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

The House of the Descending Moon: Julia Travis believes that hard working men should have their amusement, which she provides in her bordello in West Texas. The House of the Descending Moon is a well run and popular establishment, but the patrons must comply with the notice on the door which reads: 'Married men must have permission from their wives to enter'. Jim Foster forges a note from his wife and takes his pleasure, but when his wife shows up and causes a scene, his duplicity is unmasked, and Julia Travis does not take kindly to such behaviour. She roasts Jim's bottom, giving his wife a few ideas of how to keep her errant husband in check.

My Best Friend's Mother: A young man has the hots for his friend's mother, the beautiful, sexy, Mrs Foster. Convinced she is coming on to him, he goes round to help her do chores in her back yard, and later tries to kiss her. It is then he realises his mistake ... Mrs Foster is angered by his advances. She phones his mother, then puts him over her lap and whacks his bare bottom with a fearsome hairbrush. Nor does it end there, as when he gets home it is to find his mother waiting to spank him with a wooden spoon.

To Catch a Panty Thief: After discovering that some of their panties were missing, room-mates Jill and Bethany go round to Stacey's apartment asking if their laundry has got muddled with hers. But when Stacey tells them she too is missing several pairs of panties, the three women decide to catch the panty thief in the act. They do exactly that, and the perpetrator of the crime is severely paddled with a hairbrush, given an enema, and shoved out of the apartment with a threat never to return.

Only in His Dreams: John has a successful career and a good marriage with his wife, Cassie. But there is something missing: he misses his mother's discipline with her old hairbrush. He confesses his desire to be disciplined again to Cassie, asking her if she will give him what he craves, but she doesn't take him seriously even though he repeats his request over the years. At the age of forty, John Decides to do something about it and books and appointment with Lady Abigail for the spanking of his life. But he gets far more than a spanking...

Rosa: An upstanding Christian woman, Rosa has a very low opinion of men. She travels to Las Vegas in order to help her sister Elena pay off her debts and turn her life around, but never manages to return to New Mexico and resume her old life. Whilst working as Housekeeper at a top hotel, she incensed that her flirty sister is about to be exploited by one of the male, married guests. Bursting in on the couple, she puts a heavy oak hairbrush to good use, and has an unexpected epiphany in the process.

Sunday Morning Ritual: Bertram is constantly breaking promises to his long-suffering wife, Caroline. He doesn't actually mean to get drunk every Saturday night, but somehow he ends up with a massive hangover on Sunday mornings, and feels guilty and ashamed of himself. Caroline reinforces her displeasure by spanking him before church. But one Sunday morning, after a particularly hard punishment session over his wife's lap, Bert vows to change his ways.


Contents

The House of the Descending Moon

My Best Friend's Mother

To Catch a Panty Thief

Only in His Dreams

Rosa

Sunday Morning Ritual

Other F/M Titles from LSF Publications...


The House of the Descending Moon

It was widely known in West Texas and even into the New Mexico territory that if you had money in your pocket and were looking for amusement that included female companionship, the House of the Descending Moon was your likely destination. Opened in 1873, you could find whiskey, beer, poker games, faro, and (of course) willing females. As long as you behaved like a gentleman, agreed to take a bath, and had a few dollars to spend, you were welcome at any time - twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. It didn't matter who you were or where you came from: rich, poor, prominent, notorious, unknown, white, black, Mexican, or even Chinese - the policy of the house was not to discriminate against any man.

There was one ironclad rule that made the house acceptable to the wives in the area. This was posted in bold print right outside the wide front door: 'Married men must have permission from their wives to enter'. The current owner of the house, Julia Travis, believed that hard working men deserved their amusement - and she was only too happy to provide it. However, she also believed that men needed to look after their families first. Under no circumstances would she take money that should rightfully go to a man's wife and children. She made no exception to this rule. If she knew you were married (and she always knew) and didn't have a written note from your wife, you were denied entrance by either Joe, Red, or Carlos, the burly and ever vigilant front men.

Jim Foster learned that lesson the hard way one Saturday night in late April. Jim was the blacksmith for the town of Briarville. Even though he was married and had four children, he had been making the five mile trip from his home to the house at least three or four times a month since February. He always brought a note from his wife, Mary. If anyone ever asked (and they usually didn't), he claimed his wife didn't want any more children and thus routinely turned him out of their bed. He would take a bath, drink two shots of whiskey, and pay to be serviced by Carmelita, a brown-eyed beauty from El Paso. Because he was generally one of dozens of men, he passed largely unnoticed and unchallenged. He paid his money, behaved like a gentleman, and got what he wanted.

This particular Saturday night began pretty much the same way. Jim arrived around five, finished his bath by five-thirty, drank his whiskey, and went to Carmelita's room. However, before he could shed his long johns, there was a commotion at the front door of the house. A stern young woman in a dark blue dress was furiously trying to get past Carlos. She claimed she was Mrs. Jim Foster.

Eventually, the loud voices got the attention of Julia, who was working on the books and handling receipts. She stood up, smoothed down her dress, and walked pompously to the door. "What is all this disturbance?" she asked.

Carlos was restraining the woman with one beefy arm. He looked at his employer. "Madam Julia, thees woman say she eez Mrs. Jim Foster," he replied.

Julia quickly scanned the young woman struggling to get past the guard. She processed the name, Jim Foster, and remembered - she had a talent for never forgetting a customer, especially a regular. She smiled. "You are Jim's wife?" she questioned softly.

Mary Foster squirmed to break free. Her blue eyes blazed. "Yes, I am," she said assertively.

Julia was impressed. Standing before her was a very strong-willed woman who was also very pleasing to the eye, with a shapely figure and a youthful, unblemished face crowned by a pile of clean blonde hair. Julia had to restrain herself from offering the young woman a job on the spot. She gave Carlos a discreet wink.

"Please come in, Mrs. Foster," she said, stepping back into the large and ornately decorated foyer. "And tell me what the problem is."

Once they were inside, Carlos closed the door behind them. Julia steered Mary to two vacant overstuffed chairs near a fireplace. Voices of men and women enjoying themselves drifted in from other parts of the establishment. Mary's wide eyes were in constant motion, even after she sat down.

Julia gazed at Mary with a patronizing smile etched on her mature face. She had come west from Ohio when she was eighteen to search for adventure and to escape an arranged marriage to the son of a local farmer. In the intervening twenty-five years she had done her share of living and didn't regret one thing she had ever done. "Mrs. Foster, what is the problem?" she repeated after a long pause.

Mary Foster looked at Julia as though waking from a dream. "This... is a... bawdy house, isn't it?" she asked finally, in a voice barely above a whisper.

Julia's smile widened. She admired innocence; it was such a rare commodity in West Texas, even among the women. "I suppose you could say that," she replied. Then her smile faded a little. "I thought you understood that."

Mary's eyebrows rose, exposing more of her liquid blue eyes. "Why would you say that?"

Now Julia was concerned. "Mrs. Foster, I maintain a very strict policy here - no married men are permitted without written permission from their wives," she said. "Your husband had a note from you."

"What note?" Mary exclaimed. "Ma'am, I only found out about this house today. Jim told me he was going to a... a political meeting... something about ranchers' rights. I, of course, thought he might have a few drinks and tell stupid war stories with the other men. But I never suspected anything... like this."

Julia could feel herself grow angry - not at Mary Foster, but at Jim Foster for so shamelessly deceiving her and his wife. Julia Travis could forgive - even exploit - most of the faults that men seemed to have in abundance. However, she drew the line at outright deceit. She took a deep breath to calm herself and laid a hand softly on Mary's knee.

"So... Mrs. Foster... you didn't write a note giving Jim permission to come here?"

Mary shook her head. "I... don't even know what you're talking about?" she said. "If he's here, I've come to fetch him home."

Julia smiled again. "Of course you have," she declared. In her quick mind, she had resolved to let the wife take her husband home - but not immediately. No, it would not be that simple or easy. Jim Foster would have to pay a price for deceiving his wife and the mistress of the House of the Descending Moon. Julia Travis would see to that. She looked at Mary once again, and gazed into those beautiful eyes. How could any man leave this woman home alone, she thought. "Mrs. Foster... you may certainly take your husband from my house. However, he has deceived both of us, and I can't allow that to go unpunished."

"What do you mean?" Mary asked, leaning slightly forward in the chair, exposing just a hint of her ample cleavage.

Once again, Julia was impressed - what perfection, she thought. "Honey... you are a beautiful woman," she declared.

Mary blushed slightly but said nothing.

"Far too beautiful," Julia continued, "for your husband to be spending his Saturday nights here. No... I think we need to teach your husband a lesson in honesty and loyalty. He should be spending his nights... and his money, at home."

Mary looked a little concerned and confused. "I'm not sure I understand," she said.

"Do you approve of your husband being here?" Julia asked.

"Of course not," Mary said indignantly. Then her expression softened a little. "Meaning no offense, of course."

Julia smiled. "None taken," she said. "Mary... would you say that you... you take care of your husband... I mean, like we might take of him here?"

Mary blushed again, this time a little deeper. "I... really don't know," she said. "I... we... married young. I really didn't have very much experience... in that way."

"Mrs. Foster... if your husband comes to you in the night, do you turn him away?" Julia questioned.

Mary seemed to think for a moment. "I... I'm pretty tired at night, what with the kids and the chores and all," she said. "And Jim always seems pretty tired too. But I've never refused him, if that's what you mean."

Julia nodded. "That's reassuring to know," she said. "And it makes my decision that much easier."

"I still don't understand quite what you mean," Mary said, still looking every bit the innocent wife.

Julia picked up a small bell on the table next to her and gave it a shake. The resounding tinkle was soft but effective. A moment later, a tall man wearing a dark suit appeared in the doorway. Julia regarded him.

"Andrew... we have a problem with the man currently visiting Carmelita," she declared. "Please take Tom and Miguel and restrain the man. We will be up in a few minutes to conclude the matter."

Andrew looked a little concerned as he stole a glance toward the broad staircase. "He's not hurting Carmelita?"

Julia shook her head. "No... nothing like that," she said. "Don't harm him... just restrain him please."

"Yes, ma'am," Andrew said. Then he turned and left the doorway.

"Now we wait," Julia said to Mary.

Several minutes later, male voices were heard from what sounded like upstairs. "What the hell?" came a weak voice.

Mary leaned forward again, her eyes drawn to the staircase. "That sounds like Jim," she exclaimed fearfully.

"Yes," Julia said. "I imagine it is."

"What's going on?" the wife asked fearfully.

"Nothing to worry about," Julia reassured. "My men are simply holding him. I believe he is disappointed he didn't get to finish with Carmelita; however, I will give you the money he spent tonight."

"Please... ma'am, let me go to him... let me bring him home... please," Mary pleaded.

Julia scowled. "Mrs. Foster... first, my name is Julia. Second, your husband will be free to go just as soon as he is punished. Please don't be too impatient. You might learn something tonight. In fact, it would be good if you did."

"What are you going to do?"

Julia turned toward the doorway, but looked back over her shoulder. "Teach him a lesson he'll never forget - sometimes men need to be reminded that we women are the ones who truly control the world and that there are some things they do that we simply won't tolerate," she declared. "Come with me, Mrs. Foster... please. This should be interesting." Then she disappeared through the doorway in the same direction as the recently departed Andrew.

Mary Foster looked around her for several seconds, but very soon stood up and followed nervously.

A few minutes later, both women were standing outside a small room on the second floor. It was the only room with a partially open door. All the other doors along the corridor were fully closed. Occasionally, a voice or the sound of a bed banging against a wall would drift along the current of the evening, reinforcing the intimate nature of the house.

Julia peered inside the door and first saw Carmelita standing near a small armoire. She was wearing only a white lace camisole and black silk stockings. Her long dark hair was descending limply down her back. Next, Julia saw Andrew and two other men near the bed. Sitting on the bed, looking very anxious, was Jim Foster, still wearing his red long johns. He appeared as though he would bolt out the door or the window at any instant. However, he was flanked by men who were even bigger than he was.

Julia turned her gaze back to Mary. "Mrs. Foster, please stay here for a moment," she instructed. "I will tell you when you can come in."

Mary nodded. She didn't look as though she wanted to go into the room anyway.

Julia pushed open the door all the way and strode purposefully inside, trailing her long skirt behind her. She had a stern look on her face as she regarded the blacksmith on the bed. He doesn't look much like a blacksmith, she thought - too small.

"Mr. Foster, we have a problem," she stated flatly when she was within a few feet of him.

Jim Foster looked up at Julia Travis and blinked. In West Texas, Madam Julia was a legend, and all the men knew it and respected her. "What kind of problem?" he managed to ask.

"As you are aware, I do not allow married men to enter this house unless they have written permission from their wives," she said.

Jim dropped his eyes as though he couldn't bear to see her. "Yes... but I have that... you saw it," he stammered.

Julia nodded slowly - she wanted to heighten the drama, make the surprise all the more effective. "Yes... I believe you showed a note to Carlos," she said. "Do you still have that note?"

The blacksmith took a deep breath and glanced nervously around him. "Sure... in the pocket of my shirt... over there." He pointed to a heavy blue shirt hanging from a hook on the back of the door.

Julia looked at Carmelita. "Carmelita, please get the note for me," she instructed.

The buxom young woman from El Paso nodded, retrieved a crumpled piece of paper from the shirt pocket, and handed it to Julia.

Julia scanned it quickly. "Please come in, Mrs. Foster," she said.

An instant later, Mary Foster stood in the doorway, her eyes once again darting around wildly. Jim regarded his wife, then appeared as though he wanted to sink into the soft mattress.

Julia reached over and handed the note to Mary. "Mrs. Foster... did you write this?" she asked.

Mary shifted her gaze back and forth between the note and her husband. "No... I didn't," she declared after a few agonizing seconds. Then her blue eyes blazed as she locked onto Jim. "Jim... how could you do this? How could you leave me and come to a... a place like this?"

Jim tried to meet his wife's eyes, but dropped them almost immediately. "Oh god... Mary... I... I just wanted... I... I'm sorry," he stammered.

Mary's expression seemed to soften slightly while Julia's only hardened. "I should say you are sorry," she declared. "A sorry excuse for a husband and a father. I don't know what your wife plans to do with you when she gets you home; however, there is a price for deceiving me, and I intend to see that you pay it."

Jim dared to look up. "Oh... sure," he said. "I have a few dollars in my shirt pocket - It's all I have left."

"I didn't mean money," Julia said with icy calm. "Your money should go to your wife for tolerating you."

"I don't understand," Jim said.

Julia walked the few feet to a dresser and picked up a long handled wooden hairbrush.  She clutched it tightly in her right hand and turned back toward the bed. "In this house, you pay for forgiveness with flesh and dignity," she exclaimed. "Now... stand up and face your wife. Gentlemen, please back away a little and give Mr. Foster some room."

The three burly men guarding the blacksmith stepped back. Jim appeared now both confused and frightened. Mary stood her ground in the doorway. Finally, after nearly a minute of everyone staring at him silently, he stood up.

Julia, still clutching the hairbrush, took his place on the edge of the bed and smoothed out her dress. "Jim, unbutton the back of your union suit and come across my lap," she ordered.

Jim turned back toward the madam and scowled. "What? I hardly think..."

Julia cut him off by slapping the palm of her left hand with the hard oak back of the brush. "You are in no position to lodge any kind of protest," she proclaimed. "You will lie across my lap and take everything that you have coming to you, or I will inform the sheriff that you got out of line with one of my girls."

That was a serious threat, and even Jim Foster knew it. It was widely known and understood that Sheriff John Baker was a regular patron of the House of the Descending Moon and would personally thrash any poor cowboy who did anything ungentlemanly in the establishment. "Please... Mary... let's go home. I swear I'll never do anything like this ever again."

Julia huffed indignantly. "Your wife has nothing to do with this," she said. "Now, are you going to take your punishment like a man or are you going to make your situation worse by further humiliating yourself in front of your wife, Carmelita, and my men?"

Desperately, Jim Foster glanced around the small room, obviously looking for at least one sympathetic face. He found none. He was trapped, a man with absolutely no options. He sighed. "All right," he murmured at last. "I... guess I got it coming."

"A wise choice," Julia said. She patted her lap with her left hand.

Jim scanned the room one last time. Mary's eyes were directed toward the carpeted floor. The others were gazing at him expectantly. "Does it... have to be in front of Carmelita... and the others?" he asked sheepishly.

Julia flashed him an evil smile. "That's part of the punishment," she declared. "Now, get over here and quit wasting time." She extended her left hand toward him.

Reluctantly, he unbuttoned the back flap on his union suit, exposing a small but fleshy bottom. His face turned nearly as red as the wool cloth. He moved toward the bed as though he was wearing concrete boots.

Deftly, Julia grabbed his left hand and pulled him down across his lap. He landed awkwardly. Quickly, she centered his bottom under her right shoulder - Jim Foster wasn't the first wayward man she had spanked in her establishment. Nor was he likely to be the last. She looked over at Mary. "Let's see what kind of man you have for a husband, Mrs. Foster," she said as she raised the hairbrush high over her head. Then, without waiting for an answer, she brought it back down again, full force against the soft flesh of the blacksmith's right cheek.

He yelped liked a puppy who got his tail stepped on and reared up. She pushed him back and pinned his right arm behind his back with her left hand. She was surprisingly strong.

"We still have a long way to go, I'm afraid," she said as she applied the brush once again, this time impacting his left cheek.

The blacksmith grimaced and groaned. His eyes were screwed shut.

For a third time, Julia raised her arm and brought it back down again with a flourish, this time landing a solid blow directly along the sensitive crack between the two cheeks. "That's enough!" Jim cried. "I've learned my lesson."

The calm madam didn't stop, however. Rather, she delivered five more shots in rapid succession - one right on top of the other. "You're humiliating yourself, Jim... in front of your pretty young wife."

Jim Foster bucked on the cloth covered lap, but did manage a quick glance toward his wife. She was watching now, a look of utter fascination on her face. There was no sympathy whatsoever. He re-closed his eyes and tried to prepare himself for the ordeal.

The ordeal came with a vengeance. Julia teased him with five more hard shots to the upper thighs, delivered about two seconds apart, then became serious. The spanks fell like sharp rain, one right after the other, relentless and totally merciless. Jim writhed and bucked in misery while his audience gazed in rapt attention. No one uttered a sound. The language that the brush was speaking was clear enough for everyone to understand and the voice was so strong it drowned out even thought.

After less than three minutes, Jim's bottom looked like the inside of his forge and felt hot enough to melt iron. He was ready to confess to anything and to promise anything, including both temperance and celibacy for the rest of his natural life and beyond, if necessary. When he had a coherent thought, it was to not further anger the crusading madam by pleading or protesting. However, after nearly four minutes, he had reached his absolute limit. Tears welled up in his eyes and spilled down his rugged face.

"Oh god..." he shrieked in a voice that was unworldly. "I can't take it... please... stop... please..."

This got Mary's attention. She raised her head and dared to enter the room. She pushed past the trio of bodyguards. "Please, Julia," she said, now only two feet from the bed in which Carmelita plied her trade. "Please stop."

Julia lowered the brush and looked up. "Are you sure, Mrs. Foster?" she asked. "Your husband is one sorry excuse for a man... He needs to learn the lesson permanently."

Mary reached out and stroked her husband's sweating forehead. "Well, Jim?" she inquired.

"Oh god... Mary... I am so sorry," he declared. "So sorry... I love only you... I... swear I will never touch another woman. I swear."

"Are you absolutely certain?" Mary demanded.

"You... you're my wife, Mary... There'll never be anyone else but you," he said.

Julia sniffed contemptuously, raised her knees, and pushed him unceremoniously to the floor. She had heard this before, from more than one man. "Jim, if you are so in love with your wife, why did you come here in the first place?"

Jim Foster looked up from the floor. His hands were glued to his blazing bottom. "I... I don't really know," he stammered.

"I do," Julia said. Then she glanced around the room at the onlookers. "Gentlemen... thank you for your assistance. I think you might find more productive ways to spend your time elsewhere." She waved her hand gently and the trio of bodyguards filed out of the room. "Carmelita, there may be some customers downstairs that need to be taken care. Can you see to it please?"

Carmelita nodded and moved gracefully through the doorway, smiling down at Jim on her way out.

Julia rearranged herself carefully on the soft bed. "Okay... Mr. and Mrs. Foster... now we are alone," she observed, her eyes shifting back and forth between husband and wife. "Mary... I understand men - that's how I make my living. In your own way, you are more beautiful than any woman I have working for me, including Carmelita."

She paused and Mary blushed self-consciously.

Julia took a deep breath. "But that doesn't stop your husband from coming here anyway," she continued, "so there must be something he gets here that he doesn't get at home." She hesitated again. Neither Jim nor Mary said a word. "Mary, you say that you deny your husband nothing," she said.

Mary nodded. "Jim is my husband and I love him. I wouldn't... deny him... if that's what you mean."

Jim's eyes widened and he brushed away a few stray tears. "But Mary... you said... you didn't want to have any more children," he said.

Before Mary could answer, Julia stood up and took Mary's hand. "Mary, do you enjoy your husband's attention?"

Mary blushed again, this time deeper. "I... I don't know. I don't think I ever thought about it that way before."

"Most married women don't think about it," Julia said. "Most men don't think about it either, especially with their wives, which is why they end up here... or some place like here. It is a real pity. Married men and women cheat each other. But it doesn't have to be that way." She paused and took a deep breath. Although she herself had never been married, Julia believed in marriage. And she further believed that husbands and wives who truly loved each other could - and should - accommodate each other's wants in the bedroom. "Mary, how do you feel right now?"

"I'm not sure what you mean?"

"I mean, how does your body feel?" Julie answered. "Do you feel... at least a little stimulated?"

Mary seemed to think for a few seconds, then smiled slightly. "I... do... I think."

Julia beamed triumphantly. "I knew it," she said. "And there is absolutely nothing wrong with that. Your husband is looking for a little... excitement, something different that he isn't finding at home. Let's give it to him and please you at the same time."

"But... how can we do that?" Mary asked.

Her husband remained where he was on the floor, still rubbing his deeply inflamed posterior.

"I will send Carmelita back up here," Julia said. "She can show you how to enjoy your time with your husband without worry. I am going to keep two dollars for the use of the room." She looked down at Jim. "Jim, you will give the rest of your money to your wife. She is going to earn it." And with a wink at both husband and wife, Julia Travis left the two alone.

Later that night, under the skillful guidance of Carmelita, Mary learned how to accommodate her husband and avoid getting pregnant at the same time. She also learned a little about her own body, as she experienced a climax for the first time in her life.

Before morning, Julia did offer her a job in the House of the Descending Moon, with the understanding that Jim Foster would be her only customer. The only condition would be that Mary would be seen around the house on occasion. After some discussion, Jim and Mary both agreed, especially as Jim got some new business from some of the cowboys who frequented the establishment.

Mary also learned how to wield the hairbrush, keeping it constantly at the ready should Jim ever start to stray.


My Best Friend's Mother

I grew up and came of age in a typical, suburban, middle class subdivision. My friends were the flower of the baby boom generation - overindulged and delightfully unaware of the many problems in the world, but also respectful and mindful of their place in the overall order of things.

There were a lot of boys in my particular neighborhood, and quickly we formed bonds that lasted from elementary school through college, and in some cases, to the present. However, once I started junior high I had pared down my inner circle to four, all boys around my own age whom I had known since kindergarten. We did everything together, including talk about girls and look at the old pictures of plump naked women we sometimes found in our fathers' drawers.

Through adolescence, I would have to say that my best friend was Rick Foster, probably because we had always been there for each other, since he only lived four houses down from me. We go so far back that I simply can't remember a time when I didn't know him. I particularly enjoyed listening to his father tell stories about being in Europe in 1944 and '45. He always claimed that he was with Patton, and I believed him even though his stories didn't always correspond with historical facts.

As I grew older, however, I became more and more interested in Rick's mother. Rick always said that his father met her in Italy and had brought her over to this country as a teenage bride after the war. Mrs. Foster - we never knew our friends' mothers' first names - was a strikingly beautiful woman, with a small curvaceous body, a beautiful unmarked face, and long black hair. I have no doubt that all the men in my neighborhood were in love with her. I even heard, on occasion, my mother yell at my father for apparently just looking at her.

Things went on like that - there is a certain continuity to life in the suburbs - until the summer between our sophomore and junior years in high school. This is when Rick's father hit his mid-life crisis and decided that he wanted to go to Wyoming and become a cowboy. Of course, a man who had lived in the city all his life could only dream of such an occupation. However, Rick's father did divorce his wife and move to Cheyenne, where he opened up a fairly successful souvenir shop, selling cowboy artifacts and accessories to the tourists.

Rick tried to go on like nothing had happened, but we all knew that inside he was really bothered by the experience. He truly loved and respected his father; and now his comfortable world had been shaken to the core. Mrs. Foster, on the other hand, came through the experience with no visible scars. Of course, she still had Rick and his two sisters at home, and she was, by all accounts, a fairly talented artist and garnered a livable income from commissions and art lessons.

And through it all, she never lost her great beauty, which did not go unnoticed by the men in the neighborhood. However, they were all afraid to go near her, in case their wives would find out. Besides, as my buddy, Farley, said, divorced women were dangerous because they craved sex but couldn't have it. I assumed Farley was right since he was a year older and had a strong reputation as the neighborhood lothario. I was just a kid; what did I know?

Thus, over the next two years I found myself spending more and more time at Rick's house, presumably to be a companion to my friend, who had occasional bouts of depression. But, in reality, I was drawn to the house because of this idealized image of Mrs. Foster. I marveled as I watched her maintain her dignity and self-respect while trying desperately to hold together the scattered pieces of her once well-ordered life.

And while I watched her, Farley's words kept echoing inside my head, and I always wondered if she was, in turn, watching me. If she seemed unusually friendly or solicitous to me, I would wonder if this was a signal that she wanted me.

I have no doubt, looking back, that all this was in my head, that I was trying to live out a stupid teenage fantasy. However, no high school girl could ever compare to Mrs. Foster, and I remained a virgin until long after graduation.

But I never gave up hope that Mrs. Foster secretly wanted to seduce me, and I really thought my time had come right after we finished high school. Rick and his sisters went to Wyoming that June for an extended visit to their father, thus leaving Mrs. Foster alone at home. One Sunday she called me because she needed someone to help her with a yard project. Since I had been a frequent visitor to the house and was working for a landscape company that summer, I was the logical choice to ask. However, right after I agreed to come over, I just knew that she was going to make her long awaited move on me and that it would most certainly be a memorable day before it was over.

I arrived just after noon. And since it was a very hot day, I wore a pair of short cutoff jeans and a tank top - I was very anxious to show this beautiful divorcee my newly acquired tan and shoulder muscles. She reciprocated by wearing a pair of white short shorts, through which the outline of bikini panties was clearly visible. She also wore a short, white cotton blouse that revealed a small bit of her midriff when she stooped.

As I beheld this goddess who had sent for me, I was beside myself with frenzied desire. It was all I could do to keep from attacking her right there in her backyard. However, I got myself under control and really thought that I was a gentleman for doing so. I also believed that she would respect me more if I showed that I was willing to wait. Yes, I was pretty naive in those days.

Thus, the afternoon dragged on, with me pruning hedges and tree limbs, while she kept bending over in front of me, pulling weeds from her flower garden. Finally, at about 3pm we had completed all the yard chores. As I climbed down from my ladder, Mrs. Foster invited me into the house for a cold drink. I accompanied her into the kitchen, and when she asked what I wanted to drink, I pointed to the bottle of Chianti she had in the refrigerator. At first, she frowned at the suggestion, but then laughed heartily, saying, "I guess there is nothing wrong with a glass of good wine in the afternoon, especially for one who has worked as hard as you."

She poured us both a glass of the wine. Then, after a sip, she set her glass down and wetted a washcloth. She put the washcloth on her face and slowly wiped away the sweat. Once her face was clean again, she looked at me - I'm sure I was staring - leering, is probably more accurate - at her. Without a word, she wet another washcloth and handed it to me. Quickly, I washed my face just as she had done. Somewhere between the wine and the washcloth, I became totally convinced that she was trying to seduce me, and it was working.

Instantly, my inexperienced mind became alive, figuring options and possibilities as this beautiful woman subtly came on to me. Finally, I decided against a full frontal assault and settled for an exploratory advance. As she was standing at the sink, cutting tomatoes for sandwiches, I came up behind her slowly. Next, I put my arms around her waist and gently kissed her neck.

Immediately, she reeled around to face me. "Peter, what are you doing?" she demanded in a surprised voice.

This took me off guard. "I... I... I..." I stammered. But I couldn't complete the sentence - I didn't know what to say anyway. I simply grabbed her up in my arms and tried to kiss her full on the mouth. But even before I could find her tongue with my own, she extricated herself from me and pushed me back hard.

"Peter," she cried again. "What do you think you are doing?"

I'm sure I looked stunned. "Well... I... I thought... I mean..." Again, I couldn't finish a sentence. However, as it turned out, I didn't have to. Just then, she glanced down at the bulge steadily growing in the front of my shorts and her dark eyes widened in horror.

"You thought... you thought... oh, no... oh, no..." she kept repeating. "This cannot be." She fell back against the sink, muttering under her breath in Italian. Finally, she collected herself and looked at me again. "I know what you were thinking..." she started, with a strange mixture of anger and sadness in her voice. "Peter, you have known me all your life and you thought I wanted you to... make love to me." She paused and glanced out of the window. "I know what all the men are saying - - and the women too - that because I am an older woman and have no husband that I must be desperate for a man, any man." Now she stopped to wipe away a tear. "Well, it is not true... and I cannot believe that my son's best friend thought... Your behavior has made me very sad and very angry."

At this point, I was completely stunned and felt ridiculous. "Mrs. Foster... I-I'm sorry," I cried out. I had a strong urge to run, but for some reason I couldn't move.

Mrs. Foster studied me, never moving from her position and never taking her eyes off me. "Well, this is simply unacceptable and it has to stop," she proclaimed angrily. "If you were my son, I know what I would do right now." Then she stopped and thought for a few seconds. I started to become very nervous. Finally, she looked at me again. "Don't you move. I'm going to call your mother," she announced at last.

This was a boy's worst nightmare... being reported to his mother by another adult, especially another mother. "Please, Mrs. Foster, don't tell my mother what happened... please, I'm sorry."

Mrs. Foster was not swayed by my begging. Purposefully, she moved past me and walked down the short hall to her bedroom. Just before the door slammed shut, she warned me again not to move. Now my urge to run was stronger than ever. However, I knew that eventually I would have to go home and face my mother, and thus, I didn't want to add fleeing the scene like a coward to the long list of offenses I felt certain Mrs. Foster was enumerating. So I just sat down at the kitchen table and awaited my fate.

I didn't have long to wait. Ten minutes after she went in, Mrs. Foster emerged from her bedroom, carrying the biggest, meanest looking hairbrush I have ever seen. It was solid oak with an enormous flat back. With anger in her eyes, she made straight for me. When she got to within a few feet of where I was sitting, she stopped.

"I spoke with your mother," she stated flatly. "And she agreed that you deserve a good hard spanking for your behavior." My mouth fell open in horror, but I couldn't manage to get any words out. Mrs. Foster waved her hand to stop my protest. "This is what I would do to Rick, if he had done what you did."

She then pulled one of the straight back kitchen chairs into the middle of the room and sat down. "I always spank Rick and his two sisters over my lap on the bare bottom with this hairbrush that my mother sometimes used on me and my brothers... before the war, of course. Since you are not my son, I will let you keep your underpants on. Now, take off your shorts and get over my lap," she commanded.

I looked at her with absolute terror in my eyes. I was so convinced that we were going to have sex that I hadn't put on any underpants. "I... I'm not wearing any underpants," I stammered.

She scowled at me. "Just like your father... and all the other men in the neighborhood," she snorted. "Well, no matter, just take off your shorts and get over my lap."

I suddenly had an image of Rick going across that lap. I never knew his mother spanked him, and it suddenly surprised me a little that after all we had been through together he still kept that secret from me. I came to my senses quickly and the urge to run washed over me again. However, realizing that I was in a situation I couldn't really control, I slowly stood up, pulled down my shorts, and moved slowly toward this goddess who was now going to spank my bare ass simply because I lusted after her. Life didn't seem fair somehow.

As soon as I got within a foot or two, she grabbed me by the right arm and skillfully pulled me across her lap, which is almost exactly where I had wanted to be thirty minutes before. Now, my once proud and expectant erection was hanging down like a dead mango. Once I was across her lap, she positioned me so that my bottom was right between her slightly spread thighs and my legs were left dangling. I had to put my hands on the floor to keep from falling. Quickly she put her left arm around my waist and locked me into position.

Then she started to lecture me. "I am a good woman," she started, with that strange mixture of rage and pathos. "When the Americans came to my village in 1944 I was sixteen. Many of the soldiers wanted to make love to my mother because she was a beautiful woman and her husband - my father - was dead, killed early in the war. But she resisted. She taught me that only married people can make love. No man has ever touched me besides Rick's father, and no man ever will as I honor the memory of my mother."

Once she was finished speaking, I looked over my shoulder in time to see her draw the hairbrush high over her head. Then I closed my eyes as she brought it down with full force across my naked bottom. The feeling was like a sudden electric shock. The sound resonated across the room like a rifle shot. Immediately I arched my back and began to struggle to get off her lap. But she held firm. And without any hesitation, she brought that awful brush down across my quivering rear five more times, each blow landing with a force greater than the one previous to it.

Then she stopped and rested the back of the brush on my bruised flesh. "This is for all the men who have leered at me, who have dreamed of taking me into their beds. If I am indeed a beautiful woman, it has only been a curse."

I was suddenly struck by the great irony of that statement. Most of the women in my neighborhood would have - and many had - done almost anything to even come close to matching her great beauty. Right after this speech, she raised the hairbrush once again and brought it down with renewed vigor across my bottom. Again and again and again, she tore into my flesh, venting her anger until I was shaking all over and tears were streaming from my eyes.

Finally, she stopped and ran her smooth hand across the now formless mass of hot, red flesh that was once my bottom. Apparently satisfied with her handiwork, she pushed me roughly from her lap onto the floor. "Peter, I hope you have learned something of value today," she said, coldly. I tried to speak but could only nod my head. "Good," she continued. "Now, go home and never come back here again."

Quickly, I put on my shorts and ran out the kitchen door without looking back. "Make sure you go straight home," Mrs. Foster called after me. "Your mother is waiting for you."

Suddenly aware that Mrs. Foster was watching me and that she would report any hesitation to my mother, I ran home as fast as I could and entered the house nearly breathless. I soon discovered that Mrs. Foster wasn't lying about my mother waiting for me. I found her sitting in our large kitchen, an ominous looking wooden spoon clutched in her right hand. I also soon realized that the house was completely empty; apparently my mother had sent my father and younger brother and sister on an extended errand.

"Stop right where you are, mister," my mother demanded once she saw me. I immediately froze where I was. "Mrs. Foster tells me that you did not behave like a gentleman this afternoon. Is that true?"

I cast my eyes to the floor. "Yes, Mother," I replied slowly.

My mother's eyes widened a little. "Come over to me," she demanded. Reluctantly, I came to within about three feet of where she was sitting. "You have shamed yourself and greatly embarrassed me," she declared angrily. "My god, it's bad enough that your father leers at her every chance he gets. I can't have my son doing it too."

"Yes, Mother, I know," I said meekly. "And I'm sorry... I wasn't thinking clearly."

"You weren't thinking with your brain at all," she countered. "Just with what God put between your legs." At this I blushed a little as I had never heard my mother speak this way before. "As you know, I have never spanked any of you kids before, but I believe it may be time to start."

A look of shock came over my face. "But, Mother," I pleaded. "Mrs. Foster already did that."

"I know that," she replied. "But that does nothing to lessen my anger and disappointment. Now take off those stupid cut offs and get across my lap this instant or... or I will have your father spank you when he gets home."

Now that was a serious threat. My father hadn't spanked me more than a dozen times my whole life, but each time was an unforgettable experience as he bent me over the back of a chair and laid into me with his old fraternity paddle. I generally couldn't sit comfortably for several days after one of those sessions. So, for the second time that day I removed my shorts and draped myself across a woman's lap.

I soon discovered that my mother wasn't as skilled as Mrs. Foster had been, and my position on her lap was very awkward and uncomfortable. However, my mother's anger was real, and she did not hesitate to bring that spoon down across my already bruised rear at least twenty times before she was satisfied. This new intrusion superimposed over the heavy pain I had so recently experienced was enough to send me into a near panic. Thus, by the time she was finished, I was blubbering like a baby, and promising to never leer at another woman again as long as I lived.

Her anger spent, my mother stopped, laid the spoon beside her and told me to get up and out of her sight for the rest of the day. I was only too happy to comply, as I had some serious nursing to do to even come close to easing the pain and humiliation I had just suffered at the hands of two older women I had loved and admired.

From then on, the incident was never brought up again by anyone. As it turned out, I never got the chance to go back to Mrs. Foster's house. At the end of the summer, Rick decided to forego his college plans and stay in Wyoming to help his father expand the souvenir business. I visited him a few times afterward, but am sorry to say that I have long since lost all contact with him.

Five years later, once Rick's youngest sister finished high school, I learned that Mrs. Foster went back to her village in Italy to retrace her roots and work on her painting. She never returned.

As for me, I went to college in another state, married my college sweetheart, and became a teacher. And through it all, I have always tried to be the gentleman that Mrs. Foster and my mother taught me to be on that awful day in June.


To Catch a Panty Thief

For the second time that evening, Jill Tillingham opened her lingerie drawer and rifled through her extensive collection of designer bras and panties. Not finding what she was searching for, she slammed the drawer back into place. Then she got down on the floor and examined the space under her bed. Eventually, she looked behind every piece of furniture in her small bedroom.

Still not satisfied, she went into the bathroom and dug through the dirty clothes in the hamper until she reached the bottom. Again, she came away empty. With a mixture of confusion and frustration clouding her blue eyes, she moved into the hallway of the two bedroom third floor apartment she shared with her former college roommate in an old, but well kept up Brownstone.

"Bethany," she called. "Have you seen my light blue silk panties - you know, the ones that are French cut?"

At first, there was no answer. Then, suddenly, Bethany James appeared from the kitchen. She was dressed in short pajamas and was carrying a glass of white wine. She looked at Jill and gave her a half-smile. "Why do you think I would have seen your underwear?" she asked in mock disgust.

Jill frowned at her roommate. "Didn't you do the laundry last time?" Bethany nodded. "Then I thought you might have gotten some of my stuff mixed in with yours."

Bethany laughed. "Excuse me for saying this, honey, but you're just a little bigger than I am... and your taste in underwear is, shall we say, radically different from mine."

Now Jill scowled. This kind of good natured verbal sparring had been a steady feature of their nearly ten year association, and neither was ever really offended by it. However, tonight, Jill was running out of patience as she was trying to assemble her outfit for work the next day.

The exasperation must have shown in Jill's eyes because Bethany lowered her guard and softened her stance a little. "Are you missing some panties?" she asked after a brief pause.

"Yes," Jill answered quickly. "The light blue pair - my favorite... I really wanted to wear them tomorrow because I have a big presentation to do in the morning."

Bethany rolled her eyes. "You and your panties," she said sarcastically.

Jill's eyes flashed a little in anger. "This is important, Beth," she declared. "Have you seen them or not?"

Jill smiled again. "Okay, okay, I'm sorry," she returned. "But I haven't seen them - when did you wear them last?" she asked. Knowing her roommate, Bethany was very confident that Jill would be able to answer that question.

"Last Wednesday," Jill replied, without any hesitation.

"I did the laundry yesterday... are you sure you put them with the dirty clothes?" Bethany inquired. Jill nodded vigorously. "I honestly don't remember seeing them with the other clothes when I put them in the washer," she continued. Jill looked very disappointed.

Bethany thought for a minute. "You know, come to think of it," she said after the long pause, "I think I'm missing a couple of pairs of panties too... Stacey was doing her laundry when I came downstairs. Maybe some of our stuff got mixed in with hers."

Jill brightened a little. "That must be it," she exclaimed. "Let's go ask her."

Bethany quickly threw on a white knee-length bathrobe and a pair of flip-flops. Then she and her roommate strode purposefully out of their apartment and knocked on the door directly opposite theirs. A few seconds later the door was opened by a slender young woman with dark hair. She appeared to be dressed casually, as though she was getting ready for bed.

She looked surprised upon seeing her two friends from across the hall. "Well, strangers," she began, "what brings you to my door at such a late hour on a Sunday night? Don't tell me you want to party - although you're certainly dressed for it."

"We're missing some... items of clothing," Bethany replied. "We thought maybe some of our stuff got mixed in with yours yesterday."

Stacey's tan face suddenly grew serious. "Panties?" she asked.

"Yes," Jill blurted out excitedly. "Did they get mixed in with your laundry?"

"No," Stacey replied gravely. "In fact, I was going to ask you if you had seen a couple of pairs of my panties that are missing."

"You're missing panties too?" Bethany asked.

Stacey nodded. "Since yesterday - I just assumed that you got them by mistake."

Jill shook her head. "This is very peculiar."

"It can't be a coincidence," Bethany agreed. "Did you see anyone else in the laundry room Saturday morning?"

Stacey thought for a minute. "Only Calvin - I think he was working on the furnace."

"There's only one possible explanation for this," Jill declared. "Someone is stealing panties from the laundry room."

Stacey laughed. "Why would anyone steal panties?" she asked incredulously.

"Don't kid yourself," Jill replied. "When I was on the force, we used to deal with all kinds of petty theft, including underwear. Believe me, there are lots of weirdos and perverts out there."

Bethany nodded. "Come to think of it, I know I read somewhere that you can buy used panties over the Internet."

Stacey grimaced. "You mean some weirdo may have paid money to smell my used panties - that's sick."

"Well, it may be," Jill said. "But the fact is someone may be doing it to us."

"I think it's Calvin," Bethany exclaimed suddenly. "That little creep is always sneaking around."

Jill thought for a moment. "Well, whatever is going on, perhaps to be on the safe side, we should wash our lingerie in the sink from now on."

"I agree," Stacey said. Then the three women said good-night, and Bethany and Jill returned to their own apartment.

For the next two weeks, the three did as they agreed, and nothing more was stolen from the laundry room. Then, on a rainy Thursday night, Jill and Bethany were eating a leisurely dinner when they heard a loud pounding at their door. Jill opened it to find Stacey standing there with a very disturbed look on her face.

"Someone's been in my apartment," she said frantically before Jill could even open her mouth to speak.

"A break in?" Jill queried.

"Not exactly," Stacey replied. "But someone was there today, going through my things."

"How do you know?" Jill asked.

"Come and see for yourself," Stacey answered, motioning to the open door of her own apartment. "Please."

With Stacey in the lead, the three companions moved quickly across the hall into the nicely appointed one bedroom apartment. Stacey immediately took them into the large Victorian style bathroom. Here she stopped and pointed to a wicker hamper in a corner. "I had five pairs of panties in that hamper this morning... I was just about to wash them out along with the pair I had on today, when I noticed that there were only two in there," she cried. "I'm not crazy... someone has come into my apartment and removed three pairs of my panties."

Jill scratched her head. The instincts she had developed after six years on the police force were at once aroused. "Well, it certainly doesn't look like a break in," she declared. "So whoever did it must have access to your apartment."

All of a sudden, Bethany's eyes lit up with concern. "Oh my God," she exclaimed. "We haven't done lingerie since Sunday - maybe we should check our hamper."

Jill and Stacey nodded, and quickly they moved back across the hall and went immediately to the large, well-appointed bathroom. Bethany flipped up the lid on their ample wire hamper and began to rifle through the dirty clothes. After a few seconds, she shrank back. "Oh my god," she cried. "There are only four pairs of panties in there."

Jill gently pushed her roommate out of the way and conducted her own investigation of the hamper. A moment later, she stood up clutching four pairs of white cotton panties. "You're right," she said. "These were the only ones in the hamper." Then she looked at Stacey. "Looks like whoever stole from you also stole from us... and left us with only the utility underwear."

Stacey looked very worried. "Jill, what are we going to do?" she cried. "I mean, if he can come into our apartments while we're not here, what could he do while we are here... what if he gets tired of just stealing panties and wants... you know, more?"

Jill smiled a little. "Well, I wouldn't worry too much about that," she said. "You have a chain and deadbolt on your door. But I agree that something needs to be done."

"I say we go down and confront Calvin, that sneaky little bastard," Bethany exclaimed.

Jill raised her hand. "We can't do that," she said coolly. "We don't even know for sure that he's the one... we don't have any proof. Besides, if he is the thief, he might be dangerous if confronted."

Bethany shook her head. "Well, then, what are we going to do? We can't just wait for him to make another move."

Jill smiled again. "Oh yes we can," she said. "Only this time we'll be ready for him."

The three women then put their heads together and devised a plan to lure the thief into Jill's and Bethany's apartment at a time when one of them would be there to catch him in the act. The next day Bethany and Stacey made large purchases at a local lingerie store. They were careful to ensure that many people saw them enter the Brownstone carrying their purchases. Meanwhile, Jill placed a large order with Victoria's Secret, knowing that either the building superintendent or Calvin, his assistant, would have to sign for the package.

Then they waited. They figured that once the thief was alerted to the joint acquisition of this large quantity of new panties, he would wait at least a week to make his move. They also let it be known around the building that for the next several weeks Bethany would be doing the laundry, including lingerie, for all three of them. Jill let it be known that she was going out of town on a business trip. Secretly she arranged to take three days off from the law firm she managed.

The three figured that with Bethany and Stacey at work and Jill supposedly out of town, the thief would make his move. As an extra precaution, Jill retrieved her old snub nose service revolver and hand cuffs. Bethany expressed some distress about having a gun in the apartment, but Jill reassured her that, while she didn't think the gun would be necessary, it wasn't wise to take unnecessary chances.

The next morning, Bethany and Stacey followed their normal routines in preparing for and going to work. Jill stayed in the apartment, making as little noise as possible and trying to remain out of sight. With her pistol by her side, she arranged herself in her comfortable armchair and began to read one of the law books she had brought home from the office.

Finally, around noon, just as Jill was beginning to get hungry and bored, she heard the sound of a key turning in the lock of the apartment door. Instantly, she became alert. When she perceived the slow creak of the door opening slowly, she bolted into the bathroom and lay down in the bathtub, being careful to noiselessly pull the shower curtain. Thus, anyone entering the bathroom would have to pull back the curtain and look into the tub to see her.

At first, she couldn't hear anything, and she suspected that whoever was in the apartment was casing it. Then, after what seemed like an interminable delay, the door to the bathroom opened and the overhead lamp was switched on, flooding the large room with bright light. Jill began to breathe faster as she tried to determine the best time to make her move. When she heard the sound of the hamper door being opened, she knew the time was right.

Quickly and noiselessly, she rose to her feet behind the shower curtain. Then, when she had sufficiently composed herself, she leveled the revolver and flung back the curtain.

"Freeze," she commanded. The figure in front of her turned, caught a glimpse of Jill and her gun, and fell to the floor in a faint.

Jill took the opportunity to step out of the tub. Slowly, she kicked at the body of the intruder, but it made no movement. She then turned the body over on its back and examined the front. It was obviously a man of medium height and weight. He was wearing a black ski mask. Cautiously she pulled up the mask.

"Oh my god," she exclaimed. Laying the pistol down on the sink, she withdrew the handcuffs from her pocket and placed them on the wrists of the intruder.

Once she was convinced that he was secure, she drew a glass of water and flung it unceremoniously in the face of the man lying twisted on the floor in front of her. Then she sat down on the toilet to wait for him to come to his senses. A few seconds later, the man began to squirm on the floor as he struggled to regain consciousness. Slowly he opened his eyes and scanned the room. Then he tried to move his hands and realized for the first time that he was restrained. He scanned the room again and this time winced as he saw Jill sitting before him with an evil smirk on her face.

"Well, well, if it isn't our old friend Mason," she exclaimed sarcastically. "What are you doing in my bathroom, Mason?"

Mason struggled to sit up but couldn't quite make it because he was shaking so bad. "I... I... I..." he stammered, almost incoherently.

Jill let out a laugh. "I should have figured it was you stealing our underwear... it was the only way you would ever get into them."

Mason continued to struggle against the cuffs, but could only manage to prop himself up against the tub. "I... I didn't mean anything by it," he said, choking back tears. "I loved all you women in this building, even if you didn't care anything about me... I just wanted something to remember you by."

Jill scowled at this pathetic man, crying on the floor of her bathroom. "Come on, Mason, give me a break," she said. "I mean, a couple of pairs I might be able to understand... but you're making a career out of stealing our panties. What were you doing with them, anyway, selling them?"

Mason shook his head vigorously. "No, Jill," he cried. "I was only keeping them for myself, I swear it."

Jill laughed again. "Well, it doesn't matter," she stated. "Your career as a panty thief is over." Then she stood up, lifted the pistol from the sink and moved toward the door.

Mason watched her, then his face clouded over with concern. "Wha-what are you going to do?" he asked nervously. "Call the police?"

Jill turned to look down at him. "I ought to," she replied. "But I think we can handle this ourselves." Then she walked into her bedroom and picked up the phone. "Bethany, this is Jill... come home as soon as you can... the thief is in our bathroom awaiting justice," she proclaimed excitedly into the receiver. She clicked the button on the phone and redialed. A second later, she gave the same message to Stacey. "Now we wait," she said to Mason.

Immediately, Mason began pleading for mercy as he saw the gleam in Jill's eyes. However, Jill ignored him as she seemed to be lost in thought. After a few minutes, she snapped her fingers and stood up. "Wait a minute," she said. "How did you get into our apartment anyway? We had the locks changed after you moved out of the building."

Mason cast his eyes down to the floor and said nothing. Losing patience, Jill moved over to where he was propped and lifted his face up to meet hers. "Mason, you're not smart enough to figure out how to get in here by yourself... who is your accomplice?

Mason tried to avoid her probing eyes, and kept his mouth closed. Jill slapped his face hard, leaving a big, red handprint on his left cheek. Mason reeled back against the tub. "Look, Mason, I'm losing patience," she declared. "Now either rat out your accomplice or I really will call the police and let them sort this out... and remember, I still have friends on the force." She raised her hand again.

Mason flinched; tears were rolling down his cheeks. "Okay, okay," he whined. "Don't hit me anymore." Jill put her hand down. "Okay, it was... it was Calvin who got me information and unlocked the doors."

Jill nodded her head. "I thought so," she said. "He was always a sneaky little bastard." Then she thought for a few more minutes. After the pause she retrieved her cell phone from her bedroom and brought it next to Mason. "Call him right now... tell him you need his help in here."

Mason shook his head. "Are you crazy?"

Jill laughed hysterically. "You can't be afraid of Calvin," she exclaimed. Mason said nothing. "Well, I'm not afraid of him... look, you two are partners, right?"

"I guess so," Mason answered.

"Well, if you're partners you should get an equal share of everything, including what's coming to you... and I guarantee you that retribution will be swift and merciless." Mason shuddered at the prospect. "Then, I suggest that you call him... unless, of course, you want his share as well as your own."

Mason shook nervously. "Okay, hand me the phone and punch the maintenance number." Jill punched in a sequence of numbers and held up the phone to his ear. "Calvin, this is me," he said after a few seconds. "Look, I need you up in the apartment for a few minutes... no, it's not something I can handle myself... just get up here as soon as possible." There was a click on the other end and Jill took the phone back into the bedroom. While she was there she pulled several stockings out of her lingerie drawer.

A few minutes later, the apartment door opened and in walked Calvin. "Where are you, Mason?" he inquired softly.

Jill held the pistol up to Mason's nose and put her fingers to his lips. "In here," she replied in the lowest voice she could manage. Then she quickly moved in behind her bedroom door. In the next moment, the small form of Calvin, the assistant building manager, appeared in the doorway.

In an instant, Jill leaped out and placed the pistol in Calvin's face. "Freeze, slimeball," she ordered.

Calvin froze as soon as he saw the gun. Jill kicked the backs of his knees, and the young frightened man slumped to the floor, screaming in pain. "Put your hands behind your back," Jill demanded. Calvin complied immediately. Within a few seconds, she had his hands firmly secured behind his back with the stockings. She then directed him to sit in the bathroom, forcing him to sit next to his accomplice.

"What happens now," Calvin asked timidly, occasionally scowling at Mason.

"Now we wait for Bethany and Stacey," Jill answered. "Then you will submit to whatever punishment we deem appropriate... or else we call the police and have you charged with breaking and entering... you may not get much jail time, but no doubt you will both lose your jobs and be publicly humiliated."

Both men cringed simultaneously. "Wha...what kind of punishment?" Mason questioned nervously.

Jill smirked at them. "I don't think we've thought that far ahead," she declared. "Now shut up and wait. Bethany and Stacey will be along soon."

Ten minutes later, the door opened again. This time it was Bethany and Stacey. Each had told her employer that her apartment had been broken into and she had to go home to investigate. "Come into the bathroom," Jill called upon hearing the door open.

Within a few seconds, the two women were standing at the bathroom door gawking at the two panty thieves. "We figured you were in on this, Calvin," Bethany declared at last. "But I never thought about Mason."

"What should we do with them?" Stacey asked, smiling wickedly.

"Well, we could call the police and turn them in," Jill replied.

Immediately, the two men began squirming on the floor. "No, wait," Calvin cried. "You promised you wouldn't do that if we... submitted to your... uh... punishment."

Jill nodded. "I did say that," she confirmed. "Well, ladies, what's your pleasure?"

Bethany studied the two sorry looking men. "Well," she started as though lost in thought, "since they like our panties so much, I think they should have to wear them."

Stacey nodded her head. "Good idea."

"All right, boys," Jill said, hoisting the pistol. "You heard the ladies... take off your clothes and pick out some panties to wear." As soon as she was finished speaking she untied Calvin's hands. "You first, asshole."

Calvin scowled, but shrank back, realizing that he was defenseless against three determined women, especially when one of them was armed. Quickly, he stripped off his jeans and dirty t-shirt. Jill pointed the gun at him and motioned for him to remove his underpants. Reluctantly, the frightened young man peeled down his yellowed briefs and kicked them across the bathroom floor. Jill opened the top of the hamper. "Now pick out some panties and put them on," she ordered. Again, Calvin complied, rifling through the dirty clothes until he came upon a soiled white thong. "Good choice," Jill said, as he struggled to put them on.

When Calvin had the panties in place, Jill retied his hands. Then she pulled out a dirty pair of cotton panties and placed them over his head. He grimaced a little and fell back against the tub.

Now Jill turned to Mason. "Your turn, you fucking prick," she exclaimed, unlocking the handcuffs. Mason looked at the women briefly, pleading with them with his eyes. However, upon seeing that no mercy was forthcoming, he quickly stripped off his clothing. "Now, the panties," Jill reminded. Like his accomplice, Mason extricated a blue satin thong and pulled it on over his extremely flaccid penis. Jill re-secured his hands and placed another pair of cotton panties over his head. "Now what shall we do with them," Jill asked once the two men had resumed their positions against the tub.

"Let's take a video of them," Stacey proposed.

"I like the way you think," Jill acknowledged. "Bethany, get our video camera." The two men began once again to squirm.

A moment later, Bethany stood in the doorway with a small video camera. "Smile, boys. This should look good on YouTube." she said, aiming the camera directly at the two men's crotches, then moving it to their panty covered faces.

"Well, that was fun and should take care of any retaliation these two idiots might have been planning," Jill said. "Now what?"

"Well, they were pretty nasty to us," Stacey said. "Perhaps we should spank them... say twenty times each with the hairbrush for every pair of panties they stole from us."

Bethany clapped her hands in delight. "Well, let's see, that would be... twelve pairs times twenty strokes... two hundred and forty... that ought to give them something to think about for a while."

Calvin began to shake his head. "Wait a minute," he cried. "That's too much."

Jill gave him a shove, causing him to lose his balance and fall into the tub. "Look, jerk," she said, "you should be thanking us for this. If you try to protest again, we will double the punishment." Then she roughly reached into the tub and pulled Calvin to his feet. "In fact, I think you should both get an enema with our old douche bag just for good measure. What you do you think, ladies?"

Bethany and Stacey laughed and nodded their heads. "I'll get my grandmother's big old hairbrush," Bethany stated moving quickly into her bedroom.

"And I'll get the kitchen chairs ready," Stacey said, obviously delighted.

"Good, then it's settled," Jill announced to the two quivering men. "Bethany will spank Calvin across her lap, then Stacey will spank Mason in the same way. Once each man is thoroughly spanked, I will give him his enema, release him and send him on his way. Each of us will take a turn videoing the whole thing. And if you two idiots ever get any ideas about coming back at any of us, remember I have a gun and we have a recording of you. We will make you famous on YouTube or even Facebook."

In a few minutes, everything was ready. Bethany took the hairbrush, a huge antique with a wide wooden flat back, and sat down in one of the straight back kitchen chairs. Stacey stood by with the small video camera. "Bring in the first miscreant for execution of sentence," Bethany called.

Jill grabbed Calvin by the ear and dragged him into the kitchen. She warned Mason to stay where he was and not try anything, saying that she would be back for him soon. Once in the kitchen, Bethany took Calvin's left arm and pulled him down over her lap. She then positioned him with her knees and thighs until his bottom was perfectly centered. She rubbed his bare bottom with the brush for a few seconds, then raised it high over her head and brought it down hard across his right cheek. He yelped in pain and surprise and immediately began to move his body from side to side.

"If you fall off my lap, I'll spank you until you bleed," she warned, raising the brush. "Is anyone counting?" she asked, just before bringing the brush down again. "No, wait, I think Calvin should count... how many is that so far, jerk off?"

"Two," he replied quickly, with pain in his voice.

This was immediately answered by five very hard blows to his bottom and upper thighs.

"How many is that now?" she asked again.

"Seven," was the instant reply.

"Hey, the idiot can count," Bethany exclaimed sarcastically. "But you're wrong." Then she lay down another quick sequence of ten hard strokes. "Do you know why you're wrong?" she asked, placing another five smart blows to his already bruised rear. He shook his head. "Because you forgot to say mistress after the number." She followed up this pronouncement with another quick ten that left the poor building assistant quivering all over, tears streaming down his face. "Okay, now how many is that?"

Calvin gathered his breath and kicked his feet at the air. Bethany held him firm with her left arm. "Thir... thirty-three, I think," he replied.

Bethany laughed wickedly. "Wrong again, stupid," she declared, bringing down the brush another ten times. "Now how many?"

Calvin began to blubber. "Uh... forty-four... uh... mistress."

Bethany lay down another sequence of twenty uninterrupted strokes of the heavy brush. "Hey, I think the jerk is learning," she said. "Now how many?"

"Sixty-four, mistress," he answered immediately, between sobs.

"And how many left?" Bethany inquired, bringing down the brush another fifteen times.

"Uh... uh... one seventy-six, mistress," he answered slowly.

Bethany patted his heavily bruised bottom with her hand. "Okay, then, let's get this finished." Then without any additional taunting, she raised and lowered the brush one hundred and seventy-six more times, thus completing that part of the sentence. All the while, Stacey circled the pair, capturing the moment with the video camera.

Upon completion of the spanking, Bethany pushed Calvin off her lap onto the floor. Then she stood up and pulled him up to a standing position by his ear. He screamed in pain. Tears flooded his small dark eyes. Quickly, Bethany pushed him back toward the bathroom and called to Jill.

While Calvin was being spanked, Jill was preparing the enema, using an old douche bag that contained a quart of water. She soaped the tip and mixed some soap into the water. As soon as she saw Calvin, she hung the bag over the curtain rod and pulled Mason up off the floor.

"Go with Bethany," she ordered. Slowly, Mason moved out of the bathroom.

"I was a fucking idiot to let you talk me into helping you," Calvin growled as the two men passed each other. Mason didn't reply as he made his way to the kitchen and his own spanking to be administered by Stacey.

Once in the bathroom, Jill quickly pulled down the thong Calvin had been wearing. Then she ordered him to kneel on the bathroom floor and put his head down. When he saw the pistol, he did as he was told. With his heavily bruised rear end sticking straight up, Jill took the tip of the hose and inserted it deep into Calvin's rectum, eliciting another yelp of pain and surprise. Once the tip was in place, she released the water. Calvin's eyes widened as he felt the warm, soapy water flood his bowels. "If you get one drop of this on our floor, you will get another hard spanking," she proclaimed.

In the kitchen, Stacey put Mason through an ordeal very similar to what Calvin got, and in a matter of a few minutes, he too was quivering all over and crying like a toddler who lost his favorite toy. After another three minutes or so of hard spanking, Stacey dumped Mason to the floor and called to Jill that he would soon be coming to the bathroom.

In the meantime, Jill completed Calvin's enema. She pulled out the tip and washed it off. Then she refilled the bag and hung it back on the curtain rod. Once this was done, she warned Calvin again about spilling any water on her floor and ordered him to get up. Once he was standing, she gathered up his clothing in a bundle and pushed him toward the apartment door. When they got to the door, she cut the stockings and freed his hands. Then she threw the bundle of clothes into the hallway, took the panties off his head, and pushed him out of the apartment, closing the door behind her.

As she was closing the door, she yelled, "Remember, I still have friends on the police force... if you ever bother one of us again, I will have you arrested and charged with attempted rape."

A few minutes later, Mason was made to kneel on the bathroom floor for his enema. He too blubbered throughout the entire procedure. Jill gave him the same warnings, and once the enema was complete, she dragged him to the apartment door, unlocked his hands, threw his clothes into the hallway and slammed the door. She couldn't help but notice that Calvin was nowhere to be seen.

Their task complete, the three women slumped together onto the sofa. All three were smiling broadly and sweating profusely. As they looked at each other, Jill scratched her head. "You know, that was fun," she said. "But it may have taught us something about men."

Bethany and Stacey dropped their cocky smiles and gave their full attention to their friend. "What do you mean, Jill," Stacey asked finally.

Jill smiled. "I mean these guys were such incredible losers," she replied. "I know not all guys are like that... but we certainly haven't fared well with the opposite sex... I think maybe it's time we grow up and buy a home of our own."

Bethany and Stacey looked at Jill, then at each other. Then they smiled broadly and nodded their heads in agreement.


Only in His Dreams

In his dreams, John Kissinger had left his wife hundreds of times. Not that she had ever given him any reason to. On the contrary, Cassie Kissinger was everything any reasonable man could ever hope for. She was beautiful in both face and body; she was intelligent and accomplished; and she was, at the same time, a great lover and a good friend. In fact, in the thirteen years they had been married, she had become his best friend.

There was one problem, however. And over their time together, the problem began to grow until, at least for John, it became all but intolerable. He had fantasies that his wife didn't share. Occasionally, in an offhand sort of way, he would bring it up, and her reaction would always be one of indifference. Because he loved her and didn't want to risk damaging their otherwise perfect relationship, he would let it go.

But fantasies are powerful and can take on a life of their own, in spite of the best intentions of the individual to suppress them. So it was with John. Ever since he had been a teenager, he had dreamed of being spanked hard by a woman. He traced this back to the fact that he had grown up in a home in which his mother believed in the value of corporal punishment and had spanked each of her three children on a regular basis. Unfortunately, she died when he was eleven. His father did not remarry, so the young boy never again experienced the sensation of lying across his mother's broad lap, nervously awaiting the sting of her hairbrush while she peeled his underpants down to his knees and told him how much she loved him.

Although he certainly never enjoyed those spankings, which got worse as he got older, he missed his mother's gentle words and her hugging him afterward, drawing him into her body, encircling him with her strong arms. After she died, he seemed to lose his way in life, drifting in and out of trouble for several years, enduring a number of severe whippings from his father until he somehow found the right direction.

At seventeen, he got a job with a landscaping company. He enjoyed the work, and by eighteen, he was a crew chief. By the age of 27, after ten years of hard work and two college degrees in business administration, he started his own company and married Cassie, who was two years younger.

They fit well together. She was an accountant and immediately assumed all of the tax advising and bookkeeping chores of Kissinger Landscaping, Inc. And even though both partners were very absorbed in the success of the company, they still found time to make love on a regular basis, sometimes attacking each other's bodies with a passion that was primal in nature, but also deeply fulfilling.

But for John there always seemed to be something missing, some need, some hunger that went beyond sex. He didn't realize what it was until he and his wife were cleaning out his parents' house not long after his father died. It was then he found his mother's old hairbrush. As he cradled the heavy oak brush with the wide flat back, the memories of his mother came back to him in a flood of disconnected images. He began to cry, clutching the hairbrush to his heaving chest.

Cassie had never seen her husband cry before. "John, what's wrong? Why are you crying?" she asked, sitting down on the floor next to him.

He looked at his wife and wiped the embarrassing tears from his eyes. "I... I'm not sure," he replied.

She kissed his sweating forehead. "Are you thinking about your father?"

"No," he said quickly. "I was thinking about... about... my mother."

Cassie raised her eyebrows. John had never really said much about his mother, except that she had died when he was a young boy. Now, as Cassie watched her husband, fresh tears formed, then fell from his eyes. "What about your mother?" she asked softly.

He looked at the hairbrush one more time. It seemed so innocent in his large, calloused hands. "She died when I was eleven."

"Yes, I know. You told me."

John redirected his gaze to his wife. "My mother was the family disciplinarian," he declared suddenly. "Whenever I was bad, she would summon me to this room, sit down on the bed, take me across her knee, bare my butt, and lay into me with this hairbrush."

Cassie shook her head. "That must have been really horrible for you."

John wiped away the last remaining tears and managed a half smile. "I'm sure I thought so at the time," he said. "But... I realize now that it was... one of the ways she showed her love for me."

"By spanking you?" Cassie interjected, her eyes wide.

"I know it sounds strange, but when she was finished, she would hold me in her arms and kiss me... and I knew that everything would be all right. It was a good feeling."

For a long time, neither John nor Cassie said anything; they just sat together on the floor of his parent's empty bedroom, seemingly lost in their own thoughts. Finally, John leaned forward and looked at his wife again.

"Cassie... this is going to sound pretty weird, but... do you think that sometime, maybe, you could, you know, use the hairbrush on me... maybe if I did something that really pissed you off?" He extended the hairbrush to his wife.

Cassie looked first at the brush, then at her husband, studying him, trying to dissect his hopeful expression. "Are you serious?" she asked at last.

"I... I don't know for sure," he replied. "I think so."

She took the brush from his trembling hands and scanned it. "I don't think I could do it, John. It looks like it would really hurt. Besides, I'm your wife, not your mother."

"Well, it was just a thought," he said. "Just trying to relive a memory, I guess."

That was ten years ago. He hadn't been real disappointed then when she didn't take him or his request seriously; after all, he wasn't even sure himself if he'd been serious.

Nonetheless, he kept the hairbrush, placing it in the top drawer of his bureau, next to his underwear. Occasionally, when he was feeling particularly stressed or melancholy, he would pull it out and study it and try to remember growing up. Sometimes he would bend over and slap his own naked bottom as hard as he could with the brush. It always hurt, imparting a deep pain that would last for hours. But it was a poor replacement for what he sought, and inevitably he would end up asking Cassie the same question: "Do you think, sometime, if you were really pissed at me, you could use the brush on my butt?"

Cassie always answered him in the same way. She would cradle him in her soft arms and kiss him gently. "I love you, John; I could never hurt you." Then she would undress and urge him to bed where they would make love and fall asleep in each other's arms.

This would satisfy him for a while, even make him feel a little foolish. But, before long, that feeling would pass and he would, once more, dream of going across her lap for some good, old-fashioned hairbrush discipline.

As the years passed, the more urgent became his desire to be spanked. He began to read stories about wives spanking their husbands; he looked at pictures of men being spanked; he discreetly became a member of several Internet sites devoted to female domination. However, these activities only increased his desire to be spanked.

Finally, three weeks before his fortieth birthday, he asked her again to please take him across her lap and spank him as hard as she could with the hairbrush. Again, she responded by not taking him seriously, virtually ignoring his plea by taking his penis into her mouth and sucking it like a sugar stick. After a few minutes, he did forget about wanting to be spanked as he exploded, nearly choking her with his copious ejaculate.

However, he couldn't sleep that night. He just lay awake in bed alternating his gaze between the empty ceiling and the naked sleeping body of his wife. He loved her - he was absolutely sure of that. And she loved him - he was sure of that too. But that night, he realized that, although the love they had for each other was powerful and fulfilling, it was no longer enough. He finally understood that his need to be spanked was so overwhelming that if she wouldn't - or couldn't - do it, he would have to find someone else.

After two weeks of restless nights filled with dreams of strange women attacking his bare posterior with wickedly large hairbrushes, he knew he had to do something. But what? He couldn't just ask his neighbor, Millie, to spank him. Nor could he ask his sister-in-law, Carmen, or Terri, his secretary. It had to be someone he didn't know and who didn't know him or Cassie. Eventually, as with everything else, the answer lay with the Internet as he discovered a personal ad for an older woman who lived in a city only thirty miles away.

According to the ad, her name was Lady Abigail and she specialized in taking naughty boys OTK for a long, painful session with her hand and then her hairbrush. No sex, just the spanking of a lifetime. John thought about the ad for two days, during which time he masturbated twice and made love to Cassie three times. There was no denying it, he thought, no escape from the validity of his feelings. He would have to contact Lady Abigail and turn fantasy into reality.

With an abruptness that surprised him, he scheduled an appointment for the following afternoon. He told Cassie that he was meeting with a prospective client and that he would be gone until early evening. Since he did this frequently, he knew his wife wouldn't suspect that he was really going to see another woman. That night, in bed, John and Cassie Kissinger, two people married thirteen years and rapidly closing in on middle age, made love like a couple of teenagers. In fact, making love is not an appropriate description of what they did. It would be far more accurate, albeit crude, to say that they simply fucked each other - in every position either of them knew.

The next morning John was up at dawn. He dressed quickly, gently kissed his wife as she lay sleeping, and was gone before she could wake up. One by one, he tore through the day's activities, finding that he did best with tasks that required little thought, as he couldn't keep his mind off the upcoming appointment. At four o'clock he said good-bye to Terri, jumped into his Chevy pickup, and nervously drove the thirty miles.

Lady Abigail lived in a simple ranch-style house at the end of a quiet suburban street. She was an older woman with a tall, trim athletic body and arms that looked strong even through the bulky, long-sleeve cotton dress she wore. She had long, iron gray hair that was tied behind her head, and her smile was gentle but her dark eyes were hard and unyielding. John immediately felt like a small boy as he followed her into a room which contained only a long sofa, a mirror on one wall, and shuttered windows.

They sat down on the sofa and she turned to face him. "Why are you here, John?" she asked in a very business-like tone of voice.

John's hands began to tremble a little. "I... I need to be spanked," he replied.

She smiled. "Why?"

"I don't know," he said. "But I can't stop thinking about it."

"You told me you are married. Is that true?"

"Yes."

"Then why doesn't your wife spank you?"

"I don't know."

"Haven't you discussed it with her?"

"Yes... many times."

"And she refuses to spank you? Why is that?"

"I... don't think she understands how important it is to me."

"And why is it so important to you, John?"

"I... I don't know."

Lady Abigail scowled at her client. "You don't seem to know much of anything, do you?"

John raised his eyebrows slightly. "I guess I don't," he said.

She studied him for a moment. "Well, let's change that," she said suddenly. "All right, let's get to work. Pull your pants and underpants down to your knees and get across my lap."

John looked surprised. "Just like that?" he asked.

She scowled again. "What were you expecting?"

"I... I don't know."

Her scowl deepened, but her eyes practically danced in her head. "If you say, 'I don't know' one more time I will spank you harder than you can imagine possible for a woman my age. Now, you drove a long way to be here so either get across my lap right now or quit wasting my time and yours."

John stood up and mechanically unbuckled his belt and unzipped the fly of his cotton chinos. Under her powerful gaze, he slowly lowered first the pants, then the white cotton briefs to his knees. His face flushed with embarrassment as his semi-erect penis became fully exposed. She patted her lap impatiently, and, like a little boy, he shuffled over to her. As soon as he was within reach, she grabbed his left hand and skillfully pulled him down across her lap. Using her knees, she positioned him so that his naked bottom was directly under her right shoulder.

"There's no turning back now, John," she declared.

He dared to look back over his shoulder. It was then that he saw the hairbrush in her right hand. It appeared to be identical to the one his mother had used. For a second, he was tempted to ask her about it. However, he never got the chance as he suddenly felt his right wrist and arm being drawn tightly across his back.

"Once we begin, you will not be able to stop the spanking no matter what you do or say. Do you understand?" John was too stunned to say anything. She tightened her grip on his arm. "I said, do you understand?" she demanded.

"Ye... yes, ma'am," he squeaked. This whole scene felt natural and unnatural at the same time. A part of him - the adult part - seemed to be somehow lifted out of his body, and it was almost as though the man who was now John Kissinger was watching the boy who had been little Johnny to his mother.

"When was the last time you were spanked, John?" Lady Abigail asked as she extended the brush high over her head.

He thought for a moment. "I... can't really remember."

She laughed. "I'm not sure I believe that," she said. "But it doesn't matter. You won't be forgetting this spanking any time soon." An instant later, she snapped her wrist and brought the big hairbrush down hard across his exposed right cheek. The sound echoed through the room, seeming to bounce off the walls. He gasped and buried his face in the soft cushions. She wasted little time delivering the next blow, a solid stinger that landed just below the first. He gasped again. "Hurts worse than you thought it would, doesn't it?" she said. He nodded quickly as the third blow bounced off the middle of his left cheek. She laughed again. "Honey, it's never the way you remember it... or imagine it. This is reality, with a capital R."

After that, she spoke no more, but rather concentrated her effort on pounding a steady rhythm upon his reddening bottom. Again and again and again the brush found its mark while the recipient struggled to keep from screaming. With the fiftieth hard stroke of the brush, tears formed in his eyes, and his brain - the part that was still functioning - was desperately trying to think of the right words to say that would make her stop. When he couldn't think of anything, he instinctively resorted to escape. However, the more he squirmed to get away, the tighter she held his arm behind his back. After a few seconds, the pain in his wrist became nearly as intolerable as the escalating pain in his rear. All the while, she never broke stride, continuing to land a blow every one to two seconds. She was obviously a true master of her craft.

Realizing the sheer hopelessness of his situation (a situation he had paid to be in), he tried to relax. He stopped struggling and went limp across her lap. He tried to think of something else, anything to free his mind while she reduced his body to a quivering mass of misery. However, nothing he did or tried could stop the pain from consuming him. Whack! Down came the brush across his right cheek. Wham! Down came the brush across his left cheek. His mother never spanked like this; his father never spanked like this. After another couple of dozen strokes, he became convinced that she was more machine than woman.

Then, just as the tears were beginning to stream down his sweating face, she stopped. For a long time, he just lay across her lap, crying like a little boy, not even able to muster the energy to rub his sore bottom with his hands. Lady Abigail released his arm and gently stroked his matted hair. "It's all right, Johnny," she said softly. "It's all right. You were a bad boy but now all is forgiven."

Her words had a hypnotic effect on him. He began to sob, his chest heaving. For several minutes she let him cry. Then, again using her knees, she nudged him off her lap and onto the floor. He landed with a thud. "John," she called. He didn't respond. "John, look at me," she called again, a little more assertively this time. Slowly, he lifted his head and met her eyes with his own. "Are you all right?" she asked.

John nodded. "I... I think so," he replied. "My butt hurts pretty bad."

Lady Abigail smiled. "Stand up, John," she ordered gently. He was a bit unsteady, but within a few seconds, he managed to stand. "Look at me," she continued, once he was on his feet. He shifted his eyes to her. However, she didn't return his look. Instead, she moved her eyes past him. "You can come in now, Cassie," Lady Abigail said.

At the sound of his wife's name, John whirled around toward the door, nearly tripping himself. There in the open doorway was his wife, her eyes wide and her mouth drooping. John tried to speak, but couldn't get his tongue to work. Lady Abigail nodded to Cassie.

Immediately, the middle-age wife moved to her husband and took him in her arms. She kissed him on the forehead. "I'm sorry, honey," she said. "I... didn't understand."

John let her kiss him for another few seconds, then pulled back a little. "But... but... how... why?" he stammered.

"It was Lady Abigail," said Cassie. "She called me. We talked for a long time..."

"Oh god, Cassie, I'm so sorry," John said, looking into her eyes. He was still crying. "I... I didn't want to hurt you. I love you so much... but, I just had to find out... I just had to."

Once more she drew him into her body. "It's all right, John, it's my fault for not listening to you."

Lady Abigail stood up and moved over to the couple. She softly tapped Cassie on the arm and held out the hairbrush. "Cassie, do you think you can handle him from now on?"

Cassie stepped back and slowly took the brush. "I'm not sure," she replied, studying the wood. "You make it look so easy."

The older woman laughed. "Well, that's thirty years of experience," she exclaimed. "Just establish some rules and a pattern and the rest will take care of itself."

Cassie looked at her husband again and moved her hands to his bottom. She cupped his burning cheeks. "Are you sure this is what you want, John?"

He reached back with his large hands and covered hers. "I don't know for sure," he said. "But I think we need to at least try."

Cassie was about to answer when Lady Abigail clutched her arm. "Cassie, do you think, after watching me, that you'll be able to effectively discipline this naughty boy... or do you need some supervised practice?" She winked when she said this.

Cassie managed a half-smile. "Well..." she began, "maybe a little practice would be a good idea. What do you think, honey?"

John's eyes widened. "Jesus, Cassie, don't you think I've had enough for one day?"

Lady Abigail scowled. "John, let me remind you that you came here... you wanted this. I didn't seek you out. This is for your own good. Now, man up and take what's coming to you." Then she turned to Cassie. "Sit down on the sofa, right in the middle where I was." Cassie pulled away from John and sat down in the middle of the sofa. Lady Abigail gripped John's right arm tightly. "All right, naughty boy, assume the position." Without waiting for a response, she dragged him over to his wife. "Cassie, grab his arm and pull him down across your lap."

The novice dominant was a bit awkward at first, but, with Lady Abigail's help, within a few seconds, the reluctant husband was firmly across her denim covered lap, his flaming red bottom positioned directly under her right shoulder. Cassie could not resist the temptation of running her right hand - the one that held the brush - across his seat. "Feels pretty hot already," she declared.

"Don't worry about that," Lady Abigail said. "He can stand to get a little hotter. Now, raise the brush over your head and bring it down as hard as you can across his naughty butt." Cassie did as she was told. John screamed in pain as the hard wood impacted on his burning flesh. "Now, do it again, Cassie, then again and again. Pay no attention to his pathetic cries for mercy. Spank him as many times as you think he deserves... then double it!"

Cassie smiled and nodded, immediately establishing a rhythm similar to what Lady Abigail had done. Her husband squirmed and struggled on her lap; his urgent cries for mercy echoed from wall to wall.

Finally, after about thirty hard strokes, the older woman gently grabbed Cassie's right arm just as it was beginning to drop the brush one more time. "I think he's had enough," she said. "And it appears that you are a quick learner."

Cassie set the brush down beside the quivering body of her husband and wiped a stream of sweat from her face. "Does spanking a man always make you this hot?" she asked.

"What do you mean by hot?" Abigail rejoined.

Cassie pulled out the hem of her sweater and fanned the naked flesh underneath. She blushed slightly. "Well, I meant like sweaty... but I guess I am a little... hot the other way too."

Lady Abigail smiled knowingly. "Well, it doesn't really happen to me... at least not anymore, but... well, why don't I leave the two of you alone for a while? I know you have some things to... uh... discuss." She winked again and moved to the door. When she got there, she stopped, turned and studied the married couple. Cassie was smiling and still fanning her belly; her husband was still lying across her lap, a tear occasionally falling from his eyes. "Stay as long as you want," she said. "But please don't mess up my sofa." Then she disappeared, closing the door behind her.

Once they were alone, Cassie and John Kissinger wasted little time. Within a matter of a few seconds, they were both naked and rolling into each other's arms on the carpeted floor. Despite the great pain that was surging through his body from his heavily bruised bottom, John was more aroused than he had ever been before in his life. Cassie, too, could not seem to wait to get his hard penis deep inside her. They both knew, somewhere in their brains, that they would have a lot to discuss once they got home. But for now, the tension between them was gone. What remained was nothing but pure love, along with a healthy dose of lust. As promised, everything was going to be all right.


Rosa

In more than ten years of working as a housekeeper in the great hotels of Las Vegas, Rosa Montoya had seen so much boorish male behavior that she had come to lose all respect for men. She had seen old men pay to have young exotic dancers come to their rooms. She had seen younger men solicit predatory women in the casinos and then take them up to their rooms for a night of heavy sex. Often times, in both cases, the men would have wives somewhere else - probably back at home tending the children. She had even had men solicit her for sex, offering to pay her a week's wages for one afternoon in bed doing whatever he wanted. Three men had asked to buy her used underwear.

Being a good, clean Catholic woman, cursed with a trim body and pretty face, she was sickened by all that she had observed. So sickened, in fact, that she wanted very much to go back to Mexico City, where she had been a poor but happy teacher of English to young children.

In truth, Rosa would have been perfectly content to stay in Mexico City for the rest of her life. And she probably would have except that her half-witted and sex-crazed younger sister, Elena, married Carlos de Goya when she was eighteen. Although Carlos came from a good family, he was five years older than Elena and, in Rosa's opinion, a shiftless dreamer that would amount to absolutely nothing in life.

Less than six months after they were married, Carlos talked Elena into moving to the land of 'golden opportunity' - Las Vegas, Nevada. He would make his fortune there and he would buy her a big house and they would have lots of children.

Of course, as Rosa could have predicted, absolutely nothing worked out as Carlos had planned. There were jobs - lots of jobs - but they weren't the kind Carlos had envisioned. Two days after arriving, the only job Elena could find was working as a laundry assistant at Ballys. It took five days for Carlos to secure a job as a parking lot attendant at Caesars Palace. Between them, they only made enough money to afford a two room apartment in a rundown building just off Las Vegas Boulevard between downtown and the Strip. To make matters worse, they were not on the same shift and so very seldom saw each other. Elena was miserable, but Carlos was devastated - his dreams and his faith were shattered. Within four months of arriving in Las Vegas, he simply disappeared, leaving Elena to fend for herself in an increasingly hostile environment.

Responding to her sister's call for help, Rosa went north with the hope of bringing Elena home. However, Rosa soon discovered that Carlos and Elena had accumulated debts that could not be ignored or simply walked away from. Thus, Rosa quickly found herself trapped in the thick mire of this modern day Sodom.

Even though she was a well educated young woman, the only job she was offered when she first arrived was that of early morning housekeeper at a prestigious hotel. She hated it, but the tips were good and there was lots of overtime available for those willing to work long hours. She was willing to work those long hours and managed to pay down the debts and move her and her sister to a better apartment in a nicer complex just off Flamingo between Paradise and Las Vegas Boulevard.

And the years rolled by - faster than she had anticipated. Occasionally, she would talk about moving back to Mexico City to resume her old life, but Elena wouldn't budge. She liked Las Vegas; the lights, the action, the fast pace, and the wide variety of men appealed to her prurient nature. So Rosa stayed in order to save her sister from herself in a world that every day violated her sense of propriety.

Over the years, Rosa was able to move south on the Strip, gaining employment at progressively better hotels until now she worked as a housekeeping supervisor at the Paris. She was able to bring her sister with her as she moved so that Elena now worked under her supervision. This was necessary to keep Elena from getting into too much trouble with members of the opposite sex. For her part, Rosa went to Mass at least twice a week and prayed to the Virgin Mary to keep her pure and unsullied by men.

Things probably would have remained as they were if it hadn't been for the Association of International Exercise Specialists. During the last week of February, two hundred seventy-five exercise physiologists and athletic trainers descended on the Paris for the annual convention. Of course, the Paris hosted lots of conventions - nearly one every week. But this one was different. Although there were some women in the group, the convention attendees were mostly young athletic males from all over the world.

The sight of all these well-built men - many of whom had left wives and children at home - was more than poor Elena could handle. She never said anything to Rosa; however, Rosa could see it in her eyes: one or more of these lecherous men would solicit Elena's services, and Elena would comply without any hesitation. She would let the man take complete advantage of her and give her absolutely nothing back in return.

After the fact, Rosa discovered that Elena had sold her panties to a man in room 1730; she had sold her bra and panties to a man in 1710. In addition, she had performed fellatio on an older man in room 1824. Since she couldn't exactly fire or even report her sister's many indiscretions, Rosa decided she needed to keep a very close eye on her and intervene if she caught Elena engaging in any more encounters.

Thus, on the evening of the third day of the convention, Rosa saw Elena talking to a handsome young man outside Le Creperie. Rosa recognized the man as John Hiser from room 1722. As she watched from a distance, Rosa could see Elena becoming more and more animated, and Rosa knew that it was only a matter of time before her sister and the man formed a couple and went off together to do God knows what.

Rosa became more and more angry as she observed the development of this spurious relationship. This anger was exacerbated by her remembering that she had been in 1722 earlier today on a routine inspection. At that time, she saw the man's wedding ring sitting all alone on his nightstand, abandoned like an old pen that is out of ink. Yet another lousy bastard in Las Vegas to cheat on his wife. The fact that it would be with her sister just made it worse.

Fifteen minutes after the conversation began, Elena and Hiser headed for the tower elevators, just as Rosa had feared. Rosa desperately tried to think as she watched them disappear through the gift shop. She couldn't risk confronting them here, right in the midst of hundreds of tourists. She also couldn't simply follow them to the elevators because there was no doubt that, in spite of the crowds, she would be seen. She couldn't risk that either.

After a few agonizing minutes of indecision, she decided to take the service elevator to the seventeenth floor and confront the couple in room 1722. She wasn't quite sure what she would do once she confronted them. She simply determined that she would have to decide that when she got there. She also knew and accepted that there might be serious consequences incurred when she used her authority to burst in on a guest.

At this point, she didn't care. This was one man who was going to get more than he bargained for on this trip to Las Vegas. Perhaps, she reasoned, she would actually get fired from her job and she could persuade Elena to take the money they had been saving for the past five years and go home at last.

When she reached the seventeenth floor, she pushed a housekeeping cart out of the utility room and into the central sitting area. Carefully, she scanned the length of each of the three protruding wings. There was no one in sight. Now both angry and emboldened, she piloted the heavy cart down the corridor that led to 1722. She parked in front of the door and listened. She thought she could hear soft voices inside - a male and female. Elena was in there all right. Rosa flushed with rage. The suspense and the barbaric sexual image that danced before her eyes was more than she could bear. She could not stand outside any longer not knowing how long it would be before the adulterous bastard violated her sister.

Using her house key, she quickly unlocked the door and pushed it open, suddenly grateful that John Hiser hadn't slipped the deadbolt. What she saw when she entered the room filled her with fury. Hiser was sitting on the loveseat near the floor-to-ceiling window. His pants and briefs were down to his ankles. Elena was approaching him with her short dress pulled up above her waist. Her white cotton panties were already in a ball on the floor. Rosa could only imagine what was supposed to happen next. She didn't let it.

"Elena, alto!" she ordered.

Both Hiser and Elena immediately looked toward the door. Hiser's eyes widened with confusion and anger. "What the hell..." he sputtered.

Elena stopped where she was and let her dress drop, covering her lush bottom. "Rosa... I... I..."

Rosa stormed into the room and grabbed her sister's hand. "Elena, I cannot let you do this," she proclaimed.

Hiser put his hands over his semi-erect penis. His face was red with rage. "Who the hell are you?" he demanded, glaring at Rosa. "You have no right to come in here."

Rosa directed her attention to the young man. "I am the senior housekeeping supervisor here," she declared. "And this poor young woman you are about to violate is my sister."

Hiser stood up, nearly tripping over his own feet. He glowered at Rosa. "I'll have your fucking job for this," he exclaimed.

Rosa blushed. "I am a good Catholic woman," she said with as much calm in her voice as she could manage. "You will not use that profane language around me."

Hiser's thin lips curled into an evil smile. He shifted his eyes back and forth between Elena and Rosa. "You're a god damn intruder in my room," he bellowed. "In fact, I think you and your sister are nothing but a couple of fucking Mexican whores."

Rosa became angrier than she had ever been before in her life. Veins popped out all over her face. She grabbed Elena's hand and yanked her back. "You see, Elena. This is the kind of filthy stupid man you were going to let humiliate you. And for what? A few lousy dollars?" She glanced down at Hiser's penis. "He isn't even wearing a condom. What were you thinking?"

Hiser pulled up his briefs. "Get the fuck out of here... both of you, before I call the police," he commanded.

This last statement pushed Rosa over the edge. For the last ten years, she had been watching men bully their way around women - especially young innocent women from her country. All of a sudden she knew she couldn't let this one man get away with it. She fixed him with a stare that was so hard, he actually stepped back.

"You, sir, need to be punished," she announced.

"What did you say?" he questioned as though he couldn't believe what he had just heard.

Rosa managed a small smug smile. She now knew precisely what she must do. "I said, you need to be punished."

Hiser huffed. "You stupid whore... you can't touch me."

Rosa took a deep breath. "Mr. Hiser," she began in a voice that was now eerily calm and resolved. "I assure you that I am neither a whore nor stupid. I know you are married. I also know for whom you work. If you threaten me again, I will call your wife and tell her what you were about to do with my sister. Then I will call your employer and explain what you are doing on company time. What do you think about that?"

"You wouldn't dare," Hiser hissed.

Rosa continued her relentless stare. She was bluffing since she didn't have the phone numbers; however, she had come this far, she thought she might as well play out the hand - this was one thing she had learned by living in Las Vegas. She pulled a slip of paper out of her pocket, glanced down at it, and headed for the telephone. "Watch me," she said.

"Stop," Hiser said just before Rosa got to the phone. "Please... I'm sorry, okay. Your sister came on to me. I know she... she was... well, friendly with some of the other guys."

Rosa put her hand on the phone. "That doesn't really make things any better, Mr. Hiser," she said. "My sister is young and foolish... easy to take advantage of. You, on the other hand, should have known better."

The young man picked up a brown leather wallet from the desk and extracted a hundred dollar bill. "Look... I obviously made a mistake," he said and extended the hundred toward Elena. "Please take the money and we'll call it even... okay?"

"I told you I am not a whore," Rosa replied angrily. "My sister may be seduced by your money, but I am not. That money should go to your wife and children. Now, you have insulted me and my sister for the last time. You must be taught a lesson."

He smirked at her, but there was real fear and uncertainty in his eyes. "I said I was sorry," he said. "I promise it won't happen again"

"Maybe not here and maybe not with my sister... but you will try again," Rosa said. "No, John Hiser. You must be stopped. I cannot let you get away with this... this dishonor."

"This is ridiculous," he sputtered. "What can you do?"

But Rosa didn't answer immediately. Instead, she went to the armoire and opened the accompanying drawers. From the second drawer, she extracted two ties. She handed them to Elena. "Kneel in front of the loveseat and put your hands behind your back," she ordered.

Hiser's eyes blazed once again. "You're out of your mind."

"Maybe," Rosa returned. "But I am also determined. Would you rather I called your wife? Or would you prefer I call the hotel security and tell them that I interrupted a rape attempt?" The last question was inspired and definitely not a bluff. She moved toward the phone.

"All right, all right," Hiser said. "What do you want me to do?"

Rosa turned back toward the frightened conventioneer. "As I said, kneel in front of the loveseat and put your hands behind your back."

"What are you going to do?" he asked.

"Just do what I say and you'll find out," she answered.

The man glanced at Elena, who was cowering by the bed. "Does your sister mean it?"

Elena looked up as though awakening from a trance. "Yes... I think she does."

As if to emphasize the gravity of the situation, Rosa peered at the bedside clock. "We're wasting time," she declared, turning back toward the phone. "I believe our cousin Alfonso is the security captain tonight." She was bluffing again, but she knew that Hiser wouldn't call her on it.

She was right as Hiser put up his hands. "Okay, okay... please don't call anyone." With one more frightened glance around the big hotel room, he turned and sank to his knees in front of the loveseat. "Like this?"

Rosa smiled with victory. "Put your hands behind your back."

He complied immediately.

"Elena," Rosa started. "Tie his hands with one of the ties; tie his feet with the other." At first, Elena seemed paralyzed with indecision. Rosa clapped her hands to get his attention. "Do it now!"

Elena appeared very nervous, but with a backward glance at her sister, she did what she was told. In less than a minute, John Hiser was helpless with his upper body lying on the seat cushion.

Rosa approached. When she was close enough, she reached under him, unbuckled his pants, and jerked them down to below his thighs. Then, as a final gesture, she picked up Elena's discarded panties and stuffed them in his mouth. "This should keep you quiet," she exclaimed. She studied the man's taut, unmarked bottom for a moment. She had never spanked anyone before in her life, let alone a grown man. But she thought she knew what to do. The only problem she faced was what to do it with. She looked over at Elena. "Elena, do you have your big hairbrush in your handbag?"

Elena nodded and pointed to medium size leather purse sitting on the bed.

"Get it out and give it to me," Rosa ordered.

Elena did as she was told.

Rosa examined the heavy oak hairbrush that was now in her right hand. Then she looked back at her sister and had another inspiration. All of the frustration she had experienced in Las Vegas was now beginning to bubble over like an unwatched pot of water on a hot stove. "Elena, you are not entirely innocent," she said. "You get down beside Mr. Hiser. I think you deserve to be punished as well."

"But Rosa..." Elena stammered.

Rosa was in no mood for refusals or defiance. With the quickness of a springing lion, she grasped the left ear of her sister and directed her toward the loveseat. She urged her down onto the cushion. "Elena, do not argue with me," she commanded. "You have this coming for bringing me to this miserable city and keeping me here."

Elena looked at her sister over her shoulder. "I... I'm sorry, Rosa," she said softly.

Rosa hoisted Elena's dress above her waist, exposing once again a lush bottom, the obvious object of desire for so many men. For a few seconds, her eyes shifted back and forth between the two bottoms. She wanted to redden them both at the same time, discharge as much of her anger and frustration as she could in as little time as possible. With that thought in mind, she gripped the handle of the brush tightly.

"You first, Mr. Hiser," she declared.

Now resolved and with all the strength she had accumulated through years of scrubbing bathrooms and pushing housekeeping carts, she retracted the brush and snapped it down against the man's right cheek as hard as she could. It impacted with a loud thud.

Hiser groaned and his upper body reared up from the loveseat. Rosa pushed him back down and delivered ten more blows in rapid succession. He shrieked in pain. "Please... that's enough," he managed to sputter through the panties in his mouth.

She answered by administering another long barrage of stinging swats, spreading misery evenly across both cheeks. "This is for all the women who have been violated," she exclaimed.

"But... but I... I've never done anything like this before," he said in a near whisper. "I swear it."

Rosa huffed indignantly and smacked his dark red bottom twenty more times, causing him to strain involuntarily against the restraints on his arms and legs. "You're a man, aren't you?" she asked rhetorically. "All men are filthy beasts." She punctuated the remark with yet another twenty terrible blows, bringing tears to his eyes. "Maybe this will help you to think about what you're doing. Maybe this will help you love your wife more. Do you love your wife, Mr. Hiser?"

Hiser blinked his eyes several times to clear them. He took a deep breath while the pain raced through like a crazed pinball. "Yes... yes."

"Say it," Rosa ordered.

"I... I love my wife."

Rosa smiled triumphantly. "After we are done here, you will call your wife and tell her you love her."

"Sure... sure... anything you say," he said.

Rosa rubbed his bottom lightly with her left hand, amazed at how hot it was. Then she moved a little to her left and touched her sister's pristine bottom. "And now for my sister," she declared. "You watch this, Mr. Hiser. Her punishment is not entirely your fault. However, if it weren't for filthy beasts like you, she wouldn't have any problems at all. We could go back to Mexico City and live a good life."

Now completely warmed up, Rosa wasted no time delivering blow after stinging blow to Elena's upturned bottom. Elena's sumptuous posterior began to sway from side to side. "Oh... dios mio," she shrieked. "It hurts! Rosa, please! No more... no more!"

Rosa laughed out loud and delivered another fifteen hard, fast swats, landing a few on the taut upper thighs of her silly and wayward sister, eliciting a stream of tears. "This is for ten years of hardship," she proclaimed.

Elena buried her face in the cushion. "Ohhhhh... owwww," she wailed. "Rosa... for the love of God, please stop!"

"Will you stay away from men?" Rosa asked, resting the brush on her sister's heavily bruised bottom.

"I don't know," Elena replied.

Rosa scowled. "What do you mean you don't know?" she demanded. "Filthy male bastards have been the cause of all your problems... and mine."

Elena took several deep breaths and seemed to gather herself together. "But... Rosa... I... I am a woman. I like men. That is what God intended," she said. "You who have never had a man... how can you judge what I do?"

Rosa was tempted to strike with the brush once again, but her sister's words began to filter through her overwrought brain. It was true... she had never been with a man before. All her life, she had denied her feminine instincts, believing them to be dirty.

However, as she thought about it now, she couldn't deny that a lot of women seemed perfectly willing to have sex with men. Many seemed even to enjoy it. Maybe there was something to it.

She looked again at the muscular bottom of John Hiser. With his legs parted, she could see the tip of his penis. It was the first adult male penis she had ever seen, and she had to admit that it wasn't as ugly or as dangerous looking as she had at once thought. In fact, she could feel small slivers of desire ripple through her. Perhaps it is time, she suddenly realized.

She thought about Adam Kemp, the assistant concierge who had asked her out several times. She had always refused. Then she thought about David Baerga, the manager of the bookstore she went to occasionally. He had also invited her out to dinner two or thee times. But she had told him no as well, even though he seemed innocent enough - shy and unpretentious. Now she was forced to admit that it wasn't the men she was denying. Rather, it was herself - her feelings as a woman. She wasn't self-righteous; she was afraid. She had always been afraid. And she was jealous of her sister because Elena wasn't afraid, even when she picked men who were losers.

Rosa looked again at John Hiser's bare bottom with the head of the penis just visible. "John Hiser," she began tentatively, "Will you teach me how to make love? If I let you... have me, will you make me feel good, make me feel like a woman? Can I trust you to be gentle?"

Both Hiser and Elena looked over their shoulders at the same time, their eyes wide with disbelief. "You... you want me to... to... you know," Hiser stammered.

Rosa reached out and untied his hands and feet. Then she stood up, slowly stripped off her long dress, exposing her lithe body wrapped only in a white cotton bra, white cotton panties, and beige pantyhose. She gazed into his eyes while the light leaked in through the window. "Please undress me and take me to bed. Elena, you may help, if you wish."

Elena too stood up and faced her sister. "Rosa... are you sure this is what you want?"

Rosa sighed. "Yes... I have been a virgin long enough."

Elena and Hiser looked at each other. A few seconds later, they were both naked. They closed in on Rosa, carefully removed her remaining clothes, and gently massaged her entire tingling body. Involuntarily, she began to moan as she felt a pleasure run through her that she didn't think was possible. This was her birthright, the part of her she had denied. She wasn't going to deny it any longer.

Once she was naked and quivering with ecstasy, she pulled away from her two lovers and lay down on the bed on her back. She pointed at Hiser. "I am not sure what is supposed to happen now," she said. "But you do... so come here and do it. It's all right. I am ready."

That night, Rosa Montoya had an epiphany as one orgasm after another slammed through her body. In the morning, she felt well-used and wonderful and actually laughed when she saw the sweating body and disheveled hair of her sister stretched out beside her.

It was then that she knew she would never be going back to Mexico City. Las Vegas, the home of miracles and fantasies come to life, would be her home forever.


Sunday Morning Ritual

When Bertram Kinsman awoke, shafts of light assaulted his eyes like super sharp barbs at the ends of spears. His head felt like the inside of a garbage can that had been tipped over and was now rolling precariously toward the street. He would have closed his bloodshot eyes and settled back into the dirty pillow on the sofa, except that his stomach was churning like a washing machine and his bladder was telegraphing frantic messages to any part of his body that was still able to function.

Slowly and reluctantly, he willed his semi-numb legs to move until he was able to swing them over the edge of the sofa and plant his bare feet onto the carpeted floor. He tried to stand up, but immediately lost his balance and flopped back down onto the cushions, hitting his head against the back. Jolts of pain coursed through his body. He groaned out loud as he now fully understood that yet one more time he'd had far too much to drink the night before.

He remembered that it was only last week, after a very similar experience, he had promised himself that he wouldn't drink so heavily on Saturday night. He made the same promise to Caroline too, one that he repeated over and over again as she held him across her lap and assaulted his bare bottom with his heavy leather belt. And after he was thoroughly punished, she had trumped his promise with one of her own. She promised that she would deliver an even harsher spanking this Sunday morning if he didn't keep his promise. He shook his head as the memory of that exchange rifled through his brain. Now he had that to look forward to as well.

As he sat back on the sofa, trying to get his body under control, Bertram attempted to remember how he got into this situation in the first place. The night before, his brother and his cousin came over around six, just as they always did on Saturday night when Caroline was away visiting her aging grandmother after work. The three of them watched a ball game on television, ate some pizza, and drank a couple of beers. So how did he become drunk enough to have the mother of all hangovers this morning? He couldn't answer that question. He had never been able to answer it. All he knew for sure at this moment was that he was miserable and he was in deep trouble.

As his eyes cleared enough for him to begin to focus on his surroundings, he glanced at the clock on top of the television. It was five minutes after nine. He gasped as he realized that he was dangerously close to breaking yet another promise to his wife. The late morning church service started at eleven and he looked and smelled like the inside of a refrigerator that hadn't been cleaned out in several months. Caroline hadn't bothered to mention what she would do to him if she had to go to church alone yet one more Sunday. She hadn't needed to. She only said that she would be highly displeased - and that was enough.

Bertram planted his feet into the carpet and tried once again to stand. For a moment, he was unsteady, weaving back and forth like a small tree in a windstorm. But he didn't fall back and eventually was able to stand in one spot without the room spinning around him. He took several deep breaths and scanned the parts of his body that he could see. He was still dressed, although his polo shirt was rumpled and sported at least two new stains. His jeans were unbuttoned and the belt was missing.

Quickly, he thought about the fact that he had fallen asleep on the sofa rather than in his bed alongside his wife. He didn't know if he had simply never made it out of the den after his brother and cousin left or if he had tried to get into bed and his wife kicked him out. Either way, he was in serious trouble. He pulled himself together. Might as well face it, he told himself.

With that in mind, he put one foot in front of the other and took a tentative step. He was a bit shaky, but he didn't fall. He took another step and then another until he was in the doorway. The light pouring in from the kitchen window was nearly blinding, but he kept going until he reached the bottom of the stairs. Ascending those stairs was about the last thing in the world he wanted to do right now. This was partly because he wasn't actually sure he could make it all the way to the top. But mostly it was because he knew Caroline was up there, probably waiting for him - or worse... she wasn't waiting for him. For a minute, he thought about simply staying where he was, or perhaps trying to make it to the kitchen, brew some coffee, take a couple of ibuprofen tablets - or swallow the whole plastic bottle.

However, he knew from bitter experience that avoiding the stairs would not make the problem go away, but rather only compound it. Better to face it, to face her, he told himself - if I go up there now, maybe it won't be so bad this time. It was the logic of an adolescent boy, not a thirty-three-year-old college educated computer salesman. That didn't stop him from thinking it, however.

And with that thought guiding him, Bertram began the slow, uncertain ascent up the stairs. His head was pounding by the time he reached the top, but at least he made it. The door to the bedroom he shared with Caroline, his wife of five years, was open and he could hear the soft sounds of the television. He knew she was awake and was probably either waiting for him or had just given up on him and was getting ready for church. Although she wasn't particularly religious, Caroline enjoyed spending Sunday mornings at the Fourth Street Baptist Church and only missed if she was sick or out of town. She also thought it was important that she attend with her husband - after all, it was a community church and both she and Bertram were a part of the community; they should be seen together as a couple.

He really did understand that, and he even supported it. However, there was the drinking on Saturday nights that lately had been causing him to be nearly comatose on Sunday mornings. Sometimes he didn't even stir until after eleven. Of course, she punished him for it, especially for making promises he didn't keep. He had a strong feeling that this morning would be no exception.

He gathered his breath and moved to within a foot or two of the door. He could just see her inside. She was sitting at her dressing table. Her long brown hair was still wet and she was in her underwear. Her back was to him; he couldn't tell if she appeared angry or not.

"You're up early - for a change," Caroline said suddenly, without turning around.

For an instant, Bertram's heart actually stopped beating and he felt more faint than sick. He tried to speak - something clever or maybe conciliatory. But he couldn't get his mouth to work.

Caroline arched her back in her chair and rotated slightly in his direction. She still didn't look directly at him. "Well... are you just going to stand out there all morning?" she asked in a tone that didn't quite make him want to rush to her side. "Or are you going to come in here and get ready for church?"

Bertram tried to process the question. Maybe it wouldn't be too bad, he thought suddenly... maybe if I come in, take a shower, get dressed, and take her to church, she'll forget about the drinking. Again, it was the thinking of an ever-optimistic adolescent. For an instant, he remained where he was, uncertain - like looking at a big dog that stands between you and your ultimate destination. Would that dog remain docile or would she attack if you attempted to go past her? Intrinsically, he knew he had to try.

In what appeared to be a gesture of indifference, Caroline shrugged her shoulders and turned back to her mirror. She picked up her hairbrush and began to work on her hair. He understood that it was now or never - he could move past her to the bathroom or slink back downstairs like a lousy coward and face her wrath later on. He took a big breath and stepped into the bedroom as though he was entering a lion's den - it was clearly the lesser of two evils. He glanced at the bedside digital clock. It was now nine-eighteen. They wouldn't have to leave for church until at least ten-thirty - maybe things really would be okay.

"I hope you're planning on taking a good shower," Caroline exclaimed as he attempted to slink past her, practically walking on tip-toes. "Because you smell like a dead raccoon."

Bertram nodded sheepishly and continued to move past her to the bathroom, knowing full well that she was watching him in the mirror. He shed his dirty clothes as soon as he was behind the closed door. Then, naked, he scanned himself in the mirror. He wasn't sure he liked what he saw - bloodshot eyes, pale cheeks, soft belly; clearly not the same man he had been even three years ago. He wasn't entirely sure why his wife even stayed with him. She certainly hadn't been touched by age or stress.

Realizing that he was now wallowing in self-pity, he blinked and turned away from the mirror. Quickly, he stepped into the shower. When he emerged ten minutes later, he felt a little better. At least he knew he smelled better; and, with the mirror steamed up, he could no longer see himself. He looked at his wristwatch just before opening the bathroom door; it was now nine thirty-five. There was still plenty of time for him to dress and get his head together before they had to leave for church. His confidence was rising like a hot air balloon.

The balloon nearly crashed into the ground as he calmly entered the bedroom, expecting to see Caroline already dressed and ready to go downstairs for a leisurely cup of coffee while she scanned the Sunday newspaper and waited for him to finish his own preparation. He knew she did like to get to church a little early so she could talk to some of her long time friends.

But Caroline wasn't dressed for church. Instead, she was still sitting on her chair wearing the blue silk dressing gown he had given her for Christmas two years ago. The chair, he noticed, was now in the middle of the bedroom and she was clutching her hairbrush tightly in her right hand. He was in big trouble as he saw her glaring at him, her hazel eyes cold and focused.

"You smell a lot better," she declared flatly. Then she leaned back in the chair and uncrossed her legs, momentarily giving him a glimpse of her white cotton panties. "Okay... let's get this over with so we can get to church on time." She tapped the palm of her left hand with the flat back of the hairbrush.

Bertram's jaw dropped slightly. He shouldn't have been surprised, but he was. He began to tremble - of all the things Caroline had spanked him with over the past few years, he feared the brush the most. Not only wasn't he going to get away with drinking to excess and breaking his promise, he was going to be so soundly spanked that he probably would have bruises for a week. For an instant, he was very tempted to simply push past her and run down the stairs - completely naked, if necessary. What could she do about it? He knew full well the answer to that question: she could punish him even more severely when he finally did return, or she could make him sleep on the old sofa for a month, or worse - she could leave him.

No... he loved her with all his heart, and he acknowledged that he was, indeed, very lucky to have her for his wife. He also understood that a part of a strong relationship means paying a high price when you hurt the one you love. He had hurt Caroline this week, just as he had done the week before and the week before that. And now she was giving him a chance to redeem himself.

Still, he couldn't make himself go to her and take the punishment he knew full well he deserved. Rather, he remained where he was, cowering by the bathroom door. "Please, Caroline... honey. I'm sorry... but I really don't know what happened last night. I honestly don't know if I can take a spanking without getting sick."

Caroline scowled. "Are you pleading with me to get out of being punished for breaking your promise?"

He thought hard as the nasty question penetrated the thick fog surrounding his brain. Face it, get it over with, take her to church and let yourself be forgiven, he screamed at himself. "No," he muttered as he took the first step toward her.

"Good," she returned. "Then let's go."

Bertram nodded and took another step. She was beautiful, sitting there in her dressing gown. However, the brush looked menacing, and she was going to spank him while he was naked, something she seldom did. This session would definitely be one of the worst he had ever endured and he was not anxious to face it. Quickly, he stole a glance at the ever-present clock. It was now nine forty-seven. He grimaced. As bad as he thought this spanking would be, he knew it would be much worse if he made her late for church.

Resolved, he completed the remaining three steps and unceremoniously draped himself across her lap. The smell of her body lotion filled his nose and the silk felt good against his blushing skin. Surprisingly, his penis began to stir.

She chuckled and stretched his right arm tightly behind his back. "This is getting to be too much of a Sunday morning ritual, Bert," she exclaimed. She punctuated this statement with a series of ten solid shots of the dreaded brush directly across the center of his white cheeks - five on each side. He moaned in agony, especially as he realized that this was only the beginning. "How many promises have you broken?" she asked rhetorically, delivering two strokes with each word. His bottom felt like it was on fire already. "Frankly..." she began after a few seconds, "I sometimes wonder why I even stay with you." This was accompanied by twenty of the hardest blows he had ever felt.

He twisted and squirmed across her lap. "Please, Caroline! I'm sorry," he whined.

"I'm sure you are," she said, using the brush ten times across his sensitive upper thighs.

He yelped like a wounded puppy. "I promise never to drink again," he said.

Once again, she chuckled, but there was no humor in it. "How can I believe that?" she countered, applying another ten shots, landing all on the same spot, staining his bottom dark red in the process. "You don't even know how you get into this situation, do you?"

This question somehow got his attention. He really didn't know.

"It's Phil and Jerry," she said, without waiting for him to answer. "Now... if you spent Saturday evening at Grandma's apartment instead of with your stupid brother and cousin, you wouldn't be tempted to act like an asshole." Once again, she sealed her point with sharp jolts of pain.

Misery and agony were rapidly spreading throughout his entire body, threatening to rage out of control like an unchecked forest fire. She had only been spanking him for a couple of minutes, but it felt like an hour. Still, he did think about what she was saying to him. Maybe it was his brother's fault. Phil was thirty-years-old, lived in a one-bedroom apartment, and didn't have a steady girlfriend. He had more-or-less dedicated his life up to this point to debauchery. Jerry wasn't much better.

Maybe it was time to grow up a little, to move on, stop trying to re-live his youth. But to spend an entire Saturday evening with Caroline's grandmother was definitely not his idea of a good time. Of course, neither was hurting his wife and getting soundly spanked on Sunday morning. He gathered his breath just as Caroline was warming up to another hard set. Her right arm only seemed to be getting stronger. He didn't think he could take much more before he broke down completely and blubbered like a little boy.

"Caroline... wait... please," he said in a near whisper.

She delivered ten more shots, then rested the brush on his burning flesh. "What is it?"

He tried to raise his head, but couldn't quite manage it. "Maybe... maybe there is something in what you said."

She raised the brush and whacked him ten more times. "Maybe?" she countered.

"Oh, god..." he pleaded, "I can't take any more... please. I'll do anything... please."

Once again, she rested the brush on his blushing backside. "Anything?"

This time, he didn't have to think too hard about it. "Yes, I'll stop spending Saturdays with my brother, I promise. I'll go to your grandmother's with you."

Caroline wiped some beads of sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. A cautious smile broke over her pretty face. "Really? I mean, you're not just saying that to get me to stop spanking you?"

"No... I swear it," he replied.

Her smile widened, but then she picked up the brush and raised it over her head again. "You better not be lying to me," she warned.

"No I'm not lying." And he really didn't think he was this time. Bertram Kinsman had had a revelation.

Caroline dropped the brush onto the floor, released his arm, leaned over, and kissed the back of his neck. "That's all I wanted to hear, Bert," she said. "I love you. It hurts to see you destroying yourself this way."

He thought about his reflection in the mirror and how he didn't like it. "I know," he said meekly.

Gently, she pushed him off her lap and onto the floor. She glanced over at the clock. It was now nine fifty-six. The entire session had lasted less than ten minutes and yet he felt thoroughly punished and strangely cleansed.

However, the biggest surprise was yet to come. Instead of getting dressed for church, she stripped off her silk gown and underwear, lay down on the bed, and spread her legs. The pink slit between her legs was moist and glistening. "Bert... please come up here and take me," she said.

Bertram rose to his knees and looked at his wife. "You want to have sex... before church?" The whole idea of it seemed absurd.

Her eyes widened along with the distance between her legs. "I feel God's presence," she said softly. "He wants us to join. Please come up here and do God's bidding."

Bertram wasn't about to deny God on a Sunday morning. Even though his bottom ached and his body felt like warm putty, his erect penis led him up onto the bed. He wasted little time lowering himself over her palpitating body. He entered her easily, thrust for all he was worth, and spurted a load of semen in less than five minutes.

Amazingly, she too seemed to experience a climax. She pulled him into her sweating body and kissed him effusively. "Perhaps..." she began after her breathing had returned to normal, "we can skip church this morning."

"Are you sure?" he asked stupidly.

She smiled up at him. Her eyes were full of love. "Yes I'm sure," she replied. "I want to fall asleep in your arms, and when I wake up, I want to feel you inside me again."

Never before had she ever said anything like that to him. It truly is amazing what a little compromise can do to a relationship. And as he settled into the pillow, he knew that the promises he had made this morning were ones he would keep. Perhaps he and his wife could start another Sunday morning ritual.


Other F/M Titles from LSF Publications...

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:

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

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

3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways.

… and 16 other stories.

Spanking Stories for Misbehaving Men 2 by Lucy Appleby

Also available as the individual compilations: Bad Boy Story Book 3 and Bad Boy Story Book 4, this bumper anthology features 18 femdom stories (70,000 words) of men being disciplined by dominant women. All of the entertaining tales are based on the F/M orientation. Some are humorous, some are erotic; some have a domestic setting, some depict a female-led relationship, whilst others focus on particular scenarios and places and fantasy situations.

The common theme is the women disciplinarians who will stand for no nonsense as they inflict good old fashioned spankings to the deserving, with the help of a formidable array of disciplinary implements. It has to be said that in most of these stories, the disciplined male ends up being sexually aroused. Indeed, within this substantial collection of stories, this appears to be the case for the majority of men who are subject to female domination, irrespective of whether they are whacked by hand, cane, crop or paddle!

Learning to Love Her Discipline by Jack Crawford

At the age of twenty-six, Andy Devonshire is a talented Art Director with a prestigious advertising agency. When he is introduced to a new client, the beautiful Argentinian, Miranda de Gimenez, little does he know the way his life is about to change. Initially captivated by Miranda's Latino good looks and voluptuous body, he quickly learns she is a formidable business woman who possesses a natural air of authority. For Miranda is poised, intelligent and confident, a woman used to getting her own way in both business and pleasure. Andy is completely unaware that Miranda is making her own assessment of him, as he has certain qualities which attract her. He is delighted and flattered when she lets him know she's interested in dating him, but he is shocked when he learns she wants to spank him.

So their relationship begins, with the beautiful Miranda training Andy how to please her, rewarding him with sex when he does. Andy hates the spanking ... to begin with ... but slowly develops a taste for Miranda's own special brand of painful (and sometimes humiliating) discipline, and the sex that follows. He begins to acknowledge his desire to submit to this magnificent woman who he has fallen in love with. But he has to undergo a series of painful 'tests' set for him by Miranda's mother, to prove he is a man worthy of her daughter. Andy Devonshire is a man with a very sore bottom!

Spanked by His Two Mothers by Lewis Stone

Sixteen-year-old Randy's behaviour deteriorates after his parents split up. He exploits the situation and does exactly as he pleases, knowing his father isn't around to enforce discipline. So it comes as a shock when his mother, Carrie, sick of her son's rudeness and disrespect, announces she is going to spank him. Randy endures a humiliating trip over his mom's knee and a bare bottom paddling which has him bawling like a baby. Unknown to Randy, his mother's friend Irene is responsible for suggesting that corporal punishment will help adjust Randy's attitude and behaviour. When Carrie gets a promotion at work and has to go away overnight on business trips, she asks Irene to move in and keep an eye on Randy. This doesn't go down at all well initially as Randy insists he is too old for a babysitter. However, his childish, petulant behaviour results in further spankings ... from Irene as well as his own mother.

As time passes, Randy guesses the nature of the relationship between his mother and Irene, and once it is confirmed, he accepts it, having become fond of Irene who has become his second mom. His spankings continue, nor do they end when he dates Roxanne, as she spanks him too! But by then, Randy is used to being disciplined by strong-minded, assertive women, and wouldn't have things any other way...

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.
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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 Dominant Woman by Anthony Payne

This 3 volume box set containing 75,000 words, features the following 3 femdom novellas: Under Marie's Hands; Taming the Wild West; and The House of Correction.

When Boys Get Spanked 2 by Arthur James

This collection of 11 beautifully written short stories of yesteryear from the author of The Strict Schoolmistress series, once again conjures an air of nostalgia as delightfully stern but often beautiful women mete out spankings to deserving boys in their charge. Filled with genuine emotion and great imagery, these youthful memories and fantasies explore the intensity of childhood feelings as aunts, stepmothers and other female authority figures ensure that proper discipline is enforced and the reader is given a close, personal insight into what happens... when boys get spanked.

This second volume features the following stories: The Quality of Mercy; A Damn Good Hiding; The Prodigy; The Pear Tree; Pink Tulips; Obedience; Private Lessons; He Who Fights; The Belt; Dusk; and Anticipation.
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