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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Joel Preston planned to spend his summer break from college getting a tan. However, painting his uncle's house was not the way he wanted to do it. Rather, he had visions of sitting in a lifeguard chair at Shermahorn Beach, letting the sun fall kindly on his bare shoulders while he watched nubile young women frolic in string bikinis. Unfortunately, his mother had other ideas.

Kevin Fitzhugh was Joel's mother's baby brother and her favorite sibling. Uncle Kevin's National Guard unit had been called up and deployed to the Middle East for six months. Someone had to paint the house, perform minor repairs, and care for the yard while he was away. It didn't matter to Joel's mother that Kevin's wife, Cara, would be there. Thus, after several heated discussions, a few serious threats, and the offer of a thousand dollars to work around the house for six weeks, Joel agreed. What else could he do?

So now, on a hot sunny day in mid-June, Joel was standing on a step-ladder at the rear of the split-level house that belonged to his Uncle Kevin and Kevin's schoolteacher wife, Cara. Hanging from the ladder was a bucket of white primer and a roller. The siding of the house seemed to go on forever; however, at least he was outside with his shirt off.

He had been at the house for three days and had rarely seen his aunt, a woman he barely knew anyway because she and his uncle had only been married for three years. All Joel really knew about her was that she taught high school English and was about the same age as Kevin - perhaps mid thirties. Joel didn't think she was necessarily a bad looking woman... for her age. She certainly didn't measure up to the young slender co-eds he was used to lusting after at Green Forest College.

However, today she was home, her obligations to the high school completed for the year. Joel had seen her briefly in the kitchen earlier this morning, just before he went outside to work on the house. She had smiled at him and casually told him that she would be having a few friends over later - colleagues from work, she said. Joel had nodded politely and then went about his business. What Cara did with her 'colleagues' didn't interest him, unless they were planning on helping him with the painting or the yardwork.

The cars began pulling up to the house around ten o'clock. By ten-fifteen, Joel could see five early middle-age women plus Cara gathered in the lower level family room. They were sitting casually in chairs, munching vegetable sticks and sipping ice tea. He didn't really intend to watch them; however, he was working on that side of the house and their conversation was loud and animated - something about school politics that somehow degenerated into a discussion about the relative adequacies and inadequacies of men in general. When a few of the women began describing sexual techniques that never failed to excite them, they became very difficult to ignore. It was truly amazing how their voices carried through the open window.

Thus, Joel Preston, twenty-year-old college student, spent a little more time than he had intended painting the trim around the windows that led into the family room. Occasionally, he would get back on the ladder and slap a few more coats of primer on the siding, especially when one of the women caught a glimpse of him gazing in and flashed him a smile. He reminded himself that he hadn't wanted to spend the summer at this house and he certainly didn't want to admit to himself that he might possibly be attracted to any woman that was perhaps fifteen to twenty years older than he was.

By eleven, he was so thoroughly disgusted with himself that he moved the ladder away from the windows and concentrated all of his effort on the house. Just get the job done, he told himself... what's going on inside is absolutely none of your concern. Still, when he could no longer make out any conversation, he became curious. He hadn't heard any car doors slamming or engines starting. Then, ten minutes later, when he began to hear what sounded like whispering and moaning coming from inside, his curiosity completely overwhelmed him. He just had to find out what was going on in the house.

Armed with his small paintbrush, he rather stealthily moved to the side of the first window. While he pretended to slap the brush against the wood trim, he managed to align his head with the glass while not exposing the rest of his body. Carefully, he peered into the family room. What he saw when his eyes adjusted to the low light was the most amazing thing he had ever seen. Four of the women were lying on the floor completely naked. They had formed pairs and were facing each other, their arms and legs tangled. One woman in each pair had a large vibrating dildo and was busy working it in and out of her partner's vagina.

Even from a distance, Joel could see everything, and he was totally transfixed. These women, like his aunt, weren't necessarily the most beautiful in the world. However, the show they were putting on more than made up for any shortcomings they may have had in the looks department. After all, he reasoned as he struggled to keep his tongue in his mouth and his penis from poking a hole in the front of his shorts, looks aren't everything. Looks may even be grossly overrated.

Suddenly, he remembered the only date he had ever had with Mandy Carstairs. She was a cheerleader who fit the stereotype perfectly. She also turned out to be boring and completely self-absorbed. Joel was so disgusted with her that he might very well have turned her down if she had invited him to have sex with her. Of course, she didn't invite him, so the whole issue was moot. Still, he had learned something of a lesson about young women who had all the attributes of lingerie models.

A small voice inside his head tried to suggest that he stop staring and go back to work before somebody saw him. However, that voice was drowned out by other voices, voices fueled by youthful testosterone. Not only did he continue to gaze in silent awe at the small orgy taking place in the family room of his uncle's house, he eventually dropped the paintbrush into the grass. It didn't bother him at all that he'd only seen four women or that Cara wasn't among them. After a few more minutes, a herd of buffalo could have been stampeding toward the house and he probably wouldn't have noticed.

It took a firm hand on his shoulder to bring him back to reality. He snapped his head around hard and looked directly into the brown eyes of his aunt. She was half smiling and half scowling at him. "You've stopped working," she said.

He flushed slightly and quickly picked up the discarded paintbrush. "Uh... I... was just letting the first coat dry," he stammered. He felt the trim with his fingers. "Almost there," he said.

Cara laughed. "That's pretty lame," she exclaimed. She gazed through the window. "I wouldn't think a group of old schoolteachers would interest a kid your age," she said. "But I guess I was wrong. Or maybe you're just really hard up."

Joel desperately tried to think of something to say, some appropriate words that would help to extricate him from the appearance of being little more than a peeping Tom. He certainly wasn't making a favorable impression on Cara, the wife of his mother's favorite brother. When word of this disgrace got out, he would never hear the end of it.

The older woman shifted her gaze back to the hapless college student. "Since it appears that you'd rather watch them than paint, I assume that no more work is going to get done around here for awhile," she said. "And if that's the case, you might as well come inside where you can get a better view and I don't have to worry about what you're doing out here."

The invitation surprised him, although he wasn't quite sure why. And a part of him wanted to accept the invitation, to go with his aunt into the family room, to see up close how women pleasure each other. Maybe he could even learn a few things. However, another part of him knew that it would somehow be very dangerous to go in the house, to venture into the unknown, where he would be outmatched by six older, more experienced women. He shook his head. "Uh... maybe I should just get back to work," he said finally. "I... I'm sorry, Aunt Cara. I didn't mean to look through the window."

Cara laughed and touched his slightly trembling hand. "You don't want to go back to work," she declared. "You know that and so do I." Then, with a surprisingly strong grip, she grasped his fingers and pulled him to his feet. "Let's go inside and see what happens."

All the young man could do at this point was to nod and follow helplessly, like a puppy on a leash.

When they were inside the house, Joel could hear more distinctly the moans and shrieks of pleasure coming from the family room. It further aroused him, and soon thoughts of danger began to drown in a churning sea of lust. There would be no turning back now.

In the family room, the women were now massed together, naked legs tangled with naked arms, facial lips pressed against moist pink vaginal lips. The original four Joel had seen through the window had been joined by the fifth. At the bottom of the short staircase, Joel and Cara stopped. "Do you like what you see, Joel?" she asked, smiling widely.

As he thought vaguely about the question, he understood that it was pretty silly. It was practically every man's fantasy. He only wished that he could strip off his shorts and get down on the floor with them. And perhaps that wasn't out of the realm of possibility. Perhaps, he considered, that was why he had been invited in - these women needed a man and he was available. It no longer concerned him that he was in his uncle's house, thinking about getting it on with his uncle's wife and her friends, while Kevin was in the Middle East, presumably in harm's way.

Cara laughed again and touched his fingers. "Sit down, Joel... make yourself comfortable. It looks like they're just about finished."

Keeping his wide eyes fixed on the erotic scene on the floor, Joel tumbled backward into the nearest armchair. His fully erect penis was causing him pain and it was all he could do to keep his hand from pulling it out to give himself some relief.

The five women pleasuring each other were not nearly as close to being finished as Cara had predicted. In fact, just as the chorus of moans seemed to be reaching its climax, Cara herself stripped off her shorts and top and plunged into the fleshy mass, soon to be swallowed up. As Joel watched he couldn't tell where one woman started and the other ended. They all seemed to have merged into one. It reminded him a little of some silly cartoon he used to watch as a kid in which the superhero characters would merge to form some kind of weapon. In the case of the women, however, their mutual goal seemed to be to achieve the most mindblowing orgasm that was humanly possible.

Then finally - just as Joel thought he would lose his mind completely - it was over. At first, the women could do nothing more than remain on the floor, breathing hard and slowly disentangling themselves from each other. It took several minutes for them to recover enough to sit up and form a fleshy circle. They were all sweating profusely and wore smiles wide enough to drive a truck through.

At first no one spoke - there seemed to be no need for words. Then, eventually, eyes began to drift toward their only male spectator. "You know, Cara," one of the women started, her gaze fixed firmly on the young college student with the bulging erection, "your nephew is not a bad looking kid."

Her nearest companion proceeded to give Joel a long stare, as though she was appraising a prize bull at an auction. "Perhaps," she said. "But a bit presumptuous, I should think."

"Complete lack of discipline," another woman declared.

"You're probably right," the second woman said. "It's endemic in today's youth."

"You know what would fix that?" yet another woman asked. She had a trim body and long dark hair, streaked with several strands of gray. A few thin lines extended away from her brown eyes. She was clearly the oldest, but not the least attractive. All her companions turned toward her expectantly. "A return to corporal punishment," she said, answering her own question. "Paddle a few bare butts. That will get their attention."

"What do you know about that, Kathy?" the first woman questioned.

Kathy smiled as though remembering. "Before I came here, I taught in a high school in Texas for five years. It was the last school in the district to ban corporal punishment in the classroom. Hell, I used to keep a paddle displayed on the corner of my desk."

"Was that effective?" Cara asked.

"For some kids, yes," Kathy replied. "I think it served as a wake up call for the ones who were marginal. Then, of course, there were the hard core. They probably got it a lot worse at home."

The women turned back to Joel again. "Well... what about it, Joel," one of them started, "Did you ever get paddled in school?"

Joel was startled to hear his name. He still thought he might be dreaming. "What?"

The women laughed. "See... this is exactly what I mean," Kathy exclaimed. "Complete lack of attention."

"How did corporal punishment help that?" one questioned. All the women now seemed to be completely absorbed by the conversation.

"All it took was for one kid to get paddled one time," Kathy said. "Then you keep the paddle where the kids can see it. Believe me, they begin to focus in a hurry."

"Do you think it would work on Joel?" Cara questioned, casting a sideways glance at her nephew.

Kathy laughed. "Well... he certainly didn't seem to have any trouble focusing on what we were doing a few minutes ago."

"That wasn't much of a test," one of the women said. She was short with shoulder length blonde hair. "I mean, what male can resist watching a bunch of naked women playing with each other?"

"Which he shouldn't have been looking at in the first place... if he had been doing what he was supposed to be doing," another woman proclaimed.

"Well, that's the whole point, isn't it?" Kathy said. "He lacks discipline - not to mention discretion."

Cara looked at Kathy, then at Joel, then at Kathy again. "How would you go about providing the discipline?"

Kathy smiled once more. "Are you serious?"

"Yes... I guess I am," Cara said. "He is my responsibility after all."

At that moment, Joel seemed to wake to the nature of the conversation, especially as it was more and more directed toward him. He pushed himself out of his chair. "Uh... I think I should get back to the painting," he said quietly, hoping that no one would really take notice of his leaving.

Kathy and Cara stood up at the same time and faced him, making absolutely no attempt to cover their firm breasts or their hair-covered and glistening crotches. "I don't think so, Joel," Cara said in an assertive voice. "We're not finished with you yet."

Joel began to feel very uneasy. He chided himself for coming into the house in the first place. You should've stayed outside and gotten your work done, stupid, he yelled at himself. "Please, Aunt Cara," he said, taking another step toward the stairs. "I... don't want to lose the light."

Kathy and another naked woman moved surprisingly fast to cut off his exit. "See what I mean, Cara," Kathy said. "He's not listening to you... It's a complete lack of respect."

"And you really think corporal punishment will fix that?" Cara asked, also taking a step toward Joel. By now, all the women were on their feet and moving toward the hapless college student.

Kathy shook her head. "Hard to tell," she said. "He may be hopeless. But there's one way to find out."

Now, Joel was scared. A few minutes ago, the six naked women had been an incredible turn on for him. However, this was rapidly changing as they formed a circle around him. Suddenly, they looked large and menacing. He wanted to say something or just bolt and run, take his chances that his youth and strength would power him past this female gauntlet. His fear, however, was paralyzing him. And there was still a small sliver of lust that wouldn't go away. It's not everyday that a boy his age attracts the interest of six sexy women at the same time. That was simply too difficult to ignore.

Kathy was so close to Joel that she could reach out and touch him. She glanced over to Cara. "It's your call, Cara," she said. "You're going to have to live with him for a while. However, if you decide he needs to be disciplined, I can show you how it's done."

Cara seemed to think for a moment. That pause gave Joel another chance to express his side. "Please... I'm sorry... I didn't mean to watch... It won't happen again... I promise."

Kathy scowled. "Cara, please... let me spank your nephew," she said. "This pleading is really starting to piss me off." She turned toward Joel. "Boy... at least have the courage to face what's coming to you."

"All right, Kathy, go ahead," Cara said. "What do you want us to do?"

Joel could feel himself panic. "No... please, Aunt Cara... I don't know what you're planning, but I don't want to play... just let me out of here."

Kathy and another woman grabbed his wrists and held them in a grip that was stronger than he was expecting. "I think he's going to be a fighter," Kathy declared. "Someone needs to tie his hands with something, then we'll need to strip off those shorts, bend him over the chair, and spank him with whatever you might have in the house. I don't suppose you have a paddle?"

Cara smiled. "You know... we do have a paddle around here," she said. "My mother gave me her old sorority paddle when I graduated from college."

"That's a pretty strange graduation gift," Kathy said. "But it will be perfect for this occasion. Do you have something to tie his hands with?"

Cara glanced at one of the other women. "Betsy... there's some clothesline in the laundry room over there," she said.

The woman named Betsy nodded and disappeared through a half open door.

Joel struggled against the hands that gripped him. Anger was supplanting the panic. "This has gone on long enough," he proclaimed. "Let me go and I'll just leave."

Cara shook her head. "You wouldn't want me to call your mother, would you?" she said softly. "I don't think she would take the news too kindly that you were spying on me and my friends as we went to the bathroom."

Sweat was beading up on his forehead. "But I wasn't doing that," he protested. "In fact, you invited me down here."

Cara huffed. "That's what you say," she said. "I will have a completely different story to tell your mother... and my husband when he calls."

"You... you wouldn't do that," Joel countered.

Cara flashed a sly smile. "Do you want to find out?"

No, he didn't want to find out. This was a nightmare coming to life. He hung his head in silent resignation. "What do I need to do?"

Cara clapped her hands in delight. "See, Kathy... maybe he's got some potential."

"We'll see how well he takes his punishment," Kathy said.

Just then, Betsy returned with several long strands of white clothesline. "Will these do?"

"Bring them over here and let's find out," Kathy said, still holding tight to her young victim. "Cara, go get that paddle while we get your nephew ready for his punishment."

Cara nodded and bounded up the short staircase.

Joel looked at Kathy. She appeared to be at least forty-five or fifty, he guessed, but with a strong, sturdy body. He wasn't completely certain he could overpower her, even if he had been so inclined. Besides, there were the four other women to deal with. No, he thought, there would be no escape.

Kathy fingered the strands of clothesline. "All right, Joel," she began, leering at him, "we can do this the easy way or the hard way. It's your choice."

Joel looked all around him, saw the determined faces of the women. "What's the easy way?"

"Very simple... put your hands behind your back and let us do the rest," Kathy replied.

Joel's wide eyes drifted around the group. "Then what happens?"

All five women laughed at the same time. "Look... you seem like a fairly decent kid," Kathy said softly. "But you were spying on us, and for that you deserve to be punished a little. Besides, we just want to play with you. Relax... you might even enjoy it."

That last comment really surprised him. He had always thought of himself as being a sexual aggressor, that that was a natural male role. But maybe he had been wrong, both about women and about himself. He could feel himself growing aroused again. Yes, he would take whatever these older, more experienced women were offering him, even if some of it was painful. Then, before he knew what was happening, his hands were behind his back and secured tightly with a length of clothesline. In another instant, his shorts and briefs were down around his ankles, leaving his bulging penis fully exposed and his taut bottom completely vulnerable.

"Bend him over the back of the chair," Kathy ordered.

Joel was dragged over to a low back chair and bent over it. As per Kathy's instructions, his legs were secured on each side. Now he was virtually helpless, in position with five pairs of hungry eyes gawking at him.

"Let's make this even more interesting," Kathy said suddenly. She bent over and picked up a pair of discarded white cotton panties. She approached the trembling young man. "It's certainly not every man who gets to smell my panties," she declared as she put the panties over Joel's head.

Now he was blind as well as helpless. However, his nose was treated to the strong musky scent of Kathy's natural lubricant. The lust was once more overpowering him, and yet he could do nothing about it but wait.

Fortunately, he didn't have to wait very long. Although he couldn't see her, he heard his aunt come back down the stairs. "That beauty looks like it's seen some action," he heard Kathy exclaim. He assumed they were talking about the sorority paddle. He had seen a few of those himself, although he had never gotten the chance to swing one. He had heard stories, however. When he was chasing after sorority girls, he never expected to find himself in this position. He was beginning to learn something about irony.

A minute later, he could hear movement behind him. Then he heard a swish as something heavy cut through the air. The sound was immediately followed by the searing pain of something impacting across the center of both cheeks of his raised posterior. He groaned and bucked. Several strong hands pushed him back down. "Lots more to go," Kathy exclaimed in a voice that sounded like it was coming from another world.

Joel braced himself and was rewarded with five more hard shots from the equally hard wood. In his entire life, he had never before been paddled or even spanked. However, intrinsically, he knew that Kathy must have been a master. He could feel the hot pain radiate through his entire body. He began to worry about how much more he could take. "Isn't that about enough?" he suggested meekly.

Kathy issued a hearty laugh. "I should hardly think so," she said. "Besides, I'm just getting warmed up." Then, as if to prove her point, she delivered five more powerful and painful shots.

"Kathy, how do you know when they really have had enough?" one of the women asked.

"That's a good question, Marie," Kathy replied. "Back during my paddling days we were not supposed to give more than ten during any one session. But I was never satisfied until I had broken the student."

"How do you know when the student is broken?" Marie questioned.

"I think you just know," Kathy said. 

"Maybe when they're begging for mercy," another woman suggested.

Kathy huffed. "That's hardly an indication," she said. "I mean, they could beg without really being that hurt. I think it's when they're really sorry they did whatever it was they did to get paddled in the first place." She followed this by five more heavy strokes to Joel's upper thighs.

"How do you know when they're sincere about being sorry?" Marie asked.

"You tell me," Kathy said as she struck five more times with the paddle. "Joel, are you sorry?"

Was he sorry? He thought about that for a few seconds. Yes, he was sorry - about a good many things. "Yes... I'm very sorry," he said.

"Did that sound sincere to you, Marie?" Kathy questioned.

"Not really," Marie said.

"Then I guess we're not done yet," Kathy said. She swung the paddle again, slamming into the unmarked flesh just below Joel's coccyx.

"Wait a minute, Kathy," Cara said. "He's my nephew. I think I should be the one to break him."

"Be my guest," Kathy said. "I was getting tired anyway."

There was a pause. "Joel, if we're going to live together for the next six weeks or so, we need to have an understanding," Cara said. "I have to be able to trust you around me and my friends." She punctuated this with five quick sharp blows to his already heavily bruised posterior.

Joel yelped like a wounded puppy and began to shuffle his feet. This was definitely no longer a game. Hot tears formed in the corners of his eyes. One trickled down his cheek. "Wha...what do you want me to say, Aunt Cara?" he asked in a near whisper.

"I shouldn't have to tell you what to say, Joel," Cara said, gracing his rear with ten more paddle shots. "But... I will stop if you acknowledge once and for all and in front of my friends that you are sorry for spying on us, that you will not tell anyone what you have seen here, and that you will do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it." She delivered two more thundering blows to his upper thighs. "Do you agree?"

Joel wasn't sure what it meant to be broken, but he knew he must be pretty close. "Yes... yes," he said. "I... am so terribly sorry and I agree to everything you said."

"Well, Marie... did that sound sincere to you?" Cara asked.

"I'm impressed," Marie said.

"Had enough, Cara?" Kathy questioned.

"Yes," Cara said.

"Okay... let's get this poor boy untied," Kathy instructed.

A few seconds later, several hands were working on Joel at the same time. He was untied and the panties were removed from his head. The first thing he did was to drop to the floor, rub his wounded bottom, and cry.

All six women stood around him and watched. They were all still naked. "Maybe you were too hard on him," one of the women suggested.

"He looks all right to me," Kathy said. "But if you want to comfort him, Sara, go ahead. He's probably earned it. Is it okay with you, Cara?"

"Sure," Cara said. "It will save me from having to do it later."

Sara smiled and knelt down beside the miserable young man. "Does anyone want to join me, or do I have him all to myself?"

Betsy smiled and stepped closer. "It's been almost a year since I dumped my husband," she said. "I don't miss him, but I do miss being with a man sometimes." She joined Sara and put her hand on Joel's bottom.

Then, before he had any idea what was happening, Joel found himself on his back with Betsy squatting over his erect penis. Sara, the other woman, was squatting over his face. "Do you think we should use a condom?" Betsy asked just as her engorged labia touched the head of his twitching penis.

"Probably," Kathy said.

"Well... does anyone have one?" Betsy inquired, remaining in the awkward position. "I don't know how much longer I can wait."

"There's one in my purse," Marie said. Her five companions gazed at her wonderingly. She shrugged her shoulders. "Well... you never know when you're going to need one." She opened a large leather handbag, rummaged through it for a few seconds, and extracted a foil wrapped Trojan. She handed it to Betsy. "You owe me," she declared.

"Sure," Betsy quipped as she unwrapped the condom and rolled it down over Joel's penis. After that, she wasted no time impaling herself on it, bucking and moaning in a matter of seconds.

While Betsy was driving herself to orgasm, Sara squatted over Joel's mouth. "Tongue me to orgasm," she ordered.

Joel closed his eyes and stuck out his tongue. It made contact with the wet tissue being offered to him. He had only performed cunnilingus once before and hadn't really enjoyed it all that much. However, this time was different. He had never felt so excited in his life - two women using his body at the same time, wantonly disregarding his pleasure for the sake of their own. Guided by lust and instinct, he plunged his tongue into the heavily lubricated vagina, then extracted it and rolled it around the tip of Sara's erect clitoris. The older woman moaned and bucked uncontrollably.

Five minutes later, it was over. Betsy, sweat running down the entire length of her body, disengaged from Joel's penis and rolled onto the floor beside him. She appeared to be gasping for breath. Likewise, Sara stood up. Her body was flushed and her long hair was matted with sweat. "I... I'm going to sleep well tonight," she exclaimed with a huge smile on her face.

"Me, too," Sara agreed.

Joel lay where he was. His bottom was still on fire and his penis was still fully erect and ready to explode. He was panting and casting his eyes from side to side expectantly.

Finally, Marie looked at him and ran her bare foot over his leg. "What about poor Joel?" she asked. "Are we just going to leave him like this?"

The other three women who were still standing joined Marie. "What did you have in mind, Marie?" Kathy questioned.

"Well, the poor kid hasn't come yet... It seems like we should do something about that."

Kathy smiled. "Do you want to fuck him, Marie?"

Marie shook her head. "Hell no," she exclaimed. "My husband would kill me if he found out I fucked some college kid."

Kathy looked around the room, then shifted her eyes back down to Joel. She sighed with resignation. "All right," she said impatiently. "Do you have another condom?"

Marie nodded and went back to her handbag.

Kathy got down on the floor and draped her upper body across the seat of a chair. She spread her legs as far apart as she could. "Get him ready and get him over here," she said. "I don't suppose this will take very long." She put her head down and plunged two fingers of her right hand into her vagina. A third finger did a slow swirl around her clitoris. She was moaning in a matter of seconds.

Marie threw the condom at Joel. He wasted no time removing the old one and replacing it with the new one. He glanced over at Kathy; her womanhood was already glistening and pink. Quickly, he crawled over to her, positioned himself behind her, and thrust his penis deep inside. She was soft and loose, but felt wonderful anyway.

"Fuck me slow and deep," Kathy instructed through gritted teeth. "Take your time... if you can."

Joel had never received instructions on how to have intercourse, especially from the woman. He tried to comply; however, he was far too excited to exert much control. He lasted about a minute before he exploded inside her, filling the tip of the condom with what seemed like a gallon of semen. Kathy, he noticed, seemed to clamp down at precisely the same moment and groaned. He guessed that she, too, must have climaxed.

He pulled out and tenderly kissed her sweating neck. "Thank you," he said softly.

Kathy raised her head and smiled. "You're welcome."

Cara touched her nephew on his blushing cheek. "Perhaps you should go take a nap," she suggested. "You can go back to painting later."

Joel nodded. He did feel oddly tired. He didn't want to leave, but he knew he had to. He could only hope that Cara would have some or all of these women over to the house often. And if that was the case, he would make sure that there was enough work to do around the house to keep him occupied until the end of the summer - and perhaps a little longer.


Starting Over

The late afternoon rain was cold and sharp, sending many pedestrians scurrying for the cover of storefronts and taxis. Morris Kestler didn't seem to notice, though, as he left the courthouse and moved aimlessly down Long Avenue. He had just successfully concluded a big case - a major damage lawsuit that he had been working on for six months.

But he wasn't thinking about celebrating as he walked, letting the rain drip down his neck. He was thinking about how Marnie used to fix him a Scotch and soda when he got home. And then while he was drinking it, she would take off her clothes, kiss him on the forehead, and urge him to bed. He would always go with her, and they would make love deep into the night and talk about what they would do if they had enough money for both of them to stop working. Perhaps they would sell the house and travel around the world in a sailboat. Or perhaps they would buy a little house in the mountains of Colorado and write cheap detective novels. Maybe they would move to Las Vegas and take jobs in the casinos they loved so much. The dreams seemed as endless as his ambition.

Then the dreams ended over a year ago when Morris finally won a multi-million dollar lawsuit after nearly fifteen years of trying. Marnie begged him to quit, to take the money and enjoy their life together while there was still time. He said he would, but he didn't - he wanted one more case, just one more case to make sure. She threatened to leave him if he didn't quit. He didn't take the threat seriously and came home one day seven months ago to find that she was gone, that she had moved in with her aging mother and older sister.

At first, he was angry, and his pride and indignation would not allow him to concede that she might have been right in believing that she'd been betrayed. So he took the case, won it, and took another. He thought about this as he walked along. He would go home tonight, but Marnie wouldn't be there. Instead of feeling excited about the three hundred thousand dollar fee he had just earned, he felt empty inside. It was then that he finally understood that without his wife, there was little point in going on - all was just blind, directionless ambition, served for its own sake.

Now he felt the rain, felt the cold down his back. He turned into Watterson's Pub, an upscale watering hole catering primarily to attorneys and their clients. The bar area was crowded, as it always was this time of day, but he was able to slip into a quiet booth virtually unnoticed. He used to love coming to Watterson's, but not anymore, not since Marnie moved out. Quickly, without thinking, he gulped a double Bourbon and ordered another. However, instead of gulping this one too, he simply stared at it, watched the light brown liquid lap the ice. After a few minutes of silent staring, he caught himself. "I can't go on like this," he said to himself. "I need my wife."

With a sudden resolve that would have stunned any judge and jury, he pulled out his cell phone and punched the number to his mother-in-law's house. Jane, his unmarried sister-in-law, answered. "Jane, this is Morris. May I speak to Marnie, please?"

There was a slight pause at the other end. "I don't know that my sister has anything to say to you," Jane replied.

Morris knew how Jane felt about him - she had never liked him, never even tried to be civil to him. He never understood why. "Please, Jane... it's important."

Again, there was a pause. "Just a minute... I'll see if she's available," Jane said.

Morris nervously took a sip of his Bourbon and grimaced. He had spent the morning addressing a jury in oratory that would have impressed William Jennings Bryan. However, he had no idea what he was going to say to his estranged wife. A moment later, he heard breathing at the other end, followed by, "Morris?" It was Marnie.

The lawyer took a deep breath. "Marnie, I'm so glad to hear your voice."

"Jane said it was important. What do you want?"

What did he want? At this instant, he wasn't absolutely sure. "I would like to see you - it's been a long time. I thought maybe we could get together, maybe go to dinner or something."

"What for?" Marnie returned.

Damn it, Marnie, why are you making this so difficult, he thought. But he didn't say it. He looked around him. No one was listening. "I... I... damn it, Marnie, I love you and I miss you. I think... I'm ready."

"Ready for what?" she asked with what he thought was a contrived innocence.

"I... I'm ready to quit, honey. I want you to come home. We can talk about our future... together."

There was a hesitation and a sigh on the other end. "Do you mean that, Mo? Do you really mean it?"

"Yes," he said without any thought at all. "I'm sorry."

Morris thought that he could actually hear her smile. "I... won't meet you at home," she said. "Get a room at the Stanville House - the one with the balcony and fireplace, if possible. Order lobster for both of us and I will meet you there at eight o'clock. Can you do that?"

He scratched his forehead. "Sure, I guess so... but why won't you..."

She didn't let him finish. "This is what I want, Mo. You owe me this much at least."

He knew that he probably owed her a lot more than that. "All right. The Stanville House at eight. I'll have a fire going and lobster on the table near the balcony. Okay? Anything else?"

She chuckled. "You better not have any clothes on." Then the line went dead.

He smiled, put the cell phone back in his jacket pocket, and finished his drink. A moment later, he was back on the street, walking briskly toward the parking garage behind the courthouse. He wished he had brought an umbrella with him.

---oOo---

The Stanville House was a bed and breakfast inn on the edge of the city. It overlooked a lake and was surrounded by woods. This time of year it was usually deserted except on weekends. Morris had done some legal work for the owner, and so he and Marnie had been frequent guests. Cody Mason was glad to see his old lawyer and cheerfully showed him to the room with the balcony. "Got a little liaison going, huh, counselor?"

Morris nodded. "Marnie will be coming by later this evening. She wants lobster at eight o'clock and no disturbances later. Will that be a problem?"

Cody, a middle-aged man with a slight pot belly and a jolly disposition, smiled. "Not for you, Morris."

It was a little after seven as Morris removed his jacket and tie and hung them up in the closet. He proceeded to light a fire and open the door to the balcony. It was still raining, but the cool breeze felt good. He was very nervous. At five minutes before eight, Cody arrived with the lobster and set it up as instructed on the round oak table near the balcony. "Have you seen Marnie?" Morris asked just as the innkeeper was finishing.

"No, but I'm sure she'll be along. Don't be so anxious, if you know what I mean."

Morris returned his smile. "Thanks, Cody," he said as the innkeeper was leaving.

It was then that he remembered the last of Marnie's instructions. He wondered for a moment if she had been serious about wanting him to be naked when she walked in. Perhaps she is as anxious as I am, he mused. With that in mind, he decided to take her at her word and give her the full monty. When he was naked, he looked at himself in the mirror over the dresser. Not bad for a forty-three-year-old man, he thought. In the next instant, the door opened and Marnie stood in the entrance. She was wearing a long raincoat. Her short, dark hair was wet; some drops of water dripped down her pretty face. His penis stood at attention immediately. 

His first reaction was to rush over and take her in his arms. However, he restrained himself. "How have you been?" he asked.

Marnie stepped into the room and closed the door behind her, her eyes never leaving his body. After a few seconds, she laughed out loud. "You look ridiculous, Mo," she declared. "But I guess I still love you." She looked at him for a moment; he was wearing an expression that resembled that of an eager puppy. "Come here, you." She held out her arms and he rushed over to her. They came together in a lock and held the embrace for several minutes. Finally, she pulled away and removed her raincoat, exposing a short black dress underneath. She looked beautiful - more beautiful than he remembered. She scanned the room with a nonchalance that practically made him crazy. Then she focused on him again, noted his look of disappointment. "Don't worry," she said as she hung up her coat in the closet. "We'll make up for lost time, believe me. Do you know what it's like living with my mother and sister? I couldn't even masturbate."

Morris tried to think of something clever to say, but couldn't. He settled for pulling out a chair. "Why don't we eat before it gets cold. I think Cody outdid himself."

Marnie sat down in the cushioned chair, allowing her dress to ride up over her thighs. Morris sat down opposite. For a long time, the room was silent except for the sounds of two people eating. Then, when the only thing remaining on their plates were empty shells and puddles of drawn butter, Marnie put down her fork and gazed at her husband. "Okay, Morris, why am I here?"

The question caught him off guard; he coughed and slid back his chair a little. "I... wanted to see you, Marnie. I... want you to come home with me."

"On the phone, you said something about quitting. What did you mean?"

"I... I don't have any more cases pending. I'm ready to give up the practice, move on, do whatever you want to do."

"Have you really thought about this? This isn't just your horny dick talking, is it? If you're lying to me just to get me into bed, I will never forgive you... I swear."

He gazed at her, looked into her eyes. "I'm ready, Marnie, I mean it. I'll do whatever you say... I swear it."

For what seemed like an eternity, she said nothing. Then finally, just as he thought he would explode, she stood up. "I love you, Mo. I always have and probably always will. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. But it has to be on my terms."

"I understand that," he said.

She smiled at him again. "There's something you need to know, before we go any further."

"What's that?"

"I love you... I don't know how it happened, but it did. But... I don't like lawyers. I never have, at least not since some hotshot lawyer took all our money pretending to defend my father for a crime he didn't commit. Do you know my father was a successful banker who was accused of embezzling from his own bank? He died in federal prison and we were left with nothing. I've never trusted lawyers since then."

Morris slumped back in his chair. "Is that why your sister hates me so much?"

"Mostly, yes. All she can see is the lawyer, not the man."

Morris put his right hand over his heart. "I swear, from this day forth, I am through being a lawyer. I will turn in my license and resign from the bar."

Marnie took his hand in her own and kissed it. "I believe you... however, there is just one more thing, something I've always wanted to do, something I think I need to do in order to square things between us."

Morris didn't like the look in her eyes, but knew that he was virtually powerless at this moment. "What?"

She gazed at him, her brown eyes widening. "I want to spank you, Morris... I mean, I want to take you across my knee and whack the hell out of you until you're begging for mercy. And when that happens, I will have accomplished two things: Somehow I will have punished a lawyer for what happened to my father and I will know that you are truly sincere about what you're saying."

He couldn't believe what he was hearing. He had always thought of his wife - when he thought about it at all - as being a little on the submissive side, as she had pretty much always gone along with whatever he wanted to do. But now - well, now he wasn't at all sure. "Marnie, what happened to your father wasn't my fault."

"I know that," she said. "But that was twenty-five years ago and I can't do anything to that lawyer now, so you'll have to be the one who gets punished. Besides, I really believe you deserve some kind of hard punishment for what you've put me through. You betrayed me, Morris. I still love you; I'll always love you. But I won't be able to feel good about being with you until I can let go of some of my anger and hurt. Maybe this will help. Anyway, maybe it doesn't make any sense, but it's what I want to do and you'll either submit or say good-bye." She glared at him when she finished speaking.

Morris looked past her and onto the balcony; the rain was falling again - gentle and soothing. He thought about the situation; he thought about Marnie's words. She could have been a trial lawyer, he thought at that moment. He had no argument to match hers, and he knew it. There was nothing left to do but concede. "All right, Marnie, if this is really something you need to do, I place myself in your hands."

She smiled. "I thought you might," she crowed. She retrieved her large leather overnight bag from the bed, rummaged through it, and extracted a wooden, flat back hairbrush. Then she sat down on the bed. "Come over here and lie across my lap," she ordered.

Morris glanced at the brush, then shifted his eyes back to his wife's face. She was no longer smiling. Her intent was clear. With his once proud penis drooping slightly, he took a deep breath and approached the bed. She grabbed his left hand and pulled him down across her knees. He landed with a thud and instinctively buried his face in the quilt. She gripped the brush tightly in her right hand, raised it high over her right shoulder, and brought it down across the right cheek of his taut posterior. He gasped with the sharpness of the pain as it spread out like a wave. Quickly, she landed another - this one impacting on the left cheek, producing much the same result. He closed his eyes and tried to think of something else, tried to think about the nights they would spend together in bed, the mornings they would wake up together and have the whole day to do whatever they wanted to do. 

The brush struck again and again. What if she wants to spank me all the time, he thought, what if that's how she wants to spend our days together? He decided at that moment, even though the pain was escalating, that he would have to trust her - such was the price of love and hurting the one you love. Still, as the heavy brush bit time and time again into his unprotected flesh, he wondered how much anger she carried and what the price would be for his love. For an instant, he was tempted to ask, but he was afraid of what the answer might be - or that he might simply anger her and make it worse for himself. He bit his lip and kept his eyes clenched shut.

And still the spanking continued, relentlessly, the wood rising and falling like a machine. Where did she learn to do this, he wondered. Obviously, there was a side to her that he hadn't realized she had. Could he live with it? Yes, he told himself. For Marnie, he would do anything, endure anything. He had tried to live without her and failed miserably. Now, he would place himself in her hands and just be happy, even if it meant more spanking.

But as the hairbrush kept saying thud, whack, thud, whack on his bottom, he wondered how much more he could endure. Maybe he was being too brave; maybe she wanted to see him break down, to cry in her arms like a little boy. He was close to doing that. And then it just happened. It happened while the pain raced through him like a crazed pinball. Tears welled up in his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. Sobs replaced his normal breathing. His lower lip quivered. "Please, Marnie," he started in a voice he barely recognized. "I... I'm sorry... so sorry." And he was too.

Marnie stopped the spanking and set the brush to rest on his heavily bruised backside. "Do you really mean that, Morris?"

He opened his eyes to let more tears out. "Oh god, Marnie, I've been such a bad husband, such a bad man... I've been so unfair to you... I've thought only of myself. But no more, I swear."

She reached down and kissed his sweating neck. "That's all I needed to hear, Mo. I love you too. More than you can imagine." She clutched his hand and stroked his fingers. His penis became erect again, trying to worm its way between her legs. She laughed. "Perhaps we have some other business to take care of. Can you manage?"

He rolled off her lap, the pain in his bottom nearly forgotten already. When he was off the bed, he stood and stared at her. "How fast can you get undressed?"

She unzipped the dress and lifted it over her head. She was wearing nothing underneath. She threw the dress aside, lay back on her back, and spread her legs. Her vagina and the curly pubic hair that surrounded it were already glistening. For an instant, he just gazed at the sight - his naked wife beckoning him. She smiled again. "Please, Morris, no foreplay, just come down here and fuck me, fuck me with everything you've got and swear that you'll be mine forever."

The well-punished but highly aroused husband didn't need to be told twice. Within a minute, he was on top of her, his twitching penis probing her insides with an abandon he hadn't felt since he was a teenager. Less than two minutes later, they came together in a gush of orgasmic fury, the emotions and passions they each had repressed for the past seven months carrying them forth on a tidal wave.

They awoke the next morning in each other's arms. Morris's bottom still hurt a little, but he didn't say anything as he accepted his wife's gentle embrace. Later, as Cody was serving them the eggs Benedict they both loved so much, they asked him a number of questions about what it was like to own and run a bed and breakfast inn.


The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Do unto Horses

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Laid Off

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do you mean?" he asked stupidly.

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

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

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

"Yes... I guess so."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Close the door behind you," Becky commanded.

He did as he was told.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And thus, their relationship was changed forever.


Lauren's Sudden Change

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

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

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

After four years they graduated. Lauren became a fifth grade teacher and Steven became an accountant. Six months later, they finally married in a small but elegant ceremony. Their parents had long since given up on trying to keep them apart and were, in fact, inspired by the love they felt pass between these passionate and committed young adults. After the wedding, they spent two weeks in Orlando, exploring Disney World by day and making sometimes explosive and sometimes slow and tender love during the night.

Upon their return, the couple set up housekeeping in a small apartment. A year later, as their incomes increased, they were able to buy a house in the suburbs. For five years, they worked hard to establish a livable home and advance in their careers. However, as they became more successful, they began to realize that something was missing from their lives. After much discussion and introspection, they finally concluded that they needed to start a family.

Lauren stopped using birth control for the first time since puberty, and within six months she was happily pregnant. At first, Steven was thrilled. He was eager to be a father, and he soon discovered that the pregnancy gave Lauren a glow and a desire that he found impossible to resist. Thus, for the first four months of the pregnancy, they had sex so often that they nearly killed each other.

However, as Lauren became larger and more uncomfortable, she started to become somewhat withdrawn. By the seventh month, she was short tempered and reluctant to engage in any sexual activity. Steven tried to understand this change and remain supportive of his wife. However, he found this difficult. For more than thirteen years he had grown accustomed to doing everything with Lauren and enjoying regular lovemaking. Thus, when in the eighth month she suggested rather strongly that he start masturbating, he was horrified and terribly confused. 

He began to spend more time away from home, sometimes drinking and just hanging out with business associates. One night, as Lauren was entering her ninth month, he didn't get home until nearly midnight. When he did finally stagger in, his head swimming in alcohol, he found Lauren waiting for him in the kitchen, beside herself with worry and rage.

"Where the hell have you been, Steven?" she demanded, her blue eyes burning.

Through eyes blurred by strong drink and fatigue, Steven looked at his enormously pregnant wife and scowled. "I... I was out," he said, slurring his words slightly.

For a moment the two just stared at each other. "What the hell is the matter with you?" Lauren yelled at last. "You know I could go into labor at any moment... and I don't know where you are, who you're with, when you're coming home... how am I supposed to get a hold of you?"

Steven laughed indignantly. "I have the cell phone with me," he proclaimed triumphantly.

Lauren pointed to a black Samsung sitting on the kitchen table. "No, you don't," she rejoined with controlled disgust.

Steven looked at the phone, then at his wife's angry face, then at the ceiling. "Well, no matter," he declared. "You don't want me around anymore anyway. The only thing that matters to you now is the baby."

Lauren took a step back and a tear formed in her eye; she quickly wiped it away. "That's not true, and you know it," she said loudly. "It's just that I... I can't accommodate you anymore... besides, someone has to think about the baby."

"You... you don't care about me anymore," Steven continued, pouting.

Lauren looked disgusted and impatient. "Steven, you're acting like a small child," she said at last.

"So what!" Steven screamed. "Maybe that will at least get your attention."

Lauren began to stare at her drunken husband, a strange light emerging from her piercing eyes. "I'll tell you what!" she started, then paused. "This simply won't do... you're about to become a father. I need you to be a responsible adult." Then she pushed the wooden kitchen chair she had been sitting on toward Steven. "We simply can't go on like this... I have to be able to trust you... pull down your pants and bend over the back of that chair."

That got Steven's attention, and his eyes widened. "Wha...what are you talking about?" he asked fearfully.

"If you refuse to behave like an adult, I have no choice but to spank you until your behavior changes," she replied matter-of-factly. "Now, get over that chair."

Steven looked indignant. "What if I don't?" he demanded.

Lauren's eyes sparkled. "Well, if you don't," she began. "You'll be sleeping out in the garage... for the next twenty years, and you'll never be allowed even near the baby." Steven just stood there, looking both confused and defiant. "I mean it, Steven," she added, her eyes turning to ice. Steven continued to stand his ground and glare incredulously at his wife, his lips slightly parted. Finally, Lauren threw up her hands with an air of finality. "All right, Steven," she stated with a sudden calmness in her voice. "I'm going to count to five. If you're not bent over the back of that chair with your pants down by the time I reach five, I'm going to go upstairs, throw your stuff in a bag, and place it in the garage... and if you think I'm kidding in any way, you better look closely into my eyes."

Steven dared a look into her eyes as she began the count. At first, he just stood there and quivered. However, by the time she reached four, he sensed that this was a battle he was not going to win. Thus, by five he was bending his long body over the wood, placing the palms of his hands on the seat. "Good choice," Lauren proclaimed as she moved in behind him. She then took two ribbons from her long blonde hair and quickly used them to secure his hands to the slats on the chair back. Once his hands were secure, she proceeded to unhitch his pants and drop them, along with his white cotton briefs to his ankles. "I told you to take your pants down too," she shrieked. "You'll get extra for not following my instructions completely."

Steven began to breathe more heavily as he felt the cool air kiss his naked bottom. Instinctively, he tried to move his hands, but they were tightly secured. He looked over his shoulder in time to see Lauren pull a very large and heavy wooden spoon from one of the drawers. "Please, Lauren," he pleaded as he saw her approach to within striking distance. "I'm... I'm really sorry. This won't happen again, I promise."

Lauren let out a humorless chuckle. "You're damn right it won't," she stated. "I'm going to make very sure of that... You won't feel much like going out when you can't sit down." With that, she cocked the spoon behind her and then brought it forward as hard as she could squarely against Steven's right cheek. He gasped and once more tried to move his hands. She didn't give him much time to recover as a second later she bruised the left cheek with another powerful stroke of the heavy spoon. 

A tear formed in Steven's eye and rolled slowly down his nose to his upper lip. Lauren paused for a second to examine the two marks left by her pounding. He used this opportunity to restate his case. "For god's sake, Lauren," he shouted with a mixture of fear and anger. "This is enough."

Lauren answered by placing five more wicked strokes across his trembling posterior. "Shut up, Steven!" she commanded. "Only I decide when you've had enough." To punctuate this point, she laid down fifty more strokes of the spoon in rapid succession. Steven's knees weakened and he began to slump across the chair, tears were now streaming down his face. His bottom was burning.

All of a sudden, Lauren stopped and dropped the spoon to the floor. Concerned, Steven looked over his shoulder to see her clutching her enlarged abdomen. "Lauren, what's wrong?" he asked with real fear in his voice.

Before she could answer, she flinched again, staggered backward, and sank into the nearest chair. Steven struggled against the bonds that held his hands to the chair, but they only tightened. "What's wrong?" he asked again, more forcefully.

Lauren looked at her husband. There was pain in her eyes. "It... it's the baby," she replied. "I've been having some labor pains all day."

"Why didn't you tell me?" he demanded, trying to move his body along with the chair closer to his wife.

She shook her head angrily. "You really weren't listening to much of anything when you came in, were you?"

"Alright, alright," he rejoined. "We can discuss that later... now, untie me... we need to go the hospital."

Lauren smiled. "Calm down, Steven," she instructed. "We're not finished here yet."

Steven's eyes widened in horror. "Lauren, for god's sake... you're about to have a baby. Don't leave me tied to the chair. Let me help you."

For a moment, she just sat there smiling. Then, her body was racked by another large contraction that nearly threw her off the chair. Once she recovered, she nodded and stood up. However, before she untied his hands, she ran her sweating hands across his blushing rear. "You know," she began with a very serious look on her pretty face. "This isn't finished yet. Once the baby is born and things are getting back to normal, you and I have another date with the spoon."

Steven winced and started to say something, but stopped himself. "Okay," he said at last. "Anything you say... but for now untie me and let's get to the hospital." Lauren smiled again and released him from the chair just as another contraction caused her to drop to the floor. Steven quickly pulled up his pants and helped his wife get to her feet. "Get in the car; I'll get your bag," he ordered as he ran around in a circle, looking for his keys.

Thirty minutes later they were in a birthing suite at the hospital. At 5:30 am, after four hours of hard labor, Lauren gave birth to an eight pound baby boy, whom they named Dale, after her grandfather. Both mother and son were fine.

The next day, they took the baby home and presented him to both sets of doting grandparents. For the next five days, Lauren's mother stayed with them, helping her daughter and son-in-law adjust to the duties and responsibilities of being new parents.

Finally, after they said good-bye to the proud new grandmother and watched her car disappear into the night, Lauren turned to her husband and took his hand. "You know, we have some catching up to do," she declared, a wry smile forming on her face.

Steven returned her smile. "You bet we do," he agreed enthusiastically.

She chuckled. "Then let's go to the kitchen and get started."

His eyes widened as he realized what she had in mind. "Oh no," he said fearfully. "I thought you meant..."

"I'm sure you did," Lauren said flatly. "And we may get to that. But first we have some business to finish." She then released his hand and grabbed him by the ear. He immediately flinched and bowed his body in pain. She slapped him hard on the bottom and urged him toward the kitchen. Once in the kitchen, while still holding onto his ear, she pulled out one of the chairs, grabbed the big spoon, and sat down, pulling her bewildered husband across her knees. She then dragged his sweat pants and briefs to his knees. The short dress she was wearing rode up to her thighs, offering a glimpse of her white cotton panties. She made no attempt to cover herself.

Nearly helpless, he looked up at Lauren. "Is this really necessary?" he appealed, fear glinting off his eyes. 

"Yes," she replied immediately. "I think you're going to make a wonderful father, but I want to make sure. Plus, you need to know that when I make a promise, I keep it... Besides, I think I enjoy this." She smiled wickedly and twisted his right arm with her surprisingly strong left hand. Steven sighed with resignation, closed his eyes tight, and put his head down.

Without further hesitation, Lauren proceeded to lay down a steady barrage of heavy strokes with the spoon. A moment later, Steven's bottom was burning red and he was sobbing hysterically. He tried to squirm loose, but she held tight, never breaking the rhythm of the spanking. Finally, after about a hundred and fifty well-placed blows, she released his right arm, laid down the spoon, and started to stroke his hair lovingly. He wiped away the tears that were streaming from his eyes and began to move his bottom from side to side. In an instant, much to his great surprise, his long neglected penis became erect and he found it wedged between her bare thighs. The sensation nearly overpowered him, and unconsciously he began to move his body up and down on her lap like a piston.

Suddenly, she threw him off her lap and onto the floor. "No you don't," she shrieked. "You're not coming without me." Then she tore off her dress and peeled down her panties as she stood over him, beaming. A moment later, she impaled herself on his throbbing penis and began to rock back and forth. "I'm not absolutely sure about you, Steven," she declared. "We may have to do this more often just to make certain you stay on the straight and narrow." She smiled broadly just before succumbing to a tidal wave of an orgasm. Steven too groaned loudly, then shot great gobs of semen into his wife.

Thus, they both knew that a new era had dawned in their relationship. At least for the moment, there were no regrets.


Spring Cleaning

When Carl Simon's wife first came home from the hospital, she didn't really care what kind of shape the house was in. She was just glad that she was alive and in one piece after the horrible car crash that had almost killed her four months ago. Then, as if to illustrate her point, Beth Waters-Simon burrowed under the covers of her heated waterbed and slept for the greater part of three days.

When she finally emerged, she felt refreshed enough to take a slow walk through the normally tidy, two story brick bungalow she shared with her husband. In the ten years they had been married and lived in that house, Beth had always taken great pride in the way it looked. Thus, as she conducted her impromptu inspection, she became more and more concerned with the way its condition had been allowed to deteriorate while she was gone.

She had fully expected some accumulation of dirt - after all, Carl had had to increase his hours at work in order to compensate for the loss of her income, plus he had never really been any good at housekeeping, in spite of her best efforts to train him. However, she never imagined that he wouldn't at least occasionally sweep the kitchen floor or wipe off the counters. Or that he wouldn't take the three or four months worth of newspapers and magazines to the recycling bin. Or that he wouldn't have wiped down the bathroom sink at least once.

As she continued her tour, she could feel herself grow angrier and angrier. She had to admit that Carl had stood by her, spending long hours at the hospital while she lay near death on a ventilator in the intensive care unit. And he had visited her and encouraged her every day of the two months she had been in the rehabilitation hospital, slowly learning to walk again. However, she reasoned, he could have at least had the house cleaned just prior to her coming home. She resolved to confront him as soon as he got home from work.

But she didn't. When he got home from work that night, carrying two spaghetti dinners from her favorite Italian restaurant, she was already asleep. It wasn't until four days later, when she had just completed her first outpatient visit to physical therapy, that she confronted him. They were in the car on their way home from the clinic and she was feeling both tired and invigorated at the same time. Quietly, she put her left hand on her husband's arm. "Carl, honey, you know how much I appreciate all you've done for me the past four months."

Carl glanced over at her. "I just wish I could have done more. I love you, Beth."

Beth smiled. "I know," she said. "There were many times when knowing that kept me from giving up. I know you sacrificed a lot for me... working extra, coming to the hospital every day. I know it's been rough."

"I'm sure you would have done the same for me," he returned.

She paused for a few seconds as though considering the possibility. "I would like to think so," she said at last. "But..." Her voice trailed off.

He glanced at her again. "Beth, what is it?"

"Uh... I... I wish... I mean, I guess I thought you would have done a bit more cleaning while I was in the hospital."

Carl flushed slightly. "Well, you're probably right... I guess I really didn't think about it. Besides, you know what a lousy housekeeper I am."

Beth tried to suppress a scowl. She was feeling just good enough to be slightly indignant over the way her formerly perfect house had been allowed to deteriorate while she was away. On the other hand, she was a bit concerned because she knew she wasn't yet strong enough to do the kind of cleaning that needed to be done to get it back in shape. "Carl, couldn't you have at least cleaned the bathroom or swept the kitchen floor. I mean, I feel like I'm living in a barn."

He raised his eyebrows slightly. "Gee, I'm really sorry, Beth," he said, his voice suggesting that he was anything but sorry. "But now that you're home, maybe we can work together on it."

"Carl, you know that my legs and back aren't strong enough yet to do any serious bending or stooping. Plus, I need to do range of motion on my arms to get some of their strength back."

Now stopped for a train, he gave her a long, hard glare. He could feel anger rise within him. "Wait a minute, Beth," he started, "I'm working at least sixty hours a week... and you want me to do all the cleaning too? What are you going to do? Stay in bed and play patient?"

"Carl, that's not fair," she declared, her eyes blazing.

He glanced away just as the last car of the long train passed through the intersection. "No... you're right, it's not," he conceded. "It's just that I really thought I was doing the best I could."

Nothing more was said until they got home. For a long time, husband and wife sat at the kitchen table, cluttered with old mail and newspapers, and looked at each other while sipping ice tea. Finally, Carl scanned the room and took a deep breath. "You're right, Beth... the place is a pretty bad mess. I guess, I never really noticed it before. But... I think... part of me resents having to do all the cleaning myself."

Beth sighed wearily. "Carl, you know I'd help you if I could... but I can't, at least not for several weeks. I can't live in this house the way it is for that long."

There was another pause. At long last, Carl smiled slightly and looked at his wife. "Okay... I think maybe we can work something out... I'll do the cleaning if you tell me how to do it... but you have to do something for me."

Beth clutched his hand. "Carl, you know what the doctor said. No sex for at least another two weeks, maybe longer."

His smile widened. "I wasn't thinking about sex," he declared. She stared at him in disbelief and he laughed. "Okay, maybe I was a little... but really I was going to propose something else... something we talked about a long time ago but never did."

"What," she asked suspiciously.

He took several nervous deep breaths and swallowed the last of his tea. "Well... uh... remember when I sort of suggested that it might be kind of interesting if you... well, if you spanked me?"

For a moment, Beth said nothing, all the while keeping her eyes firmly on her husband. "Yeah," she began slowly, "I guess I remember that. So what?"

"Well, I was kind of thinking... what if I decide not to clean voluntarily... but I'll let you make me do it?" His face was flushed now; his eyes were wide with nervous excitement.

Beth continued to stare at him. "What are you talking about?"

"Why... can't we make sort of a game out it? I mean, let's say that you make a list of all the chores that need to be done. Then you call me into the bedroom and give it to me. I refuse to do any of it. You order me to pull down my pants and... well... you spank the living hell out of me. After that, I take the list and start to clean... naked from the waist down." He was speaking fast, his voice rising with each word. "You check up on me every once in a while and give me a couple of swats from time to time if I slack off. What do you think?"

Her mouth gaped open a little. "I think you're crazy. How long have you been thinking about this?"

Carl managed a small smile. "I don't know... maybe five years or so. I was just waiting for the right time."

"And you think this is the right time?"

He took her hand in his. "Please, Beth, this is so simple. You get a clean house that I agree should have been cleaned before you got home - and I get to experience a fantasy coming to life. What's the problem with it?"

Beth nearly laughed. "Well, for starters, I'm not very strong yet. I don't even know that I could... uh... do what you want."

"Sure you can," he declared. "If I laid face down on the bed, you could sit right beside me and do it. That way you wouldn't need to use your legs at all. Besides, didn't the physical therapist say you needed to do range of motion exercises on your arms? What better way to do it than this?"

"What would I use?"

"Oh, I'm sure we could find some effective spanking implement around the house somewhere."

"I'm not sure we could find anything around this dump," she rejoined. He scowled. "Okay, okay... but this is pretty bizarre, don't you think?"

"You might call it that," he said. "But... maybe it'll be fun."

She scratched her forehead. "Well, what about this - what if I find... that I sort of like it? What if I get carried away and really hurt you?"

"I'm willing to take that chance."

For a long moment, Beth Waters-Simon studied her husband, trying to sort things out. "Is it really all that important to you?" she asked at last.

He pressed her fingers. "Yes... I guess it is."

"Okay... I guess... well, maybe we can try it."

"Do you mean it?" he asked, not daring to believe what he was hearing.

"Is this the only way I'm going to get the house cleaned?"

"More than likely."

"Then I guess I mean it."

"When can we start?"

"You're really bright-eyed, aren't you?"

Carl stood up, moved in behind his wife, and began to massage her shoulders. "The sooner we start, the sooner the house gets cleaned."

Beth thought for a moment, all the while relishing the feel of her husband's strong hands kneading her tired shoulders. "Well, I think I'm too tired to start today," she declared. "You're not - god, that feels good - working tomorrow, are you?"

"I actually have two whole days off," he replied, shifting his hands to the back of her neck.

She looked up at him with love in her eyes. At that moment, she probably would have done anything for him, including getting down on her knees - something that was nearly impossible until her legs were completely healthy - and sucking his penis. She shook herself to gain control. "Well, right now I want you to feed me some dinner. Then I'm going to bed. We can start tomorrow."

The next day, Beth seemed rather reluctant to get out of bed. Carl had gotten up before eight, read the newspaper, washed some dishes, and watched a little television. Finally, by ten he began to get fidgety and impatient. He cooked a light breakfast, put it on a tray, and carried it into the bedroom. Reluctantly, she opened her eyes. "I brought you some breakfast," he announced nervously.

She pulled back the covers and sat up. "You're really anxious to get started, aren't you?"

He set the tray down on the table next to the bed. "Not really," he replied. "Actually, I'm kind of nervous about this whole thing. I was thinking maybe we should sort of postpone it for a while."

She sat up, allowing her nightshirt to ride up over her thighs. Her legs still carried faded bruises and scars from the accident and two post-accident surgeries. "Wait a minute, Carl... you get me to agree to this cockeyed plan of yours and then you chicken out. What kind of crap is that? Will you still clean the house?"

"Well, I already swept the kitchen floor," he declared. "But in all honestly... it appears to be a beautiful day out there. I was thinking we could go for a drive or something. The house will wait."

She scowled and stood up. "The house won't wait," she exclaimed with slight anger rising in her voice. She looked at her husband and allowed a small smile to creep across her face. "Yesterday you agreed to clean if I... well, if I made you. Today you're trying to back out, probably hoping I forgot the whole thing. Well, I didn't forget. I think we've got some things to do and we're wasting time. So, get your pants off and lie down on the bed. Let's get this over with." Carl's mouth fell open in disbelief; he could say nothing. She drummed her fingers impatiently on the top of the table. "I said, get those pants off, Carl... unless you want more trouble than you can handle."

"You're serious, aren't you?" he dared to ask.

Her smile widened a little. "I'll show you how serious I am. Go get that heavy metal ruler out of your toolbox - you know, the fifteen inch one we used once to measure your dick."

He looked at her with growing fear in his eyes. "You want to... uh... spank me with that ruler? That'll hurt like hell."

She scowled. "I thought that was the point, Carl. Now, go get that ruler before I change my mind. Or shut up and never talk to me about spanking again... ever!" At first he seemed almost paralyzed. She drummed her fingers again and glanced at the clock next to the bed. "Time's wasting. You have thirty seconds to fetch that ruler, then I'm going back to sleep again. Tomorrow I will call a professional cleaning service and charge it to your credit card."

That seemed to get his attention. He gave her one last look and turned toward the door. "I... didn't really believe you'd go for it," he muttered.

Less than two minutes later, he was back in the bedroom nervously clutching a fifteen inch metal ruler. Beth had placed a chair next to the bed and was sitting in it. She held out her hand when she saw her husband. "Okay, give me the ruler, get those pants off, and get up on the bed." She clapped her hands for emphasis. Slowly, he extended the wicked looking measuring device toward her. She snatched it away and gripped one end with her right hand. "Now the pants!" she reminded. He nodded, undid his belt and peeled his jeans to his ankles. "The underpants too!" she crowed. He sighed and peeled down his briefs as well. She scanned him quickly. "Okay, now get up on the bed... face down!" Once again, like a man climbing the scaffold to the guillotine, he lifted himself onto the bed and lay down; he buried his sweating face in the soft pillow.

Beth sighed deeply as she beheld the sight. She had never before thought of her husband as a naughty supplicant; now she wasn't sure how she felt about it. However, as was her nature, since she had started this, she was determined to play it out, no matter what. With that in mind, she leaned over as much as her back would allow and re-gripped the ruler. "You know me, Carl. Once I start something, I don't back out - I go all the way. This spanking is for bringing me home to a filthy house and then getting angry when I said something about it." She punctuated this with three sudden blows from the ruler directly across the center of his naked bottom. He reared up a little. She smacked him again to get him to lie back down.

"God, not so hard, Beth," he implored.

She gave him a sinister little laugh. "The next fifteen or twenty will be a lot harder," she declared, delivering another hard blow. "I'm just warming up with my... range of motion exercise. Besides, I need to warn you, don't I?"

"Fifteen or twenty?" He grimaced, partly from the pain of the first five strokes and partly from the prospect of many more of the same.

"Shut up, Carl, and quit complaining," she ordered, laying three solid strikes to his reddening posterior. "In fact, you should be grateful I'm giving you this attention, that I'm even trying to make you a better housekeeper and save you money in the process."

Last night, she had told him that she thought he was crazy. However, this morning, with harsh pain radiating through his body, he was beginning to believe that she was the crazy one. "Beth... Beth... maybe you should stop... you might... uh... re-injure yourself."

She laughed as though that was one of the funniest things she had ever heard. "You know, I haven't felt this good in over four months," she exclaimed. "Must be the combination of adrenaline and endorphins my body is releasing. I may pay for this later. However, right now, I won't stop until I'm convinced that you will finish the cleaning - not because you want to or because I asked you to, but because you're afraid - pure and simple." As soon as she finished talking, she gave his upturned rear another quick series of twenty solid shots. He bit his tongue and wondered what in the world he could have been thinking the night before when he suggested this.

And still the spanking continued unabated: smack on his bruised right cheek; whack across the left cheek; splat directly across the center of both cheeks. After two or three minutes of this, the pain was growing intolerable. He began to squirm on the bed. This only made her spank harder.

Then, something totally unexpected started to happen. Tears formed in his eyes and spilled down the sides of his face. He was crying. He had never done that before - at least not for a long time and never in his wife's presence. "I... I'm sorry, Beth," he sputtered. But what was he sorry for, he wondered. Was he sorry he was getting spanked and it hurt so bad? Was he sorry that he had coerced his wife into doing this in the first place? Was he sorry that he hadn't cleaned the house before she came home? Was he sorry that she had been the one injured in that accident and not him? Or was he simply sorry for all of those things and possibly a lot more?

As he tried to think more about it, the tears came faster and faster until they were a torrent. His chest was heaving in uncontrollable sobs. This got Beth's attention. She lay the ruler down on the floor and stood up. "Carl, honey, what's wrong?" she asked gently, touching his sweating fingers with her own.

He turned his head toward her. "I... I... I'm so sorry, Beth," he repeated between sobs.

Beth reached over and touched his face. "Carl, you have no reason to be sorry," she said softly, seeking his eyes with her own. "What happened to me... it was an accident, it wasn't your fault. My god, honey, is that what this is all about?"

"I don't know for sure," he answered. "Maybe."

She let him cry for a few more minutes, then reached down and caressed both cheeks of his flaming bottom. She flashed a small smile. "You know, honey, you look kind of cute like this."

As if by instinct, he rolled onto his side so that his bottom was away from her. "You're kidding?"

Her smile grew. "No... I don't think so. It really does look cute. It may be a long two weeks."

Carl smiled too, even as the pain from the spanking pinballed through his body. "That's encouraging. I was a little worried that maybe you'd forgotten."

"Oh, no," she said. "There was more than one night I dreamed about your hard dick thrusting inside me, making me feel so good..." Her voice trailed off dreamily.

"For god's sake, Beth, stop it, please... I'm going to have enough trouble waiting two weeks as it is."

She picked up the metal ruler again. "No you won't," she declared. "Because I intend to keep you very busy cleaning."

---oOo---

Two weeks later, the first floor of the two story bungalow was spotless, including the bathroom and the kitchen. Carl's bottom was crisscrossed with long rectangular marks from the ruler. However, he had done his job well. That night they made love as though it was the first time for both of them. Then later, as he cradled his well-satisfied wife in his arms, Beth turned her head back toward him slightly. "You know, honey, you did a great job on the part of the house you cleaned... even though I had to spank you several times." She paused for a moment. "Tomorrow you can take the day off... maybe we can drive to the park and see which flowers are blooming. However, there's still the upstairs to do, then the basement, then the garage. Now that I know what works, I intend to use it again."

He took a deep breath. "But I thought you were getting stronger. Can't you do the cleaning?"

She laughed. "Probably. But why should I since it so much fun to make you do it?"

He closed his eyes and buried his face in the pillow. Be careful what you wish for, he reminded himself.


Other Femdom Titles from LSF Publications...

For a full selection of femdom titles see:

http://femdom.lsfpublications.com/

The Disciplined Male: Volume 1 by W. Arthur

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.

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.

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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