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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:

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

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

Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home.

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

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

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

Tom Forman was feeling exceptionally full of himself as he sat across the table from the owner of Jeffers Pharmacy, the largest of the three drugstores in the town of Salem. Although it certainly wasn't the largest contract he had ever negotiated, Tom was still surprised and very pleased that he was able to convince the conservative pharmacist to stock so much of Tom's new line of power foods and beverages. The success definitely made his two day swing through Blaine County worthwhile.

It was three o'clock on Friday afternoon. However, Tom wasn't particularly anxious to make the two hour drive back to the stark one bedroom apartment he had been calling home ever since his wife divorced him a year ago. He gulped the last of his second martini and looked across the table at his companion, Frank Jeffers, a man at least twenty years older than Tom. "So, Frank, what do you folks do for fun around here on a Friday night?"

Frank gave Tom a fatherly smile. "Go home and spend time with our families," he replied quickly. "Of course, the Pizza Hut over on Salem Road is popular with the younger crowd."

Just then, the waitress approached the table. Tom, who fancied himself a lothario, noticed that she was reasonably attractive for a woman who was at least thirty. He reasoned that under any circumstances she was probably the best this town had to offer. And she wasn't wearing a ring on the third finger of her left hand. "Can I get you anything more here?" she asked cheerfully, her blue eyes moving back and forth between the two men.

Frank shook his head. "Nothing more for me, Franny," he said. "I've got to get back to the store."

Tom flashed his best smile toward Franny. "I certainly wouldn't mind buying you a drink, honey, as soon as you're all done here."

Franny's pleasant smile turned to ice and she glared at the salesman. "No, thank you," she said in a very controlled voice. Then she dropped the check on the table, turned around, and walked away stiffly.

Tom huffed and looked over at Frank. "What's with her?" he questioned rhetorically. "I was just trying to be friendly."

Frank slid out of the booth and stood up. "She's not looking for that kind of friend," he answered. He turned toward the door. "Tom... I hope your power bars sell better than you do. Thanks for lunch." He walked away without waiting for a reply.

Tom flushed slightly, took a deep breath, and gathered himself together. He had been rebuffed before many times. He was determined not to let it bother him, especially the rejection of some small town yokel who was probably way past her prime. He picked up the check and studied it for a few seconds. Then he took out his wallet and set down the exact amount plus fifty cents. That will show her, he said to himself as he moved to the door, taking a detour to the men's room.

Outside, the weather was beautiful for May. The sun was shining and the temperature was hovering in the low seventies. There was very little traffic. He got into his Sebring and directed it south toward Highway 46 and the edge of town where the houses were further apart. When he had gotten about two miles away from the center of Salem, his gaze was captured by a large white two-story house that appeared to be a well-restored nineteenth century farmhouse. However, more interesting than the house were the two women working in a flower bed near the roadside. Both had long flowing hair; both were trim and buxom. Both were wearing white short shorts that were so tight that he could see the outline of a thong underneath the thin cotton. Both were wearing a tank top with no bra underneath.

Almost as if it had a mind of its own, the Sebring drifted so close to the side of the road that it clipped the mailbox and newspaper holder at the end of the driveway. The sound of metal bumping up against wood shook Tom, and his fantasy dissolved quickly. Once he realized what he had done, he was very tempted to speed away, to try to forget the whole thing. However, when he saw the two women standing up and pointing in his direction, he knew he had to stop. He definitely didn't feel like risking an unpleasant encounter with the local police.

With that in mind, he stopped the Sebring, backed up, and pulled it off the road in front of the house. He took a deep breath and stepped out of the car. "I am so sorry," he declared as he boldly approached the yard. "I... thought I saw something in the road and tried to swerve out of the way." He paused and looked at the two women, hoping that one of them would say something, give him something to react to.

Neither said a word. They just continued to glare at him.

Once again, he gathered himself together. He was, after all, a salesman. He resolved that he would approach the situation as if he was trying to make a sale. "I'm sorry about your mailbox," he said. "I will pay for the damage, of course."

For several seconds, the two women stayed where they were. Finally, one of them looked at him as though she was appraising him. "Why don't we go into the house and talk about it?" she said.

Tom consciously suppressed a smile. Perhaps this will turn out better than I thought, he told himself. "Sure... whatever would satisfy you," he said. He couldn't help thinking how he would like to satisfy them... if only they would give him the chance.

"Follow us," the woman said, turning on her bare feet and walking toward the garage. Her companion followed close behind.

Tom also followed, admiring how their taut bottoms filled out the shorts. He could feel his penis grow inside his briefs. It felt uncomfortable, and he had to restrain himself from reaching down his pants.

A few minutes later, he found himself in the middle of a large and well-appointed country kitchen with a picture window that overlooked a massive backyard. The beauty and immensity surprised him and he couldn't help wondering just who these women were. Quickly, he noted that neither was wearing a wedding ring. He also noted what he thought was a strong family resemblance and he determined that they must be sisters. He became excited at the possibilities: two very attractive and unmarried sisters living in a beautiful old house in the midst of yokelville. They must be lonely and in need of sophisticated male companionship, he reasoned.

For at least a minute, he stood in the middle of the kitchen admiring the view both outside and inside the house. Then it occurred to him that no one was saying anything. "Beautiful house," he exclaimed, mostly to break the awkward silence.

"Thank you," one of the women said without any real sincerity in her voice.

"You're obviously not from around here," her companion said, her eyes studying him.

Tom started to feel very uncomfortable. "No," he said. "I'm a sales rep passing through town."

"What do you sell?" the first woman asked.

"I represent a relatively new line of power foods and beverages," he replied. "Frank Jeffers is going to carry the products in his pharmacy."

Both women scowled and continued their hot glare. "You said something about paying for the mailbox," the second woman said suddenly.

Tom seemed almost relieved. He wasn't at all sure he wanted to stay in the house, in spite of the potential offered by the two women. "Yes," he said. "Just tell me how much you think it's worth."

The two women looked at each other and smiled. However, before they said anything, the sound of a car door slamming in the driveway penetrated the thick air. "Our cousin will be the best person to answer your question," the first woman said.

A few seconds later, the door that led from the garage opened. Tom turned to see the waitress from the tavern. He gasped.

She walked to within a few feet of him. "You still want to buy me that drink?" she asked coldly.

He tried to meet her gaze but couldn't. He was being outmatched and he knew it. "Look... I'm sorry," he said.

"What are you sorry for?" she questioned.

"I... I... if I offended you back there... I apologize... I... was just being friendly... I'm a salesman... I can't help it," he stammered.

"So... your invitation didn't mean anything to you?" the waitress persisted, obviously enjoying watching him squirm.

"I didn't mean it that way," he said. All of a sudden being alone in his one bedroom apartment was looking good.

"What about our mailbox?" the first woman reminded him.

"And that insult of a tip you left?" the waitress added.

"Wha... what do you want?" Tom asked.

The three women looked at each other and nodded at the same time. "We don't want your money," the first woman declared.

"No," the second woman continued. "We want to take you to the basement and teach you a lesson about how to treat women."

"And then maybe have some fun with you," the waitress said.

Now Tom was both scared and angry. "This is ridiculous," he exclaimed. "All I did was hit your mailbox. A hundred dollars ought to cover it, plus sweeten your tip."

"We already said we don't want your money," the first woman said.

"Maybe we should call Clinton," the second woman said.

"Who's Clinton?" Tom questioned.

"The duty sergeant for the Salem PD... and another cousin," the second woman said.

"Yeah," the waitress affirmed. "You had at least two drinks at the Gristmill."

The first woman shook her head. "They take drunk driving very seriously around here ever since Junior McCarthy rammed into that hay wagon two years ago."

"But... I wasn't drunk," Tom protested.

"You can tell that to Clinton," the second woman said, picking up a cordless phone.

Tom could feel himself begin to panic. "No... stop... please."

The second woman put down the phone. "What's your name, salesman?"

"Tom," he said.

"Well, Tom," the second woman began, "we are the sirens of Salem... and probably every filthy chauvinist's worst nightmare."

"The sirens?" Tom echoed.

The three women laughed. "Didn't you ever read the Odyssey?" the first woman said.

He shook his head.

"Well... no matter," the waitress said. "You can either come downstairs with us or you can explain to our cousin why you were swerving all over the highway."

"Then," the second woman started, "after you clipped our mailbox, you got out of your car and tried to assault us."

"But..." Tom tried to think, but was too scared to finish.

The second woman picked up the phone again. "You have five seconds to decide."

Tom had never been so confused in his life. His first thought was that this was a dream inspired by his ex-wife. He dared to scan the faces of his three tormentors. They looked deadly serious. This definitely wasn't a dream - more of a nightmare.

"One... two... three..." the second woman said, her long fingers twitching over the buttons on the phone.

"Wait... wha... what do I have to do?" he stammered.

"Put yourself in our hands," the first woman said.

The waitress chuckled. "Yeah... we'll take good care of you."

"You might even enjoy it," the second woman added.

Still, Tom hesitated. "We're wasting time," the waitress declared after a few seconds. "Call Clinton, Joanne."

The second woman responded by pressing a few buttons on the telephone. This act got Tom's attention. "All right... all right," he said. "Please don't call the police."

"Good call," the waitress said.

"Let's go downstairs," the first woman said, turning toward a door that opened onto a set of steps.

Once again, Tom found himself following the women, this time down a flight of steps. The group stopped in the middle of a large and well-lit room. The floor was richly carpeted. The ceiling was covered by heavy acoustic tiles. Along one wall were a long sofa and two padded chairs. Near another wall was what appeared to be a gymnast's horse. The only other furniture in the room were a bar and a small cabinet.

"What do you want me to do?" Tom asked fearfully.

"First, strip off all your clothes," Joanne said.

"All my clothes?"

The waitress came up behind him and deftly stripped off his suit jacket. "Are you deaf or just stupid?"

"Now... wait a minute," Tom began indignantly.

Joanne laughed in his face. "Well, you're not deaf," she said.

Her sister grabbed his tie and pulled him closer to her. She was scowling. "Get your clothes off now, or answer to the police."

Tom could feel the tie tighten around his neck, reminding him that this was all too real. "Okay... okay," he said. With the two sisters in front of him and their waitress cousin behind him, Tom knew there was little chance of escaping whatever it was they had planned for him. Quickly, he stripped off his shirt, tie, and undershirt. Then he hesitated as if trying to decide what they meant by all his clothes.

"Get your pants off too," Joanne bellowed.

"And your underpants," her sister added.

The salesman flushed slightly as he unbuttoned his suit pants and dropped them to his ankles. Before he had a chance to touch his briefs, the waitress yanked them down from behind.

She moved out to his side and scanned him. She huffed. "You were going to try to impress me with that soft belly and that shriveled up thing between your legs?"

Tom's face reddened even more and he felt thoroughly humiliated for the first time in a long time.

Joanne slapped his face to get his attention. "Get completely naked and then get down on the floor... on your knees," she ordered.

He was beyond fear now. Once again, he could feel himself panic. He tried to take deep breaths to gain control. It wasn't working. He felt another hard slap, followed by the same command. All he could do was nod and comply.

A minute later, he was completely naked and kneeling on the carpeted floor. The three women were behind him, appraising him. Suddenly, one of them put her bare foot on his neck and pushed his head to the floor. "Touch your ankles with your hands," she demanded.

With a foot pressing hard into his neck, Tom had no choice but to do what he was told. Reluctantly, he reached back and grabbed his ankles with his hands. Immediately, his hands and ankles were restrained with handcuffs. Now he was helpless. Then the lights went out as something was placed over his head, effectively blinding him.

"Tom, you are a filthy chauvinist," one of the women exclaimed. "But you probably can't help it."

"Perhaps a dose of punishment will help you find redemption," the waitress said.

Tom struggled against the restraints, but to no avail. "You bitches are crazy!" he shrieked through the heavy cloth that covered his face.

Immediately, he felt a foot pressing into his back. "That was definitely the wrong thing to say," one of the sisters said.

Right after that, he heard a swish followed by a searing pain in his exposed backside as something hard impacted his soft flesh. "Shit!" he tried to scream.

"Another wrong thing to say," the same sister said just before delivering two more rapid shots to his quivering bottom.

He tried to lurch forward but was held back by the pressure of the foot on his back. Pain was ricocheting through his body.

"We'll keep this up until you're ready to apologize," the waitress said as her cousin laid two more strokes of a large paddle across his upper thighs.

Tom was ready to apologize already. "I'm sorry," he said.

But his quick apology was rewarded only by five more blows from the paddle. "That didn't sound all that sincere or contrite," one of the sisters declared.

In a panic, he tried to gather himself together. He was helpless and blind in the basement of a strange house at the edge of a strange small town. No one knew who he was. And no one who knew him at home knew where he was; no one would miss him. He was in real trouble. Plus, the pain was beginning to break him. "Please..." he began in a lower voice, "I... I'm sorry."

The paddle strokes didn't stop falling, but they did slow down a little. "What are you sorry for?" the waitress asked.

Good question, he thought. What answer would satisfy these beautiful crusading women? What answer would spare him from additional pain and humiliation? "I... I..." But he hesitated too long and paid for it with more bruised flesh.

"You'll have to do a lot better than that," the waitress declared.

"Your mailbox," he blurted out. "Your tip at the tavern... everything..."

That answer cost him another five solid whacks of the paddle. "You just don't get it, do you?" Joanne said, raining down unabated misery.

Tom managed to shake his head. "No," he said softly. "I probably don't."

The paddle strokes stopped. "That's probably the most honest thing you've said in a long time," the waitress said.

He wasn't sure if he had just said the right thing or not, but he was happy for the respite. His bottom felt like the bars on a barbecue grill. However, even though nothing seemed to be happening behind him, the foot was still boring into his back, not letting him up. This was far from over.

After several minutes that seemed more like hours, he heard a rustling behind him. "Tom, you have admitted that you don't get it," the waitress declared. "Therefore, we believe you need to know what it feels like to be a woman."

Before he could respond, two strong hands spread his legs. Another hand pressed against his anus, and he felt something cool and moist being pushed inside him. After a few seconds, he realized that a finger was probing his rectum. It hurt a little, but not as bad as the paddling had been. "What are you going to do?" he couldn't help asking.

"The same thing you wanted to do to us," Joanne said.

Once again, before he had a chance to think through the answer, he felt something large and hard pressing against his anus where a finger had been a few seconds before. It was then he understood - one of the women was inserting a dildo up his rear. The pain increased dramatically as the head of the device snaked inside his tight opening. "Please... no," he shrieked.

This was greeted by laughter and the continuous tortuous movement of the dildo. "Just relax," Joanne ordered.

"Isn't that what you always say to us?" the waitress added. "Just relax and enjoy it."

"It's time you found out the truth, boy," the other sister exclaimed.

"No... please... it hurts," Tom said, grimacing.

But the dildo didn't stop. "If you don't shut up and enjoy what we're giving you, we'll start paddling you again," Joanne proclaimed. She punctuated this with three quick and hard slaps across his bruised bottom, rekindling the flame of pain that had already seemed to die out.

Even in this most confused state, he understood the helplessness of his situation. He resolved not to say anything more in protest. Instead, he tried to relax and just let it happen, almost as he had advised some of the women he had been fortunate enough to talk into going to bed with him.

Then, after a minute or two, with the dildo deep inside him, he did begin to relax. The pain began to diminish, replaced by pleasure. He couldn't believe it - he was actually enjoying this a little. His penis started to inflate and twitch.

"I think he likes it," the waitress declared.

This declaration was followed by a soft female hand wrapping itself around his shaft. The sensation was exquisite. At the same time, the dildo seemed to move faster and faster inside him. The very strange combination of anal intercourse and delicate pressure against his penis was enough to push him over the edge. He began to moan and groan as he could sense that his body was preparing for a monumental orgasm.

However, everything stopped abruptly. The hand released his penis; the dildo was withdrawn. "You have to earn the right to come," one of the sisters said.

Suddenly, the bag was pulled from his head. Once his eyes adjusted to the light, he could see that the three women were all standing right in front of him; all three were naked. Their bodies were beautiful and glistening with sweat. His now neglected penis throbbed. He raised his head. "Wha... what do I have to do?" he asked in a voice barely above a whisper.

All three smiled down at him. "What a nice improvement," the waitress said.

"We're going to sit down on the sofa," Joanne said. "You will crawl over to us and bring us off with your tongue. Once we're completely satisfied, we will let you come."

Without waiting for him to respond, the trio backed up to the sofa and sat down, resting their bottoms on the edge of the cloth. "Get over here and get to work," the waitress ordered.

Tom didn't have to be told twice. At this point, he had abandoned all traces of masculine petulance. He was a machine driven by lust and need. These strong women had broken him, and all he wanted to do was prove himself worthy and get his reward. Awkwardly, with his hands still secured to his ankles, he crawled over to the sofa. When he was within inches of the three vaginas so prominently displayed, his nose was filled with the smell of sex. It was practically overpowering.

He wasn't sure where to start, so he went for the vagina on his left. It was already glistening and gaping. He didn't look up to see whose it was. Rather, he plunged his tongue directly into the slit and started to lick and suck. This elicited a series of escalating moans, and the thighs tightened up around his head. At least five minutes after he began, the owner of the vagina shrieked with orgasmic delight. The thighs relaxed.

"Do me next, little man," the woman in the middle demanded.

Without hesitation and without looking up, Tom shifted over to the vagina in the middle and repeated the performance he had just given, with the same result. Then, he did the same for the woman on his right.

Fifteen minutes after he issued his first lick, he had satisfied all three women. His body was drenched with sweat and his penis felt like it was about to explode. He dared to look up. "Please... can I come now?" he asked.

The one in the middle, Joanne, scowled and pushed him in the face with her foot. "May I come now," she said.

If Tom had been in his right mind, he would have met that trivial correction with a very pithy comment of his own. However, he wasn't in his right mind. Instead, he lowered his eyes. "May I come now?" he said meekly.

"You see how easy it is, Madeline?" Joanne said to her sister.

Madeline nodded. "Well, should we let him come?"

"I think he's earned it," the waitress said, gently touching her crotch with her finger.

"Roll over on your back," Joanne ordered.

For a few seconds, Tom wasn't sure how to accomplish that feat since his hands were still secured to his ankles. Joanne didn't wait for him to figure it out. Instead, she reached out with her foot and pushed him over. He felt like a turtle with his limbs in the air.

"You have a real problem taking orders, boy," she said.

While he was on his back, Madeline slipped off the sofa and sat down beside him. She regarded him for a moment, as if appraising a head of lettuce. Then she smiled. "I guess I'll do it," she said. She wrapped her fingers around his penis and squeezed gently.

After about thirty seconds of pressure and friction, Tom couldn't hold back. "Ooooo... god..." he shrieked. His penis jerked and several strands of sticky white semen shot up in the air. Madeline managed to remove her hand without coming into contact with any of his ejaculate.

He closed his eyes.

"Well... that was some performance," the waitress declared, standing up and applauding. "Well worth the price of another cheap mailbox, I should think."

The three women gathered around, giving him a spectacular view of their bodies. "You want to spend the night, salesman?" Joanne asked.

He opened his eyes and looked up at them. "Yes," he said. "I would like that very much."

Once again, they laughed. "Okay... but if you get out of line or begin to slip into your old ways, we'll have to paddle you again," Madeline said.

"In fact, I think we'll just leave you naked for the day tomorrow... in case you get any stupid masculine ideas," Joanne added.

"We'll just think of you as one of Odysseus's crew members," the waitress said.

Tom didn't know what she meant by that, but whatever they wanted was okay with him.


A Dozen Donuts

Warren Winette opened the pantry door in the kitchen and gazed into the wastebasket. There near the top were three large white bakery sacks with the light wax coating still intact. There had been at least a dozen donuts in those sacks, he surmised. He licked his lips in anticipation. "Good old Roni," he said aloud, and wondered where she had hidden them this time.

Warren loved donuts almost more than he loved his wife or practically anything else in the world. Every man has a stupid passion, he reasoned. Some men drive fast cars; some drink finely aged cognac; some smoke Cuban cigars fresh from humidors; some lust after underwear models. Warren's passion was donuts: glazed, devil's food, powdered sugar, chocolate iced with white buttercream oozing out of both ends. It didn't matter; he loved them all.

In fact, he loved them so much that, if it hadn't been for Roni's constant scrutiny, he would probably be lugging 300 pounds of pure flab on his five foot, ten inch frame, instead of his usual 190. His wife handled all the money and she made him earn his donuts - sometimes one at a time.

Usually, she got him to clean the bathroom for only three glazed donuts. He would wash the dishes for two devil's food donuts. Once, she even got him to paint the entire living room for six donuts filled with blackberry jelly. In the five years they had been married, making him work for his donuts had become something of a game that they both seemed to enjoy. Perhaps a psychologist would have been able to make a career out of Warren's silly obsession and the way his wife enabled it, but he didn't care as long as both he and Roni were happy and the game - and the obsession that powered it - stayed within the home.

As he gazed longingly at the three empty sacks, Warren thought about the last few weeks. Roni hadn't seemed as enthusiastic about assigning him work in exchange for the treats, and that worried him a little. Perhaps she is tiring of the game, he mused. He knew he would have to find out - as well as to determine the destination and purpose of the donuts that once occupied the sacks he was practically drooling over. He closed the pantry door and sniffed around the area. She rarely kept the donuts anywhere around the kitchen, but it was worth a quick search anyway.

He was just finishing a thorough examination of the refrigerator when he heard the front door open and close. Roni was home. He froze in his spot. "Warren, you won't find them in the kitchen," declared a woman's voice from the foyer.

How does she know, he wondered, as he closed the refrigerator door. "Find what, honey?" he asked as innocently as he could.

"You know perfectly well what," Roni replied. She was standing in the doorway now, glaring at him, her brown eyes sparkling. She was a beautiful woman, full-figured but strong and athletic. She was a high school physical education teacher and coached the girls swim team. Warren had never fully understood why Veronica Melbourne had agreed to marry him, but he was grateful nonetheless.

He stood up to face her; his face was flushed with guilt. "I guess I was a little hungry," he said, trying to smile. "I mean, it's been five days since I've had a donut." He paused, but Roni said nothing; she just continued to bore holes in him with her eyes. It made him very nervous. "Uh... well, I saw the sacks and naturally I... I..." But he couldn't finish.

"You assumed it was time to make another deal... right?" She could always read his mind perfectly - although it wasn't really that difficult, especially when it came to his obsession.

He twisted in his spot like a little boy who knows he's in trouble but doesn't exactly know why. "Yeah... I guess... something like that."

Roni shook her head in mock disgust. "You know this is a silly game we're playing," she exclaimed. "And I worry about you every time you put one of those fat-laden dough bombs into your mouth."

Warren closed his gaping mouth quickly - as if that would somehow make a difference. "Gee, honey... I thought... what we were doing was pretty innocent," he said sheepishly. "I mean, you know how much I love donuts and the house... well, the house has never been cleaner."

She flashed him a sly little smile that he wasn't sure he liked very much because it probably meant that she was not amused, at least not today. "Okay, Warren," she began in a controlled voice that he didn't like either, "I do have a dozen donuts hidden around here - glazed, devil's food, a couple filled with raspberry jelly... all fresh from Corelli's Bakery."

As he listened to the inventory and the object of his passion, Warren had to bite his tongue to keep from salivating. She had him hooked - it really was that easy. He knew the donuts were not with her - she didn't like them - never had. He dared to meet her gaze. "What... what do I have to do?" he asked cautiously. "Paint the house? Clean the carpets?"

Her smile widened. "You don't have to do any cleaning or painting," she answered.

As he looked at her, he suddenly realized that she would have made a great poker player. He had no idea what she was thinking. "Well... what... I mean, how do I... you know...?" He was stammering, almost afraid to find what out what she really had in mind for him.

"I decided that you working for donuts is not enough," she said casually. "I know you're willing to cook and clean... but are you willing to take some pain just to put that poison into your stomach?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, definitely not liking the direction this conversation was taking.

Her smile faded, and she took a deep breath. "You can have all twelve of those lard fritters, but you must take punishment first."

Warren could feel the word punishment enter his brain like an electric shock. "What kind of punishment?" he questioned.

Roni smiled again. This time it was definitely wicked. "You will strip naked and stand in the corner of the bedroom for thirty minutes with your nose pressed against the wall. Then you will lie across my lap and take a hard spanking from my hairbrush. Once I am satisfied that you've been punished enough, you can gorge yourself on those stupid donuts. What do you think?"

What do I think, he mused; this is about the craziest thing I've ever heard. She was testing the limits of his passion, and he quickly saw that. Smokers will stand out in a blizzard to have a cigarette; alcoholics will drink cheap whiskey out of a paper sack; heroin addicts will share dirty needles in the basement of a rundown house. Would Warren Winette submit to the pain and humiliation of a hairbrush spanking to get a dozen donuts? He hesitated and shuffled his feet. He knew he should just say no, that the price of donuts had become too high... it was time to quit this stupid obsession and move on to something else. And he almost said no - almost... his tongue actually moved to the top of his hard palate but he couldn't complete the word. Instead, he cast his eyes to the floor and saw a plate piled high with fresh donuts where the tile used to be. In the end, it was more than he could bear. If a spanking was the price of a dozen donuts, he would pay it; he simply had no choice.

"Well, Warren... what's it going to be?" Roni's stern voice cut through his thoughts like a scythe.

He heard her, but he didn't dare look up. "Wha... what do I do next?" he asked meekly.

She huffed. "You have to be kidding," she exclaimed.

"Are you kidding?" he returned.

She took another deep breath. "No," she answered assertively.

"Then I guess I'm not either," he said in a near whisper.

Roni sighed. "So be it," she said. "All right. If you really want those donuts so bad, then strip off all your clothes right now, go into the bedroom, and press your nose into the corner. I'll be in shortly."

Reluctantly, Warren nodded his assent and began undressing right there in the kitchen. Within a minute, his clothes were lying in a pile and he was standing before his wife wearing only his bare flesh and sporting a flaccid penis. He looked at her sheepishly, as if waiting for the next command.

She clapped her hands sharply. "I said, go into the bedroom and stand in the corner. When I come in, I better see you with your nose pressed against the wall - or else I will throw away half the donuts and spank the hell out of you anyway. Now go!"

Warren put his head down and slowly moved toward the doorway. Once he reached his wife, she gave him a firm swat to his naked bottom. It hurt and sent him scurrying for the stairs, not daring to look back. When he entered the bedroom, he proceeded to the nearest corner immediately. He wasn't absolutely certain how serious Roni was about all this, but he wasn't going to take any chances. As directed, he pressed his nose into the drywall and closed his eyes.

He hadn't been spanked since he was in junior high school. That was nearly fifteen years ago, but he remembered that he hadn't liked it at all. He didn't expect that he would like it very much this time, either. He knew that Roni had powerful arms and a big wooden hairbrush that she used to brush out her long brown hair. Silently, he wondered if it was too late to back out. Donuts are grossly overrated, he tried to tell himself. But it was no use. It was an addiction, pure and simple. He would go through with it, no matter how much it hurt.

After a few minutes, although he was afraid to turn his head away from the wall, he knew she was behind him; he could feel her watching him, appraising him. This increased his anxiety ten-fold. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she approached him and put her hand on his shoulder. "Do you still want those donuts?" she asked.

Warren tried to think, but he knew it was hopeless. The words of the Borg echoed in his brain: 'resistance is futile.' "Yes," he whispered.

She sighed, and he could feel her move back. Then he heard the bed creak slightly and he knew she was sitting down, probably with that big hairbrush already in her right hand. He tried to make himself pull away from the wall, to turn around and tell Roni to forget the whole thing, to throw away the entire dozen, that he was finished with donuts forever. But he was caught in the iron grip of his obsession. Donuts were the antichrist come to Earth. "All right, Warren. Come over here and lie across my lap," his wife commanded.

And so the antichrist demands the sacrifice and I'm going to make it, he thought as he slowly turned. Roni was sitting upright on the edge of their queen size bed. Her skirt was hiked up above her thighs. She was clutching the largest wooden hairbrush he had ever seen in her right hand. She had a very stern look on her clean face. He took a step toward her, then stopped.

She snapped the fingers on her left hand and tapped her toe impatiently. "Come on. Let's get this over with," she exclaimed.

Although he felt as though his feet were made of lead, he moved toward her, feeling more and more like he was going to his own execution. When he got to within a foot of her, she grabbed his right wrist and, in a single powerful motion, pulled him down across her bare knees. He gasped as if all the air had suddenly been knocked out of him.

"Don't you dare move from this position until I tell you," she warned in a voice he had never heard before. "It's too late to back out now. You're going to get all of it, whether you want those donuts or not. If you try to get away, I'll spank you harder and you'll lose the reward. Do you understand?" When he didn't answer right away, she raised the brush over her head and brought it down full force across his trembling right cheek. He flinched and groaned as the pain rippled through his body. "The first rule is to answer me when I ask you a question," she said. "Now, do you understand?" She caressed his left cheek with another shuddering blow from the brush.

Warren couldn't believe what was happening. However, he knew he better answer quickly in order to avoid angering his wife - or the demon that was possessing her - any further. "Yes," he said through gritted teeth.

She struck hard with five more flesh-rending strokes. "Yes, what?" she said.

He sucked in a breath. "Yes, I understand," he said. His brain was still trying to make sense out of what was most likely a senseless situation.

Once again, Roni huffed and graced his flesh with an agonizing series of ten blows that were so hard he nearly lost his composure completely and fell off her lap. "Not good enough," she declared. "Think again. Yes, what?"

At first, he couldn't understand what she was trying to get him to say. However, the intense pain from the next ten hairbrush kisses jolted his brain. Think jerkoff, he commanded himself. Finally, the answer struck at the same as the brush for the thirtieth time. "Yes, I understand, ma'am," he said, his voice echoing his agony.

She issued an evil laugh. "Good answer," she said. "But you've still got a lot more to go. I would say about five more for every donut. Okay?" She struck five more times. "Oh... these don't count," she added, laughing again.

His bottom already felt like it was on fire. Now how bad did he want those donuts? For a second, he thought about the price: five blows per donut on his already sore posterior.

After another two seconds, she started spanking him again. "I asked you a question," she said. "Do you understand? You better answer now or I'll keep spanking you like this without giving you any credit."

He gathered himself together with a succession of deep breaths. His fingers were boring into the carpet while his feet were flailing in the air - as if somehow that would discharge the agony. "Yes, ma'am, I understand," he replied.

"Good," she said. "Then we'll start. Every five strokes earns you one donut. The spanking will end any time you say stop. However..." She paused and stroked the back of his sweating neck. "If you take all sixty, I'll let you fuck me."

This got his attention. In the five years they had been married, Roni had never used the word 'fuck' in his presence. He could sense that she was getting a little aroused, that spanking him, making him submit to her will, was really turning her on. This observation aroused him a little too, in spite of the intense pain. Roni had always been relatively passive during sex. The thought of her taking a more active role in bed excited him. His penis responded accordingly and began to drown out his stomach. The idea of earning donuts as a reward started to fade from his mind.

An instant later, Roni issued five hard strokes to his upper thighs. He shuddered but didn't lose his position. "That's one donut," she said. Without waiting for an acknowledgement, she delivered five more in less than five seconds. "That's two," she said. "Only fifty more to go." She cocked the brush, but paused. "You know, I'm getting more than a little hot," she said. Then, she struck five more times; the sound of hairbrush-induced misery resonated through the room. Once again, she paused and stroked his neck again while at the same time trapping his semi-erect penis between her powerful thighs. "Okay... I'm not going to stop after every five," she proclaimed. "You're getting the rest in rapid succession... whether you want them or not."

Warren gasped again and tried desperately to blot out the pain. He knew he was now at the proverbial point of no return. He just hoped he could survive with some shred of dignity intact. He heard her take a deep breath and he heard the familiar swish. The brush bit into his bottom; then it bit again; then again and again and again. He tried to count but couldn't keep up. He only hoped she was counting and that he could trust her. He also hoped he wouldn't be too sore to take his reward when this was all over.

Roni's hand was a blur as she moved the brush up and down, the pace and intensity quickening with each successive stroke. And along with it came the escalation of pain, worse than he could possibly imagine. More than once, he wanted to yell for her to stop; he wanted to slip off her lap and sprawl onto the cool carpet. But it was over before he got the chance.

When it was over, less than a minute later, tears were streaming down his cheeks and dripping onto the floor. His bottom felt like the inside of a blast furnace. But he had survived. He might not sit comfortably for a day or two, but he had survived. She dropped the brush onto the floor and squeezed his penis between her legs. The sensation was exquisite. "You've earned your reward," she declared. She released his penis and gently nudged him off her lap. Once he was standing, she stood up also and quickly stripped off her skirt and blouse. Next she removed her bra and panties and lay down on the bed on her back with her legs spread. Her womanhood was glistening, and there was no mistaking the lust in her eyes. She reached out her arms. "Okay, stud... come over here and fuck me," she ordered. "You earned it, now take it."

Warren didn't need to be told twice. The pain in his backside faded into a dull memory immediately. No longer did visions of jelly donuts float before his eyes. There was only his penis and the image of her vagina, wide open, beckoning. He practically launched himself onto the bed. She pulled him down on top of her, and he slipped his penis inside her as though he were inserting a knife into warm butter. He came in less than a minute, shooting cannonballs of semen deep inside her while she moaned and shrieked with pleasure. When his penis was once again flaccid, he rolled over onto his side, trying to catch his breath.

His wife, sweat pouring off her flushed face, turned her head toward him and smiled. "Well, what do you think of the new system?" she asked in a matter-of-fact voice that surprised him a little.

He fought through the emotions and the pain that was beginning to creep back. He managed a weak smile. "Do I still have to clean?"

"Do you still lust after donuts?" she returned.

He thought for a second. At least for now, the terrible lust for donuts was gone. Maybe it would come once the afterglow wore off; but for right now it was gone completely. He didn't care if she threw away the dozen donuts she had promised him or not. "No," he said.

She smiled again and kissed him on the forehead. "I love you, Warren," she said sweetly.

Warren closed his eyes and let the words melt into his brain.


Caught Staring

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Five o'clock today," Mary replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He groaned with the certainty of the sharp pain.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Lost and Found in New Orleans

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Josh returned her smile hopefully. "Really?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Josh reeled back, his eyes now wide with terror.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No," he replied sheepishly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You've got what?" Denise asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Cloud

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What are you sorry for?" Melissa asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Indian Agent

Bertram Clements gazed out the window of his dingy office and watched the tribal elders gather around a large bonfire on the far side of Sleeping Bear Creek. The water was high this spring, and the medicine man said that this was a good omen. Clements didn't know about that. He only hoped that this evening's ceremony would be peaceful and not lead to a repetition of the ghost dancing that seemed to precipitate violence on other reservations.

In truth, he was ill-prepared to be an Indian agent. In fact, the only reason he had been granted authority over the two hundred and twenty square miles of the Granite Temple Reservation in the first place was because his father had served with distinction during the Civil War under the command of the recently retired president, Rutherford B. Hayes. Up until this appointment, Bertram Clements had failed at everything he had ever tried, including the military academy, farming, and managing a small leather goods company his father had purchased for him. Lowell Clements was simply tired of seeing his thirty-one-year-old son create one disaster after another and so believed that a trip out west might give him the strength and will to succeed in a tough world.

But Bertram was from Indiana and had never even seen an Indian before, let alone be responsible for the behavior of members of the Sioux nation who had ridden with Sitting Bull at Little Big Horn five years before. He knew nothing of their customs or their way of life, and he had made little effort to find out, as he spent most of his time in his office, huddling near the fireplace and wishing he were back home again.

Of course, the federal government had not helped him make the transition. Three hundred and forty-seven men, women, and children had been entrusted to his care; however, the Bureau of Indian Affairs customarily allotted him provisions for less than two hundred and fifty. To make matters worse, he had been promised teachers and supplies of agricultural tools. To date, neither had arrived.

And then there was the troop situation. He was supposed to have a company of men - about a hundred - stationed near the reservation at all times, to help maintain the peace, should military action become necessary. However, although there was an outpost comprised of several rickety buildings, the only troops he ever saw belonged to a detached platoon of cavalry, consisting of a grizzled sergeant and perhaps ten to fifteen raw recruits who a year ago had been pushing plows in Illinois and Kentucky.

Now, as Bertram glanced over to the single story log house that served as the barracks, he could see that it was deserted and he remembered that Sergeant Shelby and his little band had moved on four days ago and would most likely not return for several weeks. He was now the only white man on the reservation.

He returned his gaze to the escalating activity on the other side of the creek. The fourteen elders were sitting in a circle around the fire. For the moment, they appeared to be only talking. For a brief instant, he thought he should go over and see what was happening, perhaps talk to Milnadi, the youngest elder. However, even though several of his charges spoke English, he had trouble understanding them and making himself understood. Besides, he was afraid of them in much the same way as a man who grew up in the city is afraid to be around cows and horses. They had given him no reason to fear them - and, in fact, bore him no ill-will since he was not a mean or vindictive man, just plainly incompetent. Quite the contrary, they - especially the women - seemed to take a certain amount of delight in teasing him by exaggerating their warrior traits, in watching his discomfort rise as he displayed a fear that was totally out of proportion with their behavior. Mostly, they understood - perhaps much better than he did - that, in the end, they all wanted the same thing, which was to escape this dreary and unproductive land. The Indians wanted to go back to their original home in Montana while the white man wanted to go home to Fort Wayne.

Suddenly, the action became more animated as about two dozen of the younger men emerged from nearby lodges and approached the fire. They shouted, they pointed fingers at the elders and the little wooden administration building, and they pounded their feet rhythmically at the insistent sound of a drum beating off to the side.

"Oh my god!" Bertram exclaimed as he continued to watch, his eyes bulging in his head. "They're really going to do something... they're getting themselves all worked up." He tried to think, to form a plan of action. However, he realized that the nearest telegraph was in Dudley, over twenty miles away - he would never make it, especially as night was settling in. He knew there were prospectors working somewhere to the north and railroad surveyors somewhere to the south. But here, at this moment, he was alone, caught in the middle of a hostile land surrounded by blood-thirsty savages.

He went to his cabinet and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. If he was going to face death, he thought, he certainly wasn't going to do it sober. Quickly, he opened the bottle and tilted his head back. Within five minutes, he had consumed a third of the contents. He dared to look out the window again and shuddered. Now, even the children were dancing, and many of the men and most of the women had shed their clothes. He took several more swallows as he continued to watch the festivities, and a few minutes later, he was overcome with a pious sense that he should at least try to stop what his 'children' were doing - not because they were actually violating any laws or constituting any real threat to the peace, but because he was getting uncomfortably aroused just by watching.

Being himself a rather small and plain-looking man, he had very little experience with women and, in fact, had never before seen one naked. Part of him wanted to see this wanton display up close, while another part of him felt ashamed that he was even interested. And both parts ordered him to screw up his courage and go across the creek. Finally, in a near rage, he consumed more than half of the remaining whiskey, threw on his overcoat, even though it was an unseasonably warm evening, and slammed open the door of his office. He had every intention of storming over to the bonfire and exerting what little authority he had. But he never made it; instead, he bumped into a fir tree, banged his head, passed out, and slipped to the ground in a heap.

When the Indian agent next opened his eyes, the first thing he saw was a small cooking fire. His head hurt and his pudgy body felt stiff. As he shifted his position, he realized that he was lying on a bed of animal skins. He started as he slowly determined that he was not in his own bed but rather in one of the lodges. As his eyes adjusted to the light, he made out the faces of several young women on the other side of the fire. They appeared to be talking among themselves. Then one of them noticed that he was awake. She smiled. "Ah hah," she said and went outside. Bertram said nothing as fear started to overcome him. He raised himself up to a sitting position to wait for whatever was to come.

A moment later, the woman, a plain looking young Sioux with long dark hair and mysterious eyes, reappeared in the doorway. With her was Milnadi. The older warrior's bright face broke out into a smile as he looked down upon the pathetic form of the man who was supposed to represent his 'white father'. Bertram rubbed his eyes. "Milnadi... what happened? Why am I here?"

The elder and the four young women in the lodge all gazed at the Indian agent; they appeared as if they were on the verge of laughing. Milnadi stepped forward. "One of the men saw you hit the tree and fall down."

"When?" Clements asked.

"Last night." Then Milnadi turned to one of the women and said something in the Sioux dialect. The woman immediately dipped a gourd in a bucket of water and took it to Clements. "You drink some water," Milnadi instructed. When Bertram took the gourd with trembling hands, Milnadi turned toward the young women. He said something and they all left the lodge, giggling and stealing glances over their shoulder as they went. Once they were alone, the warrior turned back to the Indian agent. "My white father drank too much fire water last night, looked foolish in front of young men and women."

Bertram flushed a little and took a swallow of the water. "Well, I... I..."

Milnadi squatted next to Bertram and touched his arm. He looked over his shoulder. Once he was certain they were alone, he gazed into the red eyes of the only white authority for a hundred miles. "Bertram, I think it is time we had a long talk," he said softly, losing all trace of the typical Sioux accent.

The confused Indian agent rubbed his eyes again. "What... how... what's happening... I... must..."

Milnadi laughed. "You are not dreaming, if that is what you think," he said. "First, we are not the ignorant children you think we are. Many of us, myself included, spent several years at missionary schools, learning the white man's ways. We have taught some of those ways to our women and children. We here understand that we cannot go back to our old way of life."

"But... but... some of the men... they fought with Sitting Bull... helped to massacre Custer and the Seventh Cavalry." Clements was still trying to clear his brain; he was not yet convinced that this was really happening.

Milnadi scowled. "Some of the men fought at what you whites call Little Big Horn, that is true. But Sitting Bull was a great and powerful leader who gave many a reason to hope. Besides, Custer was a bad man who hated us and was drunk with blind ambition. He needed to be stopped. And what happened that day five years ago was not a massacre. Many a brave warrior died alongside the young soldiers Custer foolishly led into battle."

"But... you always talk about going back to Montana, that you'll jump the reservation."

The smile returned to the warrior's face. "It is true that what you call Montana is the ancestral home for many of us," he said. "But life there was often hard. We like this land; we think we can prosper here."

Bertram finished the water. "But... Montana... you're always complaining about being here... I don't understand."

"There is much you do not understand," Milnadi said. "But it is really quite simple. You whites want everything that is good in this country... but you really cannot tell what is truly good and what is not. If we think the land is good, you will want it. So we tell you we want to return to our ancestral home, that we cannot live on this land, and you will leave us alone."

Bertram scratched his head. "So you're not planning on jumping the reservation... you're not organizing the men for a fight?"

"Our men grow weary of a war we cannot win. Any smart warrior knows that our cause, whatever it was, became hopeless the moment the last spike was driven on the transcontinental railroad in 1869. We should have stopped you from building it in the first place. Now it is too late."

"What about me?" the Indian agent asked.

"Ah, yes, you... our very own agent. Now that you know of our deception, you cannot be allowed to tell anyone else. Plus, we will need more provisions - tools, seeds... that sort of thing. We will need an agent who does not show fear, does not hide behind a whiskey bottle every time we build a fire."

"But the ceremony last night... the dancing, the... the... naked women... I thought..."

"You thought we were preparing for war?" Milnadi paused while Bertram nodded sheepishly. "How little you know of us, of our ways. Last night we had what you might call a fertility ritual... which we need since there are so many women now without men. The warriors will need to sleep in more than one lodge, and the women without men were showing themselves." Again, the elder paused while he gazed at a stunned and confused Bertram Clements. "Which brings me to you, Bertram," he continued, "We want you to stay here at Granite Temple. Some of the women... well, they like you and may want you to visit their lodge. However, you must do two things first."

"What?" Clements was partly excited and partly very anxious.

"You will promise to never again drink whiskey here... and you will submit yourself to the women. We all believe you must endure punishment for what you did last night. The women... and the warriors... must think that you are worthy of their attention."

"And what if I don't agree to these conditions?"

"You could have a good life here, Bertram. But, we know a little about your past; we know that your life has been a failure. Because of that, your family and your chiefs will make sure that you stay here forever. You can live well, with many women to select and good food to eat... perhaps even a lodge of your own. Or you can stay isolated, no friends, no women, no hope in life, worthy only of contempt."

"I could wait until the troops return, tell them about your plans. I could make life very difficult for you and your people."

Milnadi laughed again. "Bertram Clements, you must know that you are not in a position to bargain."

"What do you mean?"

"Are you so stupid and arrogant to believe that we would do nothing to you because you are white and an agent. You could disappear into the hills and no one would miss you."

Bertram's face reddened. Suddenly, he thought of a lot of things he wanted to say, but somehow he couldn't form the words. This was his worst fear coming to life. It wasn't really that the Indians under his supervision would actually jump the reservation. In truth, he wouldn't have minded that too much. Oh sure, there would be questions and discomfort; however, he would be called home, which is where he wanted to be anyway.

But now, it appeared as though the warriors wanted to hold him hostage - for what purpose, he wasn't sure, but hostage nonetheless. He began to tremble at the prospect. "Wha... what do you want from me?" he stammered at last.

Milnadi stood and moved to the doorway. He made a succession of hand signals. The same four young women who were in the lodge before appeared alongside the elder. "I will leave you in the care of these young women. Two of them are my daughters. They will administer punishment and test your worthiness. If they believe that you have become worthy, they will lie down with you. If not, they will tell me and you will be even more alone and miserable than you are now."

Bertram leaned wearily against the lodge wall and glanced at the young women. "What are they going to do?"

"I learned many things in the missionary school, including their way of punishment. Our people never hit each other to punish mistakes - but for you whites it seems to be common and what you understand." He turned to the first woman, a beauty with long dark hair and wearing a long dress made of buckskin. "Kexna," he began in English, "I will leave you alone with Bertram. Punish him in the way I have taught you and your companions. Then report to me. Subdue him if he tries to make trouble for you."

"Yes, Father," Kexna said. In her right hand was a long, thin birch branch.

Bertram studied the four beautiful but determined faces confronting him. "Milnadi, wait," he called.

The elder smiled. "It will be all right, Bertram. Submit, take your punishment because you deserve it, and then you will be rewarded." Then, with a nod to his daughters, he turned and disappeared outside.

The Indian agent began to tremble as he continued to scan his new companions. "Please... uh... girls... if... uh... you leave me alone, I can get you more... uh... blankets... maybe some blue cloth, more beads..."

Kexna laughed; her cohorts laughed as well. "My father told us you might say that. We do not want more blankets, or more cloth or beads. We want you to be a good agent, to be a good man, to learn to like us, especially the young women." She smiled seductively as she said this. The other three took positions on either side of him. "Mr. Clements, you will remove your trousers and underwear so that we can punish you and make you brave like a warrior."

Bertram held up his hands. "No... please... this is all a mistake. I am... am... your father, your white father."

Kexna appeared as though she didn't hear. "Ipa, Pilak, Astar..." She pointed to the agent. The three young women, all dressed in a long buckskin dress similar to the one worn by Kexna, closed in on the terrified white man.

"No... no..." he shouted as his arms were pinned to his sides.

Kexna unbuttoned his wool trousers and put her finger to her full lips. "Please, Mr. Clements, do not... do not... humiliate yourself. You will submit, as my father has ordered, and then we can all lie down together."

Bertram struggled for an instant against the four arms that held him, but soon he tired and hung his head. He wasn't sure what was going to happen, but he was sure that he didn't have the strength to stop it as the alcohol and the bump he had incurred the night before combined to cloud his brain. His arms went limp and the next thing he knew his trousers and long johns were down to his ankles, his bare bottom was fully exposed to four young Indian women, and he was on his knees, gazing at the slim waist of the oldest daughter of Milnadi. She said something quickly in the Sioux dialect and Ipa forced his head down into the buffalo robes on the earth floor of the lodge. She brandished the long, slender birch limb and slipped in behind the agent. She tentatively retracted the birch rod and released it hard across the quivering white posterior displayed before her. He lurched forward with the suddenness of the pain. A long, red stripe broke out on his flesh. She repeated the action a few seconds later, landing another stroke just below the first. He gasped and groaned.

She struck again and paused as she watched his reaction. "My father says that you should bite down on your tongue and take your punishment well. This is a test of your strength."

Bertram groaned again. It wasn't as though he hadn't been on the receiving end of the rod before. He had gone to schools back in Fort Wayne at which the teachers - mostly older, unmarried women - had demonstrated a deep, abiding belief in the value of corporal punishment and had birched students on a daily basis. Being a rather uninspired student himself, he had been on the receiving end of the rod more often than he could count. But this was different. He was a grown man being punished like a schoolboy... and by the very people he was supposed to be supervising. It didn't seem right.

Still, as he looked into the earnest faces of his would-be tormentors, he was surprised to find that he was getting aroused. As the birch rod bit into his tender bottom time and time again, he began to think about being with these four lovely young women. A year ago, it would have been totally inconceivable to him to have been attracted to an Indian woman; however, here he was, bare bottom sticking straight out and his penis seeming to expand with each stroke.

Pilak must have noticed it too. "Ah, ah... look... look," she squeaked joyously.

Her three companions also bent to look; they smiled simultaneously. "You become worthy, Mr. Clements," Kexna declared. "But we must be certain." Immediately, she commenced a long assault on his bruised bottom, landing stroke after painful stroke, tracing long streaks across his rear and upper thighs. He wanted to scream, but he knew he didn't dare. He had read stories about how warriors are often challenged by running the gauntlet. Perhaps this was his gauntlet. He had never before proven himself in a crucible of pain; this was his opportunity. And if he survived, the rewards would be greater than anything he had ever experienced before. Keeping that in mind, he bit down on his tongue so hard that he could feel blood trickle down his throat. He gagged but made no other sound as he endured several more strokes.

Finally, Kexna stopped and laid the birch rod onto the floor. She was smiling as she moved around to his front. "Up," she commanded. Immediately, her three companions released their grip on the quivering agent and helped him to his feet. She went to the door of the lodge. "It is finished, Father," she declared.

"Is he worthy?" came the voice of the elder.

Kexna glanced back at Bertram; he was rubbing his sore bottom, but otherwise made no sound of complaint. "Yes, Father," she said, smiling once again.

"Indian agent," Milnadi called through the door, "you may lie with my daughters and their young companions. Perhaps the fertility ritual will be successful." The door to the lodge was closed.

As Bertram scanned the room, fighting the urge to cry, the four young women lifted their dresses over their heads and let them fall to the floor. Now they were naked. Ipa, Milnadi's second daughter, took his hand. "I will be first... agent, remove your clothes and come down with me."

At first, all he could do was stare at her young, supple body calling to him. He licked his lips while his fully erect penis bobbed up and down. Finally, he came to his senses. If this is what they want and this is what will keep the peace on the reservation, then I am willing, he thought. He pulled off his shoes, then shed his trousers and long johns. He lay down on the thick buffalo robes and gently tugged at the hand of Ipa. She smiled and lay down beside him. Although neither had any real experience with members of the opposite sex, they took little time figuring out exactly what to do. Then, once he was finished with her, he started in on the next in line, which was Kexna. With sharp pain occasionally racing through his body, he had never felt better in his life. For the first time in his life, he was not going to fail. He would never fail again.
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The Disciplined Male: Volume 2 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:

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...

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 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!

OEBPS/images/image_19285689-1e9b-497b-bf00-8cd357527cf6.001.jpg
iy

LSF PUBLICATIONS

"SPANKING FICTION EBOOKS





cover.jpeg





