
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Disciplined Male:

Volume 1

by

W. Arthur


All rights reserved
Copyright © February 2016 by W. Arthur

Published by LSF Publications

http://www.lsfpublications.com/

[image: ]

Cover design by Nathaniel Scott.

This book may not be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in whole or in part by any means, including graphic, electronic, or mechanical without the express written consent of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. It includes adult spanking and some sexual scenes. Any resemblance to actual persons, places or events are purely coincidental. All fictional characters are eighteen years or older.


This compilation features a collection of femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

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.

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.

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.

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!

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.

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.
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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.


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.


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."


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.


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.


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.
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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 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!

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!

Women who Spank Men Box Set 2

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 FOUR books of F/M stories from volumes 5 through to 8 of the Women Who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 26 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling well over 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 domestic discipline scenarios. Take John for instance... he and his wife Madge have been married for thirty years. It takes a house move to be the catalyst for a whole new lifestyle change as John's fantasies are at last made real and Madge proves a natural at wielding the paddle. Then there is Tod, who can't inherit his father's substantial fortune unless he takes a sound hairbrush spanking from Mrs Green - who as luck would have it is a gorgeous young lawyer. How can Todd possibly refuse...? Some of the stories show how selfish husbands get their comeuppance. Greg is one such husband. His wife is acting principal at an exclusive private school, and when she finds a cane hidden in the office, she takes it home. To his amazement, Greg finds himself bending over the table for a taste of six of the best! And, it seems that some men find a good spanking can be cathartic. This is certainly the case for Kurt, who is disciplined by two women.

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!

Women who Spank Men Box Set 3

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 FOUR books of F/M stories from volumes 9 through to 12 of the Women who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 29 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling well over 95,000 words describing the many creative ways that stern women chastise and punish deserving men under their control!

Who says women are the weaker sex? Not in these stories, they're not! On the contrary, these women are in control and they mean business. Take Stuart's boss, Miranda - she keeps an eighteen-inch long wooden paddle in her desk - and she knows how to use it too. Then there's John, put in the corner by his wife and disciplined by his in-law. The tables are turned in another relationship, where Edward finds himself on the receiving end of wife Carla's new leather strap. And what happens to William when he reverses into a parked car owned by his former teacher? He gets spanked of course!

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!
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