.

But Mary was far from finished. Taking her time and aiming carefully, she managed to inflict new bruises over old, battering the flesh from the base of his coccyx to just above his knees. Tears flooded his eyes, flecks of saliva appeared at the corners of his mouth. In his mind, he was vowing to keep the blinds drawn over his office window for the rest of his life. And still the paddling continued until he had reached his absolute limit of tolerance.

"Please... Mary... for god's sake... stop..." he whined, sounding very much like he had when he was a teenager in this position. Except that she had never been this hard on him before.

Wham went the paddle directly across the center of both cheeks. The skin was now a seething cauldron of purple misery. "You will quit this stupid voyeuristic behavior and concentrate on your work from now on," she shrieked.

"Sure... sure," he said meekly. Anything to get her to stop. But then, as the paddle bit into him once again, he thought about what he had just said. "But... but... Mary... I... can't help it... after all, I am a man. I... I'm attracted to the sight of young women... I'm supposed to be. I... don't ever do anything about it. I've never done anything about it." His crying turned to sobbing. At forty, suddenly he felt like his whole life had been wasted.

This seemed to get Mary's attention too. She stopped the paddling and set the implement down on the table. She leaned over and kissed her brother on the neck. "I... guess I have been a little hard on you over the years," she said quietly. "But I always thought it was for your own good. I mean, you are a talented scholar. I thought... I could facilitate your career by getting you to deny your natural inclinations. I guess I never really thought..." But she stopped as several tears entered her eyes and began to spill over.

Gene tried to push himself up from the table, but couldn't muster the strength. He had never hurt so much before in his entire life. However, he was a little sorry for what he had just said, even though it was true. In his heart, he had known all along that Mary was only doing what she thought was right for him.

After a moment of awkward silence, she straightened up and dried her eyes. "Gene... please pull up your underpants and look at me," she said.

Hearing the sadness in her voice gave him a sudden surge of strength. Struggling against the pain, he finally managed to get himself upright. He didn't want to put the harsh cotton of his briefs against his burning backside; however, he didn't want his sister to see his genitals either. He pulled up his briefs and faced her.

She gave him a meek smile. "Gene, I'm sorry," she said. "As soon as the semester is over, I... I want you to go to Las Vegas. I'll pay."

He took a deep breath. "Why Las Vegas?" he asked.

"You need... well, you need to get laid," she said, her smile widening as the word laid leaked out.

In spite of the pain and the intense emotions he was experiencing, he couldn't help chuckle. He had never before heard his sister talk like this. "Okay," he replied. "But... what about afterward?"

"I know at least three members of the faculty who have their eye on you," she said. "They've been reluctant to approach you mostly because of me, I'm afraid. I will tell them to go ahead."

Gene couldn't believe what he was hearing. His sister was yielding some of her precious control. "Are you sure?"

"Yes," she said. "As long as it keeps you from staring out that damn window."

He reached back and pressed both palms against his burning flesh. He would definitely feel this latest paddling for a long time. He could only hope it would be his last. Could he stop staring out the window? Perhaps, he thought. He really did need to get his work done. Then, on the other hand, perhaps he could be more discreet about it, keep his blind down and peer out through the slats. He kissed his sister on the cheek. "You know, getting out more wouldn't do you any harm either," he said. "At least think about it."

She smiled at him - a genuine smile full of sisterly love. "Maybe you're right," she said. "There has to be at least one or two men out there who could use some direction and discipline in their lives." She laughed at the prospect.

Gene laughed too, sensing that things would be different between them from now on. Perhaps he was maturing just a little. And perhaps, she was loosening up just a little. It might be an effective compromise.


3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!

As Kate Demerest scurried down the narrow polished corridor between the shipping department and the business office, she thought she heard crying. Immediately, she stopped and listened intently. Within a few seconds, she heard the sound again. This time she was sure - it was crying, and it seemed to be coming from the break room. Concerned, she changed her direction and moved quickly to a partly open door at the far end of the hallway.

Inside, she saw three young women sitting around one of the Formica-top tables. One had tears streaming from her blue eyes to her slightly jutting chin. Her companions sat on either side, silently providing what comfort they could.

"What's going on?" Kate asked gently as she inched her way into the small room.

The women at the table regarded their intruder with surprise and mild disdain. "It's just... a personal matter," one said at last. "We've got it under control." As if to emphasize the point, the young woman crying suddenly straightened up in her chair and stabbed at the tears with the corner of a paper napkin.

Kate studied the trio for a moment, shifting her gaze from one to the other, then back again. "Are you sure you're all right?" she asked.

"I said we have it under control," replied the one who spoke before. "Nothing for you to worry about."

Kate looked again at the three women, trying hard to conceal the hurt she was feeling at their dismissal of her concern. She had spent ten years in the shipping department before being promoted to business manager two years ago. And even though the department had expanded proportionally with the overall company expansion, she still felt some kinship with the employees, especially those with whom she had previously worked. "Alright," she said, turning back toward the door. "But if there is a problem, I want you to know that you can trust me."

"Kate," the third woman called just as the business manager reached the door. "It's... it's Mr. Hampton."

Kate stopped. "Mr. Hampton?" she exclaimed incredulously. "Mr. Hampton is busy overseeing the new product line. I'm not even sure he knows where the shipping department is."

The woman shook her head. "No," she said. "We mean Rodney."

"Oh yes," Kate said. "I'd almost forgotten he was assigned to shipping. So what's the problem, Geri?"

Geri, the third woman, looked suddenly uncomfortable. "I... don't think we should talk about it here," she replied. Her companions quickly nodded their heads.

Kate smiled knowingly. "Okay," she said. "But if you want to tell me about it, meet me after work at Starbucks." Then she glanced at the trio again before disappearing into the corridor.

At five thirty that afternoon, Kate sat in a booth at Starbucks, sipping Irish mocha and studying sales projections for Hampton Novelties, Inc. She had nearly forgotten her earlier invitation and was surprised when she looked up to see the three women nervously standing at the edge of her table. "Ladies," she exclaimed cheerily. "Please sit down and have something with chocolate in it. I used to stuff boxes with Geri, but I don't remember meeting you two."

The trio sat down, with Geri, the oldest, sliding in next to Kate. "I'm Sherri," the one who had been crying said.

"And I'm Pam," her companion grunted coldly.

"How long have you two worked in the shipping department?" Kate asked.

"We started about the same time... nearly six months ago," Sherri replied.

"Okay, so what's the problem that brings you here?"

Sherri and Pam looked at Geri, as if for guidance. Geri touched the sleeve of Kate's blue cotton blazer. "I assured them that we could trust you," she said.

Kate smiled. "Thanks for the vote of confidence, Geri," she rejoined. "Look, when I worked on the line, I used to be paranoid just like you are. But just because I now wear a business suit instead of jeans and a green smock doesn't mean I don't care about the staff. Geri knows that better than anyone."

"I know you care, Kate, but..." Geri hesitated. "But a lot has changed in the shipping department since you were there."

Kate's eyes narrowed a little. "I know it's gotten a lot busier," she acknowledged. "But what else has changed?"

"It's... it's Rodney," Geri said. "He runs that department as though he is lord of the manor instead of our supervisor. He seems to delight in terrorizing the staff."

Kate laughed. "Oh that's just Rodney," she said. "I remember when his father used to bring him around when he was a teenager. Rodney would pretend he was in charge even then and bark out orders that no-one would pay attention to. He just has a bad case of LMS."

"What's LMS?" Pam asked.

"Little Man Syndrome," Kate answered. "I mean, look at him - he couldn't be more than what... five foot three?"

"Well that's easy for you to say," Sherri blurted angrily. "You don't have him breathing down your neck all the time."

"Oh come on," Kate began, "it can't be as bad as all that. You just have to ignore him."

Geri clutched the arm of her former co-worker. "Actually, Kate, it is as bad as all that," she said. "In fact, it's worse."

"What do you mean?" Kate asked, now beginning to become all business manager.

"Because of his... his... management style, there is a lot of turnover, and a lot of mistakes and inefficiencies. I'm surprised that the business office hasn't picked up on that. I mean, by now, the inadequacies should have caused some problems for the entire company."

Kate became suddenly pensive. "Well," she started tentatively, "there has been some talk, of course, but I think Mr. Hampton just attributed the problems to the rapid expansion."

"Kate, we're all walking on eggshells around there. It's a miserable atmosphere. Just today, he threatened to fire Sherri for something she didn't do. And this wasn't the first time that's happened," Geri said.

"Well, obviously this is a serious situation," Kate agreed. "And it will need to be addressed."

Suddenly, Pam and Sherri looked nervous again. "Please don't tell Mr. Hampton that we spoke to you," Sherri pleaded.

Kate smiled. "Don't worry," she said. "I won't say anything to either Mr. Hampton... at least not until I get more facts."

"What are you going to do, Kate?" Geri questioned. "I mean, you can't investigate this without Rodney knowing about it. He may have a lot of problems, but he's not stupid."

Kate's smile widened and she reached over and reassuringly clutched the hands of the two frightened young women before her. "I know exactly what to do," she said. "Just hang in there and don't do anything drastic for the next few days."

A week later, Kate stood in the den of her well-appointed house and fed a DVD into her player. A second later, the television screen projected a grainy image of the shipping department of Hampton Novelties, Inc. Kate sat down and forwarded the film until she came to a part she wanted to watch. The scene showed a short man in his early twenties approaching Pam as she packed figurines into a shipping container. His narrow eyes blazed with anger.

"Goddamn it, Pam," he yelled in a high pitched voice. "I told you not to pack the box that way... and you've got the order all fucked up anyway. These are supposed to go to Damon in Michigan, not Howard in West Virginia."

Pam stopped packing. "But, Mr. Hampton, the manifest says-"

"Obviously, you didn't read the manifest right," he rejoined, his voice cracking. "Don't argue with me, just do it." Then he walked away to confront another worker.

As Kate watched, she witnessed a dozen or so similar instances of clear abuse in one single day of operation. The three additional days she had had recorded with the hidden camera were even worse. By the time she had gone through the last disc, she felt sick. "I don't care if he is the boss's son, he has to be put in his place. He can't treat people that way and get away with it."

The next morning, DVDs in hand, Kate Demerest, the hard nosed business manager who had vaulted out of the shipping department by methodically attending college at night and on weekends until she had earned an MBA, paid a visit to Adam Hampton, the founder and CEO of Hampton Novelties, Inc. After a few minutes of exchanging pleasantries, the two got down to business.

"Adam, last week I was made aware of certain problems in the shipping department," Kate began. Adam, a trim and handsome man in his early fifties, leaned forward in his chair but said nothing. "The problems seemed quite serious in nature," she continued. "However, because they were revealed to me in confidence, I felt that it would be best if I conducted my own quiet investigation and then involve you only if the facts warranted it."

"And that's why you're here this morning?" Adam asked.

"Yes," Kate replied. Then she passed the videos to her boss, who took them suspiciously. "I think you will find these videos to be quite revealing."

Grim faced, the CEO sat watching scene after scene of his only son abusing employees and generally creating chaos in what should have been a tight, efficient, and cohesive department. After the last video was finished, all he could do was sit silently, shaking his head and muttering under his breath.

At last, Kate touched his arm. "Adam, I'm sorry to be the one to bring this to you."

"How long has this been going on?" he asked.

"I don't know for sure," she replied. "For at least six months... maybe longer."

Adam looked at his business manager, then down at the floor. "I guess I should have known - and maybe deep down, I did - that Rodney didn't have the... temperament to be an effective supervisor," he stated sadly. "But he always said he wanted to run the shipping department. I should have kept a closer eye on him. Maybe I shouldn't have let him grow up without a mother, maybe I should have spent more time playing... I don't know... football with him. Christ, who knows?" His voice trailed off, but then he composed himself and looked at Kate. "Okay, Kate, thank you for bringing this to my attention. I will deal with it."

Kate studied the agonized father for a moment. "Adam, I'm not sure what you have in mind," she said. "But I think Rodney can perhaps be salvaged."

"What do you mean?" he asked, interested.

Kate cleared her throat. "Well, as you know, I took several graduate courses in industrial psychology." Adam nodded. "I just think that Rodney makes an interesting case study. I mean, if you will excuse me, he is only twenty-three, he grew up without any significant female influence, yet he supervises a department that only has female employees, and..." She hesitated. "He is relatively small in stature... shorter than most of the employees."

Adam managed a weak smile that cut through the sudden tension. "You think my son has Little Man Syndrome, eh?"

Kate laughed in spite of herself. "Yes, I guess I do."

Adam joined her in a mild snicker. "Okay, Kate, what did you have in mind?"

Kate leaned forward in her chair. "Well, it just so happens that I do have a plan." Then, the two put their heads together. For the next hour, they talked, sometimes seriously, sometimes laughing. Finally, just before the big clock in the corner of Adam's office struck twelve, Kate and Adam stood up and fell together in a good natured hug.

"Thank you, Kate, for your input," Adam said at last, as Kate broke away toward the door. "We will implement your plan just as you described. Can we agree on tomorrow afternoon?"

Kate nodded. "I think we can be ready by then," she replied, then opened the door and disappeared into the outer office.

The next afternoon, Kate and Adam were again together in his office. At four thirty there was a quick knock at the door, followed by the appearance of Rodney Hampton, shipping department supervisor and the wayward son of the CEO. Nervously, he entered and scanned the room, twitching a little upon seeing Kate sitting next to his father. "You wanted to see me?" he asked finally.

"Sit down, please, Rodney," Adam instructed, his face impassive. Wordlessly, Rodney dropped into the padded armchair opposite the desk. "Rodney, Ms. Demerest has brought to my attention certain problems related to the shipping department."

Rodney cast an evil glance at Kate, then redirected his gaze back to his father. "What problems?" he asked, trying to sound surprised but not quite making it.

"Well, we could talk for awhile," Adam replied, picking up a television remote. "But I think the video will illustrate the problems better than we can." Then he pushed buttons on the remote and a second later the television screen projected an image of Rodney loudly swearing at Gerri. Immediately, Rodney began to tremble and opened his mouth to speak. Adam waved his hand to cut him off. "Keep watching, there's a lot more." And there was.

Rodney's face flushed and his jaw dropped lower as he watched scene after scene of him yelling at his staff. "I can explain this," he protested weakly after Adam turned off the television. "It's not as bad as it looks."

Adam shook his head angrily. "You can't explain what we just watched," he exclaimed. "It is indefensible."

"It... it was just a bad week... those girls know I was just kidding," Rodney stammered. "I mean, it's really been stressful down there. Besides, she had no right to interfere with my department."

Adam stood up, his face red with anger. "Enough!" he shouted. "Ms. Demerest was acting in the best interest of the company and the staff. In fact, I believe you owe her a debt of gratitude."

Rodney sniffed with incredulity. "How do you figure that?" he demanded.

Adam calmed himself a little and moved next to Kate. "I was going to transfer you to the custodial staff - see how you like cleaning the floors and scrubbing the toilets. But Ms. Demerest feels that, with a little direction, you may be salvageable."

"You can't be serious," Rodney snorted.

Adam moved toward the office door. "At this moment, Rodney, Ms. Demerest is in charge of your development. I understand the nature of her... uh... methods, and she has my full support. Ms. Demerest, I leave you the boy, leave me the man."

Rodney stood up; he was trembling with a mixture of anger and fear. "What if... what if I don't go along with her methods?"

Adam expelled an evil laugh. "You will do exactly what she says or I promise you that you will be scrubbing toilets tomorrow, and the only time you will even see the shipping department is when you clean it. Now, sit down, keep your mouth shut, and learn." He winked at Kate, then disappeared, closing the door behind him.

"Rodney, sit down, please," Kate instructed in an even voice. Rodney studied her for a moment, then sat down. "Rodney, I've known since you were about fourteen. You're a spoiled child and never learned any respect for women."

Rodney grunted and stood up again. "I don't have to sit here and listen to this shit," he crowed.

Kate remained impassive. "Yes, you do," she rejoined. "Your father was quite serious about what he said. Now, sit down and keep quiet. I have something to arrange." Rodney nervously resumed his seat. Kate picked up the phone and punched in three numbers. "It's okay to come in," she said into the receiver after a few seconds. "Now we wait," she said to Rodney.

A moment later, the door opened. "May we come in?" Gerri asked, peering into the large office.

"Come on in and close the door," Kate replied. At her beckoning, the three employees from the shipping department filed into the room, each carrying a large flat back hairbrush.

"What... what the hell is going on here?" Rodney demanded in a high pitched voice.

"Rodney Hampton, you have been abusing these three staff members for far too long," Kate said. "You should consider yourself lucky that none of them has quit or filed a sexual harassment lawsuit. However, they will if the abuse doesn't stop, and right now. Now, we're not silly enough to think that you could give a sincere apology or that you even understand what you did wrong... so, each will get a turn doing what your mother would have done had she ever seen you behave the way you have."

The terrified and indignant young man began twitching all over. "I-I don't have to take this," he stammered.

Kate laughed. "Really?" she said. "Would you like for me to summon your father? Would you like to explain to him why you won't take what's coming to you, won't even attempt to improve?" Rodney sputtered but couldn't speak. "Okay," Kate continued, "each of these three ladies is going to spank you with her hairbrush until all four of us believes you when you apologize for your behavior and assure us that you will immediately change your ways." Then she looked at each of the three companions. "Which of you ladies cares to go first?"

The three young women clutched their hairbrushes and looked at each other.

"I'll do it," Gerri volunteered suddenly, an evil smile lighting her face. "Where would be the best place... the sofa?"

They all nodded. Gerri glanced at Kate; the business manager nodded her approval. A second later, Gerri stood behind the shipping department supervisor, grabbed both of his ears, and lifted him, screaming, to his feet. Then she dragged him over to the sofa, pulling him down across her denim covered lap as she sat. "Should we pull down his pants?" she asked, almost rhetorically. Again, Kate nodded her approval. Immediately, Gerri, her young body powerful from lifting heavy boxes, snaked a hand under her victim's belly, unsnapped his pants, and yanked them, along with his white cotton briefs, down to his knees.

The young man blushed as his bottom was suddenly exposed to four slightly older women, three of whom were his employees. "Please," he said meekly. "I promise I get the point."

"I doubt it," Gerri scoffed. "But you will in a few minutes." Then, without another word, she raised the big hairbrush high over her head and brought it down hard across Rodney's right cheek. The flesh trembled and reddened with the blow and the surprised young man screamed out. "Keep quiet and take your punishment like a man!" she ordered, heartily embracing her new role as disciplinarian. An instant later, she began to deliver a steady sequence of hard strikes of the brush, alternating between the two fleshy cheeks.

Tears began to fill Rodney's eyes and he squirmed to get away. Gerri pinned his right arm behind his back and resumed the spanking. "Gerri, please..." he cried, his hefty bottom bouncing up and down on her lap.

"For right now, you will refer to me as Mrs. Carson," Gerri returned, dragging the heavy brush across his heavily bruised bottom.

Then, just as she was lifting her arm for one more blow, Pam stopped her. "Gerri, I think your turn has lasted long enough," she said, clutching her companion's arm. "You need to save some for us."

Gerri smiled and put down her brush. Her eyes were glowing and rivulets of sweat trickled down her cheeks. "Of course," she said. "I was just warming him up for you." She pushed up with her knees and the miserable young man crumpled to the floor. "He's all yours," she declared.

"Okay, Mr. Hampton," Pam said, replacing Gerri on the sofa. "Don't force me to pull you across my lap - it will be much worse if you do."

Rodney looked up at his new tormentor and shuddered. "Please, Pam, I-I've had enough," he said. "Really... I know I've treated you badly, and I-I'm sorry."

Pam laughed. "I don't think so, sir," she rejoined. "Now, get across my lap... and from now on call me Ms. Frier."

However, Rodney still didn't move, and a second later, Pam Frier, a twenty-five year old high school graduate and part time body builder, reached over and grabbed a handful of his sandy hair. He screamed with pain as he felt himself being pulled up off the floor. "For God's sake, Pam, that hurts like hell," he exclaimed.

"Good," she returned. "Maybe you'll take me seriously from now on." Then she slapped him hard across his bruised rear with her oak brush. "And I told you to call me Ms. Frier," she said, easing him down across her lap. Without any additional hesitation, she lay down a rapid sequence of forty very hard swats across his inflamed posterior. By the time she lay her brush down beside her, he was blubbering like a small child, unable to speak. Pam looked first at Kate, then at Sherri. "Your turn, Sherri," she said, lifting Rodney's body off her lap.

Sherri, a very shy twenty-four year old, took a tentative step toward the sofa and faltered. "I don't know if I can do this," she said.

Gerri snorted. "Sure you can," she said. "Think of how many times he made you cry. You can't let him get away with that."

Kate took Sherri's nervous hand in hers. "It's okay," she reassured. "It really is for his own good."

Rodney stopped blubbering and regarded Sherri through a veil of tears. "Sherri... Ms. Abernathy... you don't have to do this," he said hopefully. "I've made a lot of mistakes, I can see that now. Things will be different from now on, I swear it."

Sherri smiled knowingly. "That's all I needed to hear," she said. Then she clutched her hairbrush tightly, sat down on the sofa, and pulled the repentant young man across her lap.

"Hey, wait a minute, I thought you believed me," Rodney screamed angrily.

"Yes, I believe you're sorry we're spanking you," she said. "But I don't really believe you've changed all that much. Besides..." She stopped and blushed a little. "I think you look kinda cute with your naked bottom across my lap."

Gerri scowled. "You have to be kidding," she said.

Sherri effected a little pout. "I'm sorry, Gerri," she said. "I can't help the way I feel. I agree he's a macho jerk, but... well, maybe he has a little potential as a man."

"Very little, if you ask me," Gerri snorted.

Sherri ran her hand across both dark red cheeks of her victim's rear. He winced. "Okay, Mr. Hampton," she began, "You may not be sorry, but you look pretty sorry. Maybe if I spank you just enough so that you know I'm serious, we can stop."

Rodney looked over his shoulder at the young woman. "I assure you that I already know you're serious," he exclaimed anxiously. "I'm really hurting. I've had enough."

Sherri smiled again. "I don't think so," she said. Then, slowly, as she had seen her two companions do before her, she raised the brush over her head and snapped it down across the young man's right cheek. He gasped in pain and horror. However, without waiting for any additional outcry, she cocked the brush again and brought it down with the same result. Again and again and again, the hairbrush bit into his unprotected, heavily bruised flesh.

By the time Sherri lay the brush down beside her, Rodney was sobbing hysterically, tears streaming in torrents down his narrow face. Simultaneously, all four women felt pity for the miserable young man they had just punished so mercilessly. However, it was Sherri who eased him into a sitting position on her lap and drew his convulsing body into her own. Rhythmically she stroked his matted hair until he became calmer. As if on cue, the other three women, surrounded the couple and added their own gentle words of kindness and sympathy.

After several minutes, the group broke apart and Sherri eased the now thoroughly repentant supervisor into a standing position. It was the business manager who spoke first. "Rodney, we're all sorry that it had to come to this," she said gently. "We all feel that you can be a good supervisor if you will just try to respect the people who work for you. This is a very good group of workers. From now on, let's all work together to make Hampton Novelties a better, stronger company. Oh, and you can pull up your pants now," she added as an afterthought.

Rodney blushed deeply and wiped the tears and sweat from his face. With a quick glance around the room, he pulled up his pants and briefs, emitting a low gasp when the cloth made contact with his inflamed bottom.

Sherri smiled sweetly at her supervisor and took his hand in hers. "Rodney, I was serious about what I said," she said meekly.

Gerri rolled her eyes. "Look who's coming out of her shell," she whispered to Pam. They both laughed.

"Well, ladies... and gentleman, I believe our business for this afternoon is concluded. Thank you for coming," Kate said. Then she looked at her watch. "I believe it's past time to go home. I'm not sure your supervisor will authorize overtime for your work this afternoon." This time they all laughed, including Rodney, who seemed reluctant to let go of Sherri's hand. A moment later, one by one, they filed out. Kate sat down on the sofa, suddenly feeling very tired.

Just as she was beginning to relax, Adam slid through the door and closed it behind him. "Well, Kate?" he asked anxiously.

Kate regarded her boss wearily. "I think it had the desired effect.," she replied. "I think that Rodney will take women seriously from now on. However, I do believe that a woman's presence at home would also be beneficial to his development."

Adam nodded. "Yes," he said. "I was thinking about that. Perhaps I've been rather remiss in that department. I was thinking that maybe it's, you know, time."

"I'm glad to hear you say that, Adam," she agreed. "You've been working too much; perhaps it's time to relax a little."

Adam smiled at his business manager. "You know, you're right as usual, Ms. Demerest," he exclaimed. "I wonder if we both haven't been working too hard."

"Why, whatever do you mean, Mr. Hampton?" Kate asked demurely.

"Perhaps, if you will join me for dinner, we can discuss it further," he replied.

"I think I would like that," she said. "Although, is it safe to say that Adam Hampton doesn't suffer from Little Man Syndrome?"

Adam's smile widened. "I don't know," he said. "Maybe you should just find out for yourself."


4. Do unto Horses

The massive red barn was hot, stuffy, and smelled of fresh manure. However, the sultry air foreshadowed a distant storm and the horses were restless, snorting and kicking at the sides of their stalls. Pitchfork clutched firmly in his gloved hand, Barry Edenrock shuddered as he looked down the long, straw-covered corridor between the whitewashed wooden cubicles; it looked endless. Besides that, he hated horses - they were smelly and temperamental, and he harbored a healthy fear of being bitten or kicked.

With this in mind, Barry listened and watched for a long time before he began to approach the first enclosure. Kate, a nine-year-old chestnut mare was standing at the doorway, head down, ears back, front hooves occasionally kicking at the old straw bunched up beneath her. Barry regarded her with studious concern. She seemed peaceful enough, but she had taken a nip at him the last time he cleaned out her stall.

As he pushed the wheelbarrow a little closer, he could tell that she was now looking at him. He thought that she was actually smiling at him, taunting him. He shrugged it off. "Fuckin' horses are all stupid and wicked," he said to no one in particular. Kate stirred at the sound of his voice, and he jumped back a couple of feet. "Steady, Kate," he said. "Don't give me any fuckin' trouble... or I'll get you." He was aware that that proclamation probably would have sounded stupid to anyone who might have been listening; it even sounded a little stupid to him. But he didn't care.

To Barry, the whole thing - working for subsistence wages on his sister-in-law's farm while he and his wife got back on their feet - was way beyond stupid. It was insane. When he had married Tess, four years before, the thirty-one-year-old software specialist with two degrees from MIT never imagined that he could ever fail at anything, let alone sink this low. After all, he was brilliant and he was driven. In the beginning, he worked sixty to seventy hours a week for an emerging dot.com company and was earning in excess of eighty thousand dollars per year with stock options. The couple bought a two hundred thousand dollar home and a Lexus SUV. Tess, a nurse who was two years older than her husband, became pregnant within the first year of their marriage. Nine months later, she gave birth to a rather sickly five pound, eight ounce girl. And things slowly began to unravel after that.

Suddenly, Tess had to quit her job and was spending all her time and their extra money on their daughter. Then, to make matters worse, a few months later, the market took a significant downturn and Barry's company filed for Chapter 11 protection. His stock lost most of its value and he was forced to take a cut in salary while the company struggled to survive. Unfortunately, PrincetonMarket.com, like so many others of its type, folded up completely a year later, and Barry Edenrock, rising and arrogant star of the cyber age, lost everything of any material value, including their house and car.

Tess's older sister, Kelly Freeman, took pity on the destitute couple, even though she had never thought very highly of Barry. Kelly owned a 350 acre farm that included several barns and enough pastureland to support at least thirty horses. In order to make ends meet, some of these horses belonged to other people who were willing to pay high boarding fees. On the whole, Kelly ran a successful operation, but she was chronically in search of help, mostly manual labor. Thus, she offered Tess and Barry a place to stay and a small salary in exchange for Barry's time and energy, which was spent mainly working in the barns and generally doing what he was told.

For a man who was proud to the point of arrogance and who had never done a hard day's work in his adult life, this arrangement was nearly more than he could endure. He was both tired and angry virtually all of the time. He began to drink whenever he was alone, keeping bottles of cheap whiskey hidden in the horse barn. He and Tess rarely had sex any more as she was depressed most of the time and constantly fretting over their daughter, Katelynn. Then, just as he didn't think that his miserable life could get any worse, here he was on a hot Sunday afternoon mucking out stalls for a terribly ungrateful sister-in-law and sidestepping piles of manure dropped by horses he despised and who scared him practically witless.

Barry took another look at Kate and stopped. All of a sudden he needed a drink. He put the pitchfork in the wheelbarrow, reached into his straw pile and extracted a half-filled bottle of Old Crow. He flipped off the cap and took a long swallow, grimacing slightly as the whiskey assaulted his throat in one grand bolus. He belched loudly, laughed at how the sound seemed to echo through the barn, then put the bottle back where he found it. "All right, Kate," he said. "It's just you and me."

The old mare bobbed her big head up and down as Barry shifted the wheelbarrow to the front of her stall. He looked at her yet one more time, tried to gaze into her huge brown eyes, and decided that he didn't like what he saw. From the wheelbarrow he retrieved a long, heavy leather strap, most likely a remnant from an old harness, and shook it at the horse. Kate backed up a few feet. Barry smiled. "You better be afraid, horse," he exclaimed. He grabbed the horse's bridle and hooked it to the side of the wooden enclosure. Cautiously, he opened the door and entered, the pitchfork in one hand and the leather strap in the other. He cleaned the area quickly, striking the mare's legs every time she made a move he didn't like, which was often.

When he was finished, he unhooked the bridle and backed out of the cubicle, keeping the leather strap poised at all times. He smiled once more as he closed the door. "You stupid horse," he muttered. However, his smile quickly faded as he turned to the next stall. This one contained a pure white Arabian filly named Josie's Pride. Barry still carried the marks where she had kicked him in both legs. Of all the horses, he hated her the most. He pulled out the whiskey bottle and drained it.

Josie's Pride had her backside to the door as Barry approached slowly. Once more he had the leather strap cocked. "Turn around, you stupid, evil horse," he commanded. But the filly just stood where she was, her huge head down near a moist mound of hay on the floor. "I'm talking to you, horse," he said, sounding more absurd by the minute. The alcohol was beginning to work its evil magic on him. Again, the Arabian paid no attention. He glanced at his watch. It was approaching five o'clock and he still had twenty stalls to attend before he could clean up, eat, go to bed, and start all over again tomorrow.

"Goddamnit, horse, look at me," he commanded again. Then, in a sudden burst of fury, he extended the strap over the half-wall of the enclosure, striking the unsuspecting horse firmly on the rump. Josie's Pride reared up in shock and turned her head to confront her attacker. When Barry saw this, he struck with the strap again, this time landing a firm blow to the ribs of his equine adversary. The horse began to snort and prance through the dirty straw, turning her body so that she could look at the source of the pain.

Barry was now terrified. He knew he had provoked her, but now he didn't know how to calm her down long enough for him to hook her bridle to the wall and do his work. To make matters worse, the alcohol was coursing through his brain, clouding his judgment. His confusion and fear soon turned to blind rage and once more he struck the horse with the hard leather. The filly became frantic, her nostrils flared, and froth formed at the sides of her mouth. Her front hooves pounded the floor.

The angry man struck again and again, and the horse became more and more agitated. Suddenly, he felt a firm hand on his shoulder, and the warm strap was stripped from his trembling fingers. "What the hell are you doing?" came an angry female voice from behind.

Barry wheeled around to find himself face to face with his sister-in-law. Her tall, stocky body looked enormous to him, puffed out like a grizzly bear standing erect, poised to attack. "I... I... I..." he stammered. In truth, he didn't so much hate Kelly as he feared her. She was strong, confident, and self-reliant, while he was weak, timid (at least in her world), and hollow.

She looked her brother-in-law in the eye and scowled deeply. "What the hell are you doing to my horses, Barry?" she demanded.

He tried to back up, but was stopped by the half-wall of the enclosure. Inside, Josie's Pride was beginning to calm down, but was still a presence. He thought that he could feel her hot breath on his neck. "I... I mean, the horse was... er... rearing... she was out of control... I had to do something... she practically killed me last time."

Kelly laughed humorlessly. "All she did was give you a little kick to your shin... and it was your own fault, anyway."

Barry's bloodshot eyes widened. "You... you're always siding with the horses... any time anything happens, it's always my fault..."

"Let me tell you something, buddy," she squeaked. "These horses are worth a hell of lot more than you are."

"Well... well... that's your opinion..." he rejoined meekly. The horse snorted right behind him, and he fell against the wood.

She laughed again. "You've been drinking again, haven't you? My god, look at you... you can't even stand up."

He tried to right himself. "Sure I can... and I haven't been drinking."

Kelly pushed him back against the wall, and he slid to the floor. "You are a pathetic excuse for a man," she proclaimed, her rough features contorted into a sneer.

He sputtered and spat out a piece of straw. "Well... at least... I know who I am," he squealed, trying to raise himself up.

Her eyes widened in anger. "I'll tell you who you are... you're an abuser of horses, not to mention whiskey... and probably wives."

"Wha...what's that supposed to mean?" he said, in a voice that was barely audible.

"I'm through talking, Barry," she declared, thrusting her booted foot onto his chest. "I think it's time you got a taste of what you've been dishing out to these horses. It's no wonder they're so afraid of you."

He squirmed under the pressure of her heel against his sternum. "Wha...what are you going to do?"

But she didn't answer. Instead, she lifted her foot from his chest and moved to the center of the barn. Quickly, she found and placed a western saddle across a sawhorse. "Okay, Barry, get up off the floor and get over here."

The angry and frightened would-be farmer raised himself into a sitting position. He alternated his gaze back and forth between the saddle and his sister-in-law. "I... I don't think so... not this time."

Kelly glared at her hapless brother-in-law. "I said to come over here and take your punishment... I've taken just about all the shit from you I'm going to. Now, Tess seems to see some quality in you even though I don't. But... maybe a dose of your own medicine... a dose of the strap will bring the quality out. Mom told me many times that it worked for her with Dad."

Barry managed to stand. He had forgotten about the horse not more than a few inches away, and was now concentrating completely on Kelly. "No, Kelly, I won't play this stupid game, whatever it is. I... I'm sorry I tried to control your precious horse. Now, let me get back to work before it gets dark."

"Come over here, Barry," she repeated. "Don't make me come over there and get you."

"Ha... you're not strong enough," he exclaimed.

"Don't underestimate me, city boy," she taunted. Just then, as Barry cowered against the half-wall of the stall, Josie's Pride butted him hard with her big, white head. He shrieked and jumped forward. Kelly took the opportunity to grab him by the ear and drag him over to the sawhorse. Deftly, she pulled his hands behind his back and bound them together with the bandanna she'd been wearing. Finally, she kicked his legs and pushed him over the saddle. He flopped unceremoniously, all the while shouting threats and imprecations. Again she laughed as she clutched the leather strap in her strong right hand. "When I'm through with you, boy, you'll never abuse another horse again... and you'll never make any more stupid threats."

Before he had a chance to even attempt a retort, Kelly unbuckled his belt, unsnapped his jeans, and yanked them down, along with his dirty white briefs. He gasped and began to squirm. She put her foot on his back and immobilized him. This brought a fresh barrage of obscenity from the weakened brother-in-law. She silenced him with a firm crack of the strap across both cheeks of his quivering bottom. He gasped. However, the enraged sister-in-law paid no attention and assaulted his posterior a rapid ten more times with the rough edge of the old leather. "Please, Kelly, no more," he begged, his anger rapidly being replaced with pain and fear.

Again, she ignored him. "This is for all the horses you have abused since I was foolish enough to let you live here." Immediately after this proclamation, she cocked and released the strap again and again and again. Barry's head drooped and his teeth bit into the saddle. The sound of the strap impacting on warm, soft flesh resounded through the barn, echoing from the ancient rafters like the rhythmic hoot of a barn owl. The horses began to snort and stamp in time with the strokes.

Still, like a demon, she slashed at his reddening rear with a fury born out of her love for the animals she was paid to care for. "Pleeeeese, Kelly, please..." he screamed as tears began to form in his eyes and run down his cheeks. She just laughed and renewed the whipping.

Just as she was about to transfer the strap to her left hand, she heard a noise behind her. It was Tess. "Kelly, what in god's name are you doing to my husband?" she bellowed, rushing to her sister's side.

Kelly regarded her haggard-looking sister for a few seconds. "Your husband," she began, "is a worthless, shiftless drunk, and he's been abusing my horses. I'm teaching him a lesson... if you were smart, you'd take a few whacks too. He might as well learn who the boss is around here."

Tess opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. Her eyes were wide as she shifted them back and forth between the angry, red face of her sister and the horribly marked bottom of her husband. "Please... Tess... get her to stop... please," Barry pleaded, trying to move his head enough to see his wife.

Kelly grabbed Tess's hand. "He's not finished yet," she said. "Not until he's apologized... to you... to me... and to all these horses." She swung the strap and landed it five more times while Tess stood off to the side, fascinated. "Well, what about it, Barry? Are you sorry?"

The miserable and hapless software designer blinked in a vain attempt to wash away the tears. Then he coughed once. "I... I... apologize." he muttered finally.

This was greeted by five more whacks from the leather. "Not quite fast enough," Kelly declared. "And it didn't sound too sincere."

Barry shook his head; sweat was running down the back of his neck. "I... I'm sorry," he said softly.

Kelly struck three more times with the strap, aiming this time at the upper thighs. "What are you sorry for?" she asked.

"Please, Kelly, no more... please," he begged.

"Answer my question," she demanded, landing the strap across his lower back so hard that it drew a small trace of blood and took away his breath for a few seconds.

He gathered his breath in a vain attempt to recover. "I... I'm sorry for... abusing the horses," he started, "I... I'm afraid of them... I'm sorry... I can't help it."

"And are you sorry for anything else?" Kelly asked, lashing him firmly across the center of his already bruised bottom.

"Ye...yes," he said meekly.

"What?" Kelly said, now sounding the grand inquisitor.

"We... I shouldn't have abused your hospitality," he said humbly. "I... I am a sorry excuse for a man... I realize that now. All I ever could do was work at designing software... and I probably fucked that up too."

Kelly smiled and handed the strap to her sister. "I think he's beginning to learn," she said. "Do you want to take a few whacks, Tess?"

Tess looked at the heavily bruised posterior of her husband and watched him cry like a small boy. She handed the strap back to Kelly and shook her head. "No, thank you," she said softly. "I think he's had enough."

"All right, sister," Kelly said. "We'll give him one more chance." She moved over to untie him. "Well, we might make a farmer out of him yet. Okay, Tess, take care of your husband while I tend to the horses."

Barry tried to stand but slumped back over the saddle again. Tess went over to him and helped him to his feet while Kelly moved away in the direction of Josie's Pride. Once he was on his feet, he began a vigorous massage of his heavily wounded bottom. Tess took one of his sweating hands and kissed his neck. He turned to face her; tears still clouded his eyes. "Is this the way it's going to be?" he asked timidly.

She kissed him again. "Yes," she said after a short pause. "I think it's for the best. Besides, I think you might make a good farmer, if you work at it."

"Your sister will see to that, I have no doubt," he exclaimed, rubbing his bottom again. Then he shifted his glance toward the stalls. Kelly was at this moment fondling her favorite horse. "But I don't think I will ever have her love for her horses."

Tess looked at her sister, then back at her husband. She took his hand into hers. "What about me... do you think you will have her love for me?"

Barry looked surprised. "I love you now, Tess," he said. Then he paused for a few seconds. "Okay... if you're happy here, I'll try harder... I promise."

Tess smiled. "Kelly," she called out. Kelly looked over at the couple. "Can Barry have the rest of the day off?"

Kelly returned her smile and waved at them. "But only because it's Sunday," she declared.


5. Lost and Found in New Orleans

The Riverwalk was crowded for a late Sunday afternoon. Well-dressed people wearing paper name badges encased in clear plastic holders moved through the stores in groups of three and four, mingling with a few older shoppers and young couples shepherding small children.

Josh Barclay watched the parade from a bench near Brookstone. He had been in New Orleans less than a week, but he already knew that the majority of the Riverwalk patrons were most likely attending one of several conventions, either at the adjoining Hilton or the Convention Center. For several minutes, he remained where he was, studying faces and bodies. Many of the shoppers, he noted, were licking ice cream from Häagen-Dazs or munching chocolate confections from the Fudgery. Some held large plastic cups and sucked soda through straws. Seeing this reminded Josh that he hadn't eaten since yesterday morning, and his stomach began to protest loudly. In response, he stood up and took the escalator to Level B. When he reached it, he walked quickly to the doors that led to the portico outside. Perhaps a long view of the Mississippi River would help him forget the miserable plight he had gotten himself into.

Josh had come to the Crescent City on a whim, in search of adventure. He was a twenty-one-year-old biology major at Indiana University who, prior to this excursion, had rarely even ventured into Indianapolis or Louisville. Then, one night as he was surfing the Internet and thinking about how sheltered his life had been up to this point, he saw an ad that intrigued him. The ad stated that, because of a sudden increase in tourism in New Orleans, several of the well-known bars and taverns were in need of strong young men who could serve as bouncers for a week or two: high pay, room and board, no experience necessary; apply in person at Cajun Temps. The ad listed an address on Poydras Street. It appeared to be exactly what Josh was looking for, especially with spring break coming up and his parents going on a three-week trip to Europe. The last thing he wanted to do was hang around Bloomington, bumming beer from his few remaining buddies and begging Maryanne Collier to finally go to bed with him.

So he took what few funds he had, packed some clothes, and bought a one-way bus ticket to New Orleans. He was absolutely certain that at the very least he would have a great time, meet a few interesting women - the kind that would bare their breasts in public for a strand of beads during Mardi Gras - and earn enough money to at least get back home. Naturally, things didn't work out quite the way he had planned.

He arrived in New Orleans late Tuesday afternoon, tired and disheveled from a long, grueling bus trip. Immediately upon arrival, he took a cab to the address indicated in the ad - but found that the address on Poydras Street was for an empty office suite. He also discovered very quickly that the city was both very expensive and unforgiving, with small groups of the homeless and dispossessed roaming the sidewalks, preying on the unsuspecting and naïve.

If Josh had tucked his tail between his legs, headed back to the bus station, and taken the next bus bound for Indianapolis, right now he would be sitting in his two-room apartment eating Ramen noodles and planning how he could increase his hours at Donovan's. But he didn't go back to the bus station. Instead, he foolishly solicited advice and support from the friendly staff at the advertising agency that occupied the office suite next to the one he had been referred to.

The two middle-aged women in the outer office stated that the other suite had been vacant for several months and suggested that perhaps the ad had misprinted the address. However, neither had heard of any kind of bouncer shortage in New Orleans. Then they looked him and up and down and seemed to have the same idea at the same time. "Have you ever done any modeling before?" one of them asked.

Josh shook his head. He had never even thought about modeling before.

They both looked at him again. "There is an agency over on Canal Street that we use sometimes," the other woman said after a short pause. "It seems that they're always looking for male models. For a small referral fee, we could give you the address and our personal recommendation."

At this point, the young student from Indiana was very tired from the bus trip, totally disoriented by the size and complexity of the city, and extremely disheartened at not finding the job he had expected. He was, therefore, highly vulnerable - a perfect patsy for a well-planned scam. These women were telling him something he wanted to hear; he fell into their trap up to his neck. "What kind of referral fee?" he managed to ask.

"A hundred dollars," the first woman exclaimed with a completely straight face. "That's standard across the industry."

"That seems like a lot of money," he said sharply.

Both women huffed incredulously. "You'll make that back in one session," the second woman proclaimed. "No problem at all."

The first woman smiled and nodded her head enthusiastically. "And the agencies generally pay in cash, immediately at the close of the session."

Josh tried to process this, but all he could think about was the money, the possibility of making a lot of money while doing very little work - and possibly meeting a few attractive young females in the process. "All right," he said. And that was that. Naturally, there was no job at the small modeling agency he was referred to, and he was now trapped in New Orleans with barely enough money to buy food. He couldn't even solicit emergency funds from his family because at this moment, all he knew was that they were some place in Europe.

As he roamed aimlessly through the Riverwalk this Sunday, Josh had four dollars and seventy cents in the pocket of his only jeans. He had sold the rest of his clothes two days ago. He had no idea where he was going to sleep and prayed that it would be a warm, dry night in case he had to spend it outdoors.

He had, of course, thought seriously about panhandling. Certainly, he reasoned, in an area through which passed so many well-to-do tourists, a few would take pity on him and advance him a few dollars - enough, at least, for another meal or two. However, he abandoned the idea when he realized that there were others who had the same idea, others bigger, meaner, and more experienced than he was. This was their territory and he was nothing more than a usurper. In this city, people got their throats cut and left to bleed to death in an alley for less than that.

Besides, the Riverwalk security forces were very vigilant - he had recognized that right away. That's why he had to keep moving throughout the complex... keep moving or face certain forcible eviction.

Since he couldn't find work and he couldn't solicit from the tourists without risking the unabated wrath of both the no-nonsense security guards and the 'professional' panhandlers, Josh was left with only one viable option. The only real question remaining was: did he have both the skill and desperation to pull off armed robbery? As he felt the back of his stomach rub up against his lumbar vertebrae and envisioned another night sleeping next to a dumpster, he knew he was desperate enough. He just wasn't quite sure how to go about it and what to use as a weapon.

Then, as he continued to watch the tourists stream by, he understood that more were just like he had been several days before - inexperienced and trusting. Thus, he realized that the primary weapon he could use was fear.

With that in mind, he moved back down to Level A, past the Café du Monde and Cajun Clothing Company, until he was standing near the entrance to Bernard Passman Galleries. He studied everyone who passed by for signs of both abundant means and relative innocence. After a few minutes, he spotted two women who appeared to be in their forties strolling casually into the Galleries. They were reasonably attractive and well-dressed. And the fact that they were browsing in one of the few stores in the world that sold black coral jewelry suggested that they were probably well-heeled as well.

Josh watched them for as long as he dared without arousing the suspicions of the stout security guard patrolling the area. Less than ten minutes later, the two emerged from Bernard Passman Galleries. They were both carrying small packages and were laughing and joking with each other. They were paying absolutely no attention to anyone around them. Easy pickings, Josh thought, and he resolved to follow them, hoping against hope that they would go out through the Canal Street exit where the plaza was darker and more open.

They turned in that direction and he followed, once getting close enough to see that around their necks they wore name badges suspended from lanyards. The badges indicated that the two women were attending the annual convention of the American Society of School Librarians. Josh smiled inwardly. He had always thought of librarians as being weak and bookish - old maids who did very little actual work and had a lot of time on their hands.

It was nearly dark when they reached the doors that led into the Spanish Plaza. His pulse quickened as he scanned the area. Hardly anyone was outside and there were no police visible. The kiosk that sold the tickets for the riverboat excursions was closed for the evening. Even Fat Tuesdays was quiet. He decided to wait until his quarry was on the far side of the fountain. There he could come up from behind and take them by surprise with no one around to see him. He would snatch their purses and Bernard Passman packages and be gone before they even knew what had hit them. Two more foolish tourists mugged in New Orleans would hardly rate a police APB.

As he followed them outside, keeping what he thought was a safe distance, he saw that they were doing exactly what he hoped they would do. They even stopped on the dock side of the large fountain and turned toward the river. For the first time since he had arrived in the 'Big Easy,' for Josh the city seemed to live up to its nickname.

He circled around the fountain from the street side, staying in the shadows as much as possible. And still the two women remained where they were, talking and pointing to objects on the river. When he was within about ten feet of his prey, he stopped, scanned the area, and took several deep breaths to calm himself. He had never done anything remotely like this before in his life - had never even thought about it.

After a moment, Josh was ready. He took another deep breath, arched his feet, and started toward the women. However, before he could reach them to snatch their purses, they suddenly turned to face him. "Stop," one of them ordered, holding up her hand.

Josh froze in place as though he had just been sprayed with liquid nitrogen.

The two women glared at him for a few seconds, then they turned slightly toward each other, bemused expressions on their faces. "This isn't the guy," exclaimed the one who yelled stop. "This is just some kid."

Her companion rotated back to Josh and scanned him. "Boy, who the hell are you?" she demanded.

Something inside Josh's overactive brain told him to run, to get away from there as fast as he could. However, he was far too scared and confused to even move, let alone run. He tried to unhinge his jaw to answer, but could only manage to squeak. "I... I... I'm sorry," he stammered.

The two women moved in closer so that they were on either side of him. Escape was now impossible. Up close, they appeared a lot stronger and more confident than they had inside the Riverwalk. One of them flashed him a wicked smile. "You sure are, boy," she declared.

"We've never seen you around here before," the other said. "Who are you and what were you trying to do?"

Josh took another deep breath. The last thing he needed right now was to be hassled by a couple of librarians. "I... I was just getting some air... that's all," he said.

Both women laughed at the same time. "What a crock of shit that is," the first woman said. Then they both opened their jackets and exposed another badge suspended from a lanyard. This one was gold and identified them as New Orleans police detectives. Josh Barclay had been unwittingly caught in yet another sting. He wanted to sink into the pavement. "I... I can't believe this is happening," he muttered. Tears suddenly flooded his eyes.

Both detectives appeared to soften a little as they looked at him. One of them touched his hand. "You look like a decent kid," she said. "What are you doing around here?"

"And don't lie to us, boy," the other warned. "Right now we could have you booked on attempted robbery."

Josh's eyes widened. His situation was about to go from desperate to practically hopeless. Lost, alone, and penniless in New Orleans, facing a serious felony charge - his life was over already. He decided at that moment that the only prudent thing to do would be to tell the two detectives his story of misery and woe, a story he wanted to tell someone anyway. When he was finished a few minutes later, he was sobbing like a small boy.

"Boy, for a college student, you sure are stupid," one of the detectives exclaimed.

"Now, go easy on him, Marie," her companion said. "He's had a rough time of it the last few days."

The detective named Marie shook her head. "Boy, you should've come to the police when you first got here," she said. "You're lucky to be alive."

"Is... is there any way you can help me?" Josh dared to ask.

"What's your name, son?" Marie asked. "And let's see some ID."

"Josh... Josh Barclay," he replied. He fished his worn billfold out of his jeans and handed it over to the detective.

For a moment, neither woman said anything. They just stared at him as though he were a fur coat hanging in a shop window. Finally, they looked at each other and nodded. "I think we might be able to help you, Josh," the second one said, a half smile creeping over her face. She handed him back his wallet.

Josh returned her smile hopefully. "Really?"

Both detectives smiled. "Sure," the first one said. "But let's not talk here. We have a suite at the Hilton that we use to help with our cover."

"Yeah," the other agreed, nodding. "We've been after the same purse snatching bastard for a week, but he always gets away. We really thought we had him this time... and it turned out to be you."

"Sorry," Josh whispered as he walked between them across the Spanish Plaza toward the gleaming Hilton.

A moment later they were in the main lobby of the Hilton. Uniformed employees rushed purposefully through the plush interior. A few guests explored the shops and bars, and walked with self-important strides.

"This is really nice," Josh observed as they entered one of the elevators. "The management just lets you stay here?"

Both detectives smiled again as the elevator doors closed. "Well, the hotel guests have been hit a few times in the past month," Marie replied. "The management is willing to give up one of its suites to the police in exchange for our presence. Everyone wants to put a stop to the crime around here."

When they reached the tenth floor, the elevator stopped and the doors opened. "This is our floor," the second detective declared.

The trio exited and walked down the heavily carpeted corridor. The smell was sweet and clean, Josh noted, quite a contrast from the dumpster outside the Riverwalk. He was even more impressed by the inside of the suite - three rooms altogether, with each room appropriately furnished and tastefully styled. The environment spoke of money and power - again, a stark contrast to the environment in which he had been residing for the past few days.

Detective Marie glanced at her watch and removed her jacket. She turned to Josh. "Why don't you take a shower?" she suggested. "We'll order up some room service. You look like you haven't eaten for a while."

Josh looked at her in disbelief. "Are you sure?"

The two detectives laughed heartily. "Of course," Marie said. "It's seven o'clock and we're now off duty since the Riverwalk is closed for the night. But the Hilton will get you anything you want to eat - no cost."

Her companion touched his hand gently. "Go on, Josh," she said, urging him toward the bedroom. "It's okay. Besides, you smell pretty bad. I think we even have some clothes in here that might fit you."

Josh didn't wait to be invited twice. Quickly, he went through the bedroom into the bathroom, stripped off his dirty clothes, and stepped into the shower. As he let the warm water cascade over his aching body, he knew that never before in his life had a shower felt this good. He washed his entire body three times and remained in the shower for more than twenty minutes. When he finally stepped out, he felt so wonderful that he didn't notice that the clothes he had casually discarded were missing.

When he was dry, he wrapped the towel around his middle and opened the door that led into the bedroom. There to greet him, sitting on the bed, were the two detectives. Wicked smiles graced their faces. They had shed their outer garments and were now clad only in loose fitting dresses - the type that Josh had associated with librarians. As Josh looked at them, he became very nervous immediately. Something wasn't at all right about this scene. "What's going on?" he managed to ask, his heart leaping into his throat.

The two detectives glanced at each other. "You tell him, Denise," Marie said to her companion.

"Take off the towel and come over here, Josh," Denise ordered.

Josh faltered and almost staggered backward. Scammed again, he thought. "Oh... no," he said.

Marie stood up and glared at him. "Oh, yes," she said.

A tear formed in his eye. He brushed it away angrily. "I don't fucking believe this," he exclaimed. "What do you want from me?"

Marie's expression changed instantly. In two strides, she crossed the room to where he was standing and slapped him hard across his left cheek. "First of all, boy, don't ever use that tone or that word with us," she proclaimed.

Josh reeled back, his eyes now wide with terror.

"Second, we want to help you get out of your mess... but we want something from you in return."

"Wha... what?" he asked in a near whisper.

Denise leaned forward on the bed. "We talked it over and think you should be punished for being so stupid." She licked her lips. "Then we have plans for you. We like what we see. You're a pretty good looking kid. I'll bet you could service a couple of horny women without expecting too much in return."

Josh tried to regain his composure as his eyes flitted back and forth between the two detectives. "Hey... isn't this a kind of abuse of authority?" he asked.

Both detectives laughed at the same time. "I guess you really are a college kid," Marie said. "Yes, I suppose you could call it that. I tell you what... we'll give you the phone number of our watch commander. You can call him right now and report us. Of course, we'll have to tell him that we busted you for attempted armed robbery."

"Not to mention, vagrancy, attempted escape, and whatever other charges we can think of on the way to the precinct," Denise added. "What do you think about that?"

Josh knew he was now completely outmatched - checkmate. Besides, he thought, he was clean, dry, and off the streets. He didn't know what these two women were going to do, but he didn't really believe he was any worse off than he had been an hour ago. He scanned both women again. Neither was all that bad looking. Older, for certain - but that was okay. Finding a sudden burst of courage, he unhitched the towel and let it drop to the floor. "What do you want me to do?" he asked.

"You see, Marie... I told you he would come around," Denise said, smirking.

Marie regarded the young naked body standing before her, then reached around and issued a very hard slap to the right cheek of his taut bottom.

Josh staggered forward with the suddenness of the pain. "Owww!" he shouted.

"We've taken care of you so far. Now it's time to pay up," Denise declared. "Come over here and lie across my lap."

"What are you talking about?" he asked stupidly.

Denise rolled her eyes. "My god... haven't you ever been spanked?"

"No," he replied sheepishly.

Marie patted him on the spot she had just slapped. "Well, you've probably never been homeless in a strange city or busted by two horny police detectives before, either," she said.

Denise pointed to her lap. "Now, get over here and take the spanking you so richly deserve and then we'll discuss your future."

Still, Josh hesitated. He was still confused. Marie slapped him across both cheeks three more times, then stepped back. In two fluid motions, she stripped off her dress and underwear, exposing a strong and trim body. "Okay, boy," she began, her eyes sparkling, "look at this body and tell me you don't want a taste of it."

Josh studied her and his penis started to twitch between his legs. Her body was calling out to him and he knew he would have to respond. In fact, he reasoned, how could any man refuse an invitation like this - no matter what the cost? "I... I want you," he said softly.

Marie's sly smile widened. "If you want me, you have to earn it," she said. "You have to be cleansed first."

For an instant, Josh was going to ask what she meant by cleansed. However, before he could further embarrass himself, even he figured it out. He was going to be spanked. He could either take it bravely or try to resist like a little boy. He decided to take it bravely. Moving as though he was in a trance, he presented himself to Denise, who promptly grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him down across her lap. He buried his face in the bedspread and waited.

Denise clutched his right wrist with her left hand and twisted his arm behind his back. She pinned his legs with her right leg, rendering him immobile and helpless. The first spank - a solid blow to the right cheek - came a few seconds later. He grimaced and squirmed. She delivered five more hard shots, alternating between cheeks. "When you squirm, it only pisses me off," she exclaimed.

With her companion standing a few feet away, watching and smiling approvingly, Detective Denise spanked Josh's taut bottom like a windmill, issuing blow after blow after blow, at the rate of about one a second. The pain started out slowly; however, after the first hundred, he felt as though he was being ripped apart by a chainsaw. Never in his young life had he imagined that a woman could hit like that. His flesh burned; his gluteus muscles ached. Tears formed in his eyes and spilled down his face, leaking into the corners of his mouth.

After another minute or two, he forgot he had been scammed, he forgot that he was homeless in New Orleans, he forgot his name. The only thing that mattered was the pain. "Please stop," he pleaded pathetically.

Denise responded by spanking his upper thighs, introducing him to a whole new category of pain. "I don't think I like your attitude, Josh," she said calmly. "Marie and I worked a long time to earn the title of detective."

Josh tried to think through the misery, process the words and their semantic content. "Detective... please stop spanking me," he said in a near whisper. "I... I can't take it anymore."

Denise sighed with triumph. She rested her hard hand across the center of his heavily bruised rear. "Very good, Josh," she said softly. She turned her eyes toward Marie. "Would you like to take a few whacks at him, detective?"

Marie regarded the wounded mass of flesh stretched out across her partner's lap. "Hold him in that position for a moment, please," she said. Quickly, while Josh remained pinned in position to contemplate his fate, Marie left the room. A few seconds later, she reappeared carrying a big wooden hairbrush. She stopped a foot away from Josh. "Look at me, son," she commanded.

The miserable young man turned his sweating face toward the detective.

Marie extended the hairbrush toward him. "Nothing turns me on more than a repentant man - one who is sobbing and begging to suck my nipples and lick my twat." With the callused fingers of her left hand, she brushed his blushing face. "You're not quite there yet... but you will be after about twenty or so strokes of my mother's old hairbrush."

Josh might have tried to lodge some kind of protest - had he gotten the opportunity. However, Marie was too fast and sure for him. She clutched the mean-looking hairbrush by the long handle, bent over him, cocked her right wrist, and pounded his rear thirty times in such rapid succession that her hand seemed like a blur. It was over in less than a minute.

When Marie stepped back and caught her breath, Josh Barclay was wailing uncontrollably, his sweating face boring a hole in the bedspread. The pain was everywhere throughout his body and was so intense that he almost didn't feel Marie's hand stroking his neck and straying down his back. "I think he's been punished enough, Denise," she said. "Let him go."

Denise released her grip on Josh's arm and lifted her leg. She used her foot to push him off her lap. He landed on the floor in a pathetic heap.

Marie towered over him as he lay crying, barely able to move. Her naked body was glistening with sweat. Her eyes were wide with lust. She smiled at him. "Look at me, Josh," she commanded.

He dared to glance up at her. She seemed a lot taller than she had a few minutes before.

She smiled again, moved over to the bed, sat down on the edge, and spread her legs as far apart as she possibly could, giving Josh a perfect view her well-lubricated and beckoning pubic area. "Come over her and bury your face between my thighs. Let's see how fast you can make me come." She looked over at her companion. "And when you're done with me, I'm sure Denise would like the same treatment."

Josh allowed his watery eyes to fix themselves on Marie's womanhood. He could feel the pain in his bottom dissolve as he beheld the most beautiful sight he had ever seen in his young life - much better than he imagined Maryanne Collier's to be. Quickly, he drew himself up on all fours and crawled over to the object of his greatest desire. In an instant, his mouth and nose were pressed up against the inflamed labia. His tongue found the clitoris and, intoxicated by the musky aroma, he alternated between sucking and licking. Within seconds, Marie was twisting her bottom on the bed and compressing his head with her muscular thighs. Her breaths came in short spurts as she got closer and closer to climax.

When she did reach climax, she shrieked in pure ecstasy. "That... was really quite remarkable," she exclaimed when she had her breathing under control. "You really should try it, Denise."

"I have other plans for our boy," Denise replied. "Get up, Josh, and come over here."

Josh did as he was told. As soon as he was standing, he could see that Denise was also completely naked and her body was calling out to him.

She held out an unwrapped condom. "Put this on and lie down on the bed," she ordered.

Once again, Josh complied immediately. His penis felt like it was as big as a building and ready to burst at any moment. The pain in his bottom was completely forgotten. He lay down on the bed and didn't flinch when his recently seared flesh rubbed across the muslin bedspread.

In an instant, Denise was on top of him, worming his latex-covered erection into her inflamed vagina. She rode him like a bronco, twisting and squirming. In less than a minute, she let go and issued one long whoop of joy. Then she disengaged from him and collapsed onto the bed, leaving him still erect and fully loaded.

However, before he even had a chance to move, Marie was on the bed and lying on her back with her legs spread. "All right, little man, let's see how well you can fuck."

Josh was up and inside her faster than he had ever entered any woman, even back in high school when he didn't know any better. And while he thrust, she scraped the fingernails of one hand along his back while the other hand casually slapped his bottom, painfully reminding him of the spanking he had so recently endured. The couple came together in a gush.

Afterward, he sat up in the bed, with his two new lovers on either side of him. He had never felt so good yet thoroughly confused in his life. When he could think at all, he looked at both of them. "What... happens now?" he asked fearfully.

Both detectives sighed. "I think I speak for my partner when I say that this turned out much better than we could have hoped for," Marie said sincerely.

"And I think we'd like to do it again... very soon," Denise added.

For a long moment, the room was completely silent. Then, suddenly, Marie leaned forward and snapped her fingers. "I've got it," she declared.

"You've got what?" Denise asked.

"I know how we can keep our new lover here," she answered. Now both Denise and Josh looked at her at the same time. "It's simple," she continued. "We can use Josh as a plant around the Riverwalk. He can wear his old clothes, kind of keep an eye on the vagrants, let us know who is the most active and dangerous."

Denise smiled. "That's a good idea, partner," she exclaimed.

Marie touched Josh's hand. "What about it, Josh? Do you think you could spy for us?"

At that moment, Josh probably would have jumped out of an airplane without a parachute if they had asked him to. "Sure... if you tell me what to do."

"Then it's all settled," Marie said. "You stay here tonight. Order anything you want from room service and we'll square it with the captain in the morning. You'll be our informant until we nab that bastard."

"You might even earn enough money to make it back it to Indiana," Denise said. "That is... if you still want to go back home."

Josh eased back against the pillow and relaxed. Right then, he wasn't sure he ever wanted to go back to Bloomington, Indiana. New Orleans was looking better and better.


6. Motivated by the Paddle

Larry's eyes widened and his overripe body jerked at the sudden sound of a car approaching. As he looked out the kitchen window, he could see that his worst fear was confirmed. His wife's beige Toyota was gliding up the long driveway. He knew that she would stop at the side door instead of going all the way to the garage. There would be no time to change the way things looked. He would have to simply bluff his way out of the trouble he was in.

Larry and Martha Kemp had been married for twenty-five years. They moved to this secluded house in the country two years ago, when their daughter got married. The primary purpose for moving, they told themselves, was to decrease the stress of living in the city. The cleaner air and the greater distances between houses and people in the country would, they reasoned, help them become healthier. They knew, as they approached fifty, that staying healthy .had to be considered a priority in their lives.

Martha, a freelance writer and book editor, had taken the exercise and healthy lifestyle seriously from the beginning. She took long walks in the woods and was eating more fresh vegetables from the garden they planted. In the two years since they moved, she had lost thirty pounds and could now power walk four miles without stopping.

Larry, on the other hand, had not been quite so dedicated, in spite of his best intentions and the constant urging of his wife. In fact, not only had he not lost weight, the high school science teacher had gained perhaps fifteen pounds and sometimes got short of breath just walking from their back door to the woods, a distance of about 500 feet.

Today was the third day of summer vacation for Larry. Before she left for a meeting that morning, Martha made him promise that he would at least start to weed the large vegetable garden. He also promised that he would fix the gate leading into the woods. However, it was now one o'clock in the afternoon and he had done neither of these two things. In fact, he hadn't left the house or even gotten dressed. Instead, he had elected to sit at the kitchen table, in his underwear, drinking beer and eating donuts.

As he watched the car pull up to the side of the house, Larry knew his wife would be upset. He knew he should have kept a closer eye on the time. He was momentarily disgusted with himself, but there was nothing he could do about it now. He was caught literally with his pants off.

He greeted her at the door when she came in. She was resplendent in a white knee length cotton dress. Her long brown hair was combed down the way he liked it, and her muscled and suntanned legs were bare. He kissed her on her lips and tried to pull her into his body. She returned his kiss but resisted the embrace.

Studying him, she said, "I hope the fact that you're not dressed means that you got horny waiting for me and decided to surprise me when I got home."

Larry smiled. "I like your explanation better than the one I was going to use," he replied.

Martha did not return his smile. "Well, if that's the case, you must know that I am not turned on by seeing your soft pudgy body in your dirty underwear, or by smelling your nasty beer breath."

He tried to keep smiling, but it seemed artificial. "Nonetheless," he continued. "I was hoping that, you know, we could go upstairs and spend some quality time this afternoon. It's been awhile."

Martha looked at her husband again. "You're right," she said. "It has been awhile. Okay... I'll make you a deal." She pulled the white dress over her head and let it drop to the floor. Now, she was like Larry, standing in the kitchen wearing only her white cotton panties and bra. "If you can catch me, you can fuck me." Then, she took off toward the living room, accelerating like a cheetah chasing a gazelle. Larry licked his lips and took off after her; however, she was already in the back yard by the time he reached the door. Five minutes later, he found himself sitting in the uncut grass near the garden, completely exhausted.

That night, after he had taken a shower and brushed his teeth, they lay in bed and held each other close, and made love. Later, once he had gotten his breathing under control and the profuse sweat began to dry on his face, Martha kissed his neck. "Larry, I love you," she said softly. "But... I can't live like this."

He rolled over on his back and looked up into the concerned blue eyes of his wife. "What do you mean?" he asked.

She returned his look, then glanced away. "I can't stand by and watch you kill yourself like this," she replied. "We're going to have to change some things. I'm going to think about it tonight, then we'll talk about it at breakfast." Then she kissed him again, rolled over, and went to sleep.

The next morning was sunny and warm. The Kemps, both dressed in shorts and tee shirts, ate a leisurely breakfast on their small deck at the back of the house. When they were both finished, Martha put down her cereal spoon and looked at her husband. "Larry, I thought about yesterday," she began rather tentatively, "and have made a decision." He shifted his eyes away from his chocolate donut and dared a glimpse at Martha, momentarily marveling at the way the sun perfectly highlighted her natural beauty. "But before I tell what you what I've decided," she continued, "I want you to get your measuring tape and mark a point two hundred and eighty feet from here."

"Why?" he asked.

"I'll tell you after you've done it," she replied a bit impatiently. "Now, get to it while I clear the table. When you're finished, meet me in the kitchen."

Larry began to open his mouth to protest, but stopped short as he noted the resolve in his wife's face. He knew that look well - there was simply no arguing when she used that look. Reluctantly, he got up and went in search of his measuring tape. He found it quickly in the basement and proceeded into the back yard to do what he was told.

Fifteen minutes later, drenched with sweat but his task complete, he met Martha in the kitchen. She was sitting at the table. She wasn't smiling. "Did you do it?" she asked as soon as she saw her husband.

"Yes," he answered. "I even drove in a stake to mark the spot. Now, what's this all about?"

"Well, you know how concerned I am about your health," she started. He nodded expectantly. "And you know that I've been exercising faithfully, but you haven't." He opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off with a wave of her hand. "No, it's true and you know it," she said. "I told you last night that I can't live like this. Something has to change." She looked into the eyes of her husband; his glare strengthened her resolve. "Yes, well, this is the way it's going to be from now on," she continued. "Beginning today, you are going to exercise and go on a diet. It is five hundred feet from our back door to the woods, is it not?" Larry nodded. "Okay, every day you're going to run/walk a mile. That should be ten laps, down and back, plus the two hundred and eighty feet you just marked off." Then she stood up and produced from under the table a well-used fraternity paddle. "I am going to walk behind you. Every time I catch up with you I am going to paddle your sorry ass until you get ahead of me again."

Larry's eyes flashed a combination of fear and anger. "Where did you find that?" he asked.

Martha chuckled. "I knew where you kept it," she replied. "As I recall, you were quite the disciplinarian in college. Perhaps a good taste of what you used to dish out will help to get you in shape."

He shook his head in disbelief. "Marty, this is silly," he said. "What if I refuse to play this game?"

She looked at him again. "Well," she began after a pause, "if you won't do this, plus give up the beer and donuts, then one of us is moving into the guest room until you do do it. If you haven't started by the end of the summer, one of us is moving out."

"You can't be serious," he said, shaking his head again.

"I am deadly serious," she said. "If you really want to kill yourself, you can do it without me watching you." Then her eyes softened a little and she smiled. "There will be a reward, of course, for success."

"Oh?" Larry said, returning her look with a half smile of his own.

"Yes," she continued, nodding. "When you can run the mile keeping ahead of me the whole time, I promise you a night of sex greater than either of us has ever had. Plus, if you also lose, let's say, twenty pounds by the middle of August, I will let you spank me... once for every pound you lose... but you must lose at least twenty pounds. And, if I catch you drinking a beer or eating a donut, or even suspect that you have, I will paddle you... ten times for every beer and twenty for every donut. Do you understand?"

Larry thought for a minute. "All right," he said at last. "I guess it is for my own good. I love you and certainly don't want to lose you. How do we start?"

Martha's smile broadened. "We start right now," she declared. "Take off your shorts and underpants." Larry looked at her incredulously. "Do it, Larry," she insisted fingering the long sleek paddle. After another pause, he complied, slowly peeling down his khaki shorts and white briefs.

"I feel ridiculous, Marty," he exclaimed, naked from the waist down except for an old pair of Reebok walking shoes. "What if someone sees me?"

Martha laughed. "Don't be stupid," she said. "We have a six foot privacy fence around the backyard. Now, quit stalling and get moving. I will give you a two lap head start." Larry didn't budge from his spot near the back door. Marty studied him for a moment, then suddenly cocked the paddle and released it hard across his unprotected bottom. Larry yelped like a wounded puppy. "I said get moving," she said, cocking the paddle again and striking her husband just below the original mark.

"Ow!" Larry exclaimed. "That hurts, Marty."

Martha laughed again and re-cocked the paddle. She started to strike, but he jumped out of the way toward the door and the paddle glanced off his left cheek. "Get moving or get paddled where you stand."

With one hand on the door knob and the other rubbing out the sting of the two solid blows, Larry turned to face his wife, trying to conceal the fear he was feeling. "You're... you're serious, aren't you?" he said.

Her eyes hardened. "It would be best not to test me," she replied, clutching the handle of the paddle tightly in her right hand.

Larry didn't wait for her to strike again. Without another word, he opened the door and bolted out into the backyard on his way to the woods. After about a hundred feet, he dared a glance over his shoulder. Martha was still standing in the doorway, tapping the business end of the paddle against the palm of her left hand.

As he reached two hundred feet, she stepped out onto the deck. "Don't forget, you get a two lap head start, no more," she called. "But you better pace yourself... at the rate you're going, you won't even make it to the woods."

She was right. He stopped at the tree line, gasping for air. Watching him, she moved to the edge of the deck. "No resting!" she ordered. "Or you lose the head start." He grimaced and started back toward the house, a little more slowly this time, sweat glistening on his forehead.

When he reached the house, she blew him a kiss. "Only eight and a half laps to go," she declared, starting at a fast walk toward the woods. "If I catch up with you, you'll be sorry."

Larry grimaced again and wiped the sweat from his eyes with the back of his hand. Then he thought about how bad the first two paddle blows had hurt and took off again toward the woods. By the time he reached the tree line at the end of his third lap, Martha was already nearing the house; now she was only a lap behind.

Without stopping this time, he took a deep breath and quickened his pace; he was panting like an old woman when he passed her. She was still holding on tightly to the paddle. By the time he reached the house to complete his fourth lap, she was already a quarter of the way. He noticed that she wasn't breathing heavy at all; it didn't even appear as though she had broken a sweat.

When he reached the woods for the third time, she was only two hundred feet behind him and closing fast. He could feel himself begin to panic as he saw the determined look in her eyes. He was also getting very tired. "For god's sake, Marty," he pleaded. "Can't we stop to rest... just for a minute?"

She flashed an evil smile and quickened her pace. "Keep moving!" she replied.

Larry sighed, took several deep breaths, and started moving again; however, after a hundred feet his pace slowed down to a near crawl. At two hundred feet toward the house, Martha caught up with him. "I warned you," she exclaimed, striking his bare bottom several times with the heavy paddle.

"Marty, for God's sake, I need to rest," he cried, putting his hands over his rear.

"Sorry," she said sarcastically. "You've rested long enough. Get moving." She punctuated this with another hard strike from the paddle. He took a long deep breath and slowly resumed his trek toward the house. Now, along with sweat, there were tears streaming down his face. Martha stayed where she was until he reached the deck, then renewed her pursuit.

Larry was able to avoid the paddle until he was about to complete lap ten. At that point, he was so tired that he simply collapsed to the ground. "Get up," Martha ordered, prodding his legs with the shiny wood. He didn't move; all he could do was lay where he was, gasping for breath. She pushed his body with her feet, rolling him into a prone position. Immediately, she issued five hard strokes of the paddle across his already flaming posterior.

Larry stirred. "Please, Marty," he pleaded.

"Get up, you sorry excuse for a man," she ordered again, directing three more blows. Slowly, he raised himself to his feet. "I will let you finish without following you," she said. "But if you stop, I will paddle you some more. Now get moving."

With a strength that surprised him a little, Larry moved his feet. Five minutes later, without stopping, he was standing at the finish stake he had planted earlier. Martha rushed out and drew his tired body into her arms. "I knew you could do it," she declared. "Now you can rest for the remainder of the morning. Then you will weed part of the garden." The exhausted science teacher planted a quick kiss on his wife's forehead, then collapsed to the warm grass.

For the next three weeks, the couple repeated the pattern, with Larry receiving fewer paddle strokes each day. By the middle of July, he could walk the whole mile without stopping and had lost fifteen pounds. Then, on a sunny Thursday around the first of August, he completed the course, staying at least ten feet ahead of his wife. When he reached the marker, she rushed up to him and threw herself into his arms, tossing the well-used paddle several feet away. "I don't think we'll be needing this again," she exclaimed. She kissed him hard on his sweating lips. "I promised you a reward and you shall have it... but we're not going to wait until tonight."

Extricating herself from her husband, Martha peeled off her white cotton shorts and panties. Larry began to get aroused immediately, sporting an enormous erection. He tore off his tee shirt, then helped her off with hers. Finally, he pulled her sport bra over her head, releasing her small breasts. Pulling her naked body into his, he eased her to the ground. At first, he just looked at her, sprawled supine on the warm green grass, her legs spread. "God, you're beautiful," he declared.

With an energy he didn't have a month ago, he lowered himself to the ground beside her and drew her into his arms. For several minutes, they rolled back and forth in the grass, almost like two wrestlers trying to wear down his opponent. Finally, he pinned her beneath his body and entered her easily. Then he thrust as hard as he could while she just lay beneath him, moaning with pleasure. After several minutes, they exploded together.

For a long time, neither could move; they just lay side by side on their backs, letting the sun bless their union with its radiance. Larry stood up first, walked over and retrieved the paddle. He held it in both hands, letting his fingers caress the wood. Martha managed to stand up. "I guess it did its job," she said, smiling. "Now we can put it back in its resting place, hopefully for good."

Larry looked at his wife and snickered. "No, we can't," he said. "I've lost nineteen pounds and it's only the beginning of August."

Martha rolled her eyes in mock disgust. "I nearly forgot," she said. "Can't we talk about this?"

"No," he said quickly, his smile widening. "And I intend to lose a lot more than twenty pounds in the next two weeks."

"Be careful what you wish for," she said. "Looks like I may have created a monster."

Larry nodded. "Yes," he agreed. "One with lots of energy and desire."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him down on top of her. "Well, it's not the middle of August yet, so why don't you burn up a little of that energy right now."

"Why not," he said, his erect penis already seeking the moistened folds between her legs.


7. Laid Off

George Lindale reclined on the plush sofa in the den and allowed his eyes to glaze over. Lying undisturbed on the carpet near his head was the classified section of the Sunday newspaper. In the background, a television droned uselessly - one of the silly talk shows probably. Sunlight streamed in through the half open curtains of a high window about ten feet away.

George's pudgy body twitched and relaxed as he drifted into a light sleep, the kind in which there are no dreams, only time lost with nothing to show for it but matted hair and a slight headache when you wake up. He had been getting a lot of this kind of sleep ever since he'd been laid off his job as a supervisor at Comstock Die Casting. "Victim of the lousy economy and those crooked politicians that are ruining the country," he would complain to anyone who pretended to listen to him. Of course, they all stopped listening weeks ago, including his wife, Becky.

He awoke some time later, sat up, and rubbed his eyes. As he became oriented, he glanced at his watch: it was ten minutes after five o'clock. Then it suddenly occurred to him that he had been awakened by the dog, a border collie named Barley, as it brushed by him on the way to the door that led into the garage. That could only mean one thing: Becky was pulling into the garage. "Shit!" he exclaimed as he leaped from the sofa. This morning, he had promised his wife of sixteen years that he would clean himself up, do the laundry, wash the dishes, update his resume, and at least do an on-line job search. However, he hadn't any of those things. Instead, he had spent the entire morning surfing the Internet, reading sports stories and looking at photographs of naked women. He hadn't even taken a shower. Becky would be furious, he realized.

Let her be furious, he resolved as he now heard the door to her Honda Civic open and close in the garage. After all, he had worked like a dog at that damn tool company for eighteen years, even supporting her while she finished her nursing degree at Copper Ridge Community College. He deserved a break - it didn't matter if his unemployment benefits were about to expire. Besides, something would come up - eventually. He had faith in the strength of time, just not in the current administration.

Still, in spite of his decision to not care, he smoothed down his hair and tucked in his T-shirt as he scurried into the kitchen to greet her. "Hi, honey," he said cheerily as soon as she walked through the door.

She stooped to pet the dog, who was prancing around her in ecstatic delight. She scowled when she scanned her husband, however, and ducked him when he tried to kiss her. "George, did you do any of the things you said you were going to?"

Barley, recognizing that his mistress was very displeased, slunk away, leaving George to face his angry wife all alone.

George's eyes flitted around the kitchen. He wanted to be angry, to tell her to go to hell; he wanted to scream that just because he wasn't working - at this time - he wasn't some kind of household slave to do her bidding. He wouldn't be a slave to the great industrial machine, either - the great machine that strips away your last shred of dignity, completely dehumanizes you. He started to say all of this, the words massing in the back of his throat, but then he looked into her blue eyes and saw the hurt, the disappointment. He swallowed hard and nearly choked on the words as they slid back down his throat. "I'm sorry, Becky," he managed to say.

She set her purse and work bag down on the kitchen counter and dropped into the nearest chair. She glared at her husband, who was now cowering near the refrigerator. "George, look at me," she ordered.

For an instant, he almost lost his nerve completely. Then he found the courage to meet her gaze.

"We're sinking, George," Becky Lindale said. "The bills are piling up and I can't work any more than I am already."

"I'm trying to get a job... you know that," he protested. "It's those damn politicians."

She sighed wearily. "That excuse won't cut it anymore," she said. "Wanda Peterson's husband is back to work, so is Sonja Gambrelli's."

Good for them, George thought. They were both younger and more energetic than he was. Once again, he swallowed his bitterness - maybe he really was just making excuses. "What do you want me to do, Becky?" he asked finally.

"You have to be kidding," she said, her eyes blazing.

He slumped against the stove. "No... I'm not kidding."

"'All right... you can start by taking some responsibility - both for yourself and for the house."

"What do you mean?" he asked stupidly.

Her mouth dropped in awe. "Jesus, George," she exclaimed. Then her facial expression became hard. "I hate to say this but I find I'm losing respect for you. At least get yourself cleaned up and do what you say you're going to do."

"I'm having a hard time with it," he said sheepishly. "I guess it's not as easy to get it together as it seems. I need help."

Becky stood up and folded her arms menacingly across her chest. "Really?" she said. "You need help getting it together?"

"Yes... I guess so."

"And just what kind of help did you have in mind?"

Suddenly, he was angry again although he didn't know exactly what he was angry with. "How the hell should I know," he shouted. "You're the smart one in the family, aren't you?"

For a moment, Becky said nothing. She just continued to stand where she was, staring at her husband in apparent disbelief. Slowly, a pained smile crept across her weary face. "All right," she began finally. "If that's the approach you want to take, I'll play along. If I figure out a way to help you get it together, will you go along with it... no questions asked?"

George wasn't sure he liked the expression on his wife's face. However, he had started this and now his bluff had been called. "Sure... I guess so."

"There can be no guessing about it," she said. "You either agree right now or you don't."

He could feel himself growing a little worried. She had something in mind, but he couldn't figure out what it might possibly be. "Okay... I agree," he blurted out without thinking.

Her smile widened so that it now appeared almost grotesquely demonic. "Make us some dinner," she ordered. "After dinner, we'll get started." Then she pushed past him, leaving him alone in the kitchen to contemplate what he was getting himself in for.

An hour later, George and Becky sat at the kitchen table eating the spaghetti and tossed salad that George had hastily thrown together. Becky talked a little about how her day had gone - a fairly typical shift in the outpatient clinic. George had nothing to contribute to the conversation, so wisely kept his thoughts to himself.

When Becky was finished eating, she carried her dirty dishes to the sink. "If you still want that help, come upstairs when you're finished with the kitchen," she said as she headed for the stairs.

All he could do was nod, rinse the dishes, and stack them in the dishwasher. Part of him was very curious about what his wife might be contemplating; another part of him was very concerned. Slowly and methodically, he wiped down the kitchen table, put away the leftovers, and swept the floor. When he was finished with everything he could possibly do in the kitchen, he turned toward the stairs leading to their bedroom.

When he reached the open doorway, he stopped and looked inside. Becky was sitting at her dressing table, combing down her long, blonde hair. He loved to watch her do that because she was so serious about it, methodically pulling the big hairbrush through each mass of strands as though what she was doing was the most important task in the world. It never failed to excite him. She was wearing only her white bra and panties, which served to inflame him even more. It had been at least three weeks since they had last had sex and he was feeling the effects of neglect. He could only hope that she was too - although as he stood there nearly mesmerized, her words came back to him in a terrible rush: "I hate to say this, but I find I'm losing respect for you..." He knew that respect was important to Becky, perhaps the only thing that really was important, especially in a relationship.

When she finally saw him standing there watching her, she stopped brushing her hair and turned to face him. "I don't want to leave you, George," she began in a steady but ominous voice. "But I can't continue to live like this."

His face and his whole body slumped, as the full weight of her displeasure with him hit hard. He started to say something, but stopped. There was no effective response to this anyway.

She leaned forward slightly. "But if you don't get it together very soon," she continued, "I will leave you."

"Please..." he sputtered. "Please don't do that. If you help me, I know I can change the situation."

She glared at him, boring holes through him like an electric drill. "All right... I'll give you one chance... and one chance only. But you must do exactly what I say."

Now he was feeling twinges of desperation; there was no more anger. "I'll do anything."

She flashed him that sly, demonic smile again - that one that made him very nervous. "You may regret this," she said.

Not if it means saving my marriage, he thought suddenly. She definitely had his full attention.

Becky stood up, pushed the chair into the center of the room, sat back down, and clutched the handle of the large hairbrush in her right fist. She took a deep breath. "All right... the first thing you're going to do is to pull down your pants and underpants, come over here, and lie across my lap."

George stared at her in disbelief, as though he hadn't really heard her right. "What?" he gasped.

"You heard me," she said. "Do it now or get out of here."

"I don't understand," he said. And he really wasn't sure he did understand.

She scowled. "I fail to see what there is to understand," she said. "You asked for help and I agreed to give it you... on my terms. This is the solution I came up with. Either go along with me or learn to live without me."

Was it really that simple, he wondered. He didn't move.

She clapped her hands sharply to get his attention. "You have fifteen seconds to get over here, then the deal's off," she declared. "I assure you that I'm not kidding."

Still, he didn't move. "What are you going to do?"

She huffed and glanced at her watch. "Clock's running, George."

He looked at her, looked into her eyes. There was no doubt that she was deadly serious. Time to face it, he told himself - whatever it is. Quickly, he unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down to his knees along with his dirty briefs. He looked at her again, saw the hairbrush, and realized what he was probably in for. It didn't matter. He shuffled over to her and was across her lap just as the fifteen seconds was expiring.

"You have really hurt and disappointed me, George," she said as he dug his toes into the carpet. He allowed his head to sink. "I really don't know what else to do but whack some sense into you. I want you to understand fully what you're going to get in the future if you hurt and disappoint me again."

She didn't say anything more after that. Instead, she snapped her wrist and drove the flat side of the hairbrush hard into his exposed right cheek. He winced and grimaced with the pain. His head reared up. She pushed it back down and delivered five more hammer blows. "Jesus that hurts," he exclaimed. "That's enough... you've made your point."

Becky laughed demonically. "Perhaps," she said, gracing his already wounded flesh with three more strokes. "But I don't think I'm really satisfied yet - not by a long shot."

George groaned as the reality of his predicament fully registered in his confused brain: She was spanking him... just as hard as she could. And she seemed to be enjoying it. He was in deep trouble.

Then, as if to drive home her point, she settled into a steady pounding rhythm, alternating cheek to cheek but maintaining a constant intensity. Several times he tried to protest, but she ignored him, even issuing a harsh cackling laugh a few times. After about a hundred strokes, as his entire lower body felt like it was being scorched by a raging forest fire, he knew that he was close to breaking - he simply couldn't tolerate the escalating pain any longer. "Please, Becky, please," he pleaded.

"What do you want?" she asked, punctuating the question with ten more hot whacks.

"I... I can't take this anymore... I just can't... please stop... I'll do anything... I swear."

Becky pulled the stroke she was about to deliver, but held tight to the brush. "All right... you sound sincere about that," she said.

He raised his head. Sweat and tears were dripping copiously down his face. He was absolutely miserable. "I am... I am... I swear."

"Okay... tomorrow morning you will get up at five-thirty, take a shower and shave, then make me breakfast," she said.

"Sure, sure," he said. "No problem."

"Then you will clean the house completely," she continued, "and tomorrow evening when I come home I want dinner on the table. In addition, I want to see the addresses of at least five places to which you have sent resumes. Okay?"

He thought about her orders for a second. That was a lot to accomplish in one day. In fact, he hadn't accomplished that much in the last two weeks. He was about to speak when she slammed the brush into his upper thighs ten times in rapid succession. "Owwww... jesus... Becky... please."

"Answer me!" she demanded. "And future misery can be avoided."

"I will do everything you ask... I swear it."

She smiled and set the brush down on the floor. Then she raised her knees and pushed him onto the carpet. "Get up," she growled. "And get out of here. I have something I need to take care of."

George raised himself up into a sitting position on the carpet and peered at the beautiful figure of his wife. He couldn't help but notice that the white cotton of her panties was moist in the vicinity of her labia. She's turned on, he realized. Spanking me has gotten her excited. He wasn't entirely sure if this revelation was a good thing or a bad thing, especially when he felt the intense heat and pain rage through his bottom.

She reached out with her left leg and kicked him in the head. "I said to get out of here," she announced.

Quickly, he pushed himself up into a standing position. He looked at her again, arousal supplanting the pain. It was becoming all he could to restrain himself from yanking her out of the chair, throwing her down on the bed, ripping off her underwear, and plunging his heavy penis deep inside her.

She must have recognized his intent. She picked up the hairbrush and pointed it at him. "If you choose to stay, all you're going to get is more of this."

That pronouncement served to defuse his lust - at least for the moment. He nodded, pulled up his pants and briefs, reluctantly turned away from her, and moved toward the door.

"Close the door behind you," Becky commanded.

He did as he was told.

Two hours later, George dared to venture to the top of the stairs. The door to their bedroom was now slightly ajar but there was no sound coming from it, not even the television. Stealthily, he peered inside. In the middle of the queen size bed lay his wife. She was asleep on her back. Her panties were in a ball near her dressing table; she was naked from the waist down. In her hand was her favorite vibrator - big, thick, powerful, and flesh colored. Although, like most men, he liked to delude himself into thinking that his wife could only be truly satisfied by his penis, intrinsically he understood that was simply not true. In fact, he actually preferred her to use the vibrator as a prelude to intercourse. She was always so completely wet and responsive after she had brought herself off two or three times.

As he watched her sleep so peacefully, a voice inside him proclaimed that this was an opportunity and that he would be a fool not to take advantage of it. He decided to listen to the voice - after all, he had paid a pretty high price already this evening. He stripped off his clothes and approached the bed. However, she opened her eyes before he reached it. She glared at him and pulled the sheet over her exposed womanhood. "I really wouldn't mind, George," she said. "But only after you earn it; not a minute before - no matter how much we both may want to."

His erect penis began to droop. "What do I have to do?"

"Impress me with your sincerity," she answered immediately. Then she turned over onto her side, dragging the sheet with her. "Turn out the light when you come to bed," she added.

George Lindale spent a very restless night in bed - partly because his bottom still hurt whenever he rolled onto it and partly because he wanted so much to take Becky into his arms and hold her. Sometime before the alarm went off at five-thirty, he resolved to straighten out his life and do everything his wife wanted him to do.

Thus, over the next four days, he became like a tornado of productive activity. He cleaned the house from top to bottom; he painted the living room and dining room; and he got a job as a security guard at the Ridge Runner Mall. Becky did apply the hairbrush to his posterior one more time when he failed to have dinner ready for her. However, after that spanking, she didn't evict him from the bedroom. Instead, she stripped off her clothes, climbed into bed, and invited him to make love to her the way she wanted it done. He was only too happy to comply.

And thus, their relationship was changed forever.


8. The Cloud

With practiced precision, Adrian Davis piloted the classic white Cadillac DeVille onto the construction road leading into Merrimac Heights, the upscale neighborhood he was developing. However, his narrow eyes were looking neither at the road nor at the progress of the construction. Instead, they were focused firmly on his companion, a very attractive woman who was sitting as close to the passenger side door as she could get without falling out.

Occasionally, Melissa McVicars, Adrian's office manager and overall second in command, would glance over at her boss and watch him watch her. But she didn't react to it. Unfortunately, over the past two years she had grown used to his leering, although lately he did seem to be getting worse. She would have to do something about it someday, she thought... someday... perhaps next year after she received her broker's license. But not before.

She had tried to avoid this late afternoon tour of the development, claiming that she had too much other work to do. However, Adrian at first just became surly, but later pulled his trump card by reminding her that much of the construction financing had been based on her calculations. Still, Melissa may have continued to resist his invitation to accompany him if Laura and Verna, the two young office assistants, hadn't expressed a strong curiosity to see the construction site.

Of course, Adrian had agreed immediately, even offering to take all three to dinner afterward. Although he had a particular interest in Melissa, the two former college cheerleaders he had hired a few months before had not escaped his roving eye. In fact, around the small office, it was a foregone conclusion that it was only a matter of time before the twice divorced lothario began to make exploratory advances and suggestive remarks.

All three women knew that they should quit their jobs, just walk out on Mr. Bartolo Adrian Davis and BAD Enterprises, and move on. However, the truth was that, apart from his rather overt sexist tendencies, Adrian was an exceptionally talented developer. He offered his employees opportunities and challenges that they couldn't get anywhere else, and he rewarded performance very well. So they tried to look beyond his faults as a man in order to benefit from his abilities as employer and mentor.

As the big, gaudy automobile rumbled to a stop in the wet grass next to the construction trailer, the sun was just beginning its descent beyond the tall trees surrounding the development. Since it was after six o'clock, the site was now virtually deserted, and, uninterrupted by the chaos of various crews hustling to meet a deadline, the four could marvel at the huge wooden skeletons that would soon be homes for business executives, successful attorneys, and doctors. Merrimac Heights would be a wonder, the crown jewel in Adrian's vast empire of upscale neighborhoods.

"Melissa, why don't you go inside and review the construction invoices - let's make sure McKenzie isn't ripping me off," Adrian said, as soon as he climbed out of the Cadillac. Then he turned to Laura and Verna. "You girls can walk around the area. See if you spot any problems. I'm going to check the inside of the model. They were supposed to deliver the furniture yesterday." He stopped and grinned at the trio. "Perhaps we can tour that together. I am particularly interested in your opinion of the bedroom suites I ordered."

At this last comment, the three women rolled their eyes simultaneously. "I don't think we'll have time for anything like that tonight," Melissa said, trying to maintain her composure. "It'll be dark in an hour."

The four began to move away from the car when Adrian suddenly stopped and looked down at his feet. "Goddamit!" he declared.

His three companions also stopped. "What's wrong, Mr. Davis?" Melissa asked wearily.

"Look at your shoes," he replied. "They're all covered with mud. I told them to drain this area. Somebody's going to get his ass kicked for this!" Then, without further comment, all four members of the Davis quartet extricated themselves from the islands of mud that had hidden themselves among the tall grass.

Melissa was about to unlock the door of the trailer when suddenly the peaceful silence of the early evening was shattered by the piercing wail of an alarm siren. Immediately, Adrian and his three employees halted and looked toward the sound. "I wonder what that's all about," Melissa mused.

"I don't know," Adrian replied. "It can't be a tornado or anything... the sky is clear."

For a long moment, the four simply stood and listened, waiting for the sound to just stop. But it didn't. Melissa began to look worried. "I don't think it's a test," she exclaimed nervously. "Perhaps... perhaps we should check the radio and see if there is some kind of... you know... disaster somewhere." Then, without waiting for a reply, she pushed open the door of the trailer and disappeared inside. The other three were right behind her, wearing similar looks of concern on their faces.

Melissa turned on the boombox radio and adjusted the volume while her companions huddled as close as possible to the table on which the radio was perched. "...details are just beginning to come in," came a male voice from the speaker, "all we know for certain at this time is that there has been some kind of accident at the nuclear power plant. The emergency management office has issued a precautionary warning to all citizens within ten miles of the plant."

Verna looked at Adrian. "How... how close are we to the plant?" she asked.

"I don't know for sure," Adrian answered. "Not very far, I don't think."

Melissa's eyes widened with the fear that comes with the sudden knowledge of something terrible. "I... I helped put together the site survey," she said. "We're... six miles from reactor number two."

Adrian was about to speak when the voice continued on the radio. "Stand by... I've just been handed a bulletin," he said. "This is the latest update... it has been confirmed that reactor number two has experienced a leak. A large cloud of radiation has been released. Because of variable winds, no one is sure where the cloud will travel or if it will dissipate into the upper atmosphere. EMO is advising that all citizens within ten miles of the plant evacuate to a safe distance immediately. Exposure to the radiation cloud will most likely result in serious illness or even death. Again, for your own safety, all persons within ten miles of the Zodiac Nuclear Power Plant are advised to evacuate the area immediately. EMO also advises that the cloud will most likely move slowly so you are urged to use caution and avoid panic. There should be adequate time. This radio station will continue to keep you updated on the latest developments."

All four listeners looked at each other, then at the door. "Let's get the hell out of here," Adrian shrieked, fishing the car keys out of his pants pocket and rushing toward the door. A minute later, they were all in the car. Adrian turned the ignition, slammed the transmission into reverse, and gunned the engine. The big car lurched, then stopped. He gunned it again, giving the Cadillac even more gas. The result was the same. "Fuck!" he screamed. "I think we're stuck in that goddamn mud!" He shoved the gear shift back into Park and opened the door. Immediately, he could see that the driver's side rear wheel was buried in the soft grassy mud. He got out of the car to get a closer look, shouting imprecations as he went.

An instant later, Melissa also got out of the car and walked to the back. "We're stuck on this side too," she declared.

"Fuck!" he screamed. "I told them to drain this area... I told them!"

"What are we going to do, Adrian?" Melissa said, scanning the clear evening sky for signs of a cloud.

"Hell if I know!" he replied. He thought for a second, then made a bolt for the driver's side again. "I guess I can give it another try... stay out here and see if we're making any progress." He climbed in behind the wheel and pressed the accelerator to the floor. The big tires spun wildly in their deep muddy tracks.

"It's no good," Melissa called. "You're in too deep."

Adrian Davis gasped loudly and turned the engine off. "Maybe... maybe we can walk it," Verna suggested from the back seat, her blue eyes wide with fear.

Adrian scowled. "That's no good," he said. "It's over four miles - we'd never make it to safety in time. Besides, the radiation may be worse if you get caught out in the open."

"Then what do we do, Adrian?" Melissa asked again.

He thought for a moment. "The model home has a big basement," he exclaimed as though a light bulb had just switched on in his brain. "Perhaps we can huddle there and the radiation won't, you know, be as bad." He got out of the car and began moving quickly toward the finished model home that was less than a hundred yards away. When he'd gotten as far as the construction trailer, he looked back to see that the women were still near the car. "What the hell are you waiting for?" he cried.

"We... we won't be able to hear the radio in the model basement," Melissa said. "We may be okay in the construction trailer. It's pretty well sealed."

Adrian looked at his assistant for a long time, considering her words. "Alright," he said at last, "you may be right. Let's all get in the trailer and seal the doors and windows."

A moment later, the quartet was inside the trailer stuffing rags and newspaper in every crack and crevice they could find. In the background the radio droned, nearly inaudible against the continuous wail of the siren, "...still no word as to the direction of the radiation cloud that was released from reactor number two. Again, we will keep you posted. But in the meantime, all those within ten miles of the plant are advised to evacuate the area immediately."

"I wish they would shut off that siren," Laura said suddenly. "It's really beginning to get on my nerves. I think everyone knows what's going on by now."

Adrian scanned the trailer. "Well, nothing to do now but wait, I guess," he said, trying to sound hopeful but not quite making it. They all sat down in the folding chairs that were scattered around the cluttered construction office. After a few minutes, he began to fidget, eventually getting out of his chair and pacing the linoleum floor. "Goddamn it!" he bellowed. "If I'm going to die some kind of horrible death from radiation exposure, I am going to go out happy. Since it probably won't make any difference in a little while, I'm just going to come out and say it... I want to fuck all three of you, right here, right now... you first, Laura, then you, Verna, then finally my lovely but untouchable assistant, Melissa. What do you say, girls? Shall we go for it?"

The fear in Melissa's hazel eyes changed to anger. "Are you out of your mind?" she demanded.

Adrian looked at her. "What difference does it make? We're all going to die anyway, probably."

Melissa returned her boss's look as though the thought of death had never occurred to her. After a few seconds, a slow, sinister smile broke over her face. "Well, Mr. Davis," she began, shifting her gaze to her two female companions, "if you're right and none of this makes any difference, then I have a better idea... something I've always wanted to do... Laura and Verna too, I imagine."

Now Adrian smiled. "And what would that be, Ms. McVicars?" he inquired.

"Mr. Davis, you're such a sexist pig... I don't think any of us could rest comfortably in the afterlife knowing that we had a chance to punish you for your sins against women and didn't take it."

The developer's smile began to fade. "What the hell are you talking about?" he said.

Melissa stood up and retrieved several strands of wire from the floor of the trailer. "Well, like my mother used to say to my brother and me whenever we screwed up," she said, moving closer to her boss, wire in hand, "you're long overdue for a good, sound spanking."

Adrian's eyes widened and he began to back toward the door. "You're... crazy!" he declared.

"I don't think my idea is any crazier than yours, sir," she replied. Then she turned toward Laura and Verna. "What do you say, girls, will you help me put this pig in his place?"

The two young office assistants looked first at Melissa, then at each other. "Why not?" Laura exclaimed, standing up. Verna joined her, and together the three women closed in on their employer, cornering him near the sealed door of the trailer. In spite of the incessant wailing of the siren and the occasional drone of the radio, the threat of the radiation cloud outside ceased to exist.

Over their boss's loud protestations, the trio quickly bound his hands and feet with the heavy wire. An instant later, Melissa stuffed a handkerchief in his mouth to stifle his voice. Working together, they managed to get his suit pants and boxer shorts down to his ankles. Verna picked up a thick metal ruler. "What do you think of this?" she asked rhetorically.

Melissa and Laura looked at the ruler. "This should do just fine," Melissa said. Then she turned to her boss, now trembling a little in anticipation. He wasn't nearly as angry as he was afraid. "Let's bend him over one of the chairs." Again, working together, the three women secured the lean body of their boss over the back of the nearest folding chair. For a moment, they stood back and admired the view of his naked bottom squirming while his hands and feet strained against the insulated wire that bound him to the chair.

Melissa took the ruler from Verna's hands and moved closer to her target. She was just about to strike a blow across his broad posterior when the voice from the radio suddenly became louder. "...details are still sketchy, but it appears at this time that the cloud has mostly dissipated and what little is left is drifting off in the direction of Lake Conklin. I repeat, only those in the Lake Conklin area are in any danger from the cloud."

Melissa issued a huge sigh of relief. "Lake Conklin is fifteen miles in the opposite direction," she exclaimed. "It appears we're not going to die after all."

"Wha... what about him?" Laura asked, gazing at the straining body of their helpless employer.

Melissa thought for a moment. "Well... we can't just let him go... not now," she replied. "I know... Verna, get the digital camera from the car. Let's get some pictures." Verna nodded and cautiously opened the trailer door. Melissa turned her attention to Adrian. "Adrian, the good news is that we seem to be spared a horrible death from radiation. The bad news, at least for you, is that we are still going to spank you, and after we're through reddening your sorry butt, you still won't get to fuck any of us. Instead, we're going to have pictures of you and we will not hesitate to post them on your web site if you ever make advances toward any of us again. If you understand what I'm saying to you, nod your head." The developer's entire body quivered with anger. Melissa slapped the ruler across the center of both cheeks. "Expressing anger will only make your situation worse," she declared. "Now, do you understand what I just said?" She punctuated her question with five more hard blows, delivered in rapid succession.

Adrian quickly nodded his head and tried to say something that was stifled by the handkerchief. A moment later, Verna reappeared, carrying a small digital camera. "Nice work, Melissa," she said, studying the marks covering Adrian's bottom.

"Thank you, Verna," Melissa giggled. "You'll get a turn. But for now, I've got quite a score to settle with our boss. Make sure to get some good pictures." Immediately after she said this, she began to pound a steady rhythm of strokes from the heavy ruler onto the upturned posterior of her mentor. "This is for all the times you've leered at me," she said. The bottom displayed before her began to change from pink to deep crimson as she discharged her anger through the crisp motion of her right wrist. After about a hundred hard strokes, she stopped and handed the ruler to Laura. "Your turn, honey," she said. "Don't be easy on this pig."

"Don't worry," Laura said, moving in behind the bruised bottom, now swaying from side to side. With the ruler in her hand, Laura wasted little time in using it. Again and again and again she slashed at the unprotected flesh bent over in front of her. Tears filled Adrian's eyes and spilled down his cheeks. He tried to scream, but his voice was once again muffled by the cloth in his mouth.

Verna stood close by, snapping pictures with the digital camera. "These should be great," she said, occasionally checking the viewer. "But don't forget, I want a piece of him too."

Laura slapped Adrian's upper thighs with the ruler five more times, eliciting a fresh storm of tears. "Okay," she said, suddenly out of breath. "I guess I'm satisfied." She was about to hand the ruler to her companion, when she turned and planted five more blows on the heavily bruised posterior. "Who would have thought that spanking a man could be so... so much fun," she exclaimed. "I could get used to this."

Verna grabbed the ruler out of Laura's fist and handed the camera to Melissa. "Okay, Mr. Pig, time for a little payback." Adrian's eyes widened in horror and again he tried to scream in protest. However, Verna paid no attention to any feature of her boss's anatomy except his bottom, which was already turning purple all over. She hesitated for a moment while she studied it, looking for some patch of flesh that was as yet unmarked. When she didn't see one, she laid into him anyway, issuing a sequence of thirty blows that were so hard that they caused him to bite down on his tongue. By the time Verna was done, Adrian was sobbing hysterically, all vestiges of the one time sexist pig gone completely, carried away by the river of tears.

Satisfied, Verna set the ruler down on the metal desk. "Melissa, you better secure that camera... we probably should let him up sometime soon."

Melissa nodded, extracted a key from her pocket, opened the bottom drawer in the file cabinet, and placed the camera inside. "That will hold it for awhile," she said, placing the key back into her pocket. "That's my drawer and I have the only key." Then she turned her attention toward Adrian, now a pathetic heap of broken manhood. "Well, Adrian, I'm going to take the handkerchief out of your mouth. What you say first will determine what happens next. Do you understand?"

The developer nodded quickly. Melissa carefully removed the now soggy cloth from his mouth. He spit a stream of saliva onto the floor. "I... I... I'm sorry," he said, attempting to choke back the sobs that were welling up from deep within his chest.

"What are you sorry for?" Melissa asked.

"For... for being... such a... you know... sexist pig," he replied.

Melissa smiled. "Do you promise to change your attitude?"

Adrian paused. "No, I can't promise that," he said at last. All three women stopped smiling. "I guess I can't help being the way I am," he continued quickly, "I like women... I'm not going to apologize for that no matter what you do to me. But, I do promise that I will do my best to keep my relationship with the three of you strictly professional. All three of you are good employees... the best. I can't afford to lose that. Now, will you let me up please?"

Melissa looked into the faces of her two companions. "I guess I can live with that answer," she said. "What about you two?" Laura and Verna both nodded. "Okay, Adrian, we will untie you and let you up... but no funny stuff and no attempts at reprisal... okay?"

"I promise," Adrian said a bit meekly. With a nod from Melissa, Laura and Verna untied his hands while she worked on his feet. A moment later, he was free of the chair and standing up, his hands clutching his wounded posterior. After a few minutes of intense rubbing, he looked at his three employees. "I'm not so sure that I wouldn't have preferred the radiation cloud," he said.

"Perhaps," Melissa rejoined. "But we still have one problem."

"What's that?" he asked, still massaging his naked flesh.

"The car," she replied. "It's still stuck in the mud."

Adrian managed a weak smile and brushed away the remaining tears from his eyes. "Well..." he began cautiously, "maybe we'll have to spend the night here."

Melissa rolled her eyes. "Don't make us do this again, Mr. Davis," she said, picking up the ruler.

Adrian shrank back away from the ruler. "I... was just kidding," he said. "My cell phone is on the front seat of the car."

The smile returned to the office manager's face. "Perhaps there is hope for you yet," she said. Then she put the heavy metal ruler in the pocket of her cotton jumper. "But I think I'll keep this just in case."


9. Spanking on the Radio

"Are you a call girl or not? I mean, with a name like Bunny what else could you be?" Overton's resonant voice exploded through the radio speaker like polytonal thunder. It was so compelling that everyone tuned to WYSP at ten o'clock on this particular night stopped whatever they were doing and gave the radio their undivided attention.

"Yes, but..." returned a much softer female voice.

"Look," Overton interrupted, "do men call you?"

"Yes, usually," answered Bunny.

"And," Overton continued, his voice rising a notch, "do you take care of their wants and needs if they pay you?"

"Yes."

"Well then. Here I am. I'm a man, I called you, and I'm holding two hundred dollars in my hand." Overton's triumphant crescendoing voice was followed by what sounded like the rustle of money. "Are you going to take care of me?"

There was a slight pause during which every listener in Conroy County was entirely focused on the radio. "Well, I-I..." Bunny stammered.

The rustling sound was heard again. "Okay, we'll make it three hundred," Overton said.

"What do you want me to do, Mr. Overton?" The voice was bolder now, perhaps even a bit husky.

"I want you to go down on Brian, my engineer," Overton said. "I want you to give him the best head he's ever had and I want you to do it in the nude. Poor Brian hasn't been getting much action lately."

"What about you, Mr. Overton... don't you have any wants or needs of your own?" Bunny asked, her voice now dripping sex.

"Perhaps," Overton replied. "But I don't have to pay to have them taken care of."

This was followed by the unmistakable sound of a zipper and the rustle of silk. "Well then, let's take care of Brian," Bunny said.

"Folks, while Brian is being taken care of by Bunny, we'll go to commercial break and present the weather report. When we return, Bunny will talk to us about what it's like to be a call girl. Then the phone lines will be open for your questions. And for obvious reasons, you may not solicit her for business." Overton took a deep breath over the air and then a commercial for Conroy Chevrolet blasted its way through the radio. The listeners were left to imagine what was happening between Brian and the call girl.

However, if you had been in the remote back lot studio of WYSP in Woodsenville on this particular night, you would have seen that there really wasn't any engineer named Brian. Nor was there a call girl named Bunny. There wasn't even an Overton. This entire sequence involving a call girl was just another in a long line of on-air deceptions dreamed up by Gary Bonner, the night time manager of WYSP, and his producer and cousin, Pam Bonner. The voice of Bunny came from his Aunt Kate.

Still, you might well ask how Gary got away with the type of programming exemplified by the Under, Over, and Out show, especially since it was based in a county that was semi-rural - certainly not a part of the country used to this type of shock radio. But this was not a particularly difficult question to answer. Gary's father and Uncle Carl owned the radio station. His Uncle Samuel was the county sheriff and three of his cousins were deputies. His second cousin, Joe Ross, was the county prosecutor. In fact, the small radio station was a perfect example of nepotism carried to the extreme.

And this was very fortunate for Gary, who had wanted to be in radio practically his entire life. He had helped to start a small radio station at Kensington High School. He had majored in radio communication at Worthington College. However, when he graduated, jobs in radio were sparse. Thus, he traveled from one low paying job to another for nearly eight years, trying to find the right station and format that would give him both job security and notoriety. He was about to give up on radio completely when the big break came. Less than a year ago, his father and uncle were able to acquire WYSP for a fraction of its true value after it declared bankruptcy. For several years, the station had been managed by people with little or no originality. They lost both listeners and advertising revenue.

Gary was called to Woodsenville to co-manage and provide many of the programming ideas. He got the idea for Under, Over, and Out from studying important radio luminaries. He was convinced that he could duplicate their success in a smaller market. So, between nine o'clock and one o'clock every night he became Overton, a shock jock on a mission to educate and entertain his little part of the world. Then, after the show concluded each night, he would stay at the station and manage a pre-packaged format of classic country music from one o'clock until six o'clock, when he was replaced by his cousin, Joan Crider. For a man enamored by radio and its potential, Gary Bonner was truly living the dream. His life revolved around his family and the station.

Following a lively discussion during which listeners rated their favorite outdoor places to have sex in Conroy County, Gary prepared to sign off. "We have had some great discussions tonight," he exclaimed. "And remember, tomorrow night we will start a new contest. When I give you the word, either call or e-mail, telling us why you believe you deserve a good, sound spanking. Randy, our station manager, will judge. The lady with the best explanation, according to Randy, will be invited to come to the station to receive the spanking she so richly deserves. Sorry, men, but this is for ladies only for now. However, don't worry - we'll get around to you naughty boys soon enough. So, on behalf of our sponsors and listeners, I bid you all a good night - perhaps even a very good night." And with that he signed off the air. His cousin gave him a thumbs up, took off her headphones, and prepared to leave. Her shift was over. He was left to study the Internet with Conway Twitty blasting out one of his songs.

The next night was Thursday. The weather was cool and damp - the perfect weather for increased ratings. Gary began the show with a short diatribe on how there were no legal casinos within a hundred miles of Conroy County. Then, at nine-fifteen, after several commercials, he announced that the station would now be accepting e-mails and phone calls from women who believed they deserved a spanking. He had several such statements prepared already, just in case no female listener was bold enough to call or write.

However, within a few minutes of the initial announcement, he received the following e-mail from a listener who identified herself as Louise. I truly believe that I deserve a spanking. I am a woman in my early thirties who is given everything I want from my husband. As a result, I frequently spend too much money on clothes and other things I don't need; I am a terrible housekeeper, even though I don't have a job outside the home; and, I often deny my husband sex, even though he is a pretty good lover when I let him. I am very spoiled. I want very much to be a better wife and person, and I know I could be a better wife and person if I had a firm hand to guide me. Please help me and my husband.

Gary was impressed. The e-mail was much better than any that he had written, and he actually felt bad for Louise, whoever she was. Unfortunately, he also knew that he couldn't let her be judged the winner simply because no one was actually going to be spanked on the air. He had purchased a tape of a woman being spanked, and that was what he had planned on using when the time came. Still, he had to play this out. "What a start, it does sound like poor Louise could definitely use a firm hand and it sounds like her wimpy husband could use a few lessons in how to apply that hand."

Over the next two hours, Gary received a total of five e-mails and four telephone calls, none of which was as good as Louise's sad appeal. He also read the five e-mails he had prepared. Then, at midnight, he declared the contest closed and he dove into a segment on how many men and women garden in the nude. It was a silly segment, but he knew that anything dealing with public nudity would get the full attention of his listeners. He also declared that during this segment, his designated judge would rate the responses to the spanking issue and declare a winner.

Finally, at twelve forty-five, after some fanfare and deliberate delays, Gary as Overton was ready to make the announcement. "Folks, our judge wanted you to know that he considered every woman who called or wrote worthy of a sound spanking, and he wished that he could accommodate. However, since only one woman can receive the spanking, he has determined the one most deserving is Rosalind."

This announcement may have come as a surprise to the listeners, but it was certainly no surprise at the station, since Gary had planned all along that his creation would be the one chosen. He simply had no choice. "Rosalind - if you dare, you will report to the station tomorrow evening to receive your spanking," he said. "And... Louise, if you're listening, we all feel that you should quit whining, strip naked for your husband, drape yourself across his knees, and humbly ask him to give you what you so richly deserve. Then please send us the details so that we may report your conversion on the air."

When Gary went home the next morning, he felt surprisingly uneasy. Of all the on-air deceptions he and Pam had devised over the past six months, this spanking scenario was the boldest and most audacious. It also carried the most risk. He was suddenly reminded of the quote from Sir Walter Scott: Oh what a tangled we weave when first we practice to deceive. Plus, to make things worse, he felt a twinge of guilt about the local women who had confessed their desires and needs, only to be turned away in favor of a phantom he had created. Of course, he reasoned, they could have been merely acting on a fantasy. But what if they weren't? He was playing with people's raw emotions, and he didn't feel completely right about it. He wondered if the other shock jocks ever felt any guilt over the lives they were affecting.

When he finally made it into bed, he had trouble sleeping for the first time in a long time. He had restless dreams in which attractive housewives lined up outside the studio waiting for him to spank them while their husbands stood by and watched. And after the spanking was over, the husband would take his wife home and Gary would be left in the studio all alone. The story of his life, he realized. The beauty of it, he thought, to be punished for some sin and then kissed and forgiven. If he had committed some kind of sin, who would forgive him? Who would punish him? He knew that without punishment, there could be no forgiveness of any kind.

He awoke at four-thirty in a cold sweat. He felt both extremely tired and aroused at the same time. Plus, his stomach was vaguely uneasy, as though whatever confusion and misgivings that were clouding his brain had transferred themselves to his digestive tract. Suddenly developing a social conscience was becoming both uncomfortable and inconvenient.

Gary arrived at the studio by seven and met briefly with Pam to coordinate the night's show. He didn't tell her about his misgivings; however, he did decide to move the spanking segment back to ten-thirty instead of its originally scheduled start time of eleven. He just didn't think he could wait the extra half hour. Without fully understanding the reasons, Pam approved the time change. She seldom questioned his decisions anyway - he was the master, the one who brought the listeners and the ratings. She simply picked up the telephone.

At nine o'clock, Under, Over, and Out began with a flourish of recorded trumpets and drums. "This evening we will explore some serious social issues, including why some women shave between their legs and others don't. We will want to hear from you about that. And perhaps some brave lady will come to the studio to show us." Gary as Overton paused to catch his breath. He knew that when he was both nervous and excited at the same time that he talked too loud and too fast. "Plus, at ten-thirty, Rosalind, our winner of the spanking contest, will finally get what she's been asking for." He could feel himself nearly hyperventilate and quickly cut to commercial.

As previously arranged, at ten-fifteen, his cousin and Pam's older sister, Brenda Parsons, entered the studio. Brenda was the accountant for WYSP; however, tonight she was playing the part of Rosalind. The arrangement was for Rosalind to explain to the listeners why she felt she deserved to be spanked. Then Overton would play the tape he had purchased from a spanking vendor on the Internet. Finally, when the spanking was over, Rosalind's husband, played by Brenda's real-life husband, Dan, would appear to take her home. Gary was so nervous he had to go to the bathroom before he could introduce the segment.

At ten twenty-two, after a short commercial break, Overton leaned over the microphone. Next to him was Brenda. She seemed a lot calmer than he was. He took a deep breath. "Folks, next to me is Rosalind, the very brave and frustrated lady who indicated her need to be spanked. Rosalind, tell us once again, in your own words, why you believe you deserve to be spanked." He paused and turned to his cousin.

"Well..." Rosalind began with mock nervousness, "I don't always go to church like I should and I'm not the best cook in the world."

Overton huffed. "That doesn't seem too bad," he declared.

"I...often deny my husband in bed," she said in a low voice.

"Why," Overton asked, "don't you love him? Doesn't he deserve your... cooperation?"

"Well, there's more to it than that," she said.

"What?" Overton persisted.

"Gee, this is very embarrassing.

Now Gary as Overton began to relax as he prepared to pounce. "You might as well tell us," he said. "And remember - you wanted this to happen."

While thousands of listeners in Conroy County leaned closer to their radios, Rosalind paused. "Well, my husband is not very well endowed, if you know what I mean," she declared. "He tries, but... well... he doesn't really excite me. I mean, I've had some guys that were large and knew what to do with what they had. And I thought, perhaps he could earn my respect if he would just take control of me every once in a while. Maybe that would kind of compensate."

Brenda is a natural, Gary thought. He was almost believing her story himself. "Okay, Rosalind. I think most of our listeners would agree with you about deserving a spanking. So, whenever you're ready, Randy, our station manager, will take you across his knee and give you a good, sound spanking while your husband looks on and learns what to do." There was yet another short pause. "So, are you ready?"

"I think so," Rosalind said.

"Have you ever been spanked before?" Overton asked.

"When I was a little girl," she replied.

"Well, this is your night, Rosalind," Overton said. "Here's Randy and your husband."

There was no more talk after that. While Brenda and Gary stepped away from their microphones, Pam played the tape in which some anonymous woman was spanked for several minutes. The sound quality was very good and you could distinctly hear the woman begin to cry.

Five minutes later, the studio fell silent when the tape ended. Finally, Overton was ready to speak. "That was very brave of you, Rosalind," he proclaimed.

Brenda worked up some tears, even though she was smiling. "I think I'm ready for my husband to take me home," she said meekly.

Dan came into the studio and put his hands on his wife's shoulders. It was well known in the family that Brenda and Dan Parsons were very much in love with each other and certainly not adverse to public displays of physical affection. "Are you going to be good to me tonight?" he asked with mock sternness.

Brenda had to cover her mouth to repress a peal of laughter. "Yes, honey," she said.

"I love you, Rosalind," Dan said, rubbing Brenda's sweating neck with his large hands.

"I love you too," she said, leaning her head back and closing her eyes.

For a moment, Gary thought they were going to strip and have sex right there in the studio. Fortunately, she stood up, took his hand, and led him out.

"Thank you to Rosalind," Overton said. "Based on the look on their faces, I would have to say that she and her husband are going to have a very good time when they get home tonight." And he was serious about that. He signaled Pam to cut to commercial. It was ten forty-five and he had just pulled off the most difficult deception of his career. Still, having watched his cousin and her husband, he suddenly felt very lonely.

Just after eleven, as he was about to ask women to call in and tell listeners whether or not they shaved between their legs, Gary heard a commotion outside the studio. He glanced through the glass partition and saw five or six middle-age women apparently arguing with Pam. This was very unusual as the station seldom received visitors, even during the day. In fact, hardly anyone outside the family even knew where the station was located, since the address wasn't listed and it didn't have a sign. He regarded the scene for a moment and cut to commercial.

He opened the door of the studio. "What's going on?" he asked.

One of the women pushed Pam aside and confronted him. She had a very serious look on her face. "Are you Mr. Overton?" she demanded. She reminded him of pictures he had seen of temperance workers.

Gary swallowed hard. In a way, this was a moment of truth since he had kept his identity a closely guarded secret. "Yes," he said with as much confidence as he could muster.

"We want to talk to you," the woman said. Her companions, looking as stern as she did, nodded.

Gary glanced awkwardly at Pam as though he was seeking direction. She just shrugged her shoulders. He knew he was alone now in making a decision. Perhaps there is opportunity here, he finally told himself. A part of him wasn't convinced, however. "Come into the studio, please," he said, extending his arm toward the door.

Once Gary and the five women were clustered in the studio, Pam signaled the end of the commercial. He went to the microphone. "Folks, an unexpected development has just occurred," he declared, trying to sound as though the Hindenburg had just crashed. "A group of women have just entered the studio. They seem pretty upset about something. I'm going to give them the air for right now."

He pointed to the microphone, and the woman who had spoken to him before approached it cautiously. At first, she didn't say anything, just allowed her eyes to dart around the room, as though seeking some kind of tacit approval. Finally, when it was painfully obvious that the air belonged to her and her alone, she took a deep breath. "Yes," she began, perhaps a little louder than she had intended. "My friends and I... well, we were pretty upset about that poor woman you spanked earlier."

Gary gulped. "You mean Rosalind?"

They all nodded at the same time. Their expressions were similar to those worn by executioners - absolutely no humor whatsoever.

"What upset you about it?" he asked, trying to think about how he could exploit this moment, turn it into great radio, the kind they would play back fifty years from now - like the Hindenburg disaster.

"We don't think that she deserved to be spanked, certainly not because she wanted to withhold sex from a husband who was a poor lover," the woman said.

For an instant, Gary was amazed - these women had actually taken the whole sequence very seriously. Obviously, at least for some listeners, he had pulled off the deception extremely well - perhaps even too well - at least for that moment, Orson Welles had nothing on him. He tried to formulate a suitable response. "Okay, what about you ladies... are you married? Are your husbands good or bad lovers?" It was a bold gamble; however, he felt that the women had opened the door. It would be a terrible waste not to go through it.

"We are all divorced," the woman said.

Gary could think of several responses to that declaration, not all of them flattering. Still, when he studied the five women who surrounded him in his own studio, he was forced to conclude that none of them was unattractive. "So... what happened?"

"Our husbands didn't satisfy us," another woman said with a hint of anger in her voice.

Once again, he wasn't sure where to go from here. Real interviews had never been his strength. "Ladies, your personal problems are not my problem," he said as calmly as he could. "Now, what did you come up here for? Do you want to complain about men? Do you want to complain about spanking? What exactly do you want?"

For nearly a minute - an eternity on the radio - the women looked at each other with some uncertainty. At last, the first woman put her mouth near the microphone. "We believe you are an arrogant sexist, Mr. Overton," she proclaimed. "And we believe that you need to be taught a lesson about the value of women in today's society."

Gary felt shivers of real fear run up and down his spine. His dream was possibly coming to life right before his eyes. "I'm not sure I agree with your assessment of me," he said. "But if I did, what kind of lesson are we talking about here?"

"We don't think you should have spanked that poor Rosalind and we believe that you deserve the same thing for exploiting her so shamelessly," the woman said, seeming to gain confidence with each syllable that leaped from her lips.

Outside the studio, Pam was gazing at the scene in disbelief. She certainly didn't seem inclined to intervene in any way.

"What do you mean?" Gary asked. He was now very anxious and nervous, but also intrigued. He knew that he could probably put a stop to this right away simply by confessing that the whole spanking scene had been an elaborate deception. However, he wasn't sure he wanted to admit that on the air, give away his best kept secret. His career as a shock jock was definitely on the line. "What do you propose to do?"

"We propose to spank you, Mr. Overton...just like you spanked that poor Rosalind. You and that other guy, Randy."

Gary swallowed hard. He had invented Randy, just like he had invented Brian and practically everything else that had been on the Under, Over, and Out show. "Uh, Randy went home after his shift ended," he declared.

"Well, that's too bad," the woman said. Then she smiled demonically. "But we really wanted you anyway. Now, what are you going to do? Are you going to throw us out of here for suggesting that you get what you deserve?"

He didn't want to have them evicted - that would be bad radio. He tried to think fast. "No, instead, I'm going to let you other listeners decide. We'll go to commercial break. During that time, call the studio and vote. Do I deserve some kind of punishment for spanking Rosalind, even though she requested it? We'll take the first twenty callers and tally the vote." When they were off the air, he turned toward the group. "Do any of you want anything while we wait?"

They answered by glaring at him, and somehow he just knew that the next five minutes would be among the longest of his life. Through the glass partition, he could see that Pam was already busy answering the phone. He wasn't honestly certain at this moment which way he wanted the vote to go.

When the jingle for Grain and Feed ended, Pam rapped on the glass. She wasn't smiling.

"Eager listeners," Overton began, practically swallowing the microphone, "it appears that the vote is in. Please stand by." He signaled to Pam to open the door.

"Nineteen for... one against," Pam declared through a crack in the door. "What do you want me to do?"

Gary glanced around the small studio. Five pairs of hard eyes were glaring triumphantly at him. He knew there would be no backing away from this, not if he wanted to maintain any credibility in this market. He turned toward his cousin. "I'll take care of this, Pam," he said softly.

"Okay," she said, and closed the door.

Time to face it, he said to himself. Once again, he thought about how he could turn this into a brilliant radio moment. He thought he might even call their bluff. "Okay, ladies, we're all alone in the studio - just us and thousands of listeners, some of whom agree with you, at least about you spanking me. So what happens next? This is your show now."

For a few seconds, all five women remained where they were, as though they really hadn't expected to actually get what they wanted, especially so quickly. Gary began to think that he had been smart to call their bluff. Then, at last, the unofficial leader of the group, leaned forward in her seat. "Well we came here to put this arrogant SOB in his place and I suppose we ought to get to it." She regarded the radio host for a moment. "Do you believe you deserve to be spanked, Mr. Overton?" she asked suddenly, almost as though she was becoming unsure of herself.

Gary was growing weary. "Certainly not for what I helped bring about tonight," he answered very quickly.

This seemed to take the women aback. "Well, then," continued the woman, "since your listeners don't agree with your assessment of yourself, we'll have to take matters into our own hands."

Gary could feel his head throb. However, at the same time, his long neglected penis twitched ever so slightly. He hadn't been surrounded by this many adult women that weren't family in a long time. "So far, I've heard nothing but talk," he said sarcastically. He was sure that the listeners were probably getting as bored with this as he was. He glanced at the clock. It was a little after eleven-thirty.

The woman once again glanced around at her companions, as if to seek confirmation. "You started this, Donna," one of the other women said. The remaining three nodded in agreement.

Donna flushed slightly. "Yes, I suppose I did," she said. "But I didn't think it would get this far."

"Thousands of listeners are awaiting your next move, Donna," Gary said, almost as swept up by the live drama as anyone.

Donna looked at Gary. "Would you really take a spanking, Mr. Overton?" she asked quietly.

In Gary's mind, there wasn't really anything to think about. The drama was heightened. This was a game of chicken between Overton and Donna. He was willing to take it all the way, both to satisfy his listeners and himself. "Are you really willing to give me one?" he returned.

Before Donna could answer, one of her companions nudged her. "Perhaps we should go," she said. "We made our point."

Donna looked at her for a second, then suddenly stood up. "No we haven't," she exclaimed. "We came here for a reason. Look at him, laughing at us. He doesn't think we're serious. He probably thinks we're just like that poor Rosalind. Well, I want you to know, Mr. Overton, that I have spanked more than one man in my lifetime."

"Maybe that's why you're divorced," Overton shot back. He hadn't meant to say it like that, but he was getting annoyed. Plus, the part of him that was getting strangely aroused by the whole scene was emerging more and more. Sex drive can only be repressed for so long, he realized. Donna was growing more attractive to him by the minute.

Donna flushed again - this time she was truly angry. "I think I've heard enough," she squealed. "If you've the got the guts to take what's coming to you, stand up."

Moment of truth one more time. Gary could feel himself grow nervous. However, this thing had gone too far to stop. Immediately, he stood up. He caught a glimpse of Pam outside the window, her eyes wide. "Now what?" he asked.

"Take down your pants and bend over the table," Donna ordered.

Gary hesitated. He hadn't flashed his bare bottom to a woman for a long time. Of course, it had been a long time since a woman had expressed an interest in seeing his bare bottom - probably far too long, he realized. Slowly, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants. Then he lowered the zipper and let his pants drop to the floor in a heap. He left his white briefs in place as he turned his back to the women and leaned over the table that held the microphone. All he could do now was wait.

"To show that I'm serious about this, I brought my big, heavy hairbrush," Donna declared. "Connie, take down his underpants. Fay, you and Geri hold his arms." Her companions quickly complied. Donna extracted a large hairbrush from her handbag and pressed it lightly against Gary's bare flesh. "I'll bet you weren't expecting this," she said. "I won't stop until you apologize sincerely for all the stupid sexist statements you have made about women."

Gary braced himself. He had been spanked as a boy, of course, but it had been more than fifteen years since the last time. He could only hope that this would play well on the radio - or that Donna was not as proficient or bold as she seemed.

A few seconds later, the first blow came - a solid shot that impacted the center of his right cheek. Pain rifled through his body. However, before he got the chance to react, he felt another blow, this one to the left cheek. Then he felt another and another, and he realized, much to his horror, that, while Donna may have taken her time about getting started, she certainly wasn't shy or hesitant about finishing. He gritted his teeth and prayed that Donna would tire soon.

Unfortunately, she didn't tire. Rather, she was just getting warmed up. Blow after blow after miserable blow landed on his unprotected bottom. And after a minute or so of the escalating agony, he was pretty much ready to confess that the whole spanking scene had been a ruse and that he had absolutely nothing but the highest respect for all women everywhere. He was just about to blurt all this out when the hairbrush kisses stopped abruptly. "Well, Mr. Overton," Donna started, "are you ready to apologize?"

Yes, he was ready to apologize, although he wasn't quite sure what he would be apologizing for. However, for the first time in his career as a shock jock, he couldn't get the words out. This delay cost him as Donna tore into him once again, spreading blows on top of blows. He shrieked and made one last valiant effort to get himself under control, reminding himself over and over that he was an educated man and a man with some influence, albeit anonymously.

His bottom swayed wildly from side to side. His semi-erect penis was pressed into the hard surface of the table, adding to his misery. He had to yell at himself to keep from screaming for mercy. He knew it was bad enough to let himself be physically chastised on the air without adding humiliation on top of it. As the hairbrush blows continued to rain down upon his unprotected rear, he gathered his breath. "I apologize," he blurted out in a loud and bold voice.

"For what?" Donna demanded, striking once again with the brush.

He took another deep breath. "If I have ever offended any woman on the air or off, I humbly apologize," he declared. "I am just a guy trying to do a radio show and get ratings." This was probably the most honest thing he had said on the radio since he had started his career.

Donna stopped and dropped the hairbrush back into her handbag. "Apology accepted," she said, and stepped back. Fay and Geri released his arms. They had to help him stand up.

A few tears trickled out of his eyes as he pulled his briefs back over his bottom and penis. Quickly, he brushed them away, not quite sure what the tears meant - were they in reaction to the pain? Or were they because he suddenly realized how lonely and vacant his life was?

"How do you feel right now, Mr. Overton?" Donna asked, brushing his face with her hand. She was no longer scowling at him, but rather looking at him as a loving mother might after having taught her son a painful but valuable lesson.

Gary didn't know what to say. For the first time that night, he wasn't thinking about his listeners. What they had just heard had been no deception. The pain in his bottom was dramatic and compelling proof of that. Suddenly, his legs felt like old rubber and he staggered forward into Donna's outstretched arms. She caught him and held him, again like a mother would hold her son. A few more tears leaked from his eyes. He had been humbled.

Donna kissed him innocently on his sweating forehead; her fingers tickled his back. Her companions gathered around him in a tight circle. "Do you want to give your listeners some late night excitement?" Fay whispered into his ear.

This and the sweet smell of her scent got his attention. His penis sprang to attention. "What do you mean?" he asked stupidly.

Pam was gazing in again, her face pressed against the glass. A declaration of world peace could have beamed across the wire at that moment and she wouldn't have noticed it.

Fay and the other four women laughed softly. "We are five very horny women, Mr. Overton," she declared, stepping back.

"And you aren't unattractive as a man," Donna added.

And then, as though they had rehearsed it beforehand, all five women stripped off their pants, wantonly exposing the lower half of their bodies. A couple of them carried a few extra pounds around their middles, none would have passed as a lingerie model, but to Gary Bonner, they were exquisite. He regarded them for a moment and suddenly remembered he had thousands of listeners somewhere in Conroy County, wondering what was going on in the studio. "Folks, it would appear that I am about to receive yet another lesson tonight," he said. He glanced over at Pam. "Perhaps we should go to commercial."

Donna kissed him on the cheek, while Connie put her hand on his crotch. "Let's not go to commercial," Donna said. "Perhaps the listeners would want to hear this - a man begging. And you will beg before we're finished, won't you?"

Surrounded by five half naked and sex crazed women, he knew very well that he would beg. He would get down on his knees and kiss any ass that was presented to him. He would say whatever they wanted him to say just to feel soft feminine fingers stroking his engorged shaft. To make his point, he sank to his knees. "You want me to beg?" he asked, his eyes darting around the circle.

"Yes," Donna said.

He lowered his eyes humbly. "Then I'm begging," he said. "I will do whatever you want - now and in the future. Just tell me." His eyes were large and eager and hopeful.

Donna laughed. "Men are such sheep," she proclaimed. "Will you change the format of your show?"

"How do you want it?" Gary replied.

"More segments on domesticated males," Geri said quickly.

"More women's issues," Fay added.

Gary tried to think. His bottom and his penis both hurt, albeit differently. His pride was already shattered. Still, he did realize that this could be good radio. "Would you like to co-host once or twice a week?"

"That's not a bad idea," Donna said. "Are you serious?"

"We can sign a contract, if you want," Gary said. A female co-host might even boost ratings, he thought.

The five women looked at each other and all nodded at the same time. "If we're going to be partners, we ought to consummate the deal," Donna said. And then the women were upon him, easing him to the floor, stripping off what remained of his clothes, stripping what remained of their clothes.

What followed was the loudest, most stimulating orgy ever recorded in a radio station. If his family hadn't controlled both the radio station and local law enforcement, WYSP would probably have been shut down.

If it had, at that moment, Gary Bonner probably wouldn't have cared. His career as a shock jock was moving rapidly from deception to reality.


10. Lauren's Sudden Change

Lauren and Steven Stoyaski shared a closeness enjoyed by very few married couples. Having grown up next door to each other, they had been virtually inseparable playmates for as long as they could remember. As they got older, their natural curiosity led them to explore each other's body, often probing developing private areas and experiencing shivers of pleasure that they would not fully understand until they were teens.

Once, when they were twelve, their mothers found them playing together in Lauren's bedroom, naked and vigorously stroking the other's genitals. The two rather conservative women were horrified at what they saw and took turns paddling the bewildered pre-teens. Unfortunately for these two well-meaning mothers, the intense experience of the spanking only strengthened the bond between their children. Afterward, they made many attempts to keep Lauren and Steven apart. However, in spite of these best efforts, the pair remained inseparable and finally and inevitably gave their virginity to each other at the age of fourteen.

Through the temptations of high school, they never wavered in their love for each other. Thus, by the time of their senior prom, they were able to engage in a night of unlimited sex that was so powerful and so creative, that the clumsy efforts of their fellow students paled in comparison. The next year they went away to college together. There they spent the weekdays working and studying hard, but reserved the weekends for renewing their great love and working out new ways to please each other.

After four years they graduated. Lauren became a fifth grade teacher and Steven became an accountant. Six months later, they finally married in a small but elegant ceremony. Their parents had long since given up on trying to keep them apart and were, in fact, inspired by the love they felt pass between these passionate and committed young adults. After the wedding, they spent two weeks in Orlando, exploring Disney World by day and making sometimes explosive and sometimes slow and tender love during the night.

Upon their return, the couple set up housekeeping in a small apartment. A year later, as their incomes increased, they were able to buy a house in the suburbs. For five years, they worked hard to establish a livable home and advance in their careers. However, as they became more successful, they began to realize that something was missing from their lives. After much discussion and introspection, they finally concluded that they needed to start a family.

Lauren stopped using birth control for the first time since puberty, and within six months she was happily pregnant. At first, Steven was thrilled. He was eager to be a father, and he soon discovered that the pregnancy gave Lauren a glow and a desire that he found impossible to resist. Thus, for the first four months of the pregnancy, they had sex so often that they nearly killed each other.

However, as Lauren became larger and more uncomfortable, she started to become somewhat withdrawn. By the seventh month, she was short tempered and reluctant to engage in any sexual activity. Steven tried to understand this change and remain supportive of his wife. However, he found this difficult. For more than thirteen years he had grown accustomed to doing everything with Lauren and enjoying regular lovemaking. Thus, when in the eighth month she suggested rather strongly that he start masturbating, he was horrified and terribly confused.

He began to spend more time away from home, sometimes drinking and just hanging out with business associates. One night, as Lauren was entering her ninth month, he didn't get home until nearly midnight. When he did finally stagger in, his head swimming in alcohol, he found Lauren waiting for him in the kitchen, beside herself with worry and rage.

"Where the hell have you been, Steven?" she demanded, her blue eyes burning.

Through eyes blurred by strong drink and fatigue, Steven looked at his enormously pregnant wife and scowled. "I... I was out," he said, slurring his words slightly.

For a moment the two just stared at each other. "What the hell is the matter with you?" Lauren yelled at last. "You know I could go into labor at any moment... and I don't know where you are, who you're with, when you're coming home... how am I supposed to get a hold of you?"

Steven laughed indignantly. "I have the cell phone with me," he proclaimed triumphantly.

Lauren pointed to a black Samsung sitting on the kitchen table. "No, you don't," she rejoined with controlled disgust.

Steven looked at the phone, then at his wife's angry face, then at the ceiling. "Well, no matter," he declared. "You don't want me around anymore anyway. The only thing that matters to you now is the baby."

Lauren took a step back and a tear formed in her eye; she quickly wiped it away. "That's not true, and you know it," she said loudly. "It's just that I... I can't accommodate you anymore... besides, someone has to think about the baby."

"You... you don't care about me anymore," Steven continued, pouting.

Lauren looked disgusted and impatient. "Steven, you're acting like a small child," she said at last.

"So what!" Steven screamed. "Maybe that will at least get your attention."

Lauren began to stare at her drunken husband, a strange light emerging from her piercing eyes. "I'll tell you what!" she started, then paused. "This simply won't do... you're about to become a father. I need you to be a responsible adult." Then she pushed the wooden kitchen chair she had been sitting on toward Steven. "We simply can't go on like this... I have to be able to trust you... pull down your pants and bend over the back of that chair."

That got Steven's attention, and his eyes widened. "Wha...what are you talking about?" he asked fearfully.

"If you refuse to behave like an adult, I have no choice but to spank you until your behavior changes," she replied matter-of-factly. "Now, get over that chair."

Steven looked indignant. "What if I don't?" he demanded.

Lauren's eyes sparkled. "Well, if you don't," she began. "You'll be sleeping out in the garage... for the next twenty years, and you'll never be allowed even near the baby." Steven just stood there, looking both confused and defiant. "I mean it, Steven," she added, her eyes turning to ice. Steven continued to stand his ground and glare incredulously at his wife, his lips slightly parted. Finally, Lauren threw up her hands with an air of finality. "All right, Steven," she stated with a sudden calmness in her voice. "I'm going to count to five. If you're not bent over the back of that chair with your pants down by the time I reach five, I'm going to go upstairs, throw your stuff in a bag, and place it in the garage... and if you think I'm kidding in any way, you better look closely into my eyes."

Steven dared a look into her eyes as she began the count. At first, he just stood there and quivered. However, by the time she reached four, he sensed that this was a battle he was not going to win. Thus, by five he was bending his long body over the wood, placing the palms of his hands on the seat. "Good choice," Lauren proclaimed as she moved in behind him. She then took two ribbons from her long blonde hair and quickly used them to secure his hands to the slats on the chair back. Once his hands were secure, she proceeded to unhitch his pants and drop them, along with his white cotton briefs to his ankles. "I told you to take your pants down too," she shrieked. "You'll get extra for not following my instructions completely."

Steven began to breathe more heavily as he felt the cool air kiss his naked bottom. Instinctively, he tried to move his hands, but they were tightly secured. He looked over his shoulder in time to see Lauren pull a very large and heavy wooden spoon from one of the drawers. "Please, Lauren," he pleaded as he saw her approach to within striking distance. "I'm... I'm really sorry. This won't happen again, I promise."

Lauren let out a humorless chuckle. "You're damn right it won't," she stated. "I'm going to make very sure of that... You won't feel much like going out when you can't sit down." With that, she cocked the spoon behind her and then brought it forward as hard as she could squarely against Steven's right cheek. He gasped and once more tried to move his hands. She didn't give him much time to recover as a second later she bruised the left cheek with another powerful stroke of the heavy spoon.

A tear formed in Steven's eye and rolled slowly down his nose to his upper lip. Lauren paused for a second to examine the two marks left by her pounding. He used this opportunity to restate his case. "For god's sake, Lauren," he shouted with a mixture of fear and anger. "This is enough."

Lauren answered by placing five more wicked strokes across his trembling posterior. "Shut up, Steven!" she commanded. "Only I decide when you've had enough." To punctuate this point, she laid down fifty more strokes of the spoon in rapid succession. Steven's knees weakened and he began to slump across the chair, tears were now streaming down his face. His bottom was burning.

All of a sudden, Lauren stopped and dropped the spoon to the floor. Concerned, Steven looked over his shoulder to see her clutching her enlarged abdomen. "Lauren, what's wrong?" he asked with real fear in his voice.

Before she could answer, she flinched again, staggered backward, and sank into the nearest chair. Steven struggled against the bonds that held his hands to the chair, but they only tightened. "What's wrong?" he asked again, more forcefully.

Lauren looked at her husband. There was pain in her eyes. "It... it's the baby," she replied. "I've been having some labor pains all day."

"Why didn't you tell me?" he demanded, trying to move his body along with the chair closer to his wife.

She shook her head angrily. "You really weren't listening to much of anything when you came in, were you?"

"Alright, alright," he rejoined. "We can discuss that later... now, untie me... we need to go the hospital."

Lauren smiled. "Calm down, Steven," she instructed. "We're not finished here yet."

Steven's eyes widened in horror. "Lauren, for god's sake... you're about to have a baby. Don't leave me tied to the chair. Let me help you."

For a moment, she just sat there smiling. Then, her body was racked by another large contraction that nearly threw her off the chair. Once she recovered, she nodded and stood up. However, before she untied his hands, she ran her sweating hands across his blushing rear. "You know," she began with a very serious look on her pretty face. "This isn't finished yet. Once the baby is born and things are getting back to normal, you and I have another date with the spoon."

Steven winced and started to say something, but stopped himself. "Okay," he said at last. "Anything you say... but for now untie me and let's get to the hospital." Lauren smiled again and released him from the chair just as another contraction caused her to drop to the floor. Steven quickly pulled up his pants and helped his wife get to her feet. "Get in the car; I'll get your bag," he ordered as he ran around in a circle, looking for his keys.

Thirty minutes later they were in a birthing suite at the hospital. At 5:30 am, after four hours of hard labor, Lauren gave birth to an eight pound baby boy, whom they named Dale, after her grandfather. Both mother and son were fine.

The next day, they took the baby home and presented him to both sets of doting grandparents. For the next five days, Lauren's mother stayed with them, helping her daughter and son-in-law adjust to the duties and responsibilities of being new parents.

Finally, after they said good-bye to the proud new grandmother and watched her car disappear into the night, Lauren turned to her husband and took his hand. "You know, we have some catching up to do," she declared, a wry smile forming on her face.

Steven returned her smile. "You bet we do," he agreed enthusiastically.

She chuckled. "Then let's go to the kitchen and get started."

His eyes widened as he realized what she had in mind. "Oh no," he said fearfully. "I thought you meant..."

"I'm sure you did," Lauren said flatly. "And we may get to that. But first we have some business to finish." She then released his hand and grabbed him by the ear. He immediately flinched and bowed his body in pain. She slapped him hard on the bottom and urged him toward the kitchen. Once in the kitchen, while still holding onto his ear, she pulled out one of the chairs, grabbed the big spoon, and sat down, pulling her bewildered husband across her knees. She then dragged his sweat pants and briefs to his knees. The short dress she was wearing rode up to her thighs, offering a glimpse of her white cotton panties. She made no attempt to cover herself.

Nearly helpless, he looked up at Lauren. "Is this really necessary?" he appealed, fear glinting off his eyes.

"Yes," she replied immediately. "I think you're going to make a wonderful father, but I want to make sure. Plus, you need to know that when I make a promise, I keep it... Besides, I think I enjoy this." She smiled wickedly and twisted his right arm with her surprisingly strong left hand. Steven sighed with resignation, closed his eyes tight, and put his head down.

Without further hesitation, Lauren proceeded to lay down a steady barrage of heavy strokes with the spoon. A moment later, Steven's bottom was burning red and he was sobbing hysterically. He tried to squirm loose, but she held tight, never breaking the rhythm of the spanking. Finally, after about a hundred and fifty well-placed blows, she released his right arm, laid down the spoon, and started to stroke his hair lovingly. He wiped away the tears that were streaming from his eyes and began to move his bottom from side to side. In an instant, much to his great surprise, his long neglected penis became erect and he found it wedged between her bare thighs. The sensation nearly overpowered him, and unconsciously he began to move his body up and down on her lap like a piston.

Suddenly, she threw him off her lap and onto the floor. "No you don't," she shrieked. "You're not coming without me." Then she tore off her dress and peeled down her panties as she stood over him, beaming. A moment later, she impaled herself on his throbbing penis and began to rock back and forth. "I'm not absolutely sure about you, Steven," she declared. "We may have to do this more often just to make certain you stay on the straight and narrow." She smiled broadly just before succumbing to a tidal wave of an orgasm. Steven too groaned loudly, then shot great gobs of semen into his wife.

Thus, they both knew that a new era had dawned in their relationship. At least for the moment, there were no regrets.


11. Indian Agent

Bertram Clements gazed out the window of his dingy office and watched the tribal elders gather around a large bonfire on the far side of Sleeping Bear Creek. The water was high this spring, and the medicine man said that this was a good omen. Clements didn't know about that. He only hoped that this evening's ceremony would be peaceful and not lead to a repetition of the ghost dancing that seemed to precipitate violence on other reservations.

In truth, he was ill-prepared to be an Indian agent. In fact, the only reason he had been granted authority over the two hundred and twenty square miles of the Granite Temple Reservation in the first place was because his father had served with distinction during the Civil War under the command of the recently retired president, Rutherford B. Hayes. Up until this appointment, Bertram Clements had failed at everything he had ever tried, including the military academy, farming, and managing a small leather goods company his father had purchased for him. Lowell Clements was simply tired of seeing his thirty-one-year-old son create one disaster after another and so believed that a trip out west might give him the strength and will to succeed in a tough world.

But Bertram was from Indiana and had never even seen an Indian before, let alone be responsible for the behavior of members of the Sioux nation who had ridden with Sitting Bull at Little Big Horn five years before. He knew nothing of their customs or their way of life, and he had made little effort to find out, as he spent most of his time in his office, huddling near the fireplace and wishing he were back home again.

Of course, the federal government had not helped him make the transition. Three hundred and forty-seven men, women, and children had been entrusted to his care; however, the Bureau of Indian Affairs customarily allotted him provisions for less than two hundred and fifty. To make matters worse, he had been promised teachers and supplies of agricultural tools. To date, neither had arrived.

And then there was the troop situation. He was supposed to have a company of men - about a hundred - stationed near the reservation at all times, to help maintain the peace, should military action become necessary. However, although there was an outpost comprised of several rickety buildings, the only troops he ever saw belonged to a detached platoon of cavalry, consisting of a grizzled sergeant and perhaps ten to fifteen raw recruits who a year ago had been pushing plows in Illinois and Kentucky.

Now, as Bertram glanced over to the single story log house that served as the barracks, he could see that it was deserted and he remembered that Sergeant Shelby and his little band had moved on four days ago and would most likely not return for several weeks. He was now the only white man on the reservation.

He returned his gaze to the escalating activity on the other side of the creek. The fourteen elders were sitting in a circle around the fire. For the moment, they appeared to be only talking. For a brief instant, he thought he should go over and see what was happening, perhaps talk to Milnadi, the youngest elder. However, even though several of his charges spoke English, he had trouble understanding them and making himself understood. Besides, he was afraid of them in much the same way as a man who grew up in the city is afraid to be around cows and horses. They had given him no reason to fear them - and, in fact, bore him no ill-will since he was not a mean or vindictive man, just plainly incompetent. Quite the contrary, they - especially the women - seemed to take a certain amount of delight in teasing him by exaggerating their warrior traits, in watching his discomfort rise as he displayed a fear that was totally out of proportion with their behavior. Mostly, they understood - perhaps much better than he did - that, in the end, they all wanted the same thing, which was to escape this dreary and unproductive land. The Indians wanted to go back to their original home in Montana while the white man wanted to go home to Fort Wayne.

Suddenly, the action became more animated as about two dozen of the younger men emerged from nearby lodges and approached the fire. They shouted, they pointed fingers at the elders and the little wooden administration building, and they pounded their feet rhythmically at the insistent sound of a drum beating off to the side.

"Oh my god!" Bertram exclaimed as he continued to watch, his eyes bulging in his head. "They're really going to do something... they're getting themselves all worked up." He tried to think, to form a plan of action. However, he realized that the nearest telegraph was in Dudley, over twenty miles away - he would never make it, especially as night was settling in. He knew there were prospectors working somewhere to the north and railroad surveyors somewhere to the south. But here, at this moment, he was alone, caught in the middle of a hostile land surrounded by blood-thirsty savages.

He went to his cabinet and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. If he was going to face death, he thought, he certainly wasn't going to do it sober. Quickly, he opened the bottle and tilted his head back. Within five minutes, he had consumed a third of the contents. He dared to look out the window again and shuddered. Now, even the children were dancing, and many of the men and most of the women had shed their clothes. He took several more swallows as he continued to watch the festivities, and a few minutes later, he was overcome with a pious sense that he should at least try to stop what his 'children' were doing - not because they were actually violating any laws or constituting any real threat to the peace, but because he was getting uncomfortably aroused just by watching.

Being himself a rather small and plain-looking man, he had very little experience with women and, in fact, had never before seen one naked. Part of him wanted to see this wanton display up close, while another part of him felt ashamed that he was even interested. And both parts ordered him to screw up his courage and go across the creek. Finally, in a near rage, he consumed more than half of the remaining whiskey, threw on his overcoat, even though it was an unseasonably warm evening, and slammed open the door of his office. He had every intention of storming over to the bonfire and exerting what little authority he had. But he never made it; instead, he bumped into a fir tree, banged his head, passed out, and slipped to the ground in a heap.

When the Indian agent next opened his eyes, the first thing he saw was a small cooking fire. His head hurt and his pudgy body felt stiff. As he shifted his position, he realized that he was lying on a bed of animal skins. He started as he slowly determined that he was not in his own bed but rather in one of the lodges. As his eyes adjusted to the light, he made out the faces of several young women on the other side of the fire. They appeared to be talking among themselves. Then one of them noticed that he was awake. She smiled. "Ah hah," she said and went outside. Bertram said nothing as fear started to overcome him. He raised himself up to a sitting position to wait for whatever was to come.

A moment later, the woman, a plain looking young Sioux with long dark hair and mysterious eyes, reappeared in the doorway. With her was Milnadi. The older warrior's bright face broke out into a smile as he looked down upon the pathetic form of the man who was supposed to represent his 'white father'. Bertram rubbed his eyes. "Milnadi... what happened? Why am I here?"

The elder and the four young women in the lodge all gazed at the Indian agent; they appeared as if they were on the verge of laughing. Milnadi stepped forward. "One of the men saw you hit the tree and fall down."

"When?" Clements asked.

"Last night." Then Milnadi turned to one of the women and said something in the Sioux dialect. The woman immediately dipped a gourd in a bucket of water and took it to Clements. "You drink some water," Milnadi instructed. When Bertram took the gourd with trembling hands, Milnadi turned toward the young women. He said something and they all left the lodge, giggling and stealing glances over their shoulder as they went. Once they were alone, the warrior turned back to the Indian agent. "My white father drank too much fire water last night, looked foolish in front of young men and women."

Bertram flushed a little and took a swallow of the water. "Well, I... I..."

Milnadi squatted next to Bertram and touched his arm. He looked over his shoulder. Once he was certain they were alone, he gazed into the red eyes of the only white authority for a hundred miles. "Bertram, I think it is time we had a long talk," he said softly, losing all trace of the typical Sioux accent.

The confused Indian agent rubbed his eyes again. "What... how... what's happening... I... must..."

Milnadi laughed. "You are not dreaming, if that is what you think," he said. "First, we are not the ignorant children you think we are. Many of us, myself included, spent several years at missionary schools, learning the white man's ways. We have taught some of those ways to our women and children. We here understand that we cannot go back to our old way of life."

"But... but... some of the men... they fought with Sitting Bull... helped to massacre Custer and the Seventh Cavalry." Clements was still trying to clear his brain; he was not yet convinced that this was really happening.

Milnadi scowled. "Some of the men fought at what you whites call Little Big Horn, that is true. But Sitting Bull was a great and powerful leader who gave many a reason to hope. Besides, Custer was a bad man who hated us and was drunk with blind ambition. He needed to be stopped. And what happened that day five years ago was not a massacre. Many a brave warrior died alongside the young soldiers Custer foolishly led into battle."

"But... you always talk about going back to Montana, that you'll jump the reservation."

The smile returned to the warrior's face. "It is true that what you call Montana is the ancestral home for many of us," he said. "But life there was often hard. We like this land; we think we can prosper here."

Bertram finished the water. "But... Montana... you're always complaining about being here... I don't understand."

"There is much you do not understand," Milnadi said. "But it is really quite simple. You whites want everything that is good in this country... but you really cannot tell what is truly good and what is not. If we think the land is good, you will want it. So we tell you we want to return to our ancestral home, that we cannot live on this land, and you will leave us alone."

Bertram scratched his head. "So you're not planning on jumping the reservation... you're not organizing the men for a fight?"

"Our men grow weary of a war we cannot win. Any smart warrior knows that our cause, whatever it was, became hopeless the moment the last spike was driven on the transcontinental railroad in 1869. We should have stopped you from building it in the first place. Now it is too late."

"What about me?" the Indian agent asked.

"Ah, yes, you... our very own agent. Now that you know of our deception, you cannot be allowed to tell anyone else. Plus, we will need more provisions - tools, seeds... that sort of thing. We will need an agent who does not show fear, does not hide behind a whiskey bottle every time we build a fire."

"But the ceremony last night... the dancing, the... the... naked women... I thought..."

"You thought we were preparing for war?" Milnadi paused while Bertram nodded sheepishly. "How little you know of us, of our ways. Last night we had what you might call a fertility ritual... which we need since there are so many women now without men. The warriors will need to sleep in more than one lodge, and the women without men were showing themselves." Again, the elder paused while he gazed at a stunned and confused Bertram Clements. "Which brings me to you, Bertram," he continued, "We want you to stay here at Granite Temple. Some of the women... well, they like you and may want you to visit their lodge. However, you must do two things first."

"What?" Clements was partly excited and partly very anxious.

"You will promise to never again drink whiskey here... and you will submit yourself to the women. We all believe you must endure punishment for what you did last night. The women... and the warriors... must think that you are worthy of their attention."

"And what if I don't agree to these conditions?"

"You could have a good life here, Bertram. But, we know a little about your past; we know that your life has been a failure. Because of that, your family and your chiefs will make sure that you stay here forever. You can live well, with many women to select and good food to eat... perhaps even a lodge of your own. Or you can stay isolated, no friends, no women, no hope in life, worthy only of contempt."

"I could wait until the troops return, tell them about your plans. I could make life very difficult for you and your people."

Milnadi laughed again. "Bertram Clements, you must know that you are not in a position to bargain."

"What do you mean?"

"Are you so stupid and arrogant to believe that we would do nothing to you because you are white and an agent. You could disappear into the hills and no one would miss you."

Bertram's face reddened. Suddenly, he thought of a lot of things he wanted to say, but somehow he couldn't form the words. This was his worst fear coming to life. It wasn't really that the Indians under his supervision would actually jump the reservation. In truth, he wouldn't have minded that too much. Oh sure, there would be questions and discomfort; however, he would be called home, which is where he wanted to be anyway.

But now, it appeared as though the warriors wanted to hold him hostage - for what purpose, he wasn't sure, but hostage nonetheless. He began to tremble at the prospect. "Wha... what do you want from me?" he stammered at last.

Milnadi stood and moved to the doorway. He made a succession of hand signals. The same four young women who were in the lodge before appeared alongside the elder. "I will leave you in the care of these young women. Two of them are my daughters. They will administer punishment and test your worthiness. If they believe that you have become worthy, they will lie down with you. If not, they will tell me and you will be even more alone and miserable than you are now."

Bertram leaned wearily against the lodge wall and glanced at the young women. "What are they going to do?"

"I learned many things in the missionary school, including their way of punishment. Our people never hit each other to punish mistakes - but for you whites it seems to be common and what you understand." He turned to the first woman, a beauty with long dark hair and wearing a long dress made of buckskin. "Kexna," he began in English, "I will leave you alone with Bertram. Punish him in the way I have taught you and your companions. Then report to me. Subdue him if he tries to make trouble for you."

"Yes, Father," Kexna said. In her right hand was a long, thin birch branch.

Bertram studied the four beautiful but determined faces confronting him. "Milnadi, wait," he called.

The elder smiled. "It will be all right, Bertram. Submit, take your punishment because you deserve it, and then you will be rewarded." Then, with a nod to his daughters, he turned and disappeared outside.

The Indian agent began to tremble as he continued to scan his new companions. "Please... uh... girls... if... uh... you leave me alone, I can get you more... uh... blankets... maybe some blue cloth, more beads..."

Kexna laughed; her cohorts laughed as well. "My father told us you might say that. We do not want more blankets, or more cloth or beads. We want you to be a good agent, to be a good man, to learn to like us, especially the young women." She smiled seductively as she said this. The other three took positions on either side of him. "Mr. Clements, you will remove your trousers and underwear so that we can punish you and make you brave like a warrior."

Bertram held up his hands. "No... please... this is all a mistake. I am... am... your father, your white father."

Kexna appeared as though she didn't hear. "Ipa, Pilak, Astar..." She pointed to the agent. The three young women, all dressed in a long buckskin dress similar to the one worn by Kexna, closed in on the terrified white man.

"No... no..." he shouted as his arms were pinned to his sides.

Kexna unbuttoned his wool trousers and put her finger to her full lips. "Please, Mr. Clements, do not... do not... humiliate yourself. You will submit, as my father has ordered, and then we can all lie down together."

Bertram struggled for an instant against the four arms that held him, but soon he tired and hung his head. He wasn't sure what was going to happen, but he was sure that he didn't have the strength to stop it as the alcohol and the bump he had incurred the night before combined to cloud his brain. His arms went limp and the next thing he knew his trousers and long johns were down to his ankles, his bare bottom was fully exposed to four young Indian women, and he was on his knees, gazing at the slim waist of the oldest daughter of Milnadi. She said something quickly in the Sioux dialect and Ipa forced his head down into the buffalo robes on the earth floor of the lodge. She brandished the long, slender birch limb and slipped in behind the agent. She tentatively retracted the birch rod and released it hard across the quivering white posterior displayed before her. He lurched forward with the suddenness of the pain. A long, red stripe broke out on his flesh. She repeated the action a few seconds later, landing another stroke just below the first. He gasped and groaned.

She struck again and paused as she watched his reaction. "My father says that you should bite down on your tongue and take your punishment well. This is a test of your strength."

Bertram groaned again. It wasn't as though he hadn't been on the receiving end of the rod before. He had gone to schools back in Fort Wayne at which the teachers - mostly older, unmarried women - had demonstrated a deep, abiding belief in the value of corporal punishment and had birched students on a daily basis. Being a rather uninspired student himself, he had been on the receiving end of the rod more often than he could count. But this was different. He was a grown man being punished like a schoolboy... and by the very people he was supposed to be supervising. It didn't seem right.

Still, as he looked into the earnest faces of his would-be tormentors, he was surprised to find that he was getting aroused. As the birch rod bit into his tender bottom time and time again, he began to think about being with these four lovely young women. A year ago, it would have been totally inconceivable to him to have been attracted to an Indian woman; however, here he was, bare bottom sticking straight out and his penis seeming to expand with each stroke.

Pilak must have noticed it too. "Ah, ah... look... look," she squeaked joyously.

Her three companions also bent to look; they smiled simultaneously. "You become worthy, Mr. Clements," Kexna declared. "But we must be certain." Immediately, she commenced a long assault on his bruised bottom, landing stroke after painful stroke, tracing long streaks across his rear and upper thighs. He wanted to scream, but he knew he didn't dare. He had read stories about how warriors are often challenged by running the gauntlet. Perhaps this was his gauntlet. He had never before proven himself in a crucible of pain; this was his opportunity. And if he survived, the rewards would be greater than anything he had ever experienced before. Keeping that in mind, he bit down on his tongue so hard that he could feel blood trickle down his throat. He gagged but made no other sound as he endured several more strokes.

Finally, Kexna stopped and laid the birch rod onto the floor. She was smiling as she moved around to his front. "Up," she commanded. Immediately, her three companions released their grip on the quivering agent and helped him to his feet. She went to the door of the lodge. "It is finished, Father," she declared.

"Is he worthy?" came the voice of the elder.

Kexna glanced back at Bertram; he was rubbing his sore bottom, but otherwise made no sound of complaint. "Yes, Father," she said, smiling once again.

"Indian agent," Milnadi called through the door, "you may lie with my daughters and their young companions. Perhaps the fertility ritual will be successful." The door to the lodge was closed.

As Bertram scanned the room, fighting the urge to cry, the four young women lifted their dresses over their heads and let them fall to the floor. Now they were naked. Ipa, Milnadi's second daughter, took his hand. "I will be first... agent, remove your clothes and come down with me."

At first, all he could do was stare at her young, supple body calling to him. He licked his lips while his fully erect penis bobbed up and down. Finally, he came to his senses. If this is what they want and this is what will keep the peace on the reservation, then I am willing, he thought. He pulled off his shoes, then shed his trousers and long johns. He lay down on the thick buffalo robes and gently tugged at the hand of Ipa. She smiled and lay down beside him. Although neither had any real experience with members of the opposite sex, they took little time figuring out exactly what to do. Then, once he was finished with her, he started in on the next in line, which was Kexna. With sharp pain occasionally racing through his body, he had never felt better in his life. For the first time in his life, he was not going to fail. He would never fail again.


12. The Turning Point

Perhaps I should have seen it coming. No doubt there were signs - after three years of marriage there must have been. But if there were signs, most likely I ignored them, just like I ignored every other aspect of my marriage.

Meredith and I met at just the right time and had just the right chemistry. We had sex on our first date and were spending the night together after three weeks. Within four months, as they say, we got married in a fever.

However, I was pretty shallow in those days, and I'm certain that all I saw was a twenty-five year old high school physical education teacher with a pretty face and a cheerleader body. I simply had no real interest in the beautiful person she was on the inside. Plus, I had my career to think about. I was a representative for a large pharmaceutical company and had a territory the size of a small state. The position carried with it power, prestige, a good income, and the promise of advancement.

And I loved it, more than anything else in the world, including my unfortunate wife. Without regret or hesitation, I willingly gave in to that ambition. I began to travel more often, until there came a time when I was away from home nearly five nights a week. Then on weekends, I would do paperwork, review new product literature, and socialize with doctors and nurses.

At first, Meredith tried to understand. As a young teacher, she didn't make much money, and I think she enjoyed the lifestyle my work was able to provide. However, after about a year or so, there was less passion in our occasional lovemaking. After two years, she stopped nagging me about being away so much. For awhile, she talked about wanting to have a baby; but eventually, that talk stopped too.

Thus, after three years, we were at a standstill in our relationship. This didn't bother me much as I continued in my relentless pursuit of more status and more money. Looking back, I don't think the money was the primary motivating factor. After all, we stayed in the same house I had been able to finance on half the salary. We never took vacations and I wasn't home enough to engage in any expensive hobbies or pastimes. Plus, Meredith was herself relatively frugal. No, I'm not sure what it was that drove me so hard. I'm also not sure why Meredith stuck with me. But I will always be grateful that she did.

One evening in the late spring during one of those rare moments when I was between trips, Meredith came over to me, put her arms around my neck, and kissed me passionately. Then she informed me that she had invited Buck and Brook Sorenson to dinner the following night, and she wanted very much for me to be there. Vaguely, I remembered that Buck and Brook were also physical education teachers. I was sure that I had met them before, but like so many other things during that time, they were nothing more than a blur.

I looked into my wife's eyes, and for the first time in a long time saw how important this was to her. Reluctantly, I nodded my assent. She kissed me again, then left me alone, daring a strange smile as she turned away. The next night, Friday, Meredith cooked lasagna and chilled a bottle of Chablis. She was wearing a short black dress that framed her body perfectly. Her long dark hair was carefully arranged on top of her head. She presented a beautiful image, and in spite of my recent indifference toward her, I could feel myself growing aroused.

However, before I could act on that arousal, Buck and Brook arrived. Buck Sorenson was a tall muscular man, about thirty years old, and devilishly good looking. He had been a champion wrestler in college and now coached the high school wrestling team. Brook, his wife, was a stunningly beautiful woman, perhaps a year or two younger than her husband. She had been a swimmer in college, and now coached swimming, volleyball, and cheerleading.

The couple had taught with Meredith for several years, and naturally the dinner conversation leaned toward the high school and the students. By the end of the main course, I felt myself growing bored and restless. I certainly couldn't understand why it was so important for me to be there when I was included in none of the conversation.

At last, dinner was concluded. The two wives cleared the table and moved into the kitchen, while Buck and I adjourned into the living room. For a few moments, there was awkward silence between us, as we both knew we had very little in common. Finally, Buck leaned forward in his armchair and stared at me. "Mer says that you still travel a lot." Then he paused expectantly.

I crossed my legs nervously. Buck was about twice my size and, I admit, he did make me feel a little uncomfortable. "Yes," I answered. "That's an unfortunate part of the job."

Buck smiled humorlessly. "I don't see how you can stand being away that long," he rejoined. "You know, you probably couldn't tell from looking at me, but I hate to be away from Brook for more than a day or two." I was tempted to say something sarcastic, but a voice inside my head told me to keep quiet and see where this was leading. Buck kept staring at me. "Mer and Brook are a lot alike," he continued. "The kind of woman a man is crazy to leave alone for too long."

I flushed with sudden anger and began to open my mouth to speak when suddenly Brook and Meredith appeared in the doorway. Brook was carrying a kitchen chair and placed it in the middle of the room. Buck stood up and moved closer to the chair. "Andy, please come over to the chair," he said softly but firmly.

"Why?" I asked suspiciously.

Buck smiled. "We have something to show you. You'll be able to see better from the chair."

I looked around the room nervously. I knew I was being set up, but I also knew that I probably couldn't control the situation even if I tried. It was equally clear to me that I didn't want to do anything that would make Buck angry. Thus, with a nod from Meredith, I reluctantly got to my feet and started for the chair. However, when I got to within a few feet, suddenly my legs were kicked out from under me, and before I had a chance to recover, I found myself kneeling in front of the chair. Someone grabbed my arms and tied my hands to the back of the chair.

"What the hell is going on here?" I demanded in a voice containing equal parts of anger and fear. There was no response, only someone securing my legs to the chair legs. I quickly realized that I was helpless, even though I struggled for a few terrible moments, cursing like a drunken sailor.

Eventually, my strength began to run out and the room fell silent. At last, Buck stepped in front of me, his long lean body towering over me. "For three years you have ignored Mer," he began. "Brook and I have encouraged her to leave you, but for some reason she still loves you. So we thought we would show you what will happen if you ignore her anymore."

I started cursing again, saying something to the effect that my relationship with my wife was none of their business. I was answered by having a heavy scarf stuffed in my mouth, effectively stifling any additional imprecations. Buck moved over to my side and quickly stripped off his shoes, pants, and underpants, revealing an enormous bulging erection. Then he beckoned to Meredith. As though in a trance, my wife fell on her knees in front of this god of a man and took his penis into her mouth. Brook looked on approvingly as Buck began to sway back and forth.

I'm sure that my eyes were bulging from their sockets as I watched my beautiful wife give head to another man with wild abandon. At last, Buck pushed her back. Brook handed him a condom and carefully he rolled it onto his erection. Meredith got down on all fours and pulled her short dress above her waist. I was horrified to see that she wasn't wearing panties. I could also see that her carefully trimmed pubic hair was already glistening with anticipatory moisture.

Without hesitation, Buck got behind her and entered her easily. He thrust a few times, then looked over at me. "You know, Andy, if you were any kind of husband, you would be doing this right now, instead of me." He winked at me and began to thrust again. Meredith moaned as an orgasm built up inside her. At last she let go, screaming out in passion and pleasure just before collapsing to the floor. I shuddered as I watched. I'm sorry to admit that I had never seen my wife so excited and so overcome with lust.

The wrestling coach stopped thrusting and withdrew his throbbing erection. Then he helped Meredith to her feet. She was still gasping for air. After a moment of silence, I swallowed hard and looked over at where the three were huddling together. "Okay," I tried to say through the scarf that had come loose in my mouth. "You've made your point... now let me up so I can spend some quality time with my wife."

Brook took Meredith's hand. "Are you sure you want to take the next step?"

My wife looked at me for at least a minute, then squeezed Brook's hand. "Yes," she answered firmly. "He's ignored me for three years. I want to make sure that after tonight he won't ignore me again."

Brook smiled and reached into the big leather bag she had brought with her. "So be it," she exclaimed excitedly as she pulled out a long, wooden paddle. She gripped it tightly in her right hand and strolled casually up behind me. "Andy," she started, rubbing the paddle softly over my upturned rear, "Mer thinks that at heart you're a decent man. I guess I don't know you well enough to agree or disagree. However, I do know that you need to be punished for the pain and suffering you've put her through. So, since I have more experience with the administration of corporal punishment, I'm going to show you what happens to bad husbands." Then, deftly she reached under me, undid my pants and yanked them down over my backside, tearing my underpants at the same time.

I knew I should try to say something, but I was now getting very nervous, with fear quickly supplanting the anger. Unconsciously, I began to move my lower body from side to side. I struggled again to move my hands, but they were tight against the chair. Thus, helpless, I lay my head down on the seat and simply waited for what was to come. I could feel Brook step back as she withdrew the paddle from my posterior. "Mer," she said firmly. "Get closer and learn. There will be a quiz later." Then she let out an evil chuckle. A second later I could feel her hand gently caress my quivering cheeks. "Now, Mr. Over Ambition, prepare to pay the price for your self-indulgence."

Before I had a chance to even try to react to the insult, I felt the paddle come down hard on both cheeks of my virgin bottom. I flinched, and, in spite of the scarf in my mouth, let out a muffled gasp.

"You've got a lot more coming," Brook declared as she brought the paddle down once more across my injured flesh. Again, I flinched. "I have a score to settle with the errant husband of my best friend. Plus, Mer needs to learn how to do this." Once more, I gasped and screwed my eyes shut. The prospect of a prolonged and brutal punishment caused my anger to dissolve into absolute terror.

Brook laughed again. "No more stops this time, asshole," she proclaimed. "Now, Mer, watch closely." Right after she said that she laid down a steady succession of paddle swats that increased in intensity as she warmed to the task. Immediately, I began to breathe faster and move my bottom from side to side, trying desperately to avoid the next strike. The sound of hard wood meeting soft flesh resonated throughout the room. I couldn't hear any other sound, but I could feel Buck and Meredith staring at me, no doubt delighting in my dilemma.

After about thirty of the terrible strokes, my rear felt like it was on fire and warm tears welled up in my eyes and rolled down my cheeks into my beard. When Brook reached around fifty I was openly crying, deep sobs issuing forth, fighting their way through the scarf in my mouth. The pain was becoming unbearable and soon became all I could think about. I knew at that point that I would do anything to get her to stop.

After sixty or so, she did stop. I could feel her rub her hand across my burning flesh. I winced, but tried to control my crying. "I'm finished with you, jerk," she proclaimed. "But I imagine your wife isn't. Mer, he's all yours." I looked over my shoulder in time to see Brook hand the paddle to Meredith. I noticed that she had a very serious look on her face. Brook stepped back and joined her husband.

Meredith rubbed her soft hand over my bottom. "You've hurt me, Andy," she said sadly. "But I still love you...  however, after tonight, you'll never hurt me again. I'm sorry it had to come to this, but you really did force me." Then, without any more dialogue, she pulled back the paddle and brought it down as hard as she could across my upper thighs. The pain was intense, and I tried to raise my entire lower body to avoid the next blow. I was unsuccessful, however, as the paddle again bit into my bruised flesh. I started crying, and once again silently vowed that I would do anything to get her to stop.

My wife turned out to be even stronger and more motivated than her friend had been, no doubt energized by the events that had preceded this one. She spanked me with reckless abandon. Finally, just as I thought this would go on forever, she stopped. A second later she stepped in front me and held out the paddle for me to see.

"Look at this, Andy," she commanded. I blinked my eyes, trying to clear the curtain of tears. "You have a lot more of this to look forward to if you don't change your ways."

I shuddered at the prospect as the memory of the intense paddling was careening from one corner of my body to the other. She reached over and pulled the scarf from my mouth. Thus freed, I sobbed like a baby. She put her hand on my head and began to gently stroke my hair while I let the emotional intensity drain away along with the pain.

After a couple of minutes, she stopped and stepped back. "This is the way it's going to be, Andy, if you want to stay married to me," she said, wiping a tear from her own eye. "I will not tolerate this emotional abuse any longer, especially when there is no good reason for it. For the past two years, I have invested all of our extra money. Plus, we just got a salary increase and better benefits. This means you don't have to work at all, let alone as much as you do. The first condition for staying with me is that you quit your job within thirty days and become a house husband. I want to get pregnant, and you will stay home after the baby is born. Second, you will take care of the house from now on. Third, you will service my sexual needs as often as I demand them. Fourth, if you step out of line, I will not hesitate to punish you severely with the paddle. Do you understand?" I nodded quickly. "And do you agree to the conditions as I have just stated them?" I thought for a second. In my mind, I had resolved to agree to anything to stop the spanking... but did I really mean it? Yes, I reasoned, I suppose I did, although this was a lot to think about in so short a period of time.

Meredith snapped her fingers to get my attention. "You have to decide right now," she stated firmly. Many thoughts raced through my muddled brain as I realized that only thirty minutes before I was irritated at having to spend a boring evening with three teachers. Now, my bottom was on fire and my pride and masculinity were being systematically stripped away. Finally, I concluded that I was better off with my wife than without her. Slowly, I nodded my head in assent to her conditions. She scowled and slapped her hand across my bruised rear. "Say it, Andy," she ordered. "Say it like you mean it."

"I agree to your conditions," I said with a sincerity that surprised me.

Meredith smiled warmly. "I love you, Andy," she declared. Then she untied my hands and feet and helped me into a standing position. She drew me into a hug and rubbed my burning bottom. Surprisingly, it felt good. All of a sudden, we both realized that Brook and Buck were still here. My wife looked over at them. "Thank you," she said. "You've helped me get my life back. I can take it from here."

The couple smiled, joined hands, and together hugged their fellow teacher. "See you on Monday, Mer," Brook said. Then they turned and left us alone in the house. Meredith looked at me, standing before her with my pants and torn undershorts at my feet. "Take off your clothes and join me in the bedroom," she commanded.

I wasted no time in kicking off the remains of my clothes. The pain in my bottom had shifted to my front and was displayed in a throbbing erection. My wife grabbed my penis and pulled me into our bedroom. "You won't need to use a condom," she said as she pushed me onto the bed on my back.

A moment later she threw off her dress and mounted me. With a fury I didn't think was possible in a woman, she rode my hard dick until she nearly passed out with pleasure. I too sank into an ocean of lust, grabbing first her breasts than her rear. After a few minutes, we came together. When she was breathing normally again, she dismounted from my drooping member, leaving several strands of sticky white semen on my crotch. Later that night, we kissed and caressed, and made love until the sun came up.

Now she hardly ever has to paddle me anymore. I am working hard to be worthy of the love and patience she has shown me. Besides, being eight months pregnant, it is somewhat stressful for her to wield the paddle. I know we'll make great parents.


13. Summer Break

Joel Preston planned to spend his summer break from college getting a tan. However, painting his uncle's house was not the way he wanted to do it. Rather, he had visions of sitting in a lifeguard chair at Shermahorn Beach, letting the sun fall kindly on his bare shoulders while he watched nubile young women frolic in string bikinis. Unfortunately, his mother had other ideas.

Kevin Fitzhugh was Joel's mother's baby brother and her favorite sibling. Uncle Kevin's National Guard unit had been called up and deployed to the Middle East for six months. Someone had to paint the house, perform minor repairs, and care for the yard while he was away. It didn't matter to Joel's mother that Kevin's wife, Cara, would be there. Thus, after several heated discussions, a few serious threats, and the offer of a thousand dollars to work around the house for six weeks, Joel agreed. What else could he do?

So now, on a hot sunny day in mid-June, Joel was standing on a step-ladder at the rear of the split-level house that belonged to his Uncle Kevin and Kevin's schoolteacher wife, Cara. Hanging from the ladder was a bucket of white primer and a roller. The siding of the house seemed to go on forever; however, at least he was outside with his shirt off.

He had been at the house for three days and had rarely seen his aunt, a woman he barely knew anyway because she and his uncle had only been married for three years. All Joel really knew about her was that she taught high school English and was about the same age as Kevin - perhaps mid thirties. Joel didn't think she was necessarily a bad looking woman... for her age. She certainly didn't measure up to the young slender co-eds he was used to lusting after at Green Forest College.

However, today she was home, her obligations to the high school completed for the year. Joel had seen her briefly in the kitchen earlier this morning, just before he went outside to work on the house. She had smiled at him and casually told him that she would be having a few friends over later - colleagues from work, she said. Joel had nodded politely and then went about his business. What Cara did with her 'colleagues' didn't interest him, unless they were planning on helping him with the painting or the yardwork.

The cars began pulling up to the house around ten o'clock. By ten-fifteen, Joel could see five early middle-age women plus Cara gathered in the lower level family room. They were sitting casually in chairs, munching vegetable sticks and sipping ice tea. He didn't really intend to watch them; however, he was working on that side of the house and their conversation was loud and animated - something about school politics that somehow degenerated into a discussion about the relative adequacies and inadequacies of men in general. When a few of the women began describing sexual techniques that never failed to excite them, they became very difficult to ignore. It was truly amazing how their voices carried through the open window.

Thus, Joel Preston, twenty-year-old college student, spent a little more time than he had intended painting the trim around the windows that led into the family room. Occasionally, he would get back on the ladder and slap a few more coats of primer on the siding, especially when one of the women caught a glimpse of him gazing in and flashed him a smile. He reminded himself that he hadn't wanted to spend the summer at this house and he certainly didn't want to admit to himself that he might possibly be attracted to any woman that was perhaps fifteen to twenty years older than he was.

By eleven, he was so thoroughly disgusted with himself that he moved the ladder away from the windows and concentrated all of his effort on the house. Just get the job done, he told himself... what's going on inside is absolutely none of your concern. Still, when he could no longer make out any conversation, he became curious. He hadn't heard any car doors slamming or engines starting. Then, ten minutes later, when he began to hear what sounded like whispering and moaning coming from inside, his curiosity completely overwhelmed him. He just had to find out what was going on in the house.

Armed with his small paintbrush, he rather stealthily moved to the side of the first window. While he pretended to slap the brush against the wood trim, he managed to align his head with the glass while not exposing the rest of his body. Carefully, he peered into the family room. What he saw when his eyes adjusted to the low light was the most amazing thing he had ever seen. Four of the women were lying on the floor completely naked. They had formed pairs and were facing each other, their arms and legs tangled. One woman in each pair had a large vibrating dildo and was busy working it in and out of her partner's vagina.

Even from a distance, Joel could see everything, and he was totally transfixed. These women, like his aunt, weren't necessarily the most beautiful in the world. However, the show they were putting on more than made up for any shortcomings they may have had in the looks department. After all, he reasoned as he struggled to keep his tongue in his mouth and his penis from poking a hole in the front of his shorts, looks aren't everything. Looks may even be grossly overrated.

Suddenly, he remembered the only date he had ever had with Mandy Carstairs. She was a cheerleader who fit the stereotype perfectly. She also turned out to be boring and completely self-absorbed. Joel was so disgusted with her that he might very well have turned her down if she had invited him to have sex with her. Of course, she didn't invite him, so the whole issue was moot. Still, he had learned something of a lesson about young women who had all the attributes of lingerie models.

A small voice inside his head tried to suggest that he stop staring and go back to work before somebody saw him. However, that voice was drowned out by other voices, voices fueled by youthful testosterone. Not only did he continue to gaze in silent awe at the small orgy taking place in the family room of his uncle's house, he eventually dropped the paintbrush into the grass. It didn't bother him at all that he'd only seen four women or that Cara wasn't among them. After a few more minutes, a herd of buffalo could have been stampeding toward the house and he probably wouldn't have noticed.

It took a firm hand on his shoulder to bring him back to reality. He snapped his head around hard and looked directly into the brown eyes of his aunt. She was half smiling and half scowling at him. "You've stopped working," she said.

He flushed slightly and quickly picked up the discarded paintbrush. "Uh... I... was just letting the first coat dry," he stammered. He felt the trim with his fingers. "Almost there," he said.

Cara laughed. "That's pretty lame," she exclaimed. She gazed through the window. "I wouldn't think a group of old schoolteachers would interest a kid your age," she said. "But I guess I was wrong. Or maybe you're just really hard up."

Joel desperately tried to think of something to say, some appropriate words that would help to extricate him from the appearance of being little more than a peeping Tom. He certainly wasn't making a favorable impression on Cara, the wife of his mother's favorite brother. When word of this disgrace got out, he would never hear the end of it.

The older woman shifted her gaze back to the hapless college student. "Since it appears that you'd rather watch them than paint, I assume that no more work is going to get done around here for awhile," she said. "And if that's the case, you might as well come inside where you can get a better view and I don't have to worry about what you're doing out here."

The invitation surprised him, although he wasn't quite sure why. And a part of him wanted to accept the invitation, to go with his aunt into the family room, to see up close how women pleasure each other. Maybe he could even learn a few things. However, another part of him knew that it would somehow be very dangerous to go in the house, to venture into the unknown, where he would be outmatched by six older, more experienced women. He shook his head. "Uh... maybe I should just get back to work," he said finally. "I... I'm sorry, Aunt Cara. I didn't mean to look through the window."

Cara laughed and touched his slightly trembling hand. "You don't want to go back to work," she declared. "You know that and so do I." Then, with a surprisingly strong grip, she grasped his fingers and pulled him to his feet. "Let's go inside and see what happens."

All the young man could do at this point was to nod and follow helplessly, like a puppy on a leash.

When they were inside the house, Joel could hear more distinctly the moans and shrieks of pleasure coming from the family room. It further aroused him, and soon thoughts of danger began to drown in a churning sea of lust. There would be no turning back now.

In the family room, the women were now massed together, naked legs tangled with naked arms, facial lips pressed against moist pink vaginal lips. The original four Joel had seen through the window had been joined by the fifth. At the bottom of the short staircase, Joel and Cara stopped. "Do you like what you see, Joel?" she asked, smiling widely.

As he thought vaguely about the question, he understood that it was pretty silly. It was practically every man's fantasy. He only wished that he could strip off his shorts and get down on the floor with them. And perhaps that wasn't out of the realm of possibility. Perhaps, he considered, that was why he had been invited in - these women needed a man and he was available. It no longer concerned him that he was in his uncle's house, thinking about getting it on with his uncle's wife and her friends, while Kevin was in the Middle East, presumably in harm's way.

Cara laughed again and touched his fingers. "Sit down, Joel... make yourself comfortable. It looks like they're just about finished."

Keeping his wide eyes fixed on the erotic scene on the floor, Joel tumbled backward into the nearest armchair. His fully erect penis was causing him pain and it was all he could do to keep his hand from pulling it out to give himself some relief.

The five women pleasuring each other were not nearly as close to being finished as Cara had predicted. In fact, just as the chorus of moans seemed to be reaching its climax, Cara herself stripped off her shorts and top and plunged into the fleshy mass, soon to be swallowed up. As Joel watched he couldn't tell where one woman started and the other ended. They all seemed to have merged into one. It reminded him a little of some silly cartoon he used to watch as a kid in which the superhero characters would merge to form some kind of weapon. In the case of the women, however, their mutual goal seemed to be to achieve the most mindblowing orgasm that was humanly possible.

Then finally - just as Joel thought he would lose his mind completely - it was over. At first, the women could do nothing more than remain on the floor, breathing hard and slowly disentangling themselves from each other. It took several minutes for them to recover enough to sit up and form a fleshy circle. They were all sweating profusely and wore smiles wide enough to drive a truck through.

At first no one spoke - there seemed to be no need for words. Then, eventually, eyes began to drift toward their only male spectator. "You know, Cara," one of the women started, her gaze fixed firmly on the young college student with the bulging erection, "your nephew is not a bad looking kid."

Her nearest companion proceeded to give Joel a long stare, as though she was appraising a prize bull at an auction. "Perhaps," she said. "But a bit presumptuous, I should think."

"Complete lack of discipline," another woman declared.

"You're probably right," the second woman said. "It's endemic in today's youth."

"You know what would fix that?" yet another woman asked. She had a trim body and long dark hair, streaked with several strands of gray. A few thin lines extended away from her brown eyes. She was clearly the oldest, but not the least attractive. All her companions turned toward her expectantly. "A return to corporal punishment," she said, answering her own question. "Paddle a few bare butts. That will get their attention."

"What do you know about that, Kathy?" the first woman questioned.

Kathy smiled as though remembering. "Before I came here, I taught in a high school in Texas for five years. It was the last school in the district to ban corporal punishment in the classroom. Hell, I used to keep a paddle displayed on the corner of my desk."

"Was that effective?" Cara asked.

"For some kids, yes," Kathy replied. "I think it served as a wake up call for the ones who were marginal. Then, of course, there were the hard core. They probably got it a lot worse at home."

The women turned back to Joel again. "Well... what about it, Joel," one of them started, "Did you ever get paddled in school?"

Joel was startled to hear his name. He still thought he might be dreaming. "What?"

The women laughed. "See... this is exactly what I mean," Kathy exclaimed. "Complete lack of attention."

"How did corporal punishment help that?" one questioned. All the women now seemed to be completely absorbed by the conversation.

"All it took was for one kid to get paddled one time," Kathy said. "Then you keep the paddle where the kids can see it. Believe me, they begin to focus in a hurry."

"Do you think it would work on Joel?" Cara questioned, casting a sideways glance at her nephew.

Kathy laughed. "Well... he certainly didn't seem to have any trouble focusing on what we were doing a few minutes ago."

"That wasn't much of a test," one of the women said. She was short with shoulder length blonde hair. "I mean, what male can resist watching a bunch of naked women playing with each other?"

"Which he shouldn't have been looking at in the first place... if he had been doing what he was supposed to be doing," another woman proclaimed.

"Well, that's the whole point, isn't it?" Kathy said. "He lacks discipline - not to mention discretion."

Cara looked at Kathy, then at Joel, then at Kathy again. "How would you go about providing the discipline?"

Kathy smiled once more. "Are you serious?"

"Yes... I guess I am," Cara said. "He is my responsibility after all."

At that moment, Joel seemed to wake to the nature of the conversation, especially as it was more and more directed toward him. He pushed himself out of his chair. "Uh... I think I should get back to the painting," he said quietly, hoping that no one would really take notice of his leaving.

Kathy and Cara stood up at the same time and faced him, making absolutely no attempt to cover their firm breasts or their hair-covered and glistening crotches. "I don't think so, Joel," Cara said in an assertive voice. "We're not finished with you yet."

Joel began to feel very uneasy. He chided himself for coming into the house in the first place. You should've stayed outside and gotten your work done, stupid, he yelled at himself. "Please, Aunt Cara," he said, taking another step toward the stairs. "I... don't want to lose the light."

Kathy and another naked woman moved surprisingly fast to cut off his exit. "See what I mean, Cara," Kathy said. "He's not listening to you... It's a complete lack of respect."

"And you really think corporal punishment will fix that?" Cara asked, also taking a step toward Joel. By now, all the women were on their feet and moving toward the hapless college student.

Kathy shook her head. "Hard to tell," she said. "He may be hopeless. But there's one way to find out."

Now, Joel was scared. A few minutes ago, the six naked women had been an incredible turn on for him. However, this was rapidly changing as they formed a circle around him. Suddenly, they looked large and menacing. He wanted to say something or just bolt and run, take his chances that his youth and strength would power him past this female gauntlet. His fear, however, was paralyzing him. And there was still a small sliver of lust that wouldn't go away. It's not everyday that a boy his age attracts the interest of six sexy women at the same time. That was simply too difficult to ignore.

Kathy was so close to Joel that she could reach out and touch him. She glanced over to Cara. "It's your call, Cara," she said. "You're going to have to live with him for a while. However, if you decide he needs to be disciplined, I can show you how it's done."

Cara seemed to think for a moment. That pause gave Joel another chance to express his side. "Please... I'm sorry... I didn't mean to watch... It won't happen again... I promise."

Kathy scowled. "Cara, please... let me spank your nephew," she said. "This pleading is really starting to piss me off." She turned toward Joel. "Boy... at least have the courage to face what's coming to you."

"All right, Kathy, go ahead," Cara said. "What do you want us to do?"

Joel could feel himself panic. "No... please, Aunt Cara... I don't know what you're planning, but I don't want to play... just let me out of here."

Kathy and another woman grabbed his wrists and held them in a grip that was stronger than he was expecting. "I think he's going to be a fighter," Kathy declared. "Someone needs to tie his hands with something, then we'll need to strip off those shorts, bend him over the chair, and spank him with whatever you might have in the house. I don't suppose you have a paddle?"

Cara smiled. "You know... we do have a paddle around here," she said. "My mother gave me her old sorority paddle when I graduated from college."

"That's a pretty strange graduation gift," Kathy said. "But it will be perfect for this occasion. Do you have something to tie his hands with?"

Cara glanced at one of the other women. "Betsy... there's some clothesline in the laundry room over there," she said.

The woman named Betsy nodded and disappeared through a half open door.

Joel struggled against the hands that gripped him. Anger was supplanting the panic. "This has gone on long enough," he proclaimed. "Let me go and I'll just leave."

Cara shook her head. "You wouldn't want me to call your mother, would you?" she said softly. "I don't think she would take the news too kindly that you were spying on me and my friends as we went to the bathroom."

Sweat was beading up on his forehead. "But I wasn't doing that," he protested. "In fact, you invited me down here."

Cara huffed. "That's what you say," she said. "I will have a completely different story to tell your mother... and my husband when he calls."

"You... you wouldn't do that," Joel countered.

Cara flashed a sly smile. "Do you want to find out?"

No, he didn't want to find out. This was a nightmare coming to life. He hung his head in silent resignation. "What do I need to do?"

Cara clapped her hands in delight. "See, Kathy... maybe he's got some potential."

"We'll see how well he takes his punishment," Kathy said.

Just then, Betsy returned with several long strands of white clothesline. "Will these do?"

"Bring them over here and let's find out," Kathy said, still holding tight to her young victim. "Cara, go get that paddle while we get your nephew ready for his punishment."

Cara nodded and bounded up the short staircase.

Joel looked at Kathy. She appeared to be at least forty-five or fifty, he guessed, but with a strong, sturdy body. He wasn't completely certain he could overpower her, even if he had been so inclined. Besides, there were the four other women to deal with. No, he thought, there would be no escape.

Kathy fingered the strands of clothesline. "All right, Joel," she began, leering at him, "we can do this the easy way or the hard way. It's your choice."

Joel looked all around him, saw the determined faces of the women. "What's the easy way?"

"Very simple... put your hands behind your back and let us do the rest," Kathy replied.

Joel's wide eyes drifted around the group. "Then what happens?"

All five women laughed at the same time. "Look... you seem like a fairly decent kid," Kathy said softly. "But you were spying on us, and for that you deserve to be punished a little. Besides, we just want to play with you. Relax... you might even enjoy it."

That last comment really surprised him. He had always thought of himself as being a sexual aggressor, that that was a natural male role. But maybe he had been wrong, both about women and about himself. He could feel himself growing aroused again. Yes, he would take whatever these older, more experienced women were offering him, even if some of it was painful. Then, before he knew what was happening, his hands were behind his back and secured tightly with a length of clothesline. In another instant, his shorts and briefs were down around his ankles, leaving his bulging penis fully exposed and his taut bottom completely vulnerable.

"Bend him over the back of the chair," Kathy ordered.

Joel was dragged over to a low back chair and bent over it. As per Kathy's instructions, his legs were secured on each side. Now he was virtually helpless, in position with five pairs of hungry eyes gawking at him.

"Let's make this even more interesting," Kathy said suddenly. She bent over and picked up a pair of discarded white cotton panties. She approached the trembling young man. "It's certainly not every man who gets to smell my panties," she declared as she put the panties over Joel's head.

Now he was blind as well as helpless. However, his nose was treated to the strong musky scent of Kathy's natural lubricant. The lust was once more overpowering him, and yet he could do nothing about it but wait.

Fortunately, he didn't have to wait very long. Although he couldn't see her, he heard his aunt come back down the stairs. "That beauty looks like it's seen some action," he heard Kathy exclaim. He assumed they were talking about the sorority paddle. He had seen a few of those himself, although he had never gotten the chance to swing one. He had heard stories, however. When he was chasing after sorority girls, he never expected to find himself in this position. He was beginning to learn something about irony.

A minute later, he could hear movement behind him. Then he heard a swish as something heavy cut through the air. The sound was immediately followed by the searing pain of something impacting across the center of both cheeks of his raised posterior. He groaned and bucked. Several strong hands pushed him back down. "Lots more to go," Kathy exclaimed in a voice that sounded like it was coming from another world.

Joel braced himself and was rewarded with five more hard shots from the equally hard wood. In his entire life, he had never before been paddled or even spanked. However, intrinsically, he knew that Kathy must have been a master. He could feel the hot pain radiate through his entire body. He began to worry about how much more he could take. "Isn't that about enough?" he suggested meekly.

Kathy issued a hearty laugh. "I should hardly think so," she said. "Besides, I'm just getting warmed up." Then, as if to prove her point, she delivered five more powerful and painful shots.

"Kathy, how do you know when they really have had enough?" one of the women asked.

"That's a good question, Marie," Kathy replied. "Back during my paddling days we were not supposed to give more than ten during any one session. But I was never satisfied until I had broken the student."

"How do you know when the student is broken?" Marie questioned.

"I think you just know," Kathy said.

"Maybe when they're begging for mercy," another woman suggested.

Kathy huffed. "That's hardly an indication," she said. "I mean, they could beg without really being that hurt. I think it's when they're really sorry they did whatever it was they did to get paddled in the first place." She followed this by five more heavy strokes to Joel's upper thighs.

"How do you know when they're sincere about being sorry?" Marie asked.

"You tell me," Kathy said as she struck five more times with the paddle. "Joel, are you sorry?"

Was he sorry? He thought about that for a few seconds. Yes, he was sorry - about a good many things. "Yes... I'm very sorry," he said.

"Did that sound sincere to you, Marie?" Kathy questioned.

"Not really," Marie said.

"Then I guess we're not done yet," Kathy said. She swung the paddle again, slamming into the unmarked flesh just below Joel's coccyx.

"Wait a minute, Kathy," Cara said. "He's my nephew. I think I should be the one to break him."

"Be my guest," Kathy said. "I was getting tired anyway."

There was a pause. "Joel, if we're going to live together for the next six weeks or so, we need to have an understanding," Cara said. "I have to be able to trust you around me and my friends." She punctuated this with five quick sharp blows to his already heavily bruised posterior.

Joel yelped like a wounded puppy and began to shuffle his feet. This was definitely no longer a game. Hot tears formed in the corners of his eyes. One trickled down his cheek. "Wha...what do you want me to say, Aunt Cara?" he asked in a near whisper.

"I shouldn't have to tell you what to say, Joel," Cara said, gracing his rear with ten more paddle shots. "But... I will stop if you acknowledge once and for all and in front of my friends that you are sorry for spying on us, that you will not tell anyone what you have seen here, and that you will do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it." She delivered two more thundering blows to his upper thighs. "Do you agree?"

Joel wasn't sure what it meant to be broken, but he knew he must be pretty close. "Yes... yes," he said. "I... am so terribly sorry and I agree to everything you said."

"Well, Marie... did that sound sincere to you?" Cara asked.

"I'm impressed," Marie said.

"Had enough, Cara?" Kathy questioned.

"Yes," Cara said.

"Okay... let's get this poor boy untied," Kathy instructed.

A few seconds later, several hands were working on Joel at the same time. He was untied and the panties were removed from his head. The first thing he did was to drop to the floor, rub his wounded bottom, and cry.

All six women stood around him and watched. They were all still naked. "Maybe you were too hard on him," one of the women suggested.

"He looks all right to me," Kathy said. "But if you want to comfort him, Sara, go ahead. He's probably earned it. Is it okay with you, Cara?"

"Sure," Cara said. "It will save me from having to do it later."

Sara smiled and knelt down beside the miserable young man. "Does anyone want to join me, or do I have him all to myself?"

Betsy smiled and stepped closer. "It's been almost a year since I dumped my husband," she said. "I don't miss him, but I do miss being with a man sometimes." She joined Sara and put her hand on Joel's bottom.

Then, before he had any idea what was happening, Joel found himself on his back with Betsy squatting over his erect penis. Sara, the other woman, was squatting over his face. "Do you think we should use a condom?" Betsy asked just as her engorged labia touched the head of his twitching penis.

"Probably," Kathy said.

"Well... does anyone have one?" Betsy inquired, remaining in the awkward position. "I don't know how much longer I can wait."

"There's one in my purse," Marie said. Her five companions gazed at her wonderingly. She shrugged her shoulders. "Well... you never know when you're going to need one." She opened a large leather handbag, rummaged through it for a few seconds, and extracted a foil wrapped Trojan. She handed it to Betsy. "You owe me," she declared.

"Sure," Betsy quipped as she unwrapped the condom and rolled it down over Joel's penis. After that, she wasted no time impaling herself on it, bucking and moaning in a matter of seconds.

While Betsy was driving herself to orgasm, Sara squatted over Joel's mouth. "Tongue me to orgasm," she ordered.

Joel closed his eyes and stuck out his tongue. It made contact with the wet tissue being offered to him. He had only performed cunnilingus once before and hadn't really enjoyed it all that much. However, this time was different. He had never felt so excited in his life - two women using his body at the same time, wantonly disregarding his pleasure for the sake of their own. Guided by lust and instinct, he plunged his tongue into the heavily lubricated vagina, then extracted it and rolled it around the tip of Sara's erect clitoris. The older woman moaned and bucked uncontrollably.

Five minutes later, it was over. Betsy, sweat running down the entire length of her body, disengaged from Joel's penis and rolled onto the floor beside him. She appeared to be gasping for breath. Likewise, Sara stood up. Her body was flushed and her long hair was matted with sweat. "I... I'm going to sleep well tonight," she exclaimed with a huge smile on her face.

"Me, too," Sara agreed.

Joel lay where he was. His bottom was still on fire and his penis was still fully erect and ready to explode. He was panting and casting his eyes from side to side expectantly.

Finally, Marie looked at him and ran her bare foot over his leg. "What about poor Joel?" she asked. "Are we just going to leave him like this?"

The other three women who were still standing joined Marie. "What did you have in mind, Marie?" Kathy questioned.

"Well, the poor kid hasn't come yet... It seems like we should do something about that."

Kathy smiled. "Do you want to fuck him, Marie?"

Marie shook her head. "Hell no," she exclaimed. "My husband would kill me if he found out I fucked some college kid."

Kathy looked around the room, then shifted her eyes back down to Joel. She sighed with resignation. "All right," she said impatiently. "Do you have another condom?"

Marie nodded and went back to her handbag.

Kathy got down on the floor and draped her upper body across the seat of a chair. She spread her legs as far apart as she could. "Get him ready and get him over here," she said. "I don't suppose this will take very long." She put her head down and plunged two fingers of her right hand into her vagina. A third finger did a slow swirl around her clitoris. She was moaning in a matter of seconds.

Marie threw the condom at Joel. He wasted no time removing the old one and replacing it with the new one. He glanced over at Kathy; her womanhood was already glistening and pink. Quickly, he crawled over to her, positioned himself behind her, and thrust his penis deep inside. She was soft and loose, but felt wonderful anyway.

"Fuck me slow and deep," Kathy instructed through gritted teeth. "Take your time... if you can."

Joel had never received instructions on how to have intercourse, especially from the woman. He tried to comply; however, he was far too excited to exert much control. He lasted about a minute before he exploded inside her, filling the tip of the condom with what seemed like a gallon of semen. Kathy, he noticed, seemed to clamp down at precisely the same moment and groaned. He guessed that she, too, must have climaxed.

He pulled out and tenderly kissed her sweating neck. "Thank you," he said softly.

Kathy raised her head and smiled. "You're welcome."

Cara touched her nephew on his blushing cheek. "Perhaps you should go take a nap," she suggested. "You can go back to painting later."

Joel nodded. He did feel oddly tired. He didn't want to leave, but he knew he had to. He could only hope that Cara would have some or all of these women over to the house often. And if that was the case, he would make sure that there was enough work to do around the house to keep him occupied until the end of the summer - and perhaps a little longer.


14. The Sirens of Salem

Tom Forman was feeling exceptionally full of himself as he sat across the table from the owner of Jeffers Pharmacy, the largest of the three drugstores in the town of Salem. Although it certainly wasn't the largest contract he had ever negotiated, Tom was still surprised and very pleased that he was able to convince the conservative pharmacist to stock so much of Tom's new line of power foods and beverages. The success definitely made his two day swing through Blaine County worthwhile.

It was three o'clock on Friday afternoon. However, Tom wasn't particularly anxious to make the two hour drive back to the stark one bedroom apartment he had been calling home ever since his wife divorced him a year ago. He gulped the last of his second martini and looked across the table at his companion, Frank Jeffers, a man at least twenty years older than Tom. "So, Frank, what do you folks do for fun around here on a Friday night?"

Frank gave Tom a fatherly smile. "Go home and spend time with our families," he replied quickly. "Of course, the Pizza Hut over on Salem Road is popular with the younger crowd."

Just then, the waitress approached the table. Tom, who fancied himself a lothario, noticed that she was reasonably attractive for a woman who was at least thirty. He reasoned that under any circumstances she was probably the best this town had to offer. And she wasn't wearing a ring on the third finger of her left hand. "Can I get you anything more here?" she asked cheerfully, her blue eyes moving back and forth between the two men.

Frank shook his head. "Nothing more for me, Franny," he said. "I've got to get back to the store."

Tom flashed his best smile toward Franny. "I certainly wouldn't mind buying you a drink, honey, as soon as you're all done here."

Franny's pleasant smile turned to ice and she glared at the salesman. "No, thank you," she said in a very controlled voice. Then she dropped the check on the table, turned around, and walked away stiffly.

Tom huffed and looked over at Frank. "What's with her?" he questioned rhetorically. "I was just trying to be friendly."

Frank slid out of the booth and stood up. "She's not looking for that kind of friend," he answered. He turned toward the door. "Tom... I hope your power bars sell better than you do. Thanks for lunch." He walked away without waiting for a reply.

Tom flushed slightly, took a deep breath, and gathered himself together. He had been rebuffed before many times. He was determined not to let it bother him, especially the rejection of some small town yokel who was probably way past her prime. He picked up the check and studied it for a few seconds. Then he took out his wallet and set down the exact amount plus fifty cents. That will show her, he said to himself as he moved to the door, taking a detour to the men's room.

Outside, the weather was beautiful for May. The sun was shining and the temperature was hovering in the low seventies. There was very little traffic. He got into his Sebring and directed it south toward Highway 46 and the edge of town where the houses were further apart. When he had gotten about two miles away from the center of Salem, his gaze was captured by a large white two-story house that appeared to be a well-restored nineteenth century farmhouse. However, more interesting than the house were the two women working in a flower bed near the roadside. Both had long flowing hair; both were trim and buxom. Both were wearing white short shorts that were so tight that he could see the outline of a thong underneath the thin cotton. Both were wearing a tank top with no bra underneath.

Almost as if it had a mind of its own, the Sebring drifted so close to the side of the road that it clipped the mailbox and newspaper holder at the end of the driveway. The sound of metal bumping up against wood shook Tom, and his fantasy dissolved quickly. Once he realized what he had done, he was very tempted to speed away, to try to forget the whole thing. However, when he saw the two women standing up and pointing in his direction, he knew he had to stop. He definitely didn't feel like risking an unpleasant encounter with the local police.

With that in mind, he stopped the Sebring, backed up, and pulled it off the road in front of the house. He took a deep breath and stepped out of the car. "I am so sorry," he declared as he boldly approached the yard. "I... thought I saw something in the road and tried to swerve out of the way." He paused and looked at the two women, hoping that one of them would say something, give him something to react to.

Neither said a word. They just continued to glare at him.

Once again, he gathered himself together. He was, after all, a salesman. He resolved that he would approach the situation as if he was trying to make a sale. "I'm sorry about your mailbox," he said. "I will pay for the damage, of course."

For several seconds, the two women stayed where they were. Finally, one of them looked at him as though she was appraising him. "Why don't we go into the house and talk about it?" she said.

Tom consciously suppressed a smile. Perhaps this will turn out better than I thought, he told himself. "Sure... whatever would satisfy you," he said. He couldn't help thinking how he would like to satisfy them... if only they would give him the chance.

"Follow us," the woman said, turning on her bare feet and walking toward the garage. Her companion followed close behind.

Tom also followed, admiring how their taut bottoms filled out the shorts. He could feel his penis grow inside his briefs. It felt uncomfortable, and he had to restrain himself from reaching down his pants.

A few minutes later, he found himself in the middle of a large and well-appointed country kitchen with a picture window that overlooked a massive backyard. The beauty and immensity surprised him and he couldn't help wondering just who these women were. Quickly, he noted that neither was wearing a wedding ring. He also noted what he thought was a strong family resemblance and he determined that they must be sisters. He became excited at the possibilities: two very attractive and unmarried sisters living in a beautiful old house in the midst of yokelville. They must be lonely and in need of sophisticated male companionship, he reasoned.

For at least a minute, he stood in the middle of the kitchen admiring the view both outside and inside the house. Then it occurred to him that no one was saying anything. "Beautiful house," he exclaimed, mostly to break the awkward silence.

"Thank you," one of the women said without any real sincerity in her voice.

"You're obviously not from around here," her companion said, her eyes studying him.

Tom started to feel very uncomfortable. "No," he said. "I'm a sales rep passing through town."

"What do you sell?" the first woman asked.

"I represent a relatively new line of power foods and beverages," he replied. "Frank Jeffers is going to carry the products in his pharmacy."

Both women scowled and continued their hot glare. "You said something about paying for the mailbox," the second woman said suddenly.

Tom seemed almost relieved. He wasn't at all sure he wanted to stay in the house, in spite of the potential offered by the two women. "Yes," he said. "Just tell me how much you think it's worth."

The two women looked at each other and smiled. However, before they said anything, the sound of a car door slamming in the driveway penetrated the thick air. "Our cousin will be the best person to answer your question," the first woman said.

A few seconds later, the door that led from the garage opened. Tom turned to see the waitress from the tavern. He gasped.

She walked to within a few feet of him. "You still want to buy me that drink?" she asked coldly.

He tried to meet her gaze but couldn't. He was being outmatched and he knew it. "Look... I'm sorry," he said.

"What are you sorry for?" she questioned.

"I... I... if I offended you back there... I apologize... I... was just being friendly... I'm a salesman... I can't help it," he stammered.

"So... your invitation didn't mean anything to you?" the waitress persisted, obviously enjoying watching him squirm.

"I didn't mean it that way," he said. All of a sudden being alone in his one bedroom apartment was looking good.

"What about our mailbox?" the first woman reminded him.

"And that insult of a tip you left?" the waitress added.

"Wha... what do you want?" Tom asked.

The three women looked at each other and nodded at the same time. "We don't want your money," the first woman declared.

"No," the second woman continued. "We want to take you to the basement and teach you a lesson about how to treat women."

"And then maybe have some fun with you," the waitress said.

Now Tom was both scared and angry. "This is ridiculous," he exclaimed. "All I did was hit your mailbox. A hundred dollars ought to cover it, plus sweeten your tip."

"We already said we don't want your money," the first woman said.

"Maybe we should call Clinton," the second woman said.

"Who's Clinton?" Tom questioned.

"The duty sergeant for the Salem PD... and another cousin," the second woman said.

"Yeah," the waitress affirmed. "You had at least two drinks at the Gristmill."

The first woman shook her head. "They take drunk driving very seriously around here ever since Junior McCarthy rammed into that hay wagon two years ago."

"But... I wasn't drunk," Tom protested.

"You can tell that to Clinton," the second woman said, picking up a cordless phone.

Tom could feel himself begin to panic. "No... stop... please."

The second woman put down the phone. "What's your name, salesman?"

"Tom," he said.

"Well, Tom," the second woman began, "we are the sirens of Salem... and probably every filthy chauvinist's worst nightmare."

"The sirens?" Tom echoed.

The three women laughed. "Didn't you ever read the Odyssey?" the first woman said.

He shook his head.

"Well... no matter," the waitress said. "You can either come downstairs with us or you can explain to our cousin why you were swerving all over the highway."

"Then," the second woman started, "after you clipped our mailbox, you got out of your car and tried to assault us."

"But..." Tom tried to think, but was too scared to finish.

The second woman picked up the phone again. "You have five seconds to decide."

Tom had never been so confused in his life. His first thought was that this was a dream inspired by his ex-wife. He dared to scan the faces of his three tormentors. They looked deadly serious. This definitely wasn't a dream - more of a nightmare.

"One... two... three..." the second woman said, her long fingers twitching over the buttons on the phone.

"Wait... wha... what do I have to do?" he stammered.

"Put yourself in our hands," the first woman said.

The waitress chuckled. "Yeah... we'll take good care of you."

"You might even enjoy it," the second woman added.

Still, Tom hesitated. "We're wasting time," the waitress declared after a few seconds. "Call Clinton, Joanne."

The second woman responded by pressing a few buttons on the telephone. This act got Tom's attention. "All right... all right," he said. "Please don't call the police."

"Good call," the waitress said.

"Let's go downstairs," the first woman said, turning toward a door that opened onto a set of steps.

Once again, Tom found himself following the women, this time down a flight of steps. The group stopped in the middle of a large and well-lit room. The floor was richly carpeted. The ceiling was covered by heavy acoustic tiles. Along one wall were a long sofa and two padded chairs. Near another wall was what appeared to be a gymnast's horse. The only other furniture in the room were a bar and a small cabinet.

"What do you want me to do?" Tom asked fearfully.

"First, strip off all your clothes," Joanne said.

"All my clothes?"

The waitress came up behind him and deftly stripped off his suit jacket. "Are you deaf or just stupid?"

"Now... wait a minute," Tom began indignantly.

Joanne laughed in his face. "Well, you're not deaf," she said.

Her sister grabbed his tie and pulled him closer to her. She was scowling. "Get your clothes off now, or answer to the police."

Tom could feel the tie tighten around his neck, reminding him that this was all too real. "Okay... okay," he said. With the two sisters in front of him and their waitress cousin behind him, Tom knew there was little chance of escaping whatever it was they had planned for him. Quickly, he stripped off his shirt, tie, and undershirt. Then he hesitated as if trying to decide what they meant by all his clothes.

"Get your pants off too," Joanne bellowed.

"And your underpants," her sister added.

The salesman flushed slightly as he unbuttoned his suit pants and dropped them to his ankles. Before he had a chance to touch his briefs, the waitress yanked them down from behind.

She moved out to his side and scanned him. She huffed. "You were going to try to impress me with that soft belly and that shriveled up thing between your legs?"

Tom's face reddened even more and he felt thoroughly humiliated for the first time in a long time.

Joanne slapped his face to get his attention. "Get completely naked and then get down on the floor... on your knees," she ordered.

He was beyond fear now. Once again, he could feel himself panic. He tried to take deep breaths to gain control. It wasn't working. He felt another hard slap, followed by the same command. All he could do was nod and comply.

A minute later, he was completely naked and kneeling on the carpeted floor. The three women were behind him, appraising him. Suddenly, one of them put her bare foot on his neck and pushed his head to the floor. "Touch your ankles with your hands," she demanded.

With a foot pressing hard into his neck, Tom had no choice but to do what he was told. Reluctantly, he reached back and grabbed his ankles with his hands. Immediately, his hands and ankles were restrained with handcuffs. Now he was helpless. Then the lights went out as something was placed over his head, effectively blinding him.

"Tom, you are a filthy chauvinist," one of the women exclaimed. "But you probably can't help it."

"Perhaps a dose of punishment will help you find redemption," the waitress said.

Tom struggled against the restraints, but to no avail. "You bitches are crazy!" he shrieked through the heavy cloth that covered his face.

Immediately, he felt a foot pressing into his back. "That was definitely the wrong thing to say," one of the sisters said.

Right after that, he heard a swish followed by a searing pain in his exposed backside as something hard impacted his soft flesh. "Shit!" he tried to scream.

"Another wrong thing to say," the same sister said just before delivering two more rapid shots to his quivering bottom.

He tried to lurch forward but was held back by the pressure of the foot on his back. Pain was ricocheting through his body.

"We'll keep this up until you're ready to apologize," the waitress said as her cousin laid two more strokes of a large paddle across his upper thighs.

Tom was ready to apologize already. "I'm sorry," he said.

But his quick apology was rewarded only by five more blows from the paddle. "That didn't sound all that sincere or contrite," one of the sisters declared.

In a panic, he tried to gather himself together. He was helpless and blind in the basement of a strange house at the edge of a strange small town. No one knew who he was. And no one who knew him at home knew where he was; no one would miss him. He was in real trouble. Plus, the pain was beginning to break him. "Please..." he began in a lower voice, "I... I'm sorry."

The paddle strokes didn't stop falling, but they did slow down a little. "What are you sorry for?" the waitress asked.

Good question, he thought. What answer would satisfy these beautiful crusading women? What answer would spare him from additional pain and humiliation? "I... I..." But he hesitated too long and paid for it with more bruised flesh.

"You'll have to do a lot better than that," the waitress declared.

"Your mailbox," he blurted out. "Your tip at the tavern... everything..."

That answer cost him another five solid whacks of the paddle. "You just don't get it, do you?" Joanne said, raining down unabated misery.

Tom managed to shake his head. "No," he said softly. "I probably don't."

The paddle strokes stopped. "That's probably the most honest thing you've said in a long time," the waitress said.

He wasn't sure if he had just said the right thing or not, but he was happy for the respite. His bottom felt like the bars on a barbecue grill. However, even though nothing seemed to be happening behind him, the foot was still boring into his back, not letting him up. This was far from over.

After several minutes that seemed more like hours, he heard a rustling behind him. "Tom, you have admitted that you don't get it," the waitress declared. "Therefore, we believe you need to know what it feels like to be a woman."

Before he could respond, two strong hands spread his legs. Another hand pressed against his anus, and he felt something cool and moist being pushed inside him. After a few seconds, he realized that a finger was probing his rectum. It hurt a little, but not as bad as the paddling had been. "What are you going to do?" he couldn't help asking.

"The same thing you wanted to do to us," Joanne said.

Once again, before he had a chance to think through the answer, he felt something large and hard pressing against his anus where a finger had been a few seconds before. It was then he understood - one of the women was inserting a dildo up his rear. The pain increased dramatically as the head of the device snaked inside his tight opening. "Please... no," he shrieked.

This was greeted by laughter and the continuous tortuous movement of the dildo. "Just relax," Joanne ordered.

"Isn't that what you always say to us?" the waitress added. "Just relax and enjoy it."

"It's time you found out the truth, boy," the other sister exclaimed.

"No... please... it hurts," Tom said, grimacing.

But the dildo didn't stop. "If you don't shut up and enjoy what we're giving you, we'll start paddling you again," Joanne proclaimed. She punctuated this with three quick and hard slaps across his bruised bottom, rekindling the flame of pain that had already seemed to die out.

Even in this most confused state, he understood the helplessness of his situation. He resolved not to say anything more in protest. Instead, he tried to relax and just let it happen, almost as he had advised some of the women he had been fortunate enough to talk into going to bed with him.

Then, after a minute or two, with the dildo deep inside him, he did begin to relax. The pain began to diminish, replaced by pleasure. He couldn't believe it - he was actually enjoying this a little. His penis started to inflate and twitch.

"I think he likes it," the waitress declared.

This declaration was followed by a soft female hand wrapping itself around his shaft. The sensation was exquisite. At the same time, the dildo seemed to move faster and faster inside him. The very strange combination of anal intercourse and delicate pressure against his penis was enough to push him over the edge. He began to moan and groan as he could sense that his body was preparing for a monumental orgasm.

However, everything stopped abruptly. The hand released his penis; the dildo was withdrawn. "You have to earn the right to come," one of the sisters said.

Suddenly, the bag was pulled from his head. Once his eyes adjusted to the light, he could see that the three women were all standing right in front of him; all three were naked. Their bodies were beautiful and glistening with sweat. His now neglected penis throbbed. He raised his head. "Wha... what do I have to do?" he asked in a voice barely above a whisper.

All three smiled down at him. "What a nice improvement," the waitress said.

"We're going to sit down on the sofa," Joanne said. "You will crawl over to us and bring us off with your tongue. Once we're completely satisfied, we will let you come."

Without waiting for him to respond, the trio backed up to the sofa and sat down, resting their bottoms on the edge of the cloth. "Get over here and get to work," the waitress ordered.

Tom didn't have to be told twice. At this point, he had abandoned all traces of masculine petulance. He was a machine driven by lust and need. These strong women had broken him, and all he wanted to do was prove himself worthy and get his reward. Awkwardly, with his hands still secured to his ankles, he crawled over to the sofa. When he was within inches of the three vaginas so prominently displayed, his nose was filled with the smell of sex. It was practically overpowering.

He wasn't sure where to start, so he went for the vagina on his left. It was already glistening and gaping. He didn't look up to see whose it was. Rather, he plunged his tongue directly into the slit and started to lick and suck. This elicited a series of escalating moans, and the thighs tightened up around his head. At least five minutes after he began, the owner of the vagina shrieked with orgasmic delight. The thighs relaxed.

"Do me next, little man," the woman in the middle demanded.

Without hesitation and without looking up, Tom shifted over to the vagina in the middle and repeated the performance he had just given, with the same result. Then, he did the same for the woman on his right.

Fifteen minutes after he issued his first lick, he had satisfied all three women. His body was drenched with sweat and his penis felt like it was about to explode. He dared to look up. "Please... can I come now?" he asked.

The one in the middle, Joanne, scowled and pushed him in the face with her foot. "May I come now," she said.

If Tom had been in his right mind, he would have met that trivial correction with a very pithy comment of his own. However, he wasn't in his right mind. Instead, he lowered his eyes. "May I come now?" he said meekly.

"You see how easy it is, Madeline?" Joanne said to her sister.

Madeline nodded. "Well, should we let him come?"

"I think he's earned it," the waitress said, gently touching her crotch with her finger.

"Roll over on your back," Joanne ordered.

For a few seconds, Tom wasn't sure how to accomplish that feat since his hands were still secured to his ankles. Joanne didn't wait for him to figure it out. Instead, she reached out with her foot and pushed him over. He felt like a turtle with his limbs in the air.

"You have a real problem taking orders, boy," she said.

While he was on his back, Madeline slipped off the sofa and sat down beside him. She regarded him for a moment, as if appraising a head of lettuce. Then she smiled. "I guess I'll do it," she said. She wrapped her fingers around his penis and squeezed gently.

After about thirty seconds of pressure and friction, Tom couldn't hold back. "Ooooo... god..." he shrieked. His penis jerked and several strands of sticky white semen shot up in the air. Madeline managed to remove her hand without coming into contact with any of his ejaculate.

He closed his eyes.

"Well... that was some performance," the waitress declared, standing up and applauding. "Well worth the price of another cheap mailbox, I should think."

The three women gathered around, giving him a spectacular view of their bodies. "You want to spend the night, salesman?" Joanne asked.

He opened his eyes and looked up at them. "Yes," he said. "I would like that very much."

Once again, they laughed. "Okay... but if you get out of line or begin to slip into your old ways, we'll have to paddle you again," Madeline said.

"In fact, I think we'll just leave you naked for the day tomorrow... in case you get any stupid masculine ideas," Joanne added.

"We'll just think of you as one of Odysseus's crew members," the waitress said.

Tom didn't know what she meant by that, but whatever they wanted was okay with him.


15. Revenge with a Ruler

Raymond Cutter, looking resplendent in his new khaki chinos and navy blue blazer, smiled broadly as he ascended the wide concrete steps leading up to Benjamin Harrison High School. In fact, it wasn't until he had actually cleared the massive bronze and glass door and began to smell the old, musty wood and linoleum inside that the memories of his misspent adolescence finally emerged.

Ten years ago he had hated this school and everything in it. But now he was back, tiptoeing through the cavernous hallways in search of the classroom he would occupy for the next nine months as the new tenth grade English teacher. Finally, after nearly ten minutes of seemingly directionless walking, he found his new home - room 264, an old, undecorated classroom at the end of a short hall on the second floor of the gigantic turn of the century school building.

Carefully, Raymond turned the knob on the wood and glass door, and reluctantly it creaked open. Inside, he found a near disaster. Everywhere desks were turned over; torn textbooks were piled high in a dusty corner and the chalkboard was hanging by one bolt. The young teacher smiled in spite of his chagrin over the condition of the room. "I see this place hasn't changed much," he said to himself.

He set down his new leather attaché case on one corner of the massive desk in the front of the room and began to pick up the chair desks. While he was so occupied, another man appeared in the doorway. The newcomer was middle aged and balding. "You must be the new guy," he greeted cheerily. "Welcome to Benjamin Harrison."

Raymond turned quickly, somewhat startled by the sudden intrusion. Immediately, he recognized the newcomer as George Ames, the veteran eleventh and twelfth grade history teacher. He finished aligning the first row of chair desks and walked over to greet his caller. "Thank you, Mr. Ames," he said, grasping the hand that was extended out for him. "It feels good to be back here."

George Ames stepped back and studied the new teacher. "Did you go to school here?" he asked finally.

Raymond smiled and nodded. "Yes, sir, ten years ago."

The veteran teacher still looked puzzled as he struggled to remember the face. "Were you ever in my classes?"

Raymond returned the nod. "Yes. Eleventh grade... American history."

"I thought I remembered most of my former students, especially the smart, ambitious ones," he said. "But you just don't look familiar."

The new teacher chuckled a little. "Well, I wasn't so smart and ambitious back in the eleventh grade," he rejoined. "And I didn't look much like I do now."

Ames continued to scan his former student. "Okay, son, you got me," he declared, throwing up his wrinkled hands. "What's your name?"

"Raymond Cutter," Cutter replied.

George took another step back. "Raymond Cutter. Raymond Cutter..." he sputtered. "Yes, I do remember you... as something of a troublemaker."

"I would say that I was a big troublemaker, sir," Raymond returned. "I was pretty messed up in high school."

"So what happened?" George asked. "I mean, you seem to have straightened up quite nicely. How did you end up back here at BH?"

Raymond thought for a moment. "Well, after you guys let me graduate, I bummed around for about a year, experimenting with drugs and flirting with disaster. I probably would have ended up doing hard time if my uncle hadn't picked me up off the streets and driven me to the army recruiting station. The army turned out to be the perfect solution to my problems, and I spent four years learning skills and discipline that I wished I'd had when I was a teenager. When I was discharged, I went to the community college for three years and decided that I wanted to be a teacher, so I went on and even got my masters degree. I wanted to come to Benjamin Harrison. I think part of me felt I needed to atone for all the problems I caused, and part of me wanted to show you guys that I got it together and made something of myself."

George clapped his hands with delight. "Well, glory be to God," he exclaimed. "Welcome back, Mr. Cutter. If you need any help with anything, I will be in 242."

Cutter smiled. "Thank you, Mr. Ames," he said, shaking the older man's hand again.

"It's okay to call me George, Cutter," Ames declared just before disappearing into the corridor outside.

The new teacher spent the rest of the morning cleaning, straightening, and organizing his new classroom. Thus, by afternoon, he was relatively pleased with his progress as the room now looked nearly ready for occupation, at least by the battle hardened students that attended this urban high school.

By day's end, he had met a few more of his fellow teachers, including three that, like George Ames, expressed great satisfaction in seeing him turn his life around. The last teacher he encountered, Sheila Payne, reminded him that he needed to stop by the library and discuss his book and magazine needs with the librarian. Raymond thanked Sheila for this reminder then asked, "The librarian isn't still Freda Waterman, is it?"

Sheila, a five year veteran of Benjamin Harrison, looked at her colleague with surprise. "Well, yes," she replied. "Is that a problem?"

Raymond managed a small, hopeful smile. "Only if she remembers me," he replied.

Sheila shook her head. "I don't understand."

Cutter's smile widened. "It's a long story. Let's just say that I didn't make a favorable impression on the librarian when I was a student here ten years ago."

Sheila shook her head again. "Well, good luck," she said.

"Thanks," Cutter replied. "Is she still here?"

Sheila nodded. "Yes, I don't think Miss Waterman ever leaves."

"Well, I might as well get this over with," he said.

Thirty minutes later, just before five o'clock, Raymond Cutter, the rookie English teacher, closed up his newly renovated classroom and began a slow walk through the now deserted halls toward the library. As he walked, he tried to remember exactly what he had done to the librarian that made him so afraid to face her now. But he couldn't remember. He had done so many stupid and hurtful things to so many people during his colorful four year high school career that they all just ran together in his mind. He wished that he could take them all back, but he knew he couldn't.

Still, as he neared the library door, he found himself hoping that Miss Waterman either wouldn't remember him or would, like all the other veteran teachers, be pleased with the way he was today.

The Benjamin Harrison High School library was a massive maze of long desks and floor-to-ceiling shelves filled with books and magazines. In one corner was the traditional counter, and perched on a high stool behind it was the imposing frame of Freda Waterman, the venerable librarian. Raymond studied her from the safety of the door and realized at a glance that she looked exactly as he remembered. In fact, her appearance was so stereotypical he mused that her picture could be next to librarian in any dictionary.

Suddenly very nervous, Raymond squared his shoulders and tried to approach the counter with a confidence he had abandoned at the door. As he neared, Miss Waterman peered over the top of her reading glasses.

"May I help you?" she asked in a tone that was somewhere between curious and impatient.

Raymond cleared his throat in response to the question. "Yes," he began. "I'm the new tenth grade English teacher. I was told I needed to see you about my reading list."

"What's your name?" the librarian asked, scanning the young teacher.

This was the question he had been dreading. "Ray...Raymond Cutter," he replied, avoiding her piercing eyes.

Miss Waterman consulted a notebook on the counter. "Okay, Mr. Cutter, the list for your classes should be in this notebook," she said. She started to thumb through the notebook, then suddenly stopped and looked at her visitor again. "Raymond Cutter. Ray Cutter. I remember you -you used to be a student here, didn't you?"

"Yes, ma'am," he replied nervously.

She continued to study him, seeming to remember the name but not the face. "It was about ten or eleven years ago, wasn't it?" she asked.

"Yes, ma'am."

"You didn't look like this in high school, did you?" the old librarian queried.

"No," he answered, again trying to avoid her gaze. "I had longer hair then."

Suddenly, the old librarian's eyes lit up with recognition. "Of course," she exclaimed. "Ray Cutter. You were responsible for a lot of aggravation, weren't you?"

Raymond shuddered a little. "Yes, I guess I was, unfortunately," he said.

Miss Waterman scowled at the new teacher. "Yes, I seem to recall that you had a particular dislike for librarians."

Raymond sighed. "Miss Waterman, I did a lot of stupid things when I was a student here. I was pretty messed up back then. Whatever I did that was particularly offensive to you, I honestly don't remember, but I apologize for it."

The librarian scanned him again. "Yes, I can see that you've made some progress," she said. "However, unfortunately I'm not so quick to forgive or forget. Come with me to my office. I want to show you something."

Mildly alarmed, Raymond took a step back away from the counter. "Look, Miss Waterman, I already apologized for whatever I did," he sputtered. "Now, it's pretty late and I still have a lot to do to get ready for classes..."

Miss Waterman climbed down off her stool and deftly maneuvered her heavy body out from behind the counter. She wasn't so much fat as she was tall and stocky. A smooth, square face, framed by short iron gray hair completed the picture. In an instant, she gripped Raymond's hand tightly. "I assure you that this will be instructive for you and beneficial for me. Besides, it isn't every day that I get a chance to confront a student who caused me so much aggravation. And you, Mr. Cutter, are a legend."

Then, without waiting for the astounded English teacher to reply, she urged him into a small office behind the counter. Once inside, she closed the door and picked up the phone. "Jane?" she said excitedly into the receiver. "You'll never believe who I have here in my office... Ray Cutter. That's right, that Ray Cutter... didn't you have some things you wanted to say to him?... I thought so. Well, this is your chance." She replaced the phone in its cradle and turned back to Raymond. "Jane Malinowski will be joining us."

Raymond, now extremely nervous, made a show of looking at his watch. "Look, Miss Waterman, I really am quite busy," he said, trying to sound confident and impatient, but not quite making it. "What did you want to show me?"

Miss Waterman flashed an evil smile, then turned and opened a file cabinet behind her. She extracted a wrinkled piece of paper and held it out to the new teacher. He took it and studied it; an instant later, his face flushed a deep crimson. The paper was a Xerox copy of a photograph of two naked older women kissing. In bold print, one of the women was labeled Miss Waterman, while the other was labeled Miss Malinowski. Below the photograph, in the same bold print, was written, Jane and Freda: two old bitches that define lesbianism.

Suddenly, the memory of it came rushing back to him in a torrent. He remembered that both the librarian and the choral music teacher had given him detention during the last week of his senior year. This action made him hunger for revenge. Thus, capitalizing on the rumors of the two veteran staff members being lesbian, he had found the photograph in a porn magazine, copied it, labeled the images, and wrote the inscription. Then he photocopied his masterpiece and distributed the copies all around the school on the day of graduation. A few days later the principal initiated an inquiry, but no-one could prove that Cutter was the perpetrator. Besides, he simply disappeared right after graduation, and gradually the incident was forgotten by everyone except Freda Waterman and Jane Malinowski.

"Is that your handwriting, Mr. Cutter?" the librarian asked contemptuously.

His eyes widened as he continued to stare at the picture. His lower lip began to twitch. "Miss Waterman. I-I don't know what to say. I was really messed up ten years ago. Obviously, this was a horrible thing to do. All I can say now is that... is that I'm not like that anymore."

Miss Waterman sniffed. "Well, you look different," she allowed. "But it remains to be seen whether you're any different."

Before Raymond had a chance to respond, the office door opened and Jane Malinowski, the choral music teacher, guided her mature, corpulent body inside. She closed the door behind her. "Did you show him the picture, Freda?" she asked. The librarian nodded. Miss Malinowski scanned the new teacher. "He doesn't look much like the Ray Cutter I remember," she said.

Miss Waterman scowled. "He's cleaned himself up a bit," she replied. "But he's the one, alright."

Jane continued to stare at Raymond. "You know, Ray, you were a thorn in my side for four years, but I think I could have handled you if the school hadn't banned corporal punishment."

Raymond began to tremble. "Look, Miss Malinowski, whatever I did, I apologize for, especially the picture. That was a horrible thing to do. But, like I was telling Miss Waterman, I've changed."

"No, I always thought your parents were probably way too easy on you," Miss Malinowski continued, seeming to ignore Raymond's last statement. "If you'd been my son, I would have spanked the nonsense out of you long ago."

The old librarian's eyes suddenly brightened. "Jane, perhaps it's not too late," she exclaimed.

"What do you mean, Freda?" the choral music teacher asked.

"Well, maybe it's true that, by some miracle, the Ray Cutter we remember has been transformed into this earnest young teacher we see here today," Freda said. "But, regardless, don't we still owe him something, especially for the picture?"

Jane looked at the new teacher again. "Well, what do you say, Mr. Cutter."

Raymond scratched his head. "I really don't know what else I can do to... you know... atone for the mistakes I made when I was here before."

"I think I know a way," Freda replied. Then she reached into her top desk drawer and produced a thick, wooden, eighteen-inch ruler; the wood looked seasoned and the once black numbers were so faded as to be barely visible.

Raymond eyed the ruler suspiciously. "Wha-what do you do with that?"

The librarian chuckled. "Corporal punishment wasn't always banned here at BH, Mr. Cutter," she answered. "I have corrected many a negative behavior with old surefire here, and so has Miss Malinowski."

Raymond began to back toward the door, but his way was blocked by the ample body of the choral music teacher. "I don't know what you have in mind, but I think it's time for me to leave," he sputtered.

Miss Waterman laughed. "I think you know what we have in mind," she said. "And I think you know that you deserve it."

Raymond shifted his gaze back and forth between the two large women, attempting to draw from his four years with the mechanized infantry to determine the most appropriate escape strategy. "I don't have to put up with this," he declared suddenly. "I'm a teacher here now. You have no authority to-"

"What are you going to do about it?" Miss Malinowski interrupted. "Are you going to run to Mr. Jefferson and tell him you were kidnapped by the librarian and the choral music teacher, and then soundly spanked on your naked behind with a wooden ruler? Do you think he would believe you or ever take you seriously again?" The new teacher thought for a moment, but couldn't think of an adequate response to this latest salvo.

Finally, Freda gripped his trembling hand and looked into his eyes. "Now, Raymond, you may have changed your ways - and we respect that - but you hurt both of us very badly ten years ago, especially with this picture. We just can't let it go, no matter how sincere you may have become. I think we both feel that you deserve at least a sound spanking for what you did - and now that you have presented us with the opportunity, we simply aren't going to let it pass without acting on it. Now, perhaps you can escape us this time, but be warned that if you don't take what's coming to you, young man, we will make your life here a living hell - and don't think we can't do it, after all, we're two lesbian bitches, remember?"

Raymond Cutter was gripped hard by indecision, to the point of near paralysis. This situation was simply too much, too fast for him to deal with. Thus, he did nothing. Then, sensing that the moment was hers, Freda nodded to her companion. "Jane, take down his pants and underpants, and bend him over the desk. It'll be just like the old days." Immediately, the old music teacher complied, and an instant later, Raymond's new chinos and black briefs were bunched around his ankles. And still he could say nothing as his upper body was roughly pushed down onto the cluttered surface of the librarian's big desk.

As if in a trance, he tried to look over his shoulder at the two women, now looking bigger than life, huddled behind him, studying his bare bottom as though it were a target. He could see that they were arguing over who was to going to get the ruler first. Apparently, Freda won the argument as eventually she pulled away from Miss Malinowski, the ruler gripped tightly in her right hand. He resolved at this point to close his eyes and let whatever was going to happen just happen; after all, perhaps he wasn't really here. Perhaps he was still in his bed, dreaming this.

However, the first searing slash from the ruler across his unprotected posterior brought him back to reality. His eyes jarred open and his hands flew to his backside.

"Hurts, doesn't it," Miss Waterman squealed. "Jane, take his hands, he has a lot more coming."

With a vice-like grip that stunned him, he felt his wrists being secured behind his back. A moment later, the ruler struck again, this time on the right cheek. This blow was immediately followed up by an equally intense strike to his left cheek. He gasped in horror and pained surprise while the librarian became like a machine, delivering blow after blow after blow across the reddening flesh of his muscular bottom with the thick ruler.

Finally, after about a hundred strokes, the sweating old librarian stopped and stood back to admire her handiwork. She ran her fingers across his heated skin. Then she handed the ruler to her companion. "Your turn, Jane," she declared.

Again, Raymond tried to look over his shoulder. "Hey, wait a minute," he protested, trying desperately to control his quivering voice. "Haven't I had enough?"

Jane took the ruler and delivered a vicious blow across both bruised cheeks. "Boy, it would be best if you kept your mouth shut," she squeaked.

Raymond opened his mouth to speak again, but this time the words were cut off by a quick succession of stinging strikes that left him breathless. Tears formed in his eyes and began to trickle down his blushing face. Then, as the spanking continued unabated and his entire universe shrank down to the area between his lower back and his thighs, he started to sob uncontrollably, all the while swaying his bottom from side to side.

"Pl-please, stop," he pleaded between gut-wrenching sobs. "I was a horrible person back then... if I could take back... every bad thing... I ever did, I would. Just, please stop spanking me."

The two older women looked at each other. "Well, Jane, do you think he's had enough?" Freda asked.

Jane stopped the spanking and gazed at Raymond's bottom, now an angry swirl of flesh. "I think I'm satisfied that justice has been served," she declared, setting the ruler down on the desk.

"Okay, Mr. Cutter," Miss Waterman said, wiping the sweat from his face with a tissue. "You have atoned for past sins and helped us to restore some of the dignity you stole with this picture." She held up the offending picture, then, in a surprise move, tore it to little pieces and threw them into the wastebasket.

The stunned and bruised novice English teacher stood up slowly and tried to steady himself. Both women immediately grabbed him to keep him from falling. When he was standing without assistance, Freda looked at him. "Ray, please put the horse back in the barn, if you know what I mean."

Raymond flushed with embarrassment as he realized that he was still naked from the waist down. Quickly, he pulled up his briefs and chinos, wincing a little as the cotton came into contact with his newly broiled flesh. "May I go now?" he asked meekly once his attire was restored.

Both women smiled at him, and Jane opened the office door, letting in a gush of fresh air. They all breathed in deeply. "Go on, son," Miss Waterman said softly. "I think you're going to be a good teacher." Miss Malinowski nodded in agreement. "I hope to see you and your students here in the library often."

Raymond turned. "Thank you," he said. Then he disappeared into the main part of the library, unconsciously rubbing his sore bottom. He still had a lot of work to do to get ready for his classes the following Monday. However, at least now, he knew he didn't have to worry about the librarian. He hoped that the pain had purged him of all past sin. Now, he could go forward and be the best teacher he could be. He also knew, as he felt the intense heat radiating from his bottom, that he would definitely be standing a lot in front of his students, at least for the next few days or so.


16. Starting Over

The late afternoon rain was cold and sharp, sending many pedestrians scurrying for the cover of storefronts and taxis. Morris Kestler didn't seem to notice, though, as he left the courthouse and moved aimlessly down Long Avenue. He had just successfully concluded a big case - a major damage lawsuit that he had been working on for six months.

But he wasn't thinking about celebrating as he walked, letting the rain drip down his neck. He was thinking about how Marnie used to fix him a Scotch and soda when he got home. And then while he was drinking it, she would take off her clothes, kiss him on the forehead, and urge him to bed. He would always go with her, and they would make love deep into the night and talk about what they would do if they had enough money for both of them to stop working. Perhaps they would sell the house and travel around the world in a sailboat. Or perhaps they would buy a little house in the mountains of Colorado and write cheap detective novels. Maybe they would move to Las Vegas and take jobs in the casinos they loved so much. The dreams seemed as endless as his ambition.

Then the dreams ended over a year ago when Morris finally won a multi-million dollar lawsuit after nearly fifteen years of trying. Marnie begged him to quit, to take the money and enjoy their life together while there was still time. He said he would, but he didn't - he wanted one more case, just one more case to make sure. She threatened to leave him if he didn't quit. He didn't take the threat seriously and came home one day seven months ago to find that she was gone, that she had moved in with her aging mother and older sister.

At first, he was angry, and his pride and indignation would not allow him to concede that she might have been right in believing that she'd been betrayed. So he took the case, won it, and took another. He thought about this as he walked along. He would go home tonight, but Marnie wouldn't be there. Instead of feeling excited about the three hundred thousand dollar fee he had just earned, he felt empty inside. It was then that he finally understood that without his wife, there was little point in going on - all was just blind, directionless ambition, served for its own sake.

Now he felt the rain, felt the cold down his back. He turned into Watterson's Pub, an upscale watering hole catering primarily to attorneys and their clients. The bar area was crowded, as it always was this time of day, but he was able to slip into a quiet booth virtually unnoticed. He used to love coming to Watterson's, but not anymore, not since Marnie moved out. Quickly, without thinking, he gulped a double Bourbon and ordered another. However, instead of gulping this one too, he simply stared at it, watched the light brown liquid lap the ice. After a few minutes of silent staring, he caught himself. "I can't go on like this," he said to himself. "I need my wife."

With a sudden resolve that would have stunned any judge and jury, he pulled out his cell phone and punched the number to his mother-in-law's house. Jane, his unmarried sister-in-law, answered. "Jane, this is Morris. May I speak to Marnie, please?"

There was a slight pause at the other end. "I don't know that my sister has anything to say to you," Jane replied.

Morris knew how Jane felt about him - she had never liked him, never even tried to be civil to him. He never understood why. "Please, Jane... it's important."

Again, there was a pause. "Just a minute... I'll see if she's available," Jane said.

Morris nervously took a sip of his Bourbon and grimaced. He had spent the morning addressing a jury in oratory that would have impressed William Jennings Bryan. However, he had no idea what he was going to say to his estranged wife. A moment later, he heard breathing at the other end, followed by, "Morris?" It was Marnie.

The lawyer took a deep breath. "Marnie, I'm so glad to hear your voice."

"Jane said it was important. What do you want?"

What did he want? At this instant, he wasn't absolutely sure. "I would like to see you - it's been a long time. I thought maybe we could get together, maybe go to dinner or something."

"What for?" Marnie returned.

Damn it, Marnie, why are you making this so difficult, he thought. But he didn't say it. He looked around him. No one was listening. "I... I... damn it, Marnie, I love you and I miss you. I think... I'm ready."

"Ready for what?" she asked with what he thought was a contrived innocence.

"I... I'm ready to quit, honey. I want you to come home. We can talk about our future... together."

There was a hesitation and a sigh on the other end. "Do you mean that, Mo? Do you really mean it?"

"Yes," he said without any thought at all. "I'm sorry."

Morris thought that he could actually hear her smile. "I... won't meet you at home," she said. "Get a room at the Stanville House - the one with the balcony and fireplace, if possible. Order lobster for both of us and I will meet you there at eight o'clock. Can you do that?"

He scratched his forehead. "Sure, I guess so... but why won't you..."

She didn't let him finish. "This is what I want, Mo. You owe me this much at least."

He knew that he probably owed her a lot more than that. "All right. The Stanville House at eight. I'll have a fire going and lobster on the table near the balcony. Okay? Anything else?"

She chuckled. "You better not have any clothes on." Then the line went dead.

He smiled, put the cell phone back in his jacket pocket, and finished his drink. A moment later, he was back on the street, walking briskly toward the parking garage behind the courthouse. He wished he had brought an umbrella with him.

---oOo---

The Stanville House was a bed and breakfast inn on the edge of the city. It overlooked a lake and was surrounded by woods. This time of year it was usually deserted except on weekends. Morris had done some legal work for the owner, and so he and Marnie had been frequent guests. Cody Mason was glad to see his old lawyer and cheerfully showed him to the room with the balcony. "Got a little liaison going, huh, counselor?"

Morris nodded. "Marnie will be coming by later this evening. She wants lobster at eight o'clock and no disturbances later. Will that be a problem?"

Cody, a middle-aged man with a slight pot belly and a jolly disposition, smiled. "Not for you, Morris."

It was a little after seven as Morris removed his jacket and tie and hung them up in the closet. He proceeded to light a fire and open the door to the balcony. It was still raining, but the cool breeze felt good. He was very nervous. At five minutes before eight, Cody arrived with the lobster and set it up as instructed on the round oak table near the balcony. "Have you seen Marnie?" Morris asked just as the innkeeper was finishing.

"No, but I'm sure she'll be along. Don't be so anxious, if you know what I mean."

Morris returned his smile. "Thanks, Cody," he said as the innkeeper was leaving.

It was then that he remembered the last of Marnie's instructions. He wondered for a moment if she had been serious about wanting him to be naked when she walked in. Perhaps she is as anxious as I am, he mused. With that in mind, he decided to take her at her word and give her the full monty. When he was naked, he looked at himself in the mirror over the dresser. Not bad for a forty-three-year-old man, he thought. In the next instant, the door opened and Marnie stood in the entrance. She was wearing a long raincoat. Her short, dark hair was wet; some drops of water dripped down her pretty face. His penis stood at attention immediately.

His first reaction was to rush over and take her in his arms. However, he restrained himself. "How have you been?" he asked.

Marnie stepped into the room and closed the door behind her, her eyes never leaving his body. After a few seconds, she laughed out loud. "You look ridiculous, Mo," she declared. "But I guess I still love you." She looked at him for a moment; he was wearing an expression that resembled that of an eager puppy. "Come here, you." She held out her arms and he rushed over to her. They came together in a lock and held the embrace for several minutes. Finally, she pulled away and removed her raincoat, exposing a short black dress underneath. She looked beautiful - more beautiful than he remembered. She scanned the room with a nonchalance that practically made him crazy. Then she focused on him again, noted his look of disappointment. "Don't worry," she said as she hung up her coat in the closet. "We'll make up for lost time, believe me. Do you know what it's like living with my mother and sister? I couldn't even masturbate."

Morris tried to think of something clever to say, but couldn't. He settled for pulling out a chair. "Why don't we eat before it gets cold. I think Cody outdid himself."

Marnie sat down in the cushioned chair, allowing her dress to ride up over her thighs. Morris sat down opposite. For a long time, the room was silent except for the sounds of two people eating. Then, when the only thing remaining on their plates were empty shells and puddles of drawn butter, Marnie put down her fork and gazed at her husband. "Okay, Morris, why am I here?"

The question caught him off guard; he coughed and slid back his chair a little. "I... wanted to see you, Marnie. I... want you to come home with me."

"On the phone, you said something about quitting. What did you mean?"

"I... I don't have any more cases pending. I'm ready to give up the practice, move on, do whatever you want to do."

"Have you really thought about this? This isn't just your horny dick talking, is it? If you're lying to me just to get me into bed, I will never forgive you... I swear."

He gazed at her, looked into her eyes. "I'm ready, Marnie, I mean it. I'll do whatever you say... I swear it."

For what seemed like an eternity, she said nothing. Then finally, just as he thought he would explode, she stood up. "I love you, Mo. I always have and probably always will. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. But it has to be on my terms."

"I understand that," he said.

She smiled at him again. "There's something you need to know, before we go any further."

"What's that?"

"I love you... I don't know how it happened, but it did. But... I don't like lawyers. I never have, at least not since some hotshot lawyer took all our money pretending to defend my father for a crime he didn't commit. Do you know my father was a successful banker who was accused of embezzling from his own bank? He died in federal prison and we were left with nothing. I've never trusted lawyers since then."

Morris slumped back in his chair. "Is that why your sister hates me so much?"

"Mostly, yes. All she can see is the lawyer, not the man."

Morris put his right hand over his heart. "I swear, from this day forth, I am through being a lawyer. I will turn in my license and resign from the bar."

Marnie took his hand in her own and kissed it. "I believe you... however, there is just one more thing, something I've always wanted to do, something I think I need to do in order to square things between us."

Morris didn't like the look in her eyes, but knew that he was virtually powerless at this moment. "What?"

She gazed at him, her brown eyes widening. "I want to spank you, Morris... I mean, I want to take you across my knee and whack the hell out of you until you're begging for mercy. And when that happens, I will have accomplished two things: Somehow I will have punished a lawyer for what happened to my father and I will know that you are truly sincere about what you're saying."

He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He had always thought of his wife - when he thought about it at all - as being a little on the submissive side, as she had pretty much always gone along with whatever he wanted to do. But now - well, now he wasn't at all sure. "Marnie, what happened to your father wasn't my fault."

"I know that," she said. "But that was twenty-five years ago and I can't do anything to that lawyer now, so you'll have to be the one who gets punished. Besides, I really believe you deserve some kind of hard punishment for what you've put me through. You betrayed me, Morris. I still love you; I'll always love you. But I won't be able to feel good about being with you until I can let go of some of my anger and hurt. Maybe this will help. Anyway, maybe it doesn't make any sense, but it's what I want to do and you'll either submit or say good-bye." She glared at him when she finished speaking.

Morris looked past her and onto the balcony; the rain was falling again - gentle and soothing. He thought about the situation; he thought about Marnie's words. She could have been a trial lawyer, he thought at that moment. He had no argument to match hers, and he knew it. There was nothing left to do but concede. "All right, Marnie, if this is really something you need to do, I place myself in your hands."

She smiled. "I thought you might," she crowed. She retrieved her large leather overnight bag from the bed, rummaged through it, and extracted a wooden, flat back hairbrush. Then she sat down on the bed. "Come over here and lie across my lap," she ordered.

Morris glanced at the brush, then shifted his eyes back to his wife's face. She was no longer smiling. Her intent was clear. With his once proud penis drooping slightly, he took a deep breath and approached the bed. She grabbed his left hand and pulled him down across her knees. He landed with a thud and instinctively buried his face in the quilt. She gripped the brush tightly in her right hand, raised it high over her right shoulder, and brought it down across the right cheek of his taut posterior. He gasped with the sharpness of the pain as it spread out like a wave. Quickly, she landed another - this one impacting on the left cheek, producing much the same result. He closed his eyes and tried to think of something else, tried to think about the nights they would spend together in bed, the mornings they would wake up together and have the whole day to do whatever they wanted to do.

The brush struck again and again. What if she wants to spank me all the time, he thought, what if that's how she wants to spend our days together? He decided at that moment, even though the pain was escalating, that he would have to trust her - such was the price of love and hurting the one you love. Still, as the heavy brush bit time and time again into his unprotected flesh, he wondered how much anger she carried and what the price would be for his love. For an instant, he was tempted to ask, but he was afraid of what the answer might be - or that he might simply anger her and make it worse for himself. He bit his lip and kept his eyes clenched shut.

And still the spanking continued, relentlessly, the wood rising and falling like a machine. Where did she learn to do this, he wondered. Obviously, there was a side to her that he hadn't realized she had. Could he live with it? Yes, he told himself. For Marnie, he would do anything, endure anything. He had tried to live without her and failed miserably. Now, he would place himself in her hands and just be happy, even if it meant more spanking.

But as the hairbrush kept saying thud, whack, thud, whack on his bottom, he wondered how much more he could endure. Maybe he was being too brave; maybe she wanted to see him break down, to cry in her arms like a little boy. He was close to doing that. And then it just happened. It happened while the pain raced through him like a crazed pinball. Tears welled up in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. Sobs replaced his normal breathing. His lower lip quivered. "Please, Marnie," he started in a voice he barely recognized. "I... I'm sorry... so sorry." And he was too.

Marnie stopped the spanking and set the brush to rest on his heavily bruised backside. "Do you really mean that, Morris?"

He opened his eyes to let more tears out. "Oh god, Marnie, I've been such a bad husband, such a bad man... I've been so unfair to you... I've thought only of myself. But no more, I swear."

She reached down and kissed his sweating neck. "That's all I needed to hear, Mo. I love you too. More than you can imagine." She clutched his hand and stroked his fingers. His penis became erect again, trying to worm its way between her legs. She laughed. "Perhaps we have some other business to take care of. Can you manage?"

He rolled off her lap, the pain in his bottom nearly forgotten already. When he was off the bed, he stood and stared at her. "How fast can you get undressed?"

She unzipped the dress and lifted it over her head. She was wearing nothing underneath. She threw the dress aside, lay back on her back, and spread her legs. Her vagina and the curly pubic hair that surrounded it were already glistening. For an instant, he just gazed at the sight - his naked wife beckoning him. She smiled again. "Please, Morris, no foreplay, just come down here and fuck me, fuck me with everything you've got and swear that you'll be mine forever."

The well-punished but highly aroused husband didn't need to be told twice. Within a minute, he was on top of her, his twitching penis probing her insides with an abandon he hadn't felt since he was a teenager. Less than two minutes later, they came together in a gush of orgasmic fury, the emotions and passions they each had repressed for the past seven months carrying them forth on a tidal wave.

They awoke the next morning in each other's arms. Morris's bottom still hurt a little, but he didn't say anything as he accepted his wife's gentle embrace. Later, as Cody was serving them the eggs Benedict they both loved so much, they asked him a number of questions about what it was like to own and run a bed and breakfast inn.


17. A Dozen Donuts

Warren Winette opened the pantry door in the kitchen and gazed into the wastebasket. There near the top were three large white bakery sacks with the light wax coating still intact. There had been at least a dozen donuts in those sacks, he surmised. He licked his lips in anticipation. "Good old Roni," he said aloud, and wondered where she had hidden them this time.

Warren loved donuts almost more than he loved his wife or practically anything else in the world. Every man has a stupid passion, he reasoned. Some men drive fast cars; some drink finely aged cognac; some smoke Cuban cigars fresh from humidors; some lust after underwear models. Warren's passion was donuts: glazed, devil's food, powdered sugar, chocolate iced with white buttercream oozing out of both ends. It didn't matter; he loved them all.

In fact, he loved them so much that, if it hadn't been for Roni's constant scrutiny, he would probably be lugging 300 pounds of pure flab on his five foot, ten inch frame, instead of his usual 190. His wife handled all the money and she made him earn his donuts - sometimes one at a time.

Usually, she got him to clean the bathroom for only three glazed donuts. He would wash the dishes for two devil's food donuts. Once, she even got him to paint the entire living room for six donuts filled with blackberry jelly. In the five years they had been married, making him work for his donuts had become something of a game that they both seemed to enjoy. Perhaps a psychologist would have been able to make a career out of Warren's silly obsession and the way his wife enabled it, but he didn't care as long as both he and Roni were happy and the game - and the obsession that powered it - stayed within the home.

As he gazed longingly at the three empty sacks, Warren thought about the last few weeks. Roni hadn't seemed as enthusiastic about assigning him work in exchange for the treats, and that worried him a little. Perhaps she is tiring of the game, he mused. He knew he would have to find out - as well as to determine the destination and purpose of the donuts that once occupied the sacks he was practically drooling over. He closed the pantry door and sniffed around the area. She rarely kept the donuts anywhere around the kitchen, but it was worth a quick search anyway.

He was just finishing a thorough examination of the refrigerator when he heard the front door open and close. Roni was home. He froze in his spot. "Warren, you won't find them in the kitchen," declared a woman's voice from the foyer.

How does she know, he wondered, as he closed the refrigerator door. "Find what, honey?" he asked as innocently as he could.

"You know perfectly well what," Roni replied. She was standing in the doorway now, glaring at him, her brown eyes sparkling. She was a beautiful woman, full-figured but strong and athletic. She was a high school physical education teacher and coached the girls swim team. Warren had never fully understood why Veronica Melbourne had agreed to marry him, but he was grateful nonetheless.

He stood up to face her; his face was flushed with guilt. "I guess I was a little hungry," he said, trying to smile. "I mean, it's been five days since I've had a donut." He paused, but Roni said nothing; she just continued to bore holes in him with her eyes. It made him very nervous. "Uh... well, I saw the sacks and naturally I... I..." But he couldn't finish.

"You assumed it was time to make another deal... right?" She could always read his mind perfectly - although it wasn't really that difficult, especially when it came to his obsession.

He twisted in his spot like a little boy who knows he's in trouble but doesn't exactly know why. "Yeah... I guess... something like that."

Roni shook her head in mock disgust. "You know this is a silly game we're playing," she exclaimed. "And I worry about you every time you put one of those fat-laden dough bombs into your mouth."

Warren closed his gaping mouth quickly - as if that would somehow make a difference. "Gee, honey... I thought... what we were doing was pretty innocent," he said sheepishly. "I mean, you know how much I love donuts and the house... well, the house has never been cleaner."

She flashed him a sly little smile that he wasn't sure he liked very much because it probably meant that she was not amused, at least not today. "Okay, Warren," she began in a controlled voice that he didn't like either, "I do have a dozen donuts hidden around here - glazed, devil's food, a couple filled with raspberry jelly... all fresh from Corelli's Bakery."

As he listened to the inventory and the object of his passion, Warren had to bite his tongue to keep from salivating. She had him hooked - it really was that easy. He knew the donuts were not with her - she didn't like them - never had. He dared to meet her gaze. "What... what do I have to do?" he asked cautiously. "Paint the house? Clean the carpets?"

Her smile widened. "You don't have to do any cleaning or painting," she answered.

As he looked at her, he suddenly realized that she would have made a great poker player. He had no idea what she was thinking. "Well... what... I mean, how do I... you know...?" He was stammering, almost afraid to find what out what she really had in mind for him.

"I decided that you working for donuts is not enough," she said casually. "I know you're willing to cook and clean... but are you willing to take some pain just to put that poison into your stomach?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, definitely not liking the direction this conversation was taking.

Her smile faded, and she took a deep breath. "You can have all twelve of those lard fritters, but you must take punishment first."

Warren could feel the word punishment enter his brain like an electric shock. "What kind of punishment?" he questioned.

Roni smiled again. This time it was definitely wicked. "You will strip naked and stand in the corner of the bedroom for thirty minutes with your nose pressed against the wall. Then you will lie across my lap and take a hard spanking from my hairbrush. Once I am satisfied that you've been punished enough, you can gorge yourself on those stupid donuts. What do you think?"

What do I think, he mused; this is about the craziest thing I've ever heard. She was testing the limits of his passion, and he quickly saw that. Smokers will stand out in a blizzard to have a cigarette; alcoholics will drink cheap whiskey out of a paper sack; heroin addicts will share dirty needles in the basement of a rundown house. Would Warren Winette submit to the pain and humiliation of a hairbrush spanking to get a dozen donuts? He hesitated and shuffled his feet. He knew he should just say no, that the price of donuts had become too high... it was time to quit this stupid obsession and move on to something else. And he almost said no - almost... his tongue actually moved to the top of his hard palate but he couldn't complete the word. Instead, he cast his eyes to the floor and saw a plate piled high with fresh donuts where the tile used to be. In the end, it was more than he could bear. If a spanking was the price of a dozen donuts, he would pay it; he simply had no choice.

"Well, Warren... what's it going to be?" Roni's stern voice cut through his thoughts like a scythe.

He heard her, but he didn't dare look up. "Wha... what do I do next?" he asked meekly.

She huffed. "You have to be kidding," she exclaimed.

"Are you kidding?" he returned.

She took another deep breath. "No," she answered assertively.

"Then I guess I'm not either," he said in a near whisper.

Roni sighed. "So be it," she said. "All right. If you really want those donuts so bad, then strip off all your clothes right now, go into the bedroom, and press your nose into the corner. I'll be in shortly."

Reluctantly, Warren nodded his assent and began undressing right there in the kitchen. Within a minute, his clothes were lying in a pile and he was standing before his wife wearing only his bare flesh and sporting a flaccid penis. He looked at her sheepishly, as if waiting for the next command.

She clapped her hands sharply. "I said, go into the bedroom and stand in the corner. When I come in, I better see you with your nose pressed against the wall - or else I will throw away half the donuts and spank the hell out of you anyway. Now go!"

Warren put his head down and slowly moved toward the doorway. Once he reached his wife, she gave him a firm swat to his naked bottom. It hurt and sent him scurrying for the stairs, not daring to look back. When he entered the bedroom, he proceeded to the nearest corner immediately. He wasn't absolutely certain how serious Roni was about all this, but he wasn't going to take any chances. As directed, he pressed his nose into the drywall and closed his eyes.

He hadn't been spanked since he was in junior high school. That was nearly fifteen years ago, but he remembered that he hadn't liked it at all. He didn't expect that he would like it very much this time, either. He knew that Roni had powerful arms and a big wooden hairbrush that she used to brush out her long brown hair. Silently, he wondered if it was too late to back out. Donuts are grossly overrated, he tried to tell himself. But it was no use. It was an addiction, pure and simple. He would go through with it, no matter how much it hurt.

After a few minutes, although he was afraid to turn his head away from the wall, he knew she was behind him; he could feel her watching him, appraising him. This increased his anxiety ten-fold. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she approached him and put her hand on his shoulder. "Do you still want those donuts?" she asked.

Warren tried to think, but he knew it was hopeless. The words of the Borg echoed in his brain: 'resistance is futile.' "Yes," he whispered.

She sighed, and he could feel her move back. Then he heard the bed creak slightly and he knew she was sitting down, probably with that big hairbrush already in her right hand. He tried to make himself pull away from the wall, to turn around and tell Roni to forget the whole thing, to throw away the entire dozen, that he was finished with donuts forever. But he was caught in the iron grip of his obsession. Donuts were the antichrist come to Earth. "All right, Warren. Come over here and lie across my lap," his wife commanded.

And so the antichrist demands the sacrifice and I'm going to make it, he thought as he slowly turned. Roni was sitting upright on the edge of their queen size bed. Her skirt was hiked up above her thighs. She was clutching the largest wooden hairbrush he had ever seen in her right hand. She had a very stern look on her clean face. He took a step toward her, then stopped.

She snapped the fingers on her left hand and tapped her toe impatiently. "Come on. Let's get this over with," she exclaimed.

Although he felt as though his feet were made of lead, he moved toward her, feeling more and more like he was going to his own execution. When he got to within a foot of her, she grabbed his right wrist and, in a single powerful motion, pulled him down across her bare knees. He gasped as if all the air had suddenly been knocked out of him.

"Don't you dare move from this position until I tell you," she warned in a voice he had never heard before. "It's too late to back out now. You're going to get all of it, whether you want those donuts or not. If you try to get away, I'll spank you harder and you'll lose the reward. Do you understand?" When he didn't answer right away, she raised the brush over her head and brought it down full force across his trembling right cheek. He flinched and groaned as the pain rippled through his body. "The first rule is to answer me when I ask you a question," she said. "Now, do you understand?" She caressed his left cheek with another shuddering blow from the brush.

Warren couldn't believe what was happening. However, he knew he better answer quickly in order to avoid angering his wife - or the demon that was possessing her - any further. "Yes," he said through gritted teeth.

She struck hard with five more flesh-rending strokes. "Yes, what?" she said.

He sucked in a breath. "Yes, I understand," he said. His brain was still trying to make sense out of what was most likely a senseless situation.

Once again, Roni huffed and graced his flesh with an agonizing series of ten blows that were so hard he nearly lost his composure completely and fell off her lap. "Not good enough," she declared. "Think again. Yes, what?"

At first, he couldn't understand what she was trying to get him to say. However, the intense pain from the next ten hairbrush kisses jolted his brain. Think jerkoff, he commanded himself. Finally, the answer struck at the same as the brush for the thirtieth time. "Yes, I understand, ma'am," he said, his voice echoing his agony.

She issued an evil laugh. "Good answer," she said. "But you've still got a lot more to go. I would say about five more for every donut. Okay?" She struck five more times. "Oh... these don't count," she added, laughing again.

His bottom already felt like it was on fire. Now how bad did he want those donuts? For a second, he thought about the price: five blows per donut on his already sore posterior.

After another two seconds, she started spanking him again. "I asked you a question," she said. "Do you understand? You better answer now or I'll keep spanking you like this without giving you any credit."

He gathered himself together with a succession of deep breaths. His fingers were boring into the carpet while his feet were flailing in the air - as if somehow that would discharge the agony. "Yes, ma'am, I understand," he replied.

"Good," she said. "Then we'll start. Every five strokes earns you one donut. The spanking will end any time you say stop. However..." She paused and stroked the back of his sweating neck. "If you take all sixty, I'll let you fuck me."

This got his attention. In the five years they had been married, Roni had never used the word 'fuck' in his presence. He could sense that she was getting a little aroused, that spanking him, making him submit to her will, was really turning her on. This observation aroused him a little too, in spite of the intense pain. Roni had always been relatively passive during sex. The thought of her taking a more active role in bed excited him. His penis responded accordingly and began to drown out his stomach. The idea of earning donuts as a reward started to fade from his mind.

An instant later, Roni issued five hard strokes to his upper thighs. He shuddered but didn't lose his position. "That's one donut," she said. Without waiting for an acknowledgement, she delivered five more in less than five seconds. "That's two," she said. "Only fifty more to go." She cocked the brush, but paused. "You know, I'm getting more than a little hot," she said. Then, she struck five more times; the sound of hairbrush-induced misery resonated through the room. Once again, she paused and stroked his neck again while at the same time trapping his semi-erect penis between her powerful thighs. "Okay... I'm not going to stop after every five," she proclaimed. "You're getting the rest in rapid succession... whether you want them or not."

Warren gasped again and tried desperately to blot out the pain. He knew he was now at the proverbial point of no return. He just hoped he could survive with some shred of dignity intact. He heard her take a deep breath and he heard the familiar swish. The brush bit into his bottom; then it bit again; then again and again and again. He tried to count but couldn't keep up. He only hoped she was counting and that he could trust her. He also hoped he wouldn't be too sore to take his reward when this was all over.

Roni's hand was a blur as she moved the brush up and down, the pace and intensity quickening with each successive stroke. And along with it came the escalation of pain, worse than he could possibly imagine. More than once, he wanted to yell for her to stop; he wanted to slip off her lap and sprawl onto the cool carpet. But it was over before he got the chance.

When it was over, less than a minute later, tears were streaming down his cheeks and dripping onto the floor. His bottom felt like the inside of a blast furnace. But he had survived. He might not sit comfortably for a day or two, but he had survived. She dropped the brush onto the floor and squeezed his penis between her legs. The sensation was exquisite. "You've earned your reward," she declared. She released his penis and gently nudged him off her lap. Once he was standing, she stood up also and quickly stripped off her skirt and blouse. Next she removed her bra and panties and lay down on the bed on her back with her legs spread. Her womanhood was glistening, and there was no mistaking the lust in her eyes. She reached out her arms. "Okay, stud... come over here and fuck me," she ordered. "You earned it, now take it."

Warren didn't need to be told twice. The pain in his backside faded into a dull memory immediately. No longer did visions of jelly donuts float before his eyes. There was only his penis and the image of her vagina, wide open, beckoning. He practically launched himself onto the bed. She pulled him down on top of her, and he slipped his penis inside her as though he were inserting a knife into warm butter. He came in less than a minute, shooting cannonballs of semen deep inside her while she moaned and shrieked with pleasure. When his penis was once again flaccid, he rolled over onto his side, trying to catch his breath.

His wife, sweat pouring off her flushed face, turned her head toward him and smiled. "Well, what do you think of the new system?" she asked in a matter-of-fact voice that surprised him a little.

He fought through the emotions and the pain that was beginning to creep back. He managed a weak smile. "Do I still have to clean?"

"Do you still lust after donuts?" she returned.

He thought for a second. At least for now, the terrible lust for donuts was gone. Maybe it would come once the afterglow wore off; but for right now it was gone completely. He didn't care if she threw away the dozen donuts she had promised him or not. "No," he said.

She smiled again and kissed him on the forehead. "I love you, Warren," she said sweetly.

Warren closed his eyes and let the words melt into his brain.


18. Jonas Gets Punished

When the guard came on the morning of June 3, Jonas Dawson was ready. What little he possessed he had packed in a small cardboard box, and he had exchanged his prison-issued orange jumpsuit for a new pair of khaki pants and a white polo shirt.

"Let's go, Dawson," the guard growled as he escorted Jonas out of the cell he had occupied for the past sixteen months. "I've got a schedule to keep."

Jonas suppressed a smile as he began the slow walk down the corridor that dissected two long rows of cells.

"Be cool," one of the inmates said as Jonas passed.

"See you in Hell, man," another said.

"Watch your back, brother," a third added. To these, Jonas nodded but kept his eyes straight ahead.

A few minutes later, after navigating through a maze of security, Jonas found himself in the inmate processing room of the Larsonville State Prison. His court-appointed attorney, Christine Stiles, was sitting at a big metal desk next to the warden.

"You look good, Jonas," Christine said, smiling.

Once again, Jonas nodded and shifted his eyes suspiciously around the drab looking room, with one of the few doors in the prison that led directly to the outside. Beyond that door was freedom. He wanted that freedom, and the parole board agreed to give it to him. The only formality remaining was to agree on what that freedom was going to cost him.

The warden shuffled some papers inside a manila folder and pushed his reading glasses back up on his nose. "Well, Mr. Dawson," he began with all the austerity that accompanied his position, "these are the conditions of your probation, as set forth by the state parole board." He readjusted his glasses. Christine sat with a pen poised over a yellow legal pad. "You have been assigned a parole officer. You will meet with the parole officer once a week. If you leave the area for any reason, you must report to the officer. For the time being, your mother has arranged to be responsible for your housing. You will stay with her. Finally, the parole board has arranged a job for you as a dishwasher at Gambini's Diner. For the period of your probation, you must maintain full employment. If you leave Gambini's, you must have a job elsewhere. Furthermore, you must not associate with any known felons or get involved with drugs or alcohol. A violation of any of these conditions will result in your incarceration for the full term of your original sentence. Do you understand these conditions?"

Jonas grimaced as he listened to the conditions - the price of his freedom. Before he went inside, he had made as much as two thousand dollars a week dealing marijuana and sometimes cocaine and heroin. At the age of twenty-two, he had lived in a high rise apartment and had driven a new Mercedes - not bad for a guy who dropped out of high school. Now, all of that was gone, and soon he would be back living with his mother and older sister, occupying his old room in the tired, two-storey clapboard house he had grown up in. And he would be forced to work a real job, a job at which you hustle and sweat for little more than minimum wage. The thought of it all was almost more than he could stand.

The warden took off his glasses and glanced up at the soon to be released inmate. "Dawson, do you understand the conditions of your parole?" he repeated, sighing with impatience.

"Yes, warden, I understand," he said at last.

Christine smiled again and stood up. "Jonas, if you need anything, please call me," she said.

Jonas glanced at her. He didn't like what had happened to him, not one bit. But getting caught in the police sting had been the result of his own carelessness and arrogance. He had no one to blame but himself. He had to admit that she had worked hard to get him a reduced sentence and then lobbied equally as hard to secure his early release. "Thank you," he said.

The warden closed the manila folder and glared at Jonas. "Keep your nose clean, son," he said. "That easy life you were living isn't worth the price you paid for it."

That's easy for you to say, Jonas thought. He had a sudden image of three of his former associates, still dealing, still living the grand life. What he didn't consider was that five of his former friends and associates were still in prison, one was paralyzed from the neck down, and two were dead. Yes, it had been a prosperous life, especially for a street kid, but it was also a life not without significant risk. Still, even as he edged toward the door that led to freedom, he wondered if he really could stay clean and not revert back to his old ways.

The warden stood and extended his right hand toward the young man. "Good luck, son," he said.

Jonas grasped the hand with his own and gave it a half-hearted shake. "Thank you, sir," he said through clenched teeth.

A guard opened the heavy steel door that led to the outside. Sunlight streamed in. At first, Jonas didn't move. Instinctively, he looked to the warden; the older man nodded and that was it, the final approval he sought. His prison term had come to an end; he was a free man - sort of.

As soon as he was through the door, it closed behind him with a resounding thud. Sitting on a bench near the door were three women. They rose as soon as he emerged. The first, an older woman wearing a white dress through which the outline of a strong body was clearly visible, approached Jonas immediately and drew him into her arms. "It's good to have you out, Jonas," Irene Dawson said, her hands massaging the neck and shoulders of her son.

"Yes," Jonas said, accepting the embrace with quiet enthusiasm.

A few seconds later, the other two women, both considerably younger than Irene came over and joined the group. They were his sister, Ada Lynn, and his former girlfriend - the one that never quite gave up on him even when he was ready to give up on himself - Ruthie.

"Let's get you home," Irene declared finally, releasing the iron grip she had on her son and turning toward the street. Jonas nodded and, escorted by the trio of women, moved toward the same white Caravan his mother had been driving for the past ten years. At his most prosperous, he had occasionally offered to buy her a new car or to move her to a nicer house, a nicer neighborhood. But she had always refused, never wanting to accept any money that hadn't been earned honestly and legally.

Inside the old minivan, Ada Lynn slipped behind the wheel while Ruthie occupied the front passenger seat and Irene sat in the back with Jonas. For a while no one spoke. Then Irene touched her son's arm and peered into his tired eyes. "Did the warden and Ms. Stiles explain the conditions of your parole?" she asked in a voice that was a little more serious than before.

"Yes," he replied wearily as he watched the stores and the streets zip by his window. For sixteen months, he hadn't seen any of this; he hadn't really realized how much he had missed it.

"Jonas, I know you will be tempted to go back to that evil life you were living," she continued, "but it will be my job - and Ada Lynn's and Ruthie's - to keep you from it."

"Uh-huh," he said. He was only half-listening.

"We do this because we love you and we don't want to see you back in that prison or dead," Irene said. "And we're also worried about your soul. All that evil could send you directly to Hell."

My mother and her religious beliefs, Jonas thought contemptuously. There would be a lot to endure, but he realized that he had little choice and figured that he would patronize her for maybe a few months or so while slowly and discreetly renewing some of his old associations. This time he would be smarter, more careful. Things would work out; he just had to be patient.

Little more was said among the four until the Caravan was in the driveway of an old but well-kept house on a quiet street. "Jonas, as soon as you put your stuff in your room come into the kitchen. We have a surprise for you," Irene said once everyone was inside the house.

His old room was little more than an oversized closet with a window, but it was larger than his cell and considerably more comfortable and private. He set his box down on the single bed he had slept in for the first eighteen years of his life. Inside the little closet were some of his old clothes, reflections of his youth. He would buy new clothes just as soon as he could.

"Jonas, are you coming down?" The insistent voice of his mother rolled up the stairs like a sudden drum beat.

Jonas Dawson was suspicious of surprises but understood that whatever it was the three women were planning he would have to deal with it eventually. Might as well face it. "Coming, Mom," he returned. Maybe they baked a cake in honor of his homecoming, he mused.

However, as soon as he entered the kitchen, he knew that the surprise that awaited him would not necessarily be a pleasant one. His mother, his sister, and his one-time girlfriend were standing side by side in front of the sink. They all had serious expressions on their faces. To make matters worse, one of the kitchen chairs was sitting by itself in the middle of the room. The whole scene reminded him of the interrogation room in which he had been confined for several hours following his arrest. What a miserable experience that had been.

"We have talked about this a lot... ever since you were granted your parole," Irene said.

"Talked about what?" Jonas asked.

"Jonas, we know that you will want to go back to dealing drugs, getting involved again with that scum that got you into trouble," his mother said coldly. "But we decided we're not going to let you do that... at least not without a fight."

Jonas regarded the trio and for the first time saw the black leather riding crop resting innocently on the kitchen counter. Now he really was worried. While he was growing up, his mother, a single parent, had never been shy about blistering his butt whenever she felt he deserved it (which was a bit too often to suit him). It was one of the things he had tried to run away from, driving him to a life on the streets, a life of controlled criminal behavior. "What do you mean?" he questioned stupidly. His mother was glaring at him now with eyes so sharp he felt they were boring directly into his brain. He wanted to turn and run, but he knew he couldn't. He had no place to run to.

"You will drop your pants, bend over that chair, and we will take turns trying to whip some sense into you," Irene answered. Jonas opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off. "I know this sounds crazy," she said. "But we love you, Jonas, and we have to do something. Maybe this will work and maybe it won't. We have to try. Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. I advise you not to underestimate the strength of three angry and determined women."

Jonas shifted his eyes back and forth among the trio and saw the anger, saw the resolve, saw the genuine concern, the true love. The tough part of him - the part that still belonged to the street - thought that it was all wrong for a man to submit to a whipping administered by three women. But there was another part to him, a part that realized he had treated these three good women very badly when he had flaunted the law and gone inside. Maybe he did deserve some punishment for that; maybe punishment would ease the soft voice of his conscience that had been persistently whispering in his ear for the past three years. Besides, as he looked once again at the three strong women who loved him, he wasn't entirely certain he could resist them even if he tried to fight back. They appeared very determined and very prepared.

Just then, Ada Lynn winked and took a step in his direction. Ruthie also moved. "Take your punishment, Jonas," Ada Lynn directed. "Please."

"We have thought this out very carefully, Jonas," Ruthie added.

Irene glanced at her wristwatch. "What's it going to be, son?"

Jonas had a sudden image of the past sixteen months, sitting in a small cell, deep within the bowels of the state prison, surrounded by more than three hundred other men, most hardened criminals, all dangerous and dysfunctional. He thought about how easy it would be for him to get sent back, this time for five years - five years during which no one would say a pleasant word to him; five years he would have to worry about becoming some big guy's sex partner; five years he wouldn't smell the body lotion or touch the soft skin of a woman. At that moment, he realized he couldn't go back. But to be whipped like a dog by his sister and girlfriend... well, that was something else again. He took a step back and put up his hands. "I won't get into any trouble. I swear," he exclaimed.

Irene smiled. "Jonas, we hear you and we understand that right now you probably really believe you are being sincere. But a sound whipping will give you something to remember when the temptation to regress begins to overpower you. God is watching us, son. We have an obligation."

Jonas never cared much for his mother's god; but perhaps at this moment, there really was no escaping His benevolent wrath. He dropped his hands in resignation. He had begun the day with few expectations. Let it flow and meander where it will; he felt powerless to stop it. "All right," he said meekly. He unbuckled his belt and loosened his pants. They dropped to his ankles, and he blushed in spite of himself. Every day for sixteen months he had taken a shower in front of twenty other men. Any embarrassment he might have ever felt about exposing himself to others had long since been buried. And he didn't much mind Ruthie gazing at his penis and his bottom - certainly she had seen both before many times. But his mother and sister - that was a whole other matter.

"Over the chair, Jonas," Irene ordered.

Jonas turned and bent the upper half of his body over the back of the kitchen chair, somewhat relieved that his penis was now concealed from view. Then, before he realized what was happening, Ruthie and Ada Lynn secured his hands and wrists to the chair with silk scarves they had pulled from the pockets of their dresses. Unconsciously, he strained against the bonds, but he was helpless. He began to grow very nervous; he had felt his mother's anger before. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched her approach, the sinister looking crop clutched tightly in her powerful right hand. He knew he was in for a painful ordeal.

The first strike was quick and decisive, landing squarely across the center of both cheeks. The pain was hot and sudden, like a branding iron. He gasped and waited. The second strike came five seconds later, a solid stinger that cut across his upper thighs. He tried to arch his back but couldn't. His mother delivered five more hard blows in rapid succession. His eyes watered and his wounded bottom began to sway from side to side.

"You will be purged," Irene declared in a voice that sounded almost other worldly. Then she laid another series of ten cuts from the crop, searing every square centimeter of his flesh from his coccyx to his thighs. He cried out in anguish. "The pain will liberate you, Jonas," she proclaimed. "The pain will liberate you."

"The pain will liberate you," Ruthie and Ada Lynn repeated in unison.

This pronouncement was accompanied by another fifteen swats from the crop. Jonas was now squirming in agony. An instant later, he could feel her step back. He sighed with relief.

"I believe I am satisfied," Irene said. "But I don't believe God is," she added. "Ada Lynn and Ruthie will each get a turn. And when they're through with you, maybe you will start to believe a little yourself."

Jonas had always thought of himself as being a pretty tough man - after all, he reasoned, you have to be to survive the street and a stint in the slammer. But, with his bottom hurting worse than he imagined it ever could and the prospect of even more pain, he found himself actually trembling. He was afraid. His hands and feet struggled against the silk restraints, but they only bound him tighter.

"Even though I was older, I always looked up to you, Jonas," Ada Lynn said wistfully. "I don't want to do this, but somebody has to save you from your own attempts at self-destruction." Then, with the crop secure in her right hand, his sister proceeded to lay down an evil series of twenty strokes that caused his pain to escalate exponentially.

For a moment, he forgot prison, he forgot drug dealing, he forgot money, he forgot his name. "Please stop," he pleaded.

"I'm satisfied," Ada Lynn declared, handing the crop to Ruthie.

Ruthie touched the crop to the back of Jonas's sweating neck. "I really don't want to do this," she said. "But you hurt me, Jonas... you hurt me when you broke the law and when you went inside and didn't write me for all those months. I love you - I don't know why, but I do. Maybe if I hurt you, you'll remember that I care about you." She retracted the crop, snapped her wrist, and issued a wicked shot directly below his coccyx.

Tears filled his eyes immediately. "Oowww... God that hurts," he exclaimed.

Ruthie delivered two more quick but powerful slices that landed just below the first. "Good, maybe we're reaching you, maybe you'll think before you decide that money and an expensive car mean more to you than the people who love you."

Whack! Whack! Thud! Thud! went the crop, moving across his flesh as though it was plowing a field of soft earth.

After fifteen more cuts, Ruthie stopped and set the crop on the floor. Jonas was crying openly now. He was broken completely. The trio of women looked at each other and smiled triumphantly.

"I think that should do it," Irene declared. "Let's let him up."

Ada Lynn and Ruthie released Jonas from the restraints and urged him into a standing position. Once he was fully upright, they drew him into a group embrace that lasted until he was relatively calm again. It was a magic moment for all concerned.

When the embrace finally ended, Jonas Dawson felt loved and protected for perhaps the first time in his life. With his mother and sister standing to the side, Ruthie took both his trembling hands in hers and kissed him gently. "I missed you," she said with a faraway look in her eye. "I think we should go upstairs right now so I can welcome you home properly. Is that okay with you, Irene?"

Irene chuckled. "I think he's earned it," she said. "You kids have a good time."

"How about it, lover? Are you up for it?" Ruthie gazed at him with eyes that were dancing with lust.

Jonas wiped the tears from his eyes and returned her gaze. Ruthie was not the most beautiful woman in the world. But she was passionate, loyal, and caring. What more could a man ask of a woman than that? And, in spite of the pain echoing throughout his body and the embarrassment he felt at standing in the kitchen with the lower half of his body completely exposed to three women, he could feel himself grow aroused, terribly aroused, uncontrollably aroused. He gave Ruthie's fingers a gentle squeeze. Then he allowed himself to be led up the stairs and into his little room with the single bed awaiting him. He was home; prison was a distant memory. His days of dealing drugs for a living were about to end for good.


19. Spring Cleaning

When Carl Simon's wife first came home from the hospital, she didn't really care what kind of shape the house was in. She was just glad that she was alive and in one piece after the horrible car crash that had almost killed her four months ago. Then, as if to illustrate her point, Beth Waters-Simon burrowed under the covers of her heated waterbed and slept for the greater part of three days.

When she finally emerged, she felt refreshed enough to take a slow walk through the normally tidy, two story brick bungalow she shared with her husband. In the ten years they had been married and lived in that house, Beth had always taken great pride in the way it looked. Thus, as she conducted her impromptu inspection, she became more and more concerned with the way its condition had been allowed to deteriorate while she was gone.

She had fully expected some accumulation of dirt - after all, Carl had had to increase his hours at work in order to compensate for the loss of her income, plus he had never really been any good at housekeeping, in spite of her best efforts to train him. However, she never imagined that he wouldn't at least occasionally sweep the kitchen floor or wipe off the counters. Or that he wouldn't take the three or four months worth of newspapers and magazines to the recycling bin. Or that he wouldn't have wiped down the bathroom sink at least once.

As she continued her tour, she could feel herself grow angrier and angrier. She had to admit that Carl had stood by her, spending long hours at the hospital while she lay near death on a ventilator in the intensive care unit. And he had visited her and encouraged her every day of the two months she had been in the rehabilitation hospital, slowly learning to walk again. However, she reasoned, he could have at least had the house cleaned just prior to her coming home. She resolved to confront him as soon as he got home from work.

But she didn't. When he got home from work that night, carrying two spaghetti dinners from her favorite Italian restaurant, she was already asleep. It wasn't until four days later, when she had just completed her first outpatient visit to physical therapy, that she confronted him. They were in the car on their way home from the clinic and she was feeling both tired and invigorated at the same time. Quietly, she put her left hand on her husband's arm. "Carl, honey, you know how much I appreciate all you've done for me the past four months."

Carl glanced over at her. "I just wish I could have done more. I love you, Beth."

Beth smiled. "I know," she said. "There were many times when knowing that kept me from giving up. I know you sacrificed a lot for me... working extra, coming to the hospital every day. I know it's been rough."

"I'm sure you would have done the same for me," he returned.

She paused for a few seconds as though considering the possibility. "I would like to think so," she said at last. "But..." Her voice trailed off.

He glanced at her again. "Beth, what is it?"

"Uh... I... I wish... I mean, I guess I thought you would have done a bit more cleaning while I was in the hospital."

Carl flushed slightly. "Well, you're probably right... I guess I really didn't think about it. Besides, you know what a lousy housekeeper I am."

Beth tried to suppress a scowl. She was feeling just good enough to be slightly indignant over the way her formerly perfect house had been allowed to deteriorate while she was away. On the other hand, she was a bit concerned because she knew she wasn't yet strong enough to do the kind of cleaning that needed to be done to get it back in shape. "Carl, couldn't you have at least cleaned the bathroom or swept the kitchen floor. I mean, I feel like I'm living in a barn."

He raised his eyebrows slightly. "Gee, I'm really sorry, Beth," he said, his voice suggesting that he was anything but sorry. "But now that you're home, maybe we can work together on it."

"Carl, you know that my legs and back aren't strong enough yet to do any serious bending or stooping. Plus, I need to do range of motion on my arms to get some of their strength back."

Now stopped for a train, he gave her a long, hard glare. He could feel anger rise within him. "Wait a minute, Beth," he started, "I'm working at least sixty hours a week... and you want me to do all the cleaning too? What are you going to do? Stay in bed and play patient?"

"Carl, that's not fair," she declared, her eyes blazing.

He glanced away just as the last car of the long train passed through the intersection. "No... you're right, it's not," he conceded. "It's just that I really thought I was doing the best I could."

Nothing more was said until they got home. For a long time, husband and wife sat at the kitchen table, cluttered with old mail and newspapers, and looked at each other while sipping ice tea. Finally, Carl scanned the room and took a deep breath. "You're right, Beth... the place is a pretty bad mess. I guess, I never really noticed it before. But... I think... part of me resents having to do all the cleaning myself."

Beth sighed wearily. "Carl, you know I'd help you if I could... but I can't, at least not for several weeks. I can't live in this house the way it is for that long."

There was another pause. At long last, Carl smiled slightly and looked at his wife. "Okay... I think maybe we can work something out... I'll do the cleaning if you tell me how to do it... but you have to do something for me."

Beth clutched his hand. "Carl, you know what the doctor said. No sex for at least another two weeks, maybe longer."

His smile widened. "I wasn't thinking about sex," he declared. She stared at him in disbelief and he laughed. "Okay, maybe I was a little... but really I was going to propose something else... something we talked about a long time ago but never did."

"What," she asked suspiciously.

He took several nervous deep breaths and swallowed the last of his tea. "Well... uh... remember when I sort of suggested that it might be kind of interesting if you... well, if you spanked me?"

For a moment, Beth said nothing, all the while keeping her eyes firmly on her husband. "Yeah," she began slowly, "I guess I remember that. So what?"

"Well, I was kind of thinking... what if I decide not to clean voluntarily... but I'll let you make me do it?" His face was flushed now; his eyes were wide with nervous excitement.

Beth continued to stare at him. "What are you talking about?"

"Why... can't we make sort of a game out it? I mean, let's say that you make a list of all the chores that need to be done. Then you call me into the bedroom and give it to me. I refuse to do any of it. You order me to pull down my pants and... well... you spank the living hell out of me. After that, I take the list and start to clean... naked from the waist down." He was speaking fast, his voice rising with each word. "You check up on me every once in a while and give me a couple of swats from time to time if I slack off. What do you think?"

Her mouth gaped open a little. "I think you're crazy. How long have you been thinking about this?"

Carl managed a small smile. "I don't know... maybe five years or so. I was just waiting for the right time."

"And you think this is the right time?"

He took her hand in his. "Please, Beth, this is so simple. You get a clean house that I agree should have been cleaned before you got home - and I get to experience a fantasy coming to life. What's the problem with it?"

Beth nearly laughed. "Well, for starters, I'm not very strong yet. I don't even know that I could... uh... do what you want."

"Sure you can," he declared. "If I laid face down on the bed, you could sit right beside me and do it. That way you wouldn't need to use your legs at all. Besides, didn't the physical therapist say you needed to do range of motion exercises on your arms? What better way to do it than this?"

"What would I use?"

"Oh, I'm sure we could find some effective spanking implement around the house somewhere."

"I'm not sure we could find anything around this dump," she rejoined. He scowled. "Okay, okay... but this is pretty bizarre, don't you think?"

"You might call it that," he said. "But... maybe it'll be fun."

She scratched her forehead. "Well, what about this - what if I find... that I sort of like it? What if I get carried away and really hurt you?"

"I'm willing to take that chance."

For a long moment, Beth Waters-Simon studied her husband, trying to sort things out. "Is it really all that important to you?" she asked at last.

He pressed her fingers. "Yes... I guess it is."

"Okay... I guess... well, maybe we can try it."

"Do you mean it?" he asked, not daring to believe what he was hearing.

"Is this the only way I'm going to get the house cleaned?"

"More than likely."

"Then I guess I mean it."

"When can we start?"

"You're really bright-eyed, aren't you?"

Carl stood up, moved in behind his wife, and began to massage her shoulders. "The sooner we start, the sooner the house gets cleaned."

Beth thought for a moment, all the while relishing the feel of her husband's strong hands kneading her tired shoulders. "Well, I think I'm too tired to start today," she declared. "You're not - god, that feels good - working tomorrow, are you?"

"I actually have two whole days off," he replied, shifting his hands to the back of her neck.

She looked up at him with love in her eyes. At that moment, she probably would have done anything for him, including getting down on her knees - something that was nearly impossible until her legs were completely healthy - and sucking his penis. She shook herself to gain control. "Well, right now I want you to feed me some dinner. Then I'm going to bed. We can start tomorrow."

The next day, Beth seemed rather reluctant to get out of bed. Carl had gotten up before eight, read the newspaper, washed some dishes, and watched a little television. Finally, by ten he began to get fidgety and impatient. He cooked a light breakfast, put it on a tray, and carried it into the bedroom. Reluctantly, she opened her eyes. "I brought you some breakfast," he announced nervously.

She pulled back the covers and sat up. "You're really anxious to get started, aren't you?"

He set the tray down on the table next to the bed. "Not really," he replied. "Actually, I'm kind of nervous about this whole thing. I was thinking maybe we should sort of postpone it for a while."

She sat up, allowing her nightshirt to ride up over her thighs. Her legs still carried faded bruises and scars from the accident and two post-accident surgeries. "Wait a minute, Carl... you get me to agree to this cockeyed plan of yours and then you chicken out. What kind of crap is that? Will you still clean the house?"

"Well, I already swept the kitchen floor," he declared. "But in all honestly... it appears to be a beautiful day out there. I was thinking we could go for a drive or something. The house will wait."

She scowled and stood up. "The house won't wait," she exclaimed with slight anger rising in her voice. She looked at her husband and allowed a small smile to creep across her face. "Yesterday you agreed to clean if I... well, if I made you. Today you're trying to back out, probably hoping I forgot the whole thing. Well, I didn't forget. I think we've got some things to do and we're wasting time. So, get your pants off and lie down on the bed. Let's get this over with." Carl's mouth fell open in disbelief; he could say nothing. She drummed her fingers impatiently on the top of the table. "I said, get those pants off, Carl... unless you want more trouble than you can handle."

"You're serious, aren't you?" he dared to ask.

Her smile widened a little. "I'll show you how serious I am. Go get that heavy metal ruler out of your toolbox - you know, the fifteen inch one we used once to measure your dick."

He looked at her with growing fear in his eyes. "You want to... uh... spank me with that ruler? That'll hurt like hell."

She scowled. "I thought that was the point, Carl. Now, go get that ruler before I change my mind. Or shut up and never talk to me about spanking again... ever!" At first he seemed almost paralyzed. She drummed her fingers again and glanced at the clock next to the bed. "Time's wasting. You have thirty seconds to fetch that ruler, then I'm going back to sleep again. Tomorrow I will call a professional cleaning service and charge it to your credit card."

That seemed to get his attention. He gave her one last look and turned toward the door. "I... didn't really believe you'd go for it," he muttered.

Less than two minutes later, he was back in the bedroom nervously clutching a fifteen inch metal ruler. Beth had placed a chair next to the bed and was sitting in it. She held out her hand when she saw her husband. "Okay, give me the ruler, get those pants off, and get up on the bed." She clapped her hands for emphasis. Slowly, he extended the wicked looking measuring device toward her. She snatched it away and gripped one end with her right hand. "Now the pants!" she reminded. He nodded, undid his belt and peeled his jeans to his ankles. "The underpants too!" she crowed. He sighed and peeled down his briefs as well. She scanned him quickly. "Okay, now get up on the bed... face down!" Once again, like a man climbing the scaffold to the guillotine, he lifted himself onto the bed and lay down; he buried his sweating face in the soft pillow.

Beth sighed deeply as she beheld the sight. She had never before thought of her husband as a naughty supplicant; now she wasn't sure how she felt about it. However, as was her nature, since she had started this, she was determined to play it out, no matter what. With that in mind, she leaned over as much as her back would allow and re-gripped the ruler. "You know me, Carl. Once I start something, I don't back out - I go all the way. This spanking is for bringing me home to a filthy house and then getting angry when I said something about it." She punctuated this with three sudden blows from the ruler directly across the center of his naked bottom. He reared up a little. She smacked him again to get him to lie back down.

"God, not so hard, Beth," he implored.

She gave him a sinister little laugh. "The next fifteen or twenty will be a lot harder," she declared, delivering another hard blow. "I'm just warming up with my... range of motion exercise. Besides, I need to warn you, don't I?"

"Fifteen or twenty?" He grimaced, partly from the pain of the first five strokes and partly from the prospect of many more of the same.

"Shut up, Carl, and quit complaining," she ordered, laying three solid strikes to his reddening posterior. "In fact, you should be grateful I'm giving you this attention, that I'm even trying to make you a better housekeeper and save you money in the process."

Last night, she had told him that she thought he was crazy. However, this morning, with harsh pain radiating through his body, he was beginning to believe that she was the crazy one. "Beth... Beth... maybe you should stop... you might... uh... re-injure yourself."

She laughed as though that was one of the funniest things she had ever heard. "You know, I haven't felt this good in over four months," she exclaimed. "Must be the combination of adrenaline and endorphins my body is releasing. I may pay for this later. However, right now, I won't stop until I'm convinced that you will finish the cleaning - not because you want to or because I asked you to, but because you're afraid - pure and simple." As soon as she finished talking, she gave his upturned rear another quick series of twenty solid shots. He bit his tongue and wondered what in the world he could have been thinking the night before when he suggested this.

And still the spanking continued unabated: smack on his bruised right cheek; whack across the left cheek; splat directly across the center of both cheeks. After two or three minutes of this, the pain was growing intolerable. He began to squirm on the bed. This only made her spank harder.

Then, something totally unexpected started to happen. Tears formed in his eyes and spilled down the sides of his face. He was crying. He had never done that before - at least not for a long time and never in his wife's presence. "I... I'm sorry, Beth," he sputtered. But what was he sorry for, he wondered. Was he sorry he was getting spanked and it hurt so bad? Was he sorry that he had coerced his wife into doing this in the first place? Was he sorry that he hadn't cleaned the house before she came home? Was he sorry that she had been the one injured in that accident and not him? Or was he simply sorry for all of those things and possibly a lot more?

As he tried to think more about it, the tears came faster and faster until they were a torrent. His chest was heaving in uncontrollable sobs. This got Beth's attention. She lay the ruler down on the floor and stood up. "Carl, honey, what's wrong?" she asked gently, touching his sweating fingers with her own.

He turned his head toward her. "I... I... I'm so sorry, Beth," he repeated between sobs.

Beth reached over and touched his face. "Carl, you have no reason to be sorry," she said softly, seeking his eyes with her own. "What happened to me... it was an accident, it wasn't your fault. My god, honey, is that what this is all about?"

"I don't know for sure," he answered. "Maybe."

She let him cry for a few more minutes, then reached down and caressed both cheeks of his flaming bottom. She flashed a small smile. "You know, honey, you look kind of cute like this."

As if by instinct, he rolled onto his side so that his bottom was away from her. "You're kidding?"

Her smile grew. "No... I don't think so. It really does look cute. It may be a long two weeks."

Carl smiled too, even as the pain from the spanking pinballed through his body. "That's encouraging. I was a little worried that maybe you'd forgotten."

"Oh, no," she said. "There was more than one night I dreamed about your hard dick thrusting inside me, making me feel so good..." Her voice trailed off dreamily.

"For god's sake, Beth, stop it, please... I'm going to have enough trouble waiting two weeks as it is."

She picked up the metal ruler again. "No you won't," she declared. "Because I intend to keep you very busy cleaning."

---oOo---

Two weeks later, the first floor of the two story bungalow was spotless, including the bathroom and the kitchen. Carl's bottom was crisscrossed with long rectangular marks from the ruler. However, he had done his job well. That night they made love as though it was the first time for both of them. Then later, as he cradled his well-satisfied wife in his arms, Beth turned her head back toward him slightly. "You know, honey, you did a great job on the part of the house you cleaned... even though I had to spank you several times." She paused for a moment. "Tomorrow you can take the day off... maybe we can drive to the park and see which flowers are blooming. However, there's still the upstairs to do, then the basement, then the garage. Now that I know what works, I intend to use it again."

He took a deep breath. "But I thought you were getting stronger. Can't you do the cleaning?"

She laughed. "Probably. But why should I since it so much fun to make you do it?"

He closed his eyes and buried his face in the pillow. Be careful what you wish for, he reminded himself.
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Women who Spank Men: Volume 16

This volume in the Women who Spank Men series contains another diverse collection of domestic femdom spanking tales:

Aunt Edith by Stephen de Medici: When Stephen's formidable Aunt Edith pays him a visit, he is horrified to discover that he had accidentally sent her a Christmas card with a nude photo of himself being caned by his wife. He is soon made to regret his error when his wife and aunt collaborate to punish him with a hairbrush and a whippy nylon cane.

The Boyfriend by Nigel Wolstenholm: Hoping to find a dominant woman to meet his particular needs, Timothy puts a carefully worded advert on the internet. Eventually, he gets the reply he was hoping for and, after a brief exchange of emails, he goes to his date's house for dinner. Later that evening, his bottom bared and his wrists restrained, he is subjected to a vigorous hairbrush spanking...

The Best Employment Option by Ryan Rowland: Having moved back to her hometown, 24-year-old Tricia is in need of a job. When she visits Ken, a prospective employer, he offers her a position but then puts his arm round her waist and pats her bottom! Incensed, Tricia spanks him with his own belt, which she finds quite a turn-on. It appears, however, that what Ken really needs is an assertive, no-nonsense female who will put him in his place via maternal-style corporal punishment.

Anatomy of a Switching by Rick Onolanke: When Vicky discovers that her boyfriend has visited a strip bar and lied about it to her, she gives him a choice: accept that their relationship is over, or take a switching from her.

Birthday Blues by Michael Sharpe: On his 18th birthday, Roger's friend Jen persuades him to break the school rules and go to the pub at lunchtime. Unfortunately, his visit is discovered and he is summoned to see the Headmistress who offers him two options: he can either be suspended or accept a spanking from Mrs Durham, the rather attractive school secretary.

He Left Porn on Mom's Computer by Louis Woodley: When 18-year-old Franklin's laptop is away for repair, he uses his mother's computer to view porn sites, but fails to cover his tracks. When his mother discovers what he has done she sends him upstairs to await her and the belt.

The Piano Lesson by J Wackford Colton: After a hard day at work, Jonathan attends his weekly piano lesson with Susan, a rather strict piano teacher. While waiting, he believes that he can hear the distinctive sounds of a bottom being spanked, and later, when he fails to play his scales correctly, he is bent over the piano stool for a dose of the cane... or at least that's how it appears...

Disciplined by his Landlady by Lucy Appleby

Joe is quite content to bum around and enjoy himself, totally unconcerned about his lack of motivation or ambition. But his life changes drastically following an encounter with Stephanie Myers - a woman radically different from any other he has ever known. For Stephanie is a cool, efficient businesswoman on the exterior, but her personal life allows her to be who she really is ... a true disciplinarian with a penchant for kink. The initial spark of sexual chemistry between the two flares into something more profound and exciting. Stephanie becomes Joe's landlady, and recognising Joe's submissive nature, she exploits and nurtures it to the full. But when Joe is disobedient and breaks her rules - which he does, often - he pays the price on his backside. He is introduced to her hairbrush, slipper, paddle and cane, and other implements from her arsenal which encourage naughty young men to behave.

As for Joe, he's always had a hankering for older, assertive women. He adores Stephanie and loves her dominance and the way she effortlessly takes charge of the situation. He adapts to a life of domestic discipline within a female-led relationship - a most intimate and rewarding relationship which involves more deliciously kinky sex than he'd ever imagined possible, plus humiliating scenarios which are a real turn on. But there is an element of romance too as these two develop real feelings for each other, and under Stephanie's guidance and control Joe becomes empowered and happier than he's ever been. Submitting to Stephanie is well worth a sore bottom!

The Disciplining of Danny by Charles Pangbourne

Handsome 23-year-old Danny Fuller funds his studies by working as a bartender where he is ideally placed to pick up women and indulge in transient superficial relationships with them. Things change forever, though, when he meets the wealthy and very attractive Nicole, a woman with a no-nonsense attitude who likes to be in control.

Once they start dating, Danny soon finds himself over her knee for a spanking when he fails to measure up to her expectations, but Nicole also likes to dominate in the bedroom, spanking him for both fun and foreplay. She also introduces Danny to two of her equally dominant female friends and he gets spanked by them too.

Danny is surprised to discover that he is very much turned on by being spanked and dominated by the beautiful Nicole and enjoys being a willing participant in a female led relationship. Over time, their feelings deepen for each other and they fall in love and, after Nicole invites Danny to live with her, he is hopeful that marriage may soon be on the cards.

First, though, Nicole wants to help make Danny a better man and to fulfil his potential and, despite a few mishaps along the way, things seem to be going well when a foolish deception appears to have ruined everything. Is this the end for the couple or can Danny turn things around?

The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby

Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it!

This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman.

Taking Henry in Hand by Charles Pangbourne

When the eighteen-year-old intelligent but nerdy college student, Henry Talbot, attends a party at a frat house, his life is forever changed after he meets the exceedingly tall, beautiful Barbara Hopkins, a fellow student and basketball player.

Initially stunned that she should take an interest in someone like him, he begins dating her but during a meal at a restaurant Henry embarrasses Barbara when he is especially rude to the waitress attending their table.

Following the meal, he is given an ultimatum, either he allows Barbara to spank him for his bad behaviour or their relationship is over. Henry readily accepts her punishment which she delivers using her hand and a hairbrush, and although painful, it is clear that he is also sexually aroused by it. He is further humiliated when Barbara insists that he apologise to the waitress and even worse, show her the proof that he has been spanked.

Thus begins a female led relationship with the dominant Barbara who disciplines him with a variety of spanking implements including hairbrush, paddle, cane and tawse, whenever he steps out of line or doesn't meet her expectations. And it's not only Henry that participates in such a relationship as several of his friends later find themselves being subjected to rigorous discipline from their dominant girlfriends, who are often encouraged by Barbara.

Later, when Henry is introduced to Barbara's parents it becomes all too clear where Barbara gets her dominant tendencies from as her mother, Caroline, is very much in charge of the household, as Henry discovers when he spies her disciplining her own husband in the study.

Having spent some months together, the couple announce their engagement - it looks like sitting comfortably may be a thing of the past for Henry!

The House of Correction by Anthony Payne

Jennifer unburdens herself to her friend Megan, telling her about her marital problems with her husband, Paul. Paul is out of control: he has become inconsiderate and disrespectful, he drinks too much and spends money irresponsibly, and stays out late night after night. Megan dutifully listens, and says she can help, but first Jennifer is to accompany her home... where much to Jennifer's surprise, she witnesses Megan spanking her husband Steve for misusing their credit card.

The idea of disciplining her husband is new to Jennifer, but she can see how successful Megan and Steve's marriage is - and it's all down to Megan being head of the household and spanking her misbehaving husband's bottom. So, following Megan's recommendation, Jennifer signs up for her and Paul to visit the House of Correction, hosted by the formidable Morgan, a lady who has trained her husband David with cane, paddle and hairbrush. It proves to be a memorable weekend. Several other couples attend, and Jennifer soon gets to grips with her tuition, learning how to verbally chastise and physically discipline her husband, Paul ... who returns home with a very sore bottom and a much improved attitude now that he knows his wife is in charge.

Spanking Stories for Misbehaving Men by Lucy Appleby

Also available as the individual compilations: Bad Boy Story Book 1 and Bad Boy Story Book 2, this bumper anthology features 38 femdom tales (over 57,000 words) of men being disciplined by dominant women. All of the entertaining stories are based on the F/M orientation. Some are humorous, some are erotic; some have a domestic setting, some depict a female-led relationship, whilst others focus on particular scenarios and places and fantasy situations.

The common theme is the women disciplinarians who will stand for no nonsense as they inflict good old fashioned spankings to the deserving, with the help of a formidable array of disciplinary implements. It has to be said that in most of these stories, the disciplined male ends up being sexually aroused. Indeed, within this substantial collection of stories, this appears to be the case for the majority of men who are subject to female domination, irrespective of whether they are whacked by hand, cane, crop or paddle!

Women who Spank Men Box Set

This box set is not to be missed! It is a must for all men who love the idea of going over the lap of a strict woman for a dose of good old-fashioned discipline.

It contains the first FOUR books of F/M stories from the Women Who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 25 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling almost 91,000 words describing the many creative ways that stern women chastise and punish deserving men under their control!

Women who spank men are not to be trifled with. The women in this series include wives, girlfriends, mothers, sisters and mother-in-laws, along with ultra strict teachers and even grandmothers! These are formidable women who have a wide range of formidable spanking implements in their arsenal of delights - and boy, do they know how to use them!

It isn't only men who have cast-iron hands, plenty of these women use their hard hands on naughty male bottoms. And if the recalcitrant male has been extra naughty, he gets a taste of the hairbrush, paddle, wooden spoon, strap or cane!

Some of the stories feature role-play involving badly behaved men disciplined by an aunt or girl friend, resulting in a bare bottom spanking! Some stories show how arrogant men receive their well-deserved comeuppance. Take Darren for instance - he expects a playful spanking followed by sex with several women where he can show off his manly assets. How wrong can he be! Then we have Robby, a 29 year-old man whose wife gets a couple of young women to babysit him to make sure he doesn't break any of her rules. Alas, he does break her rules, and his bottom pays the price!

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!
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