
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Disciplined Male:

Volume 4

by

W. Arthur


All rights reserved
Copyright © February 2017 by W. Arthur

Published by LSF Publications

http://www.lsfpublications.com/

[image: ]

Cover design by Nathaniel Scott.

All names, characters, organisations, places, events and incidents featured in this work are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only.

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Then you have no explanation," she returned.

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

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

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

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

Derrick opened his mouth to speak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Scotty's First Time

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Does anyone have a condom?" Caroline asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


An Evening at the Theater

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"But, Mother..."

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

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

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

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

"Jason, behave yourself," his mother said quietly. Jason sat back in his seat and tried once more to imagine himself with Alicia. However, just as the pieces of his dream were beginning to fit together, the curtain went up for Act I. The theater filled with applause.

The young man leaned forward slightly. On the stage was what appeared to be a rather poor rendition of a castle wall. "Who's there?" Bernardo said. "Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold yourself," Francisco answered. "Long live the king!" Bernardo declared. And on went the dialogue.

Jason scowled with thinly disguised disgust. "Local actors," he muttered. "This dialogue is less than inspiring."

"Hush, Jason," Juliet whispered. "And pay attention."

Marcellus was just saying, "Peace! Break thee off; look, where it comes again!" Then, on stage, there suddenly came a light that resembled a ghost.

Jason laughed softly. "That is the stupidest ghost I have ever seen," he exclaimed.

"Stop it, Jason," his mother said, in a tone that was impossible to ignore.

On stage the actors were centering themselves around the apparition, the supposed rendition of the late father of the hero. For a brief instant, Jason thought of his own father, dead at the age of forty-six. He had died of an apparent heart attack while attempting to negotiate a merger with the board of directors of a rival company. Was there a parallel here... some kind of irony? No, Jason concluded, he was both young and financially secure... and his father had died of natural causes facilitated by years of stress, heavy drinking, and cigar smoking. Jason had neither the temperament nor the desire to play Prince Hamlet at this stage of his young life.

His reverie was interrupted by loud applause. He turned his attention back to the play in time to see the great Lloyd Anselmo make his entrance at the beginning of Scene II. The actor looked just like his picture, except that he appeared to be about twenty years older. Jason stifled a laugh. "Hamlet was supposed to be a young man," he murmured, a little louder than he had intended. "This guy's got to be at least fifty."

His mother tapped him roughly on the shoulder. "That's enough, Jason," she said angrily. "He is a great actor. Now, be quiet and pay attention."

Once more the young man eased back in his seat. He closed his eyes and tried to block the play from his thoughts. For a while he was successful as scene after scene unfolded until somehow he heard Hamlet say, "O, cursed spite, that ever I was born to set it right! Nay, come, let's go together." Thus, Act I ended and the audience once more erupted in applause.

During the brief interval, Juliet and Susan talked excitedly among themselves. "Oh, this is so exciting!" Juliet exclaimed. Then she turned to her son, who was still slouching in the plush seat cushion. "It's just too bad that someone doesn't appreciate it."

Jason looked over at her. He bit his lip in a vain attempt to suppress his revulsion. "Mother... I'm bored and I'm hungry," he declared, the words streaming from his lips. "And it's only the end of the first act - this will last forever."

"So what if it does," his mother said. "It is obvious that you need the culture. Now, be quiet and pay attention."

Act II began and Jason was quiet for a while. In fact, he had nearly made it through the final scene with only a few annoying comments when Hamlet said, "God's bodykins, man, much better: use every man after his desert, and who should 'scape whipping!..."

Jason laughed out loud when he heard this. "What the hell is a bodykins?" he asked in a voice that could be heard from the stage. "The guy who thought that one up shouldn't 'scape whipping!"

At that, Lloyd Anselmo stopped just as he said, "...which would set down and insert isn't, could you not?" He looked up at the box and scowled. The rest of the actors on stage followed his gaze. "Madam," he said. "I know there is a lad with you who does not share your passion for the play. That is his privilege; however, he appears to be ruining the experience for everyone here. If you would care to address the problem, we shall wait." His theatrical voice boomed throughout the theater. Everyone by now was staring at the box.

Juliet Pomeroy and her sister were both frantic. They looked at Jason. His face was red but he was now undaunted. He stood up and addressed the stage. "There's no problem here, your lord," he said mockingly.

Juliet flushed with embarrassment. "Jason, sit down and shut up... you're humiliating yourself and us." The young man continued to stand where he was.

The actor watched the action. "Madam, is that your son?" he asked. Juliet nodded sheepishly. "He is embarrassing you. I know what I would do if he were my son. Shall I tell you?" However, before Juliet could answer. Anselmo turned to the audience. "What say you, good people? How should a mother treat a misbehaving and unappreciative son?" Members of the audience, mostly the well-to-do of Dunkirk, gazed back and forth between the box and the stage, murmuring among themselves. However, when no one spoke out loud, the actor approached the edge of the stage. "I would take the young man across my lap and spank him, madam - that is certainly no more than he deserves. As I said before, go ahead - we'll wait."

Juliet flushed again and turned to her son. Her face was twisted in rage. "Susan, what should I do?" she asked.

Susan also appeared very angry. "We'll, of course, he's your son, Juliet," she began, "but he's beginning to show all the poor traits of his late father. I personally think he's definitely crossed the line this time - besides, everyone is waiting for you to do something."

Juliet looked at her sister, then at Jason, then at the stage. Anselmo was scowling at them. "Take your time, madam," he said. "We have the rest of the evening."

It was the sarcasm in his voice that finally drove Jason's mother to action. Quickly, she reached into her purse and pulled out a large hairbrush. "Jason, I don't want to do this, but you've given me no choice."

Jason looked at his mother and his eyes widened a little. "Mother... you wouldn't dare," he said in a voice quaking with fear.

"You have humiliated me in front of the great Lloyd Anselmo. You have embarrassed yourself in front of the entire population of Dunkirk. Yes, I think I would dare," she replied, growing bolder by the minute. "Susan, help me."

"With pleasure, sister," Susan said. Then mother and aunt stood up and approached the young man. Juliet grabbed him by the ear and bent his body over the low wall in front of the box. While Juliet held tight to the ear, Susan unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and yanked them along with his briefs to his knees.

Jason gasped in horror, especially as he realized that everyone in the audience was staring straight at him. "Look, Mother, Aunt Susan... I'm sorry," he whispered, trying to move his head. However, his mother's grip only tightened on the ear, making him squeal in pain.

"You had your chance to behave... and you chose to be stupid and arrogant instead," Juliet declared. "Now you've got everyone staring at us, waiting to see what I'm going to do. Even Mr. Anselmo is staring - we can't keep everyone waiting." She gripped the handle of the wooden brush tightly in her right hand and stepped slightly to the side. "Hold on to him, Susan," Juliet commanded, drops of sweat already beginning to form on her face, beading her heavy make-up.

"Mother, please..." Jason implored again, now closing his eyes to block out the audience gazing up at him expectantly. From below, all they could see was his face, now red as a ripe tomato. No one could see his exposed bottom or the punishment about to be inflicted upon it. However, that was small consolation.

"Jason, shut up and take what's coming to you," his mother growled. "The more you babble, the harder it will be." Immediately after she said this she landed a solid blow across his right cheek. He yelped like a wounded puppy. She quickly followed up with another hard blow to his left cheek, eliciting the same result. The entire theater was now completely silent, which only served to magnify the sharp sound of brush meeting flesh.

Once Juliet had cast the first two blows, the rest seemed natural and easy. She was angry and humiliated, and she lashed out furiously at the rear end of the person who had inspired these rather unfamiliar emotions. Whack went the brush for the tenth time; thud went the brush for the eleventh time. Again and again and again, the brush bit into its target, darkening the flesh and bringing tears to Jason's young eyes. "Plee...ease, Mother... I've... had enough..." Jason muttered as the hairbrush landed for the thirtieth time.

Juliet struck twenty more times in rapid succession. "Are you ready to apologize?" she asked, anger still edging her voice.

"Yes... yes..." Jason replied quickly. "I'm... sorry."

His mother planted five more hard blows on the heavily wounded skin. "No, I don't mean to me. I mean to all those people out there... especially to Mr. Anselmo." Jason tried to think, and the delay his muddled brain required cost him another ten strokes. Then, just as he was about to answer, Juliet stopped and turned to her sister. "Susan, do you want to take a few whacks at him?"

Susan took the brush and smiled. "I wouldn't mind," she replied. "I've never gotten to do this before." She gripped the brush tightly and landed a solid blow directly across the crack between Jason's wounded cheeks. In spite of himself, he shrieked with pain and tried to shift his bottom out of the way. Fifteen times in rapid, agonizing succession, his aunt bounced the brush off his posterior, causing an explosion of discomfort. When she was satisfied that she had caused enough damage, she stopped and handed the implement back to her sister. "I think he's ready to apologize now," she declared.

"What about it, Jason?" Juliet asked, holding tight to her son's ear.

He was openly crying now, choking back sobs like a small child; his post-adolescent pride was completely shattered. Slowly he opened his eyes and blinked away the veil of tears. The ghostly silent audience was still gazing up at him. "I... I... apologize..." he began tentatively. "I... have... behaved like an... idiot... Please, if you'll go on... with the play... I promise to pay... attention."

For several seconds, the theater remained completely silent, while the young man's words seemed to echo back and forth. Finally, on stage, Lloyd Anselmo put his hands together and clapped four times. "Bravo," he exclaimed. "Bravo, young man... that was a performance worthy of Shakespeare." Then he turned to the audience. "What say you, good people? Has the young man suffered enough to feed our mortal vanity? Shall we now then proceed?" At first, there was only scattered applause; however, within a few seconds the theater seemed to erupt until everyone was clapping and several were shouting, "Bravo, bravo." In spite of the pain thundering through his body, Jason managed a small smile. He had very little understanding of what was happening, but for some reason he realized that the applause was for him.

His mother tapped him on the shoulder. "Jason, pull your pants up and sit down," she whispered.

He flushed with renewed embarrassment as he realized that his heavily bruised bottom was fully exposed to his mother and aunt. Quickly, he restored his briefs and pants, wincing slightly as the cotton came into contact with his inflamed skin. He thought about trying to sit, but realized that it would be unbearably painful. "Mother, let me just stand here for a while... please," he replied, wiping the tears and sweat from his face.

Juliet smiled knowingly and resumed her own seat. "All right, son," she said softly. "But try to be discreet."

A moment later, Act III began without incident. Then, as the other actors moved to the side of the stage, the great Lloyd Anselmo saluted the young man standing at the box. "To be or not to be," he boomed, trying to sound like Laurence Olivier. "That is the question. Whether tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune..."

In spite of himself, Jason Pomeroy stood in rapt attention, following the famous soliloquy in his mind. All thoughts of Alicia were gone, at least for the moment. His mother had been right... this was an event without precedent, and one that he would long remember.


Agent of the Gestapo

Ernst Wagner stepped through the ornate doors of the Hotel L'Guerre and took a deep breath of fresh spring air. It was a warm day in mid-May and the trees were alive with new leaves. In the distant fields, extending all the way to Verdun, he could see wildflowers in the meadows - meadows under which reposed the remains of thousands of French and German soldiers - victims of the battle for Verdun in the spring of 1916. Now, twenty-eight years later, the Germans were back and they hadn't made the same mistakes.

But that was of little significance to Ernst. He was too small and too nervous to be a good soldier like his older brother Wilhelm. Still, as a well-educated German male in the prime of life, he wanted and needed to make his contribution to the Fatherland. He had no useful administrative or diplomatic skills. However, because he was descended from an illustrious family that possibly counted the composer Richard Wagner as one of its members and because he could speak fluent French, he was recruited by the Gestapo and assigned to a small city in western France where he was to root out and neutralize any local elements of the French underground.

After two years of living in this provincial village of Sans Succi, Major Ernst Wagner had begun to doubt that the illustrious French resistance even existed at all - at least in his part of the world. Of course, he had heard the stories of munitions factories being bombed and railroad tracks being torn up. But these events he attributed more to British and American commandos operating behind the lines, probably in preparation for the inevitable invasion in northern France or else to support the campaign in Italy. The German war juggernaut was beginning to come apart, to break down. Soon it would be stopped completely.

But Ernst didn't really worry about that either. He was no leader, no decision maker. He wasn't even certain he believed in the Third Reich. He saw himself merely as a very small cog in a very big wheel. This was a time and a place in the great moments of history, and he occupied but the smallest corner of it. Besides, he reasoned, he did the job to which he had been assigned. He just did it quietly, without the great thirst for glory that seemed to grip the careers of other officers.

However, this afternoon, he was on a real mission. Several young women had taken up residence in an abandoned house on Rue Liege. He had heard a rumor that the house would operate as a brothel. But he was smart and experienced enough to know that the house could also be a front and staging area for the local underground, if it existed. It was his duty to check it out, interrogate the women and determine their true intent.

Wearing his usual imposing black wool suit with the swastika lapel pin, he slid behind the wheel of the old Citroen he had commandeered from the mayor of Sans Succi. Most Gestapo majors had drivers. But with only four men under his command, Ernst really couldn't spare anyone to serve as chauffeur. Secretly, he preferred to drive himself anyway - it reminded him of his carefree student days in Bavaria; he had made love to more than one fräulein in the plush backseat of his father's Mercedes.

Rue Liege was a quiet street on the south side of the town. This part of France had suffered very little from either the initial German blitzkrieg or the subsequent occupation. Therefore, the houses were still intact; in fact, most retained their classic picturesque beauty and old world charm. The house he sought was near the end of the street. It resembled a small chateau with a relatively new coat of white paint. In contrast to its neighbors, it appeared almost prosperous. This fact alone would arouse a certain amount of suspicion among the classically paranoid officers of the Gestapo. Ernst was more curious than suspicious, preferring to adhere to the philosophy that if you don't actually see anything bad, maybe it doesn't really exist.

He parked the Citroen in front of the house and walked purposefully up the winding walkway to the massive front door, mindful that he was probably being observed by any number of citizens crouched behind torn curtains. As soon as he reached the door, it opened. Standing in the doorway was a middle-aged woman with brown hair and a trim but sturdy figure. She smiled warmly. "Good afternoon," she greeted. "May I help you?"

She was very beautiful and stately, Ernst thought. He was careful to affect a detached air of importance. "Madame, you are new to Sans Succi, are you not?" he began in perfect French. He understood that he didn't need to identify himself - even if she had been blind, she still would have known that he was a Gestapo agent.

"Oui," she replied, securing him with her large brown eyes.

"I need to check your identity papers," he declared. "As well as those of anyone else residing in the house."

The woman took a step back, never losing her friendly and confident smile. "But of course," she said. "Come with me, please."

Assuming his best commanding air, Ernst pushed past her into the foyer. It was a long corridor with wood paneling on the walls and a winding staircase near the front. He could see no one else; however, he heard voices coming from the upstairs. "I will need to inspect the house," he announced.

Once again, she gazed at him, looking him up and down. This unnerved him a little. He knew that the people in the village certainly watched him, but only from a distance. The Gestapo had unlimited power, and everyone kept a safe distance, trying as hard as they could not to attract attention to themselves.

"Certainly," she said in Parisian French. "My name is Marie Pinot. And you are Major Wagner, I believe."

Now he was stunned - not that she actually knew his name, for he was obviously known in the area, but that she had spoken it so casually. She should have been terrified, he reasoned. He was about to speak when he heard a short squeal of pain coming from upstairs. Quickly, he regained his composure. "Who is upstairs, Madame?" he demanded.

Madame Pinot turned her head toward the stairs. "My companion and our guest," she replied boldly.

"There is something not right here," he said, taking a step toward the stairway.

She smiled. "Perhaps, monsieur, you are wondering about our prosperity," she said, peering at him. She didn't wait for him to answer. "I am the grandniece of Marshal Henri Pinot."

Ernst processed the name. He recalled that Marshal Henri Pinot had been a hero of the French army in 1917; then, in an ironic twist, had become a stooge for the Vichy government in 1940. Still, if this woman who had identified herself as Marie was related to the former Marshal, it would explain a lot. "I will need to see your identity papers as well as those of any other members of this household," he exclaimed.

"If the major would accompany me, please," she said.

With Marie in the lead, the two ascended the long staircase. When they reached the landing at the top, the squeal came again, this time a little louder. It seemed to be originating from behind a black door about ten feet from where they were standing. Ernst cocked his head toward the sound like a German shepherd. "What is going on in that room?" he questioned authoritatively.

"Oh, something I think you would understand very well, major," Marie answered.

"Let me see," he demanded.

"As you wish," she returned. She moved swiftly to the door and pushed it open.

Ernst was right behind her, breathing as though he expected to find the entire French resistance assembled in one room. Instead, he saw something far more interesting yet disturbing. Lying spread-eagle face down on an ornate double bed was a beautiful young woman. Her hands and feet were tied to the posts at each corner. She was blindfolded. Standing over her, holding a long thin rod, was an attractive woman who might have been thirty. She was wearing a finely tailored black dress. While Ernst watched, the woman retracted the rod behind her, then suddenly swung her arm forward and down, delivering a powerful stroke across the naked bottom of the woman on the bed. The victim squealed and wriggled against the restraints.

Marie put her hand on the woman with the rod. "Anna, Major Wagner is here to see us," she declared.

Anna lowered the rod and turned to face Ernst. She smiled. "Welcome, Monsieur," she said.

Ernst took a deep breath to calm himself. The scene playing itself out before him was the last thing he expected to see. "What is this?" he managed to ask.

"Punishment," Marie said. "Lineta has been bad, I'm afraid." She gazed knowingly at Ernst. "Certainly, Major Wagner, you did not believe the Gestapo was the only group in France capable of disciplining French women."

At that moment, Ernst Wagner didn't know what he thought except that this was a bizarre scene and that he was slightly aroused, in spite of himself. One thing he thought for certain was that these women and this house were not a part of the resistance. "You need to explain to me what is happening here and why," he demanded.

Marie touched his hand softly. "Young women in this part of France require and expect discipline," she said. "Usually it is their men that supply that discipline. But all the men are either dead or off in labor camps. In war, one must often improvise. Anna and I serve as substitutes for the men. Would you care for additional demonstration, major?"

Desperately, he tried to process the explanation he had just heard. Combined with the relative calm demeanor of the three women in the room, it seemed almost plausible. Besides, he could feel himself grow more and more aroused. There would be time later to review their identity papers and inspect the rest of the house. "Please proceed," he squeaked.

Marie smiled again. "Anna, are you nearly finished with the strokes?"

Anna raised the rod once again. "Two more strokes," she replied.

Marie nodded and Anna quickly administered two additional blows of the rod, adding two more horizontal red stripes to the mass already present on the victim's bottom. Then, when the punishment was over, much to Ernst's surprise, Anna laid the rod down on the floor and raised the hem of her dress above her waist. This exposed a beautiful naked bottom. However strapped to her front was a long, thick wooden penis. While Marie loosened the binding straps, Anna climbed onto the bed and lay on top of Lineta.

Now free to move, the younger woman hoisted herself up on her knees and thrust out her bottom as far as she could. Anna spread what appeared to be some kind of lubricant onto the wooden penis and then smeared more between Lineta's legs. Finally, Anna positioned herself behind Lineta, inserted the penis into Lineta's vagina, and proceeded to thrust like a man would. Lineta soon moaned her approval. A moment later, as her eyes rolled back in her head, the young woman shrieked as she was obviously overcome with a very powerful orgasm.

Ernst was so engrossed by what he was watching that the entire French underground could have paraded by the door and he wouldn't have noticed.

"An effective interrogation tool, is it not, major?" Marie asked.

Ernst managed to think about the question for a few seconds. He didn't have the stomach for torture or even extended interrogation. He knew that many Gestapo officers loved to create misery in other people. However, it always just made him sick; thus, he avoided it at all cost.

He was about to speak when Anna interrupted him. "Perhaps, monsieur, you would care to participate?"

This question was another in a long line of shocks. He had come to inspect and interrogate what he thought might be links to the underground or at least a safe house. He began to sweat like he was standing under a heat lamp. Anna disengaged from Lineta and joined Marie on the other side of the Gestapo agent. Both were smiling broadly. "But of course," Marie said suddenly. She put her hands on Ernst's chest and began to massage it gently. "You are no disciplinarian. Perhaps you wish to be disciplined yourself, to take Lineta's place on the bed." She continued her massage while peering directly into Ernst's eyes.

Ernst stepped back and knew that, as a Gestapo agent, he should arrest all three women right now. However, he couldn't. Marie had guessed his secret, the secret he had tried to keep even from himself. He had no desire to hurt the French - or anyone else, for that matter. In fact, he felt guilty; he felt the guilt of the German nation fall upon his narrow shoulders. Before he could stop it, a tear formed in his eye and rolled down his cheek.

Marie brushed it away tenderly. "It is all right, Ernst," she said as though she was a mother talking to her son. "We will take care of you. We will make you feel better." Then, keeping her eyes on his, she removed his black coat and set it down on a nearby chair. Next, she removed his tie, unbuttoned his shirt, and pulled the tails from the waist of his pants. Ernst didn't lodge a protest - what little power he may have once had was rapidly draining away.

Acting on her own, Anna pulled down his pants and boxer shorts while her companion stripped off the shirt. "Get on the bed, Ernst," she ordered.

He was nearly paralyzed, standing before these two powerful women nearly naked. It was like he was a little boy again, standing in his mother's bedroom, waiting to be punished for forgetting a chore she had assigned him. The memory was jarred from him by a hard slap to his unprotected rear. "Ernst Wagner, get on the bed and take what's coming to you," Marie commanded. "Don't make it harder on yourself."

How many times had he heard a Gestapo agent say that to someone he was interrogating - don't make it harder on yourself. Now it was him. And maybe it was all right; maybe it was time. He felt another hard slap. Both women were glaring at him menacingly. Lineta was cowering in a corner, nursing her sore bottom. He took a step toward the empty bed, then turned back. "This will be our secret, will it not?" he asked, managing to gain some semblance of control, if only for a few seconds.

Marie gave him a sweet, reassuring smile. "But of course," she said. "What happens in this room, stays in this room."

He nodded and shuffled to the bed. When he reached it, he lay down across its smooth surface, suddenly feeling very weary, as though he was carrying the weight of the world on his back. He closed his eyes and allowed Anna and Marie to secure his arms and legs to the posts, just as they had done with Lineta. He felt very exposed and very vulnerable, but he was also very aroused. When the rod bit into his bottom, he yelped like a wounded puppy. When it struck again and again, he ground his pelvis into the bedspread; the friction against his penis felt exquisite, reminding him that he hadn't been with a woman in more than a year.

"How much guilt do you have, Ernst?" Anna asked as she ruthlessly drove the rod against his soft flesh time and time again. "What will it take to make you cry for France, for all the pain your people have inflicted?"

Ernst tried to think through the question while he was absorbing the pain. He still felt like a little boy, certainly not like a Gestapo officer on a mission. His penis was ready to burst while the rest of him radiated misery. He had no idea how many times Anna had struck him with that awful rod, but he was rapidly approaching the breaking point. He was about to confess - to what he wasn't certain - perhaps to single-handedly starting World War Two.

And still the rod continued to fall, covering every square centimeter from his coccyx to his upper thighs. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. His chest began to heave. He was crying at last.

A moment later, the punishment stopped. Anna and Marie released his arms and legs and helped him to sit up on the bed. Together, they cradled him in their arms, rocking him until he stopped crying. Finally, Marie glanced down at his fully erect penis. "Do you want us to take care of that?" she asked innocently.

He flushed and wiped more tears from his face. "How?"

Marie shifted her gaze to Lineta, still standing naked in a corner. "I believe that Lineta would appreciate having a real penis inside her rather than the silly wooden one. What do you say, Lineta?"

Lineta blushed and nodded sheepishly.

Marie clapped her hands gleefully and helped Ernst remove his shoes and socks. In a few seconds, he was also completely naked and lying on his back on the bed. Lineta approached him tentatively. However, once she saw his twitching penis, she climbed up on the bed and impaled herself on it. Within seconds, she was moaning happily as her lithe body gyrated.

Ernst too began to moan as his long-neglected penis probed the inside of the young woman's vagina. Now there was no more enemy, no more French and German; there was only a man and a woman giving each other pleasure in the most primordial of ways. They came together and collapsed into each other's arms.

When he had recovered his breathing and opened his eyes, Ernst could see Marie and Anna standing over him. They were both smiling. "Bravo," they said together. "You may come back as often as you like. But tell no one, especially your companions. And we will tell no one that we punished a Gestapo officer with a rod to the bare buttocks."

"I will keep my secret if you will keep yours," Ernst rejoined. "And may we pray for a quick end to this war."

All three women reached over and kissed him on his sweating face. He smiled and accepted their attention as though he was back home in Munich. He would return to the strange house often, but he would see nothing. The entire French resistance could use the cellar of the house as their headquarters, and he would see nothing. Let the war end, he thought.


Grandmother's Apron

Stephanie Wagner looked up from the old cardboard box she was examining and scowled. "How many more of these do we have to look through?" she asked in a not so pleasant voice.

But Monroe Adamle, her fiancé, wasn't really listening to her. Instead, he was rummaging through another old cardboard box. From this box, he had already extracted a dingy aluminum cupcake pan and several cookie cutters in the shape of Christmas trees.

Stephanie sighed as she noted his inattention. She pushed her box roughly away, reached over, and slapped him on the arm. "Are you listening to me?" she demanded.

The slap got his attention. He abruptly dropped a small frying pan onto the cement floor of the basement in his mother's house; it produced a dull thud. "Hey," he cried. "What are you doing?"

She smiled demonically and slapped him again. "I said... how many more boxes do we have to look through?" she repeated. "I mean, your grandmother certainly seemed to have a lot of junk. Do we really need to look at all of it?"

Monroe smiled back at her patiently. "My mother thought we might find some stuff we could use in our new house," he said. "My grandmother was a real packrat."

"I can see that," she agreed. "But I don't think we really need that much stuff. It's damp and dirty down here."

Once again, Monroe became distracted by the contents of the box he was rifling through. A few seconds later, he extracted what appeared to be an old apron, obviously hand sewn from thin cotton material with a simple blue and white check pattern. It looked like it was just long enough to cover the wearer's chest and abdomen. It also appeared well-worn but still usable. He ran his fingers across it several times and studied it with his eyes. "Boy, does this bring back memories," he declared.

Stephanie joined him in looking at it. "It looks like an old apron," she sniffed. "What's so special about it?"

Monroe suddenly shifted his eyes away from the apron but kept his fingers on the ties. He flushed slightly. "Oh... my grandmother used to cook in this... when I was growing up," he stammered. "It just brings back some old memories... that's all."

Stephanie put her long fingers on the apron, but kept her eyes on her fiancé. "Lots of women wore aprons," she said slowly. "But this is one is special to you, I can tell. What's the story here?"

"Nothing really," Monroe said quickly. "I just spent a lot of time at my grandmother's house when I was growing up."

She studied him some more. "There's more to it than that," she said. "Why did you spend so much time with your grandmother?"

"Well... my father walked out on us when I was about three. We had to move in with my grandparents so my mother could work and go to school. But my mother had a hard time getting through everything she needed to do. Sometimes she had to travel quite a bit to keep a job. I ended up staying with them off and on until I was almost seventeen."

Stephanie shook her head. "Must have been a rough childhood," she said. "But that doesn't really explain the significance of the apron."

"Like I said," Monroe began, his voice indicating that he was getting perturbed. "My grandmother wore the apron a lot around the house."

"I think there's more to it than that," she exclaimed, chuckling. She reached over and tickled his fingers. "Monroe, you can tell me now or I will tease and taunt you until you do tell me... and you know I can do it."

He sighed and dropped the apron back into the box. "Well... I... It's silly and stupid," he said. "Are you hungry? Maybe we should go upstairs and take a break."

Stephanie moved slightly closer to the steps to block his exit. "You're not getting out of this that easily," she said. "You might as well tell me. It must be pretty good for you to be this nervous about it. You know I'm not going to let it go."

Monroe sighed again. "All right, all right... Sometimes... when I was, you know, bad, my grandmother would sort of make me wear the apron for a while."

Stephanie flashed a broad smile. "She made you wear the apron?" she echoed. "You mean, as punishment? You had to wear it over your clothes?"

He hung his head. "As punishment, yes... and sort of over my clothes... It was more complicated than that."

She clapped her hands with delight. "Now I want to know all about it," she said. "What kinds of things did you have to do to earn the apron and what do you mean sort of over your clothes?"

Monroe flushed again. "Please, Stephanie, I don't want to talk about it any more," he said in a near whine. "Besides, what do you want to know all this shit for anyway?"

She scowled. "Watch your language," she ordered. "Look... we're going to be married in three weeks and now I find out that you might be keeping secrets from me."

"What secrets? This shi... this stuff happened more than twenty years ago," he protested.

"Then it shouldn't be a problem for you to talk about it," she countered. She was no longer smiling. Rather, she was daring him with her big brown eyes.

Monroe began to melt under the hot glare. "You're not going to give up on this, are you?"

Stephanie shook her head. "You know me well enough for that," she said.

He sat down on the floor. "I guess that I... would sometimes become... well, belligerent... you know, sort of talk back to her... not do what she asked me to do. That's when she made me wear the apron. She thought wearing it might... well, humiliate me a little."

"It seems you haven't really lost that belligerent streak," she said. "But making you wear a stupid apron over your clothes doesn't seem all that bad."

"I didn't exactly wear it over my clothes," he said, blushing again. "I had to wear it over my underwear."

Stephanie clapped her hands again and laughed out loud. "Over your underwear? Now that was probably humiliating. Did she ever spank you too?"

"Spank me?" Monroe repeated as though the question didn't make much sense.

She nodded. "Don't act so surprised," she said. "That's what I would have done."

"I don't think my mother believed in spanking," he said. "I don't know about my grandparents... but neither of them ever spanked me. I think they thought the apron was punishment enough."

"Your grandparents must have been pretty soft," she said. "My grandfather certainly didn't hesitate to spank me when I was growing up."

"Gee... that must have been rough," Monroe said.

Stephanie smiled again. "It wasn't too bad," she said. "He didn't have to do it all that often. I think I learned from it. I never made the same mistake twice." She regarded him for a long moment, then shifted her eyes to the apron. "Put on the apron... I want to see you in it."

His eyes widened with disbelief. "You want me to put on the apron? Why?"

She reached over and pulled the discarded apron out of the box. "I want to see what you look like in it."

"Come on, Stephanie... I told you what you wanted to know... Let's let it go, okay?"

She stepped back and lifted her T-shirt over her head, exposing two firm breasts supported by a white bra. "I'll make this easy for you," she started. "The idea of that apron kind of turns me on a little. You put the apron on over your underwear and I'll strip for you. We'll just see what happens afterward."

That was an offer Monroe simply couldn't refuse. Above just about all else, he loved the sight of his fiancé's naked body - he loved to study it, to touch it, to caress it with his eager hands. He stood up and smiled sheepishly. "All right," he said. "But this is pretty silly."

"I don't think it's silly," she said, her voice now serious. To make her point, she unbuttoned her jeans.

Monroe licked his lips. "All right," he said meekly. Almost as if he were in a daze, he stripped out of his jeans and polo shirt. She extended the apron and he took it. However, instead of putting it on, he simply held it in his hands.

She chuckled and unhooked her bra. She let it drop to the floor. The nipples on her breasts stiffened slightly. "Put it on," she ordered.

He gazed at her bare breasts wonderingly, then put his arms through the holes in the apron and tied the ties around the back. "I... don't like this," he said, nearly overcome with memories.

"I don't care," she said. "You look kind of cute in that apron." She peeled down her jeans, revealing her firm crotch and bottom encased in black cotton panties. He took a step toward her. She put out a hand to stop him. "Not so fast," she said. "I didn't give you permission to touch me. If you're not careful, I just may make you wear that the rest of the day."

Now it was his turn to scowl. "Come on, Steph... This has gone on long enough. Let's go upstairs and try out Mom's new sofa."

"I don't think I like your attitude," she declared, stepping back. "I don't like it one bit. I love you, Monroe, but I'm not going to tolerate this chauvinistic attitude. I'm certainly not some kind of... fuck bunny."

"You started this," he countered, taking a step toward her, his arms extended.

"I don't think so," she said. "You started it by dragging me down here to look through these old boxes. I could've worked in the yard or put up wallpaper."

"I thought you said we needed some more stuff," he said.

"You could've gone through these boxes by yourself," she said. "I think you lured me down to this musty basement just as some kind of ruse to have sex later."

"Now that's just about the stupidest thing you've ever said," Monroe exclaimed.

Stephanie's strong face flushed a deep crimson. "I didn't appreciate that comment one bit," she said in a very controlled voice. "Just for that, you will wear that apron for the rest of the day." She pulled up her jeans and re-buttoned them.

Monroe was now beginning to see the mistakes he had just made with his fiancé. He had been married before and had made similar mistakes. Who can understand the mind of a woman, he thought. "I... I'm sorry," he said softly. Then he could feel the masculine side rise up within him - this was perhaps some kind of power struggle and he wasn't going down without at least a token protest. "But... you can't make me wear this stupid apron anymore."

"You'll wear the apron," she began, her eyes glued to his, "or the wedding is off."

"You... you're kidding, right?"

"No, I'm not kidding," she said seriously. "In fact, as a further demonstration of how serious I am, you will now take off your underpants and wear that apron over your naked body for the rest of the day or until I'm tired of looking at you."

Monroe tried to think. He was seeing a side to his fiancée that he had never (at least consciously) imagined existed before. He wasn't at all sure how he felt about it. The masculine part of him was highly indignant and just about ready to tell her to go to hell and take her expensive wedding dress with her. However, there was another part to him that wondered if perhaps she was right in taking this approach with him, in testing him this way. Maybe he was being too much of a macho jerk - he had been accused of that before by other women, including his ex-wife. He was so undecided that his brain nearly froze.

Stephanie rolled her eyes and took another step toward the stairs. On the way, she picked up her discarded T-shirt and bra. She slipped the T-shirt on over her bare breasts. "I guess you've made your decision," she said. "Have a nice life."

This might have been a bluff, he realized as he watched her move to the stairs - but what if it wasn't? Was it really worth the risk just because he didn't want to wear the apron? Perhaps she just wanted to play a game with him or exert some control? He watched her firm bottom wiggle as she reached the first step. He had never been able to resist that move. "Wait... please," he called out. She stopped and turned back. "I'll... do it," he said.

She smiled broadly, as though he was doing exactly what she had intended, which of course he was. "Okay... get those underpants off," she ordered.

He flushed slightly, reached down, and peeled his briefs to his ankles. His bottom was now fully exposed. Mercifully, he thought, the front of the apron covered his penis. He looked at her with more of a glare than perhaps he had intended. "Are you satisfied now?" he asked.

It was immediately obvious that Stephanie did not care for either his tone of voice or the display of attitude the tone reflected. "That..." she began, her eyes fixed on his, "was a very stupid thing to say."

Monroe, once again understanding that he'd messed up, lowered his eyes to the floor. "I... I'm sorry," he said softly.

"So am I," she said. "You know I don't like these stupid displays of masculine petulance. Perhaps it's time for a little demonstration of how I intend to correct that glaring flaw in you if we're going to have any kind of life together."

Now, Monroe was very nervous. That Stephanie was strong-minded and independent was certainly no revelation to him - it was one of the aspects of her personality that he was most attracted to. However, he had never seen her carry it to this extreme before. "What do you mean?" he asked tentatively.

She huffed, stepped back into the basement, and walked over to the box she had been going through. "I will show you," she declared, reaching into the box. After a brief search, she pulled out a large wooden hairbrush with a wide flat back. She clutched it tightly in her right hand. "I think your grandmother made a big mistake never spanking you," she said. "She certainly had the perfect implement." She gave Monroe a hard, measured look. "I love your naked bottom framed by that apron. It just begs to be spanked... and you're begging to be spanked too. In fact, I think that a good spanking is just the thing that will get your attitude back on the right track."

Monroe staggered backward. He was in no way prepared for this. Desperately, he tried to think of a suitable comeback. He discovered that his tongue seemed glued to the roof of his mouth. He pried it down. "I... Uh... Stephanie... what the hell are you talking about?"

She leered at him and shook her head. "That's just about what I would expect you to say," she said. "That's why we need to do this now." She moved over to an old chair and sat down. "Because you seem so confused, I will make this real simple for you. I think you deserve to be spanked because of your attitude toward me, not to mention your foul language. Besides, I kind of want to spank you. So... if you still want to marry me, you will come over here and drape yourself across my lap... right now!" She clapped her hands for emphasis.

Monroe shuffled his feet and scratched his forehead. He had never been good either at bluffing or at calling other people's bluff; that was one of the reasons he had never been good at poker. He certainly didn't want to be spanked - not by his fiancé or anyone else, for that matter. He wasn't at all sure where this notion of hers had come from all of a sudden. He had a thought that if he just ignored it, maybe she would simply forget about it.

Then, while he was struggling with what to do, Stephanie clapped her hands once again, a little louder this time. She glared at Monroe. "I'm going to count to ten," she declared. "If you're not in position by then, I will put down the brush and go home to start making phone calls. I simply won't marry a man who won't listen to me and do what I say for the sake of our relationship."

One more time, he tried to think through the situation, but things were moving way too fast for him to process.

"One," she called out loudly, slapping her left palm with the wide back of the hairbrush.

Startled, he looked at her but didn't move - perhaps couldn't move... situational paralysis.

She shook her head as she continued her relentless stare. "Two," she called out boldly. "Three... four..."

The sound of her voice was other worldly. By the time she reached seven, he had made his decision. Quickly, he walked over to her. Once he was within two feet, she reached out and grabbed his right wrist. With surprising strength, she pulled him down across her denim covered lap. He dropped with a thud. She stretched his right arm behind his back and very deftly positioned his bottom so that it was just below her right shoulder. It worried him that she seemed so good at this.

The first blow came within seconds - no warning, no fanfare, no warm up, just pure pain. A second hard shot followed immediately, reddening his left cheek directly in the center. He squirmed against the grip of her powerful left hand. "Owwww," he screamed. "That's enough... You've made your point."

Stephanie responded to this by issuing ten well-aimed strokes that scattered the misery across both cheeks of his helpless bottom. "Shut up!" she shrieked. "Take your punishment like a man, for god's sake."

Her words stung almost as badly as the brush slamming into his unprotected flesh. Like a man, he reflected. He had always thought he was a man. But maybe he wasn't as much of a man as he had assumed. Which was the greater threat to his fragile masculinity - submitting to a relentless spanking administered by a woman, or whining about the pain after only a few strokes? As the brush cut into his upper thighs, he understood that he was indeed powerless at this moment. Therefore, the answer to his question was simple: take the pain, perhaps he could impress her with his endurance, vindicate himself.

Wham... thump... wham... thump. For at least a minute, Stephanie let the hairbrush do her talking for her, while her fiancé squirmed desperately beneath her. Then, she slowed down a little. "Monroe... I'm not spanking you because I particularly enjoy it," she declared. "I'm spanking you because I need for you to understand how things are going to be from now on. I'm smarter than you - you know that. I can only trust and respect you as a man if I have control. If you can't accept that, say so now and we'll call it quits. Otherwise, you can expect to wear this apron over your naked body and get a spanking every time you screw up. I intend to finish what your grandmother started."

Monroe tried to think through the pain. Stephanie had made the situation very clear - things would be done her way or the marriage was off. Could he live with that? Did he love her enough to give her that control? He knew one thing and that was that without her he was lonely and lost. He had been unable to sustain previous relationships. She was offering him a lifetime of security in exchange for his promise to submit to her. She was smarter than he was - he accepted that. He loved the way her naked body felt next to his. He dared to look at her face, see her eyes. For an instant, she reminded him of his grandmother. In spite of the apron, he had loved his grandmother - she had only tried to do what was best for him. "Stephanie... please," he stammered, gathering his breath. The spanking stopped. She looked down at him expectantly. "I... you're right... you're always right. I'll do whatever you say... I swear."

Stephanie flashed a million dollar smile and dropped the brush onto the basement floor. "Do you mean it, Monroe?" she asked in a voice that was vastly different than the one she had used only a minute sooner.

The pain was pinballing dramatically through his body. His entire posterior was on fire. Still, he loved her more than ever at this moment. "Yes. I love you... I love you."

She released her grip on his arm and urged him off her lap. When he was lying on the cool floor, nursing his horribly wounded bottom, she stood up. Within seconds she was naked, her clothes piled next to him. She smiled at him again; her beautiful body was glistening with sweat. "I'm ready for you to take me upstairs," she said sweetly. "But... I will be on top. I will always be on top. You need to remember that. Is that okay with you?"

With his bottom screaming in pain and his penis straining against the loose fabric of the cotton apron, Monroe would have agreed to anything just to get close to her body. He sat up at her feet. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

She reached down and patted his head. "Keep the apron on," she ordered. Then she helped him to his feet. "And keep your eyes lowered until we get upstairs."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He was hopelessly in love. There would be no turning back now.


Norte Americano

The evening was blustery but hot - not all that unusual for early May in West Texas. Scott Huntington drove his old Ford Escort slowly down Alverado Street. His windows were open, and the salsa music thundering from a dozen or more boom boxes assaulted his ears like so many jackhammers. He had been stationed at Fort Bliss for two years, but this was the first time he had ever been to the notorious Alverado Street, the first time he had even been in this section of town. Thus, he was becoming more and more nervous as he noted the way the people standing in the doorways were looking at him. "Just another gringo; just another pendejo down here looking for an easy lay from the poor Latino women," he was sure they were saying to each other.

And they would have been mostly right. His buddies back on the post told him over and over again that the best place to pick up girls was Alverado Street. At first, he hadn't believed them. However, when more and more men told him the same thing, he started to become convinced. Besides, he was young, relatively inexperienced, and not particularly well-built or handsome. Given these handicaps, pretty young women were not exactly falling at his feet or begging him to take them to bed. He couldn't face one more Saturday night, drinking beer at the Kennilworth Lounge, watching Buck, Schiller, and Anderson get lucky while he stayed behind to pick up the tab and drive them back to the barracks later - the designated loser.

So here he was, a young soldier from Indiana cruising Alverado Street, looking for a place Buck had told him about, a Mexican watering hole known as the Rio de Plata. Then, just when he was about to give up, just when his nerve was deserting him and his brain was trying to remind him that the library was still open, he saw it on the corner of Alverado and Eduardo - a two-story building with dirty windows and weathered clapboard sides. A group of about four young men with lots of gold chains around their necks were sitting idly in folding chairs outside, taking occasional sips from a long bottle inside a paper bag.

Scott gazed at them as he passed, watched them watch him, and again he almost lost his nerve. However, just as he was about to turn left onto Eduardo, to tuck his tail between his legs and flee this neighborhood altogether, he took a deep breath and gathered himself together. I am a sergeant in the United States Army, he told himself, I am trained to face down danger, not run away from it. He was, by nature, relatively mild-mannered, generally preferring to avoid a fight, if possible. However, although he hadn't had to engage in any serious combat during his last deployment, he had been trained to fight and believed that he could prevail or at least give a good account of himself should combat become unavoidable.

Thus resolved, he continued up Alverado Street and parked in the first available spot, between two large vintage Cadillacs. His car was a beater and he wasn't particularly concerned about leaving it unattended. As he walked back toward the taberna, he could feel eyes all over him even though there were only a few people visible. Briefly, he remembered when a well-to-do Hispanic family stopped to eat lunch in his home town of Tipton. Everyone in town that day, including him, had gazed at them with equal parts wonder and very misguided fear. Now he thought he knew what they must have felt like. It was anything but a good feeling.

The young men outside the Rio de Plata glared at him as he approached, a young white male, dressed in a white T-shirt and Levis, obviously out of place. Scott tried not to make eye contact, tried to keep his anxious eyes aimed straight at the open doorway and the semi-darkness inside. Nobody said a word as he passed.

He slipped inside and quickly scanned the room. It was dark and dingy, with several booths and tables and lots of neon over the long, unpolished bar. The air smelled of stale cigarettes, old beer, and cheap perfume. There were a few couples sitting at the tables and several men clustered around a pool table in a corner. Three lonely looking women sat near the bar, sipping what could have been tequila. All-in-all, the place looked exactly as he had imagined it would. In fact, the only thing that surprised him at all was that instead of more salsa music blasting, the jukebox was playing what sounded like mariachi or ranchero music. It was a sweet low sound, and he discovered that, even with his limited knowledge of Spanish, he could almost follow the lyrics... something about shadows never again intruding themselves between two people. He liked it and, for a moment, just stood where he was, listening.

After a few seconds he became so involved in the song that it took a hand on his arm to bring him back to reality. Startled, he looked up and straight into the dark eyes of an older woman wearing a short white dress that was cut low in the front. "Que quieres, muchacho? Necesitas ayuda?" she asked in a husky voice.

Quickly, he translated the words inside his head. What did he want? Did he need any help? Help with what? Immediately, he tried to think of the instructions Buck had given him: Go up to the bar, lay down a fifty, order two shots of tequila, and ask for la mujer con los ojos azules. But the woman who was confronting him had brown eyes. Was there a woman with blue eyes? Or was it just some kind of code? Only one way to find out, he reasoned. "Gracias," he replied. But he couldn't think of anything else to say as he glanced past the woman to the bar. There was a burly man with a big, black mustache behind the counter, staring straight at him. Suddenly, he was struck with the urge to run, to go back to where he'd come from. However, as he caught a glimpse in the mirror on the wall behind the bar, he could see that the young men who had been sitting outside were now clustered in the door. Escape would, more-than-likely, be impossible without a fight. He shifted his eyes back to the woman. "Lo siento, por favor," he said, knowing that he probably sounded like an idiot. "Yo quiero tequila."

The woman laughed. "You sure you can handle tequila, gringo?"

Scott could feel himself grow a little angry as this woman was obviously taunting him. He took a deep breath to calm himself down. "Si´," he said quickly and pushed past her to the bar. He pulled out his wallet, extracted a fifty dollar bill, and laid it down on the wood surface. "Dos tequilas, por favor," he said as boldly as he could.

The man behind the bar flashed him an evil grin as he took a bottle of tequila from the shelf behind him. He poured a small amount into two glasses and set them down. "You must be very thirsty," he declared.

The young soldier fingered one of the glasses. He didn't particularly like tequila, never had. "These are for la mujer con los ojos azules," he said.

The older man's eyes widened. The woman slid up next to him at the bar, obviously interested. "What do you know about Maria Luisa, muchacho?" she asked.

Scott turned and faced the woman. In the low light he thought she had a pretty face and a nice body, especially for a woman who was obviously old enough to be his mother. Then he thought about the question: What did he know about Maria Luisa? Up until that moment, he had known absolutely nothing, not even her name. "Uh... my friends tell me that she is beautiful," he declared.

The woman smiled again and there was humor in her eyes. "Beautiful," she echoed. "Perhaps. What do you want with Maria Luisa?"

He tried to reply but couldn't spit out any words. He was probably in serious trouble and he knew it. Once again he fingered the glass of tequila, groping for the right way to say what he wanted.

However, the woman didn't give him time to think. "Maybe you are just another stupid American boy, stupid pendejo, who thinks he can have Maria Luisa for the price of a shot of tequila. Is that what you think, gringo?"

That was what he had thought a few minutes before. Now, all he could think was that he needed to get out of there. "I think... I made a mistake," he said. "I... I'm sorry." He looked down on the counter and saw that his fifty was gone. "Uh... may I have my change, please?"

The burly man laughed. "No change," he exclaimed. "This is very good tequila, the best... twenty-five dollars a shot."

Time to leave, Scott said to himself, while he was still alive. Fifty dollars was a small price to pay for a big lesson. "I... understand," he said, turning toward the door.

The woman stopped him with a surprisingly strong grip to his left forearm. "Aren't you going to drink your tequila?" she asked.

"No," he said. "I think it's time for me to leave." He scanned the room. Everyone, including the men playing pool, was staring at him.

But she wouldn't relax her grip. "What is your rush, muchacho? Don't you want to see Maria Luisa?"

He wanted to leave; he knew he should leave. But there was something about the way she asked the questions that caught his attention. He couldn't help but be a little curious about the woman Buck had raved about. "Would that be possible?" he asked softly.

The woman ejected a shrill laugh that was soon echoed by everyone in the taberna. "In here, anything is possible, gringo," she replied. With her free hand, she drew one of the tequila glasses to her lips and drained it in a single gulp. "My eyes are not really blue," she said. "But after tonight, you will say that they are."

The soldier's eyes widened as he looked at her again. This is all too weird, he thought, as he tried to determine whether or not he should believe her. "You're Maria Luisa, the woman with the blue eyes?"

Everyone laughed again. "Yes," she said boldly. "And I like American men... especially those who know how to appreciate a strong woman."

Scott studied her for an instant, tried to see the body under the loose dress. Although she wasn't particularly big, he could see that her arms and shoulders were muscular and that her expression was bold and determined. He could feel himself weaken. It had been a long time since he had been with a woman, any woman. Perhaps Buck was right, he thought. Perhaps there was a chance he wouldn't have to go home unsatisfied. If there was a price for this, he was willing to pay it. "I... like strong women," he exclaimed.

"Ah... pobrecito," she said. "But do you truly appreciate older women as well?"

"Yes," he said without really thinking about it. The oldest woman he had ever been with had been twenty-three.

Her eyes danced in the dim light. Maybe if the light was right, they could have been blue. "Muchacho, what would you do to show your appreciation?"

Now, in spite of his fear and the leers of the crowd, he was growing aroused. Her appearance and her demeanor were working on him like a powerful narcotic. "Wha...what would you like?"

"Would you let me have my way with you... right here... in front of everyone?" she asked, her eyes never leaving his.

For a moment, he tried to think of what she meant by having her way with him. But his inexperience seriously limited his vision, and he just couldn't imagine anything out of what he considered to be the ordinary. Sure, he thought, why not? "Yes," he said at last.

Maria Luisa laughed again, a good hearty laugh that could be heard all the way to Alverado Street. She picked up the second glass of tequila and handed it to him. "You better drink this, soldier," she said with only a hint of the accent she had had a moment before.

There was that determination in her eyes again. He had a feeling this would be an experience to remember; however, for some strange reason, his fear was draining away. She did have a way about her. He accepted the glass and tried to chug the liquor. He couldn't suppress a grimace as the liquid burned its way down his throat. He set the empty glass down on the bar and waited. At this point, it was all he could do.

"What is your name, gringo?" she asked.

"Scott," he said.

"Tell me something, Scott. Did your mother ever spank you when you were a little boy?"

Scott's jaw dropped slightly. What kind of a question was that, he wondered. Then he thought about it for a few seconds. Of course, his mother had spanked him a few times while he was growing up. "I think so," he said.

"Did you like it?" she persisted.

He scowled impatiently. "Of course not," he said rather harshly.

The woman frowned with displeasure. "Rosa, Teresa, Carmelita... Ayudame, por favor." Immediately, the three younger women stood up and approached the bar. She pointed to his arms. Then, showing surprising strength, the three women turned him toward the bar and pinned his arms to the top. One of them also pinched his left ear between her powerful fingers.

Now he was afraid again and struggled to break free. However, their grip was very strong and he couldn't move, especially when the burly bartender moved in close and glared at him menacingly. There would be no escape for whatever it was Maria Luisa had in mind for him. "Wha...what the hell are you doing?" he demanded, knowing that his words were wasted on her and everyone else now crowding around to watch.

She laid a finger to his trembling lips. "Silencio, muchacho," she said softly. She nodded to the man behind the bar. "Jorge, da me el paddle." Jorge reached under the bar and produced a fraternity-type paddle that looked to be well-used. She took it into her hands and caressed it like a lover. "This is for you, Scott," she said gently. "All my boys must prove themselves worthy of my attention. You see, I do not really want your money, querido, I want you to adore me, to worship me, to beg to kiss my beautiful ass."

Once she was finished speaking, she unbuckled his belt, undid the fly on his jeans, and yanked them down to his knees. For a few seconds, she gazed at his white boxer shorts, then yanked them down to his knees as well. He flushed with embarrassment at having his taut bottom exposed to a room full of strangers, including several men. He couldn't help but wonder if some of these macho Chicanos had also taken a turn or two in his position; he wondered if the ultra-masculine Buck had.

With her assistants holding him like a vice and the bartender threatening him with his eyes, he could feel Maria Luisa move in behind him. Then he heard the swish of the paddle and felt the blow as it landed solidly across the center of both cheeks. The pain was dull but effective. He tried to rear up, but the arms held him down. "Relax, querido," she ordered. "I give my first-time American boys at least fifty."

He grimaced and closed his eyes. At this moment, he wished that he'd had at least one more of those twenty-five dollar tequila shots. The next blow came quickly and deliberately, landing just below the imprint left by the first. He gasped. A second later, the third stroke came, then the fourth and fifth. He tried to think, to de-fog his brain - did she say fifty, he wondered. He didn't think he could take fifty of what she was dishing out. He didn't think he could take ten. Unfortunately, he didn't have long to find out.

She delivered another quick, sharp strike and paused. "Este es cinco, five, querido," she declared. "I bet by now you feel pretty foolish for coming to the Rio de Plata in search of a woman with blue eyes. But in a few minutes, you will forget about feeling foolish and think only of me." She ended this exclamation with a series of five strokes that were so hard they nearly took his breath away.

"Stop... please..." he shouted, sounding very much like a small boy.

She laughed again. "Do not be so quick to beg, muchacho," she said. "You have not yet proven your love for me." Then she delivered another ten successive thundering blows.

He felt that his bottom was now on fire. He opened his eyes and tried to see around him. The entire room was quiet except for the horrible sound of the paddle bouncing off his unprotected rear time and time again. He thought about trying once more to find the right words that would get her to stop; however, any words he managed to produce were instantly ripped from his throat as the thick strip of hard wood seared his virgin flesh one more time. A few seconds later, she stopped on her own, and he breathed a sigh of relief. He wasn't sure how many strokes she had delivered so far, but he didn't think it was fifty.

Silently, she set the paddle down on the bar and moved to where he could see her. "You are doing well for a gringo," she said, smiling. "Are you ready to beg for my attention?" But she didn't wait for him to answer. "No... I do not think you are. Perhaps it would be better if you could see if your pain is worthwhile." Without another word, she reached behind her and lowered the zipper on her dress. Then she lifted it over head, exposing a perfect naked body underneath.

Unconsciously, he licked his lips at the sight. She was much better than he could have hoped for: all woman, with lush, firm breasts and fully exposed and pouting labia. He knew right then and there that he had to have her, he didn't care what it cost. His penis jumped to attention faster than a new recruit.

She reached down and touched it as it pressed against the bar. "Not bad... for a gringo," she said as she retrieved the paddle. "But that will cost you a little extra - at least another ten."

Sergeant Scott Huntington grimaced again. His bottom already hurt worse than he could have imagined. Once more, he wondered how much more of this paddling he could truly endure. The next ten strokes of the paddle came hard and fast, nearly causing him to pass out as bruises covered bruises. He felt himself grow angry at the whole situation. Immediately, he tried to bottle that up. He knew that any expression of anger would probably just make the situation worse. However, when was he supposed to profess his love for her, to beg to kiss her ass? He thought that he might want to start trying that now, see if she believed him, anything to get her to stop.

The funny thing was, though, that after the next ten landed, he actually thought he felt love for her, that the pain and misery she was inflicting on him were somehow transforming him. The taberna and everyone in it began to disappear. There was only the two of them now; they were all alone. He took a deep breath as tears filled his eyes. "Maria Luisa... I... love you," he exclaimed. "You are the goddess I have been searching for all my life. I only want to worship you... if you feel I'm worthy to touch you." He had no idea where those words were coming from, but they sounded good to him and sincere.

They must have sounded good to her too because she stopped and once more placed the paddle on the bar. "Rosa, Teresa, Carmelita... muchas gracias," she said. And in an instant it was over. The three young women who had secured him relaxed their grips and walked away to join the other onlookers. Maria Luisa approached him from behind and covered his trembling body with her own. Her naked flesh felt exquisite up against his burning posterior. "You are a good boy, Scott," she said softly. She put her arms on his and gently urged him to turn around. When he was facing her, she stepped back and spread her legs. "You will now get down on your knees and worship your goddess."

Scott didn't need to be told twice. Although he had never before performed cunnilingus, he seemed to know instinctively what to do. With her hands firmly on top of his head, he swirled his tongue around her inflamed clitoris and occasionally dipped it inside her sopping vagina. Within a minute, she was bucking her hips and moaning with pleasure. She came in a gush of orgasmic fury that nearly staggered her. When she had her breathing under control, she laced her hands under his neck and pulled him up into a standing position. Her face was sweating and thoroughly flushed. "Muy, muy bien, muchacho," she exclaimed. "Now it is your turn, I think." She glanced over to the older man behind the bar. "Jorge, da al Scott un condom, por favor."

Jorge nodded and once again reached under the bar. This time he produced a foil package containing a condom. He handed it to the soldier. "Put it on," he ordered.

Scott ripped open the package and carefully unrolled the condom over the length of his penis, already dripping with pre-come. When he looked once more at Maria Luisa, she was on the floor with her head down and her bottom up. This is another first, he thought - doggie style. At this point, he would have done it any style. He wasted very little time kneeling behind her. With one quick motion, he slipped his full erection easily inside her and thrust fast and furiously while she moaned and shrieked. They came at the same time and collapsed in a heap onto the dirty blue tile floor. For a long time, they just lay there, gasping for breath, not caring one bit that their sweating bodies were fully exposed to at least a dozen fascinated spectators.

When the young soldier finally did come to his senses, he knew that he had been used and abused by this powerful Hispanic temptress. But he also knew that he didn't care. Hell, right now, they could kill him and steal his money and his car, and he still wouldn't care. He raised himself up to his knees and tenderly kissed her between the legs. "Will my little American muchacho be coming back?" she asked, her eyes wide, the nipples on her full breasts still erect.

"Just as often as I can," he exclaimed. The room erupted into spontaneous applause.

"Jorge, un otro tequila para el Americano," Maria Luisa shouted. "For today he becomes a man."

Scott Huntington smiled as he downed the tequila without grimacing this time. He pulled up his pants and didn't feel any pain. Then he looked back down at his beautiful Hispanic goddess, still lying on the dirty floor, legs spread, exposed labia glistening. At that moment, he realized that she really did have blue eyes. Thirty minutes ago, he never would have believed it.


Other F/M Titles from LSF Publications...

The Disciplined Male: Volume 3 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:

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...

Going Over Mom's Knee: Book 1 by Lewis Stone

This collection of domestic femdom stories all feature the common theme of men who regularly find themselves going over their mother's knee for a painful and humiliating bare bottom spanking. The reasons for their punishment may be many and varied but the results are always the same as their no-nonsense dominant moms put hair brush, bath brush, paddle and hand to good use. Occasionally, the sons' girlfriends are encouraged to take on the role of disciplinarian. And sometimes it isn't just the sons on the receiving end of mother's hairbrush but their father as well!

This first book includes the following stories: Rob Gains a Mother; Rodger's Mom Quits Spanking Him; Going Over Mom's Knee; Invite to Mother's House; Jeremy; Martin and Eric; Meeting Mom's Grades; and Mom Helps Out.

Dominant Wives Anthology by Lewis Stone

Previously published as three separate volumes and containing over 78,000 words, this collection of 35 femdom stories, many of which contain CFNM (clothed female, naked male) scenarios, all feature dominant wives disciplining their misbehaving husbands. Available at a greatly discounted price, this is essential reading for the femdom enthusiast and those looking for spanking fiction that features female led relationships.

My Tutor by Steve Timmons

When high school student Tom Farrell is labelled as an underachiever, his brilliantly academic parents arrange for him to have a private tutor. Tom is surprised to find she is already known to him ... Casey Corrigan is a friend of his older sister and someone he has the hots for. Casey has an excellent reputation as a tutor, though her methods are somewhat unusual, as Tom quickly finds when she paddles his bottom because he was late for a lesson. However, Casey's corporal punishment proves a suitable motivation for Tom, particularly when administered on his bare bottom. His grades improve steadily and he develops a healthy respect for Casey, who regularly punishes him with several 'tune up' spankings to help keep him in line.

Maths is Tom's weak area, and as it isn't Casey's best subject, she brings in another tutor to help out. Her name is Amy, and Tom falls in love with her on the spot. Amy helps him through his worst subject and doesn't hesitate to spank where necessary, and she and Casey are there for him when he is caught up in an incident at school. Going to the aid of a younger boy who is being bullied, Tom is falsely accused and has to face the unjust, severe, and painful consequences.

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

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

The Houseboy by Lewis Stone

Henry is a submissive man who is used to being disciplined by dominant females. He is twenty-two when, at the insistence of his strict mother, he takes the job of houseboy to a wealthy female couple. Both Ms Appleton and Ms Ewing are lawyers who live in an opulent mansion. They take Henry on a trial basis, subject to him being disciplined by them, and also by the cook, Ms. Lorna, if his work or behaviour falls below what they require of him. Though Henry is no stranger to corporal punishment, he finds himself regularly baring his bottom to be spanked with hand, paddle, strap and cane ... and the new ladies in his life can sure spank hard!

Henry settles in to the role, and before long begins to take a special interest in Ms Lorna. He becomes very excited when he is over her lap, and one thing leads to another as a sexual relationship develops. However, this doesn't prevent Ms Lorna from punishing Henry when he deserves it ... which is often. And when Henry meets Lorna's family, he discovers that the household is led by assertive women who are very much in control of the men. So Henry finds the woman of his dreams, and knows that in their future life together he will be under her control and over her lap ... which suits him perfectly!

The Governess Search by Austin Carr

Having spent most of her adult life as a governess, Elizabeth Rodham is discharged from her position as her charges have grown too old to require her services, and in her early thirties she now faces a future of poverty and insecurity ... until the arrival of an unexpected letter from a Mr. Kenworthy. It transpires that Elizabeth's former employer has recommended her for a position dealing with the ward of Mr. Kenworthy.

Mr. Kenworthy turns out to be a very wealthy man with a large estate (Shadowplains) in Norfolk; he is a charming and handsome young gentleman ... but it isn't long before Elizabeth discovers exactly what he is looking for in his search for a governess, for he has an appetite for receiving corporal punishment, and who better to deal with him than she? Other arrangements are made for Mr Kenworthy's ward, and Elizabeth is appointed Housekeeper of Shadowplains, a position she fulfils admirably, though not without jealousy when various well-bred young women come calling, hoping to be chosen as the future bride of Mr. Kenworthy.

But a very close bond develops between the new housekeeper and her employer, and they become lovers. Elizabeth is usually the one dispensing discipline in the relationship, but on one occasion when she oversteps the mark, Mr Kenworthy takes her to task by giving her a well-deserved spanking. Normality resumes, but things are happening behind the scenes, and Elizabeth is faced with a significant decision which will affect her whole way of life...
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