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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 Lifeguard: Sara is doing her job as a lifeguard at Big Bear Lake, when Jeremy, the resort owner's son, starts to make a nuisance of himself; he loses his temper when a group of girls laugh at him. Encouraged by angry mothers who have witnessed Jeremy's behaviour, Sara tips Jeremy over her knee and administers a bare bottom spanking with a hairbrush. It soon improves his attitude!

Requiem for a Cowboy: Stripper Misty Rollover is interrupted during her act by a drunken, annoying, wannabe cowboy. She decides to teach him a lesson onstage, much to her and the crowd's enjoyment.

A Day in the Woods: When three college students take a hike up to Crystal Lake, they don't bargain on being hassled by Melissa's eighteen-year-old brother, Ryan. He tags along and makes a thorough nuisance of himself, and Melissa and her friends decide to teach him a lesson with switches, freshly cut from the silver birch trees. When they reach the lake, the three young women go skinny dipping, and so does Ryan - to cool his butt!

The Writing Seminar: Austin joins a writing seminar, not realising that all the students are women. He tries to shock them by writing a story of a woman getting spanked by her boyfriend, but it's clear to the group that Austin hasn't researched his topic properly. He is soon over the lap of the teacher, bare bottomed, getting his butt tanned with a ruler. And that isn't the only surprise in store for him.

The Abbotts: Rick comes on to Carol as she emerges from the shower wrapped in a towel. He gets his face slapped as a result of his unwanted attentions. Carol prevents her husband Tom from punching Rick, as she has a much better idea; it involves a very hard hairbrush spanking for Rick. But Carol also has something else in mind for the three of them...

Self-Abuse: Carl's wife latches on to the fact that Carl derives a perverse pleasure when she spanks him for his bad behaviour. So she decides it's time for a change and he should spank himself with a paddle - while the video camera is running. Although the experience is a painful one, there are compensations later...

The Christmas Party: Big shot Executive, Mike, is a married man and a womaniser; he makes a play for his assistant, but is interrupted by the arrival of his wife, Sandra, who takes him to task with her fearsome hairbrush. A hefty paddling over his wife's lap soon reduces him to tears, but the two women are nowhere near finished with him yet!
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1. The Lifeguard

The weather for early June was nearly perfect: high, fleecy clouds dotted the blue sky and the temperature hovered around 80 degrees. School had just ended for the summer, and Big Bear Lake was filling up with families - mostly groups of mothers shepherding flocks of young, boisterous children toward the best patches of the brown sand that surrounded the water. Soon the air was filled with the smell of suntan lotion and hot dogs.

Sara Stinzio occupied the high, four-legged lifeguard chair as though it were a throne. And from it, she carefully scanned the collective mass of people as they darted in and out of the cool, crystal clear water. This was her fifth straight summer working as a guard at the large suburban lake, home of the Tarzan vine and the Ring bridge, and she took her job very seriously. As a recent graduate of nearby Bloomington State University, she knew she should be at least looking for a real job.

But she loved Big Bear Lake and greatly enjoyed and appreciated the responsibility that went along with being a lifeguard. She felt she just had to spend one more summer doing what she seemed to do best before she settled down to life as a graduate student in physical education and assistant track and field coach.

In college she had been a champion athlete herself, winning multiple awards in both track and field and basketball. Of course, at a little over six feet tall and a hundred and eighty pounds of pure muscle, she had the body for it. And she worked hard to maintain her lean, muscular body, even though it often intimidated members of the opposite sex.

By eleven-thirty, the lake was alive with children darting in and out of the water and splashing vigorously. Already, Sara had had to scold a group of adolescent boys for trying to dunk several younger children and had sat a number of the children down for running on the concrete deck that formed the edge of the diving area. But this was routine - nothing out of the ordinary.

She was just beginning to settle back in her chair and enjoy the feel of the sun on her broad shoulders when she felt a cold hand on her ankle. "Well, if it isn't the queen of the Amazon lifeguards," a small male voice exclaimed sarcastically.

"I thought you had the day off today, Jeremy," Sara said wearily without bothering to look down at the intruder, a relatively short and thin boy in his late teens. He was shirtless with a baggy blue swim suit.

"I do," Jeremy replied, smiling, his narrow eyes shifting back and forth between Sara and the water. "I just like hanging out here... and harassing you."

Sara sighed. "Well, why don't you see what Marion is up to in the concession stand. You can see that the lake is really crowded today. You need to move along and leave me alone to do my job."

Jeremy exhaled a humorless chuckle. "Boy, you're just no fun today, are you?"

Sara shook her head. "Probably not your kind of fun, anyway. Now, go away and leave me alone, please, Jeremy. I have a lot of kids to watch."

The boy scowled. "You really want to be a bitch today, don't you?"

Sara didn't reply. Instead, she put her head in her hands and returned to studying the water. A moment later, Jeremy disengaged from the guard stand, turned, and slowly disappeared in the direction of the concession stand. Sara watched him out the corner of her eye and breathed a sigh of relief.

Forty minutes later, Jeremy appeared again. He had a cocky smile on his youthful face and was taking occasional sips from a small paper bag. "I'm back," he announced as he neared the guard chair.

"I can see that," Sara returned, stealing a quick glance at the young intruder. Then she noticed the paper bag. "What's in the bag, Jeremy?"

Jeremy's smile widened. "Wouldn't you like to know," he taunted.

Sara looked at him again. "You better not be drinking again," she said, anger rising in her voice.

"What if I am," he replied. "There's nothing you can do about it, is there?"

Sara studied the bag for an instant, then shifted her gaze back to the lake. Jeremy was right and she knew it. His father owned the resort complex for which she worked, and Jeremy was his only son. "Alright, Jeremy," she said. "I probably can't stop you. But please go somewhere else... and don't cause any trouble; there are too many kids here. Even your father would understand that."

The teenager raised the paper bag to his lips and took another long swallow of whatever was inside. When he was finished, he manufactured a loud belch of satisfaction. After the sound had faded away, he looked around him to see if anyone was watching and was somewhat disappointed when he realized he hadn't attracted any more than very cursory and transient glances from the mass that thronged the beach area. He tried to belch again, but could only manage a mild squeak this time. This caught the attention of a group of adolescent girls and they started to giggle at him. His hairless face flushed with anger. "What are you laughing at?" he demanded disdainfully. The question just caused the girls to laugh harder and point. Now, Jeremy sputtered with escalating rage and he took another swallow from the bag.

He was about to speak again when Sara cut him off, sensing the onset of a very unpleasant confrontation. "Jeremy, please go somewhere else," she pleaded wearily. "Before things get out of hand."

The boy, now quivering all over with anger and indignation, shifted his glare from the girls to the lifeguard. "Shut up, Sara," he shrieked. "This is... is between me and them."

Sara shifted forward in the chair. "Jeremy, you're drunk and you're making a complete fool of yourself. Now, stop this stupid behavior and get out of here before someone gets hurt."

Jeremy took one more long swallow from the container in the bag, then cast the bag to the ground in disgust. It hit the soft sand with a resounding thud. "I don't have to take this shit from you... or your posse over there... You're... you're all in this together, aren't you?" He was now talking like a drunk who was just aroused from a deep alcohol-induced sleep.

Sara stood up on the footrest of the guard chair, extending her full height and stretching the material of her red spandex swim suit over her lean body like a second skin. "Jeremy, pick up your mess and get out of here... before I have to do something about your behavior." As she looked around her, she could see that not only were the girls staring at her, so was just about everyone else in the park. The scene was definitely turning ugly. She knew that she would have to act fairly quickly in order to preserve any remnant of credibility.

"You don't fuckin' scare me." Jeremy slurred his words slightly. Then he turned back to the group of girls, who were still giggling. "And I'm goin' to start with you fuckin' whores."  This stopped the laughter; however, before anyone could say anything else, the enraged and inebriated boy made a clumsy lunge at the group, causing the girls to scream in terror and scatter into the water. He jumped in after them and began splashing wildly.

Now the lifeguard had seen enough. She sprang from her perch, leaped into the water, and grabbed the angry marauder by his long hair. He shrieked with surprise, pain, and rage. However, by this time, Sara herself was too angry to exert much control over her own behavior. Using her muscular arms, she dragged the boy to the beach and sat down on his back, causing him to kick and hurl epithets toward her and the gathering crowd.

Breathing heavily, Sara looked first at the squirming body beneath her, then at the collective mass of curious children and mothers that encircled her.

"Spank him," one of the mothers called.

"Yeah!" urged another.

In an instant, a chant of "Spank him, spank him," was moving through the crowd, gaining strength as it circulated. Sara looked again at the people, then a broad smile broke over her face. All of a sudden she didn't care if Jeremy Furth was the only son of the owner of Big Bear Lake. What she knew right now was that he had broken just about every rule the resort had and the crowd of mothers was demanding that she do something about it.

With a resolve that surprised her, Sara, the ex-collegiate athlete, saluted the crowd, put her strong hands on Jeremy's swim suit, and began yanking them to his thighs.

"Wha-what the fuck are you doing?" he shrieked as he felt the warm air wash over his bare bottom.

Sara smiled and looked into his tired eyes. "What the crowd wants me to do," she replied, continuing to tug at his wet suit. "You've been asking for this and now you're going to get it." Then, without waiting for an answer or any more prompting from the chanting throng, Sara shifted her body so that she was straddling the back of her intended victim and facing his thoroughly exposed posterior. She raised her right hand high over her head and brought it down as hard as she could against his right cheek. The sound of the spank echoed throughout the park and momentarily stilled the crowd. The skin beneath the palm of her hand rippled and reddened immediately.

Jeremy gasped with the sudden pain and reared his head up as though it had been shot out of a cannon. "Stop it!" he shrieked. "Stop it... that fuckin' hurts."

Sara scowled and burrowed her bottom more deeply into the small of his back. "Shut up and take all that's coming to you," she said, assaulting his bottom with ten more hard slaps.

He tried to dislodge her from his back, but she was too strong for him. "Get the fuck off me, Sara, you bitch!" he squeaked, with more fear than anger in his voice.

The lifeguard graced his already crimson bottom with fifteen more intense spanks. "Jeremy, I think we've all had enough of the 'F' word for one day. Haven't we?" As she said this, she scanned the crowd. Everyone was still gazing at her, encouraging her with their eyes and their approving smiles.

Before Sara could resume her barrage on the miscreant's posterior, a woman in a black swimsuit produced a large hairbrush. "Will this help?" she asked, holding it out for the lifeguard to see.

Sara smiled. "This should do just fine." Taking the brush, she turned back to Jeremy. "Before we're through, you will stand up and apologize to everyone here for your rude, drunken behavior."

Jeremy rolled his eyes. "In your fuckin' dreams!"

Sara's smile widened. "I was hoping you'd say something like that," she said. She gripped the brush by its long handle and brought it down hard on his sore left cheek. He screamed in surprise and pain. An instant later, she did the same to his right cheek. He screamed again and began to twist and squirm beneath her.

After these initial two strikes of the brush, Sara let loose with abandon, attacking Jeremy's bottom with a series of stinging blows that nearly left him breathless. A minute later, he lay his head down in the sand. "Please... please, Sara, stop," he said with real fear in his voice. His bottom was now dark red and heavily bruised.

Sara looked down at her victim. "What was that, Jeremy?"

The miserable boy spat sand from his mouth. "Please... stop! I... I'm sorry."

Sara struck his bottom four more times. "What are you sorry for?" she asked, obviously enjoying herself.

"F-for my... b-bad behavior," he stammered. Tears flooded his eyes and streamed down his crimson cheeks into the warm sand.

"Are you ready to stand up like a man and apologize to all these people here?"

Jeremy was about to answer when a voice came from somewhere in the crowd. "What on earth is going on here?" It was Dan Furth, Jeremy's father.

When Jeremy heard his father's voice, his expression changed. His eyes lit up. "Dad... Dad," he called. "It's Sara... she's gone crazy."

Dan Furth, a rather small, middle-age man with wire rim glasses, pushed forward through the crowd. He looked down at his son, with his most trusted lifeguard on top of him, clutching a large hairbrush. "Sara... what is going on here?" he repeated.

Sara held her position. "I'm sorry, Mr. Furth," she began, "but Jeremy was... well, he was behaving badly."

Mr. Furth shifted his glance back and forth between Jeremy and Sara. "Is this true, Jeremy?"

However, before Jeremy could gather enough breath to respond, another voice came from the crowd. "It's true, Mr. Furth." It was Marion from the concession stand. She was a portly woman of about sixty. "I think your son was drinking again."

"And he was mean to us... he chased us into the water," one of the adolescent girls said. This produced a general murmur of agreement from the remainder of the somber crowd.

Mr. Furth studied the crowd, then shifted his gaze back to his son. He appeared very indecisive while the crowd stood back expectantly. "Well..." he began at last, "perhaps it is time for my son to learn a hard lesson. I'll be in my office if you need me for anything." He looked at his squirming son once again, turned, and disappeared toward the little administration building.

"No, Dad, no! Don't leave me like this," Jeremy shrieked.

The crowd applauded while Sara gripped the brush one more time. "I believe you were about to say something to the people here, Jeremy," she said.

The boy's lips curled in a contemptuous sneer. "I was going to say that... you can all kiss my ass!"

Sara laughed. "Wrong answer, bud!" She followed this up with another long series of hard blows with the brush, covering every inch of his flaming posterior. When she stopped after about sixty such strikes, he was blubbering uncontrollably. "Well, do you still want us all to kiss your ass?" she asked softly.

Jeremy appeared to gather himself. "No," he said at last.

"Do you have anything you want to say?"

He took another deep breath. "I... I'm ready."

"Ready for what?"

"To apologize to the people."

Sara smiled, momentarily stroked his long, matted hair, and stood up. "Alright, Jeremy," she said. "Face these people and apologize... and it better be sincere."

Jeremy sighed and pulled his legs up beneath him. He tried to stand but was too shaky. Finally, Sara grabbed him under his shoulder and yanked him to his feet. She held onto him until he was steady. "For god's sake, Jeremy, cover yourself up," she ordered upon observing his penis flying at half-mast.

Jeremy blushed deeply and quickly pulled up his swimming suit, flinching a little as the cloth made contact with his heavily bruised rear. He faced the crowd and brushed the profuse tears from his steaming eyes. "I... I-I'm sorry." Every eye was on him. He coughed to clear his throat and gain control of his breathing. "I... behaved like an idiot, and... I apologize."

Sara stood by him with her arms folded in front of her. "And have you learned anything from this experience?"

The teen boy, now stone sober, wiped more tears from his eyes. "Yes... yes..." He stopped and clutched his abdomen. "Can... can I go now? I'm goin' to be sick."

Sara turned to the crowd. "What does everyone think?" The adults in the gathering nodded their heads. The children had already gone back into the water. "Alright, Jeremy," she said. "But we better not see you for the rest of the day... okay?"

Jeremy nodded quickly, then took off as fast as he could toward the nearest restroom. Sara laughed to herself and wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand. Still clutching the large hairbrush, she scanned the lake. Satisfied that there was no further trouble ahead, she sighed contentedly and climbed back into the big guard chair.

A moment later, she was all lifeguard again, watching the swimmers in the lake and enjoying the feel of the sun on her back and shoulders. With Jeremy gone and Mr. Furth deliberately concentrating on paperwork, she felt sure she had made her point and that the rest of the day, and probably the summer, would be as calm and refreshing as the warm wind moving softly across the lake from the bordering pine trees.


2. Requiem for a Cowboy

The air inside Sammy's Roadhouse was both raw and charged with testosterone. Businessmen in thousand dollar suits and two hundred dollar Stetson hats sat at small tables, puffing on cigars, while long haul truckers and cowboys sat around the runway, drinking beer from pitchers and chain smoking Marlboros. Multicolor lights flashed in time with the steady beat of the raucous music in the background. Some of the patrons tried to hold conversations, but it was impossible.

No one much wanted to talk anyway. All the men inside Sammy's this evening were there for the same reason: to see the famous Misty Rollover in person and in the flesh. The other acts - the regulars at Sammy's - were all right, good enough to get you a little aroused, maybe inspire one or two harmless fantasies.

But Misty was in a class all by herself. Standing five foot ten and weighing in around a hundred and fifty pounds, she was no willow branch. However, there wasn't an ounce of fat on her beautiful body and she was all woman - all the way from her firm legs and hips to her slender but sturdy waist, to her 36 DD breasts. And she didn't just strut up and down the runway, showing her abundant flesh and encouraging overly stimulated cowboys to thrust dollar bills inside the waistband of her g-string. No, she danced to the music, gyrated, performed acrobatics, and sometimes - if there were no undercover police present - stuck her fingers between her legs and brought herself off with such enthusiasm and panache that at the end, when she erupted with a thunderous orgasm right in the midst of a hundred highly charged and appreciative men, the room would be so quiet that you could hear every man breathing.

Around ten o'clock, having endured seven different women trying to impress the crowd with their charms and their bodies, the men began to grow impatient.

"Bring out Misty," one cowboy shouted between sips of beer. His buddy slugged him in the arm. But he slugged his buddy back and persisted. "Come on... enough of these fuckin' amateurs. We want Misty. We want Misty."

The other men started to pick up the chant when the cowboy was suddenly plucked from his seat by two burly men in jeans and black tee shirts that had Security imprinted across the front. "The management don't tolerate no swearin' in here, buddy. Let's go."

The cowboy looked all around him, as if soliciting help from the other patrons. Then he struggled to break free, but the men holding him were too strong and too sober. "Hey, man, leave me the fuck alone," he stammered. "I wasn't doin' nothin'."

The two security guards looked at each other and laughed. "Go home, buddy," one said, "and sleep it off." Then, with the cowboy still attempting to protest, they escorted him roughly through a sea of men and shoved him unceremoniously out of the front door. The door closed and the cowboy was forgotten.

A minute later, the music stopped and the young woman, an Hispanic fireball named Maria de la Salsa, strutted off the runway, blowing kisses, her g-string bulging with dollar bills. Once she was gone, the lights dimmed. Over the sound system emerged the opening strains of O Fortuna. The crowd of men hushed instantly as they instinctively knew that the switch to classical music heralded an act that would be much different than the ones they had already seen.

They were neither wrong nor disappointed, as in the next instant, just as their expectation was rising to a fever pitch, a tall woman wearing a pure white, floor length fur coat, glided onto the center of the runway, moving as though she were floating instead of walking. She scanned the room and raised her gloved hands to the height of her breasts. The music dimmed and the lights came up.

"I love men," she exclaimed in a husky voice. The men all cheered wildly. "I have ten fingers on two hands; I have a drawer full of sex aids - some short, some huge, some that vibrate, some that do nothing at all. But these are poor replacements for the feel of a man next to me. I like to see him grow excited when he looks at me; I like to hear him breathe when he is on top of me, assuming the role that God intended for him." Her heavy lips were nearly pressed together as she spoke, but her eyes were bright and alert.

The men were no longer cheering; now they were on the edge of their seats, listening intently. Each was desperately groping for the right words that could possibly earn him that place next to her in bed - or even better, on top of her.

She reached down and unzipped the lower half of the fur coat; it dropped noiselessly to floor, exposing her sleek thighs. A buzz of anticipation moved through the room like a fly scouting a freshly filled garbage can. She scanned the anxious faces surrounding her and smiled. "This is for all you cowboys out there," she proclaimed. The sound system projected the opening of Ghost Riders in the Sky. "I love beef." She moved her body slowly, in time with the music, mouthing the words as she strolled from one end of the runway to the other.

All eyes were on her. The warehouse next door could have blown up and no one inside Sammy's Roadhouse would have noticed - or cared. Suddenly, she stopped dancing and ran the back of her glove across her forehead. "I am so hot," she said. "Do you want to see what's inside this coat?" A roar of approval rang out; every man in the room was shouting. She smiled again. "Very well. This coat is like a cocoon, and I'm ready to spread my wings and fly!"

Now that she had these testosterone-soaked men exactly where she wanted them, she unbuttoned the front of the coat and opened it up. She was completely naked from the waist up, her large breasts glistened with sweat; the brown nipples were erect. A collective gasp rippled through the sea of men. Emboldened by the reception she was receiving, Misty Rollover pulled off her gloves and tossed them into the crowd. Men leaped to catch them as though they were home run balls at the World Series. She laughed softly and touched the index finger of each hand to her nipples, rotating the ball of the fingers gently, massaging herself with escalating zeal. The men were mesmerized; no one spoke; no one smoked; no one took a drink; no one breathed.

She shed the coat completely, leaving it on the floor like a dead animal. All she had on was a white nylon thong bikini, through which her labia and pubic hair were clearly visible. Returning her hands to her breasts, she moved slowly up and down the runway, trying to keep time with the music but not really worrying if she didn't.

All of a sudden, a chubby middle-aged man in a faded flannel shirt and blue jeans leaped up on the runway. "The hell with this," he shouted. "If you want a real man, honey, here I am." He tried to approach the dancer but was instantly restrained by the two security guards.

"You're drunk, cowboy," one of them said, grabbing him by the collar. "And she don't need some drunk helpin' her with her act."

However, far from being concerned, Misty appeared amused. "Wait, boys," she said. All eyes were immediately on her. "I hate to disappoint a fan." She turned to the bedraggled would-be cowboy. "So, cowboy, do you love Misty?"

The sorry-looking cowboy grinned, showing a set of crooked teeth. "I sure as hell do."

"How much, sugar?" she asked sweetly.

Saliva began to drip from the corners of the cowboy's mouth. "You just come on over here and I'll show ya."

She laughed. "So, would you like to part of the act? Let me do whatever I want?"

He paused for a few seconds, her words making their way through his alcohol induced fog. "Sure."

Misty looked around the crowded room until she spotted a single man wearing a black polo shirt. "Hey Sammy... what's the police situation around here tonight?"

However, before the man named Sammy had a chance to speak, another man near the back stood up. "I'm Jigger Calhoun, ma'am. I'm the chief of police around here."

She put her hand to her forehead to look through the lights. "It's a pleasure to see you, Chief Calhoun. What can I do for you?"

Calhoun flashed a silly smile. "Well, actually, I can think of a lot of things," he said. "But I want you to know that that there piece of work you've got with ya is Clovis Littleton and he's my ex-brother-in-law."

"Ex-brother-in-law?" she reflected. "Sounds like some kind of story there, Chief, but what's your point, if you don't mind me asking?"

The chief looked all around him. "Well, I think everyone in here knows the story. Clovis there is what we call round here a dirt water hillbilly. He was married to my little sister - til she caught him cheatin' on her. What I'm sayin', ma'am, is you kin pretty much do whatever you want to that trash and it won't bother me one damn bit. Besides, I got a lot a fishin' buddies in here - wouldn't want to rile'm too much." He laughed along with several other men. Clovis began to look worried.

"So, Clovis, it doesn't sound like you have too many friends out there," Misty observed. Clovis said nothing. "Do you still want to be in the act or would you prefer that these gentlemen show you the door?"

Clovis looked at the floor. "Well... uh... I... uh..."

She moved closer to him. "My, my, Clovis, where did you pick up that speech impediment?"

His eyes widened with confusion. "He don't understand those big words, ma'am," the chief shouted.

"Not real bright, are we, Clovis?" she taunted. "Well, maybe it's time to resume your education."

Now his expression of concern turned to fear. "Uh... wha...what you goin' to do?"

"Why, put you in the act, my man." She turned to the two security guards. "Gentlemen, let's have some fun with Clovis. You hold him real tight while I take down his pants." She looked out into the crowd. "Hey, can I have those gloves back?" A few seconds later, the gloves were tossed back up onto the runway. She retrieved them and put them on. Then she moved in beside the fearful cowboy. She unbuckled his big belt, unzipped his jeans, and stripped them to the floor, along with a pair of dingy briefs. She made a show of holding her nose.               Everyone laughed except Clovis, who now struggled against the iron grips of the two men who flanked him. She walked around him and glanced down at his flaccid penis. "Well, I'd say your name certainly fits."

More laughter rippled through the crowd. Clovis blushed a deep crimson.

"Well, gentlemen, here we have a sorry excuse for a cowboy who thought he could impress Misty by jumping up on my stage during my performance. For that, I think he deserves the worst kind of punishment." Every man was looking at her again, wondering what fate she had in mind. "Do you know what I do to this kind of sad man-boy?" All the men shook their heads. "I spank him... just as hard as I can. What do you think about that?" A roar of nervous approval erupted as each man thought about what it would be like to be spanked by Misty Rollover herself.

Clovis struggled again. "This... uh... this here's gone far enough... it ain't funny."

She laughed. "I think it's very funny, especially the part where you thought you were such a big man and you're sporting that little thing between your legs. Can someone get me a belt or a big spoon so I can spank this sorry excuse for a man?"

Immediately, several leather belts appeared on the runway. However, at the same time, Sammy emerged from the kitchen with a gigantic wooden spoon. "Will this do, Misty?"

She took the spoon and swished it in the air several times. She smiled. "Perfect, Sammy," she said. "And thank you, gentlemen, for all the belts. Make sure you get them back. I don't want anyone's pants falling off accidentally. On purpose, maybe." She tightened her grip on the handle of the spoon. "And now, Clovis, let's see if you can take your punishment like a man." She stepped in behind him and delivered a hard strike to his right cheek; he flinched and renewed his struggle to break free. She chuckled. "Save your strength, boy," she said as she delivered another thundering blow, this one to the left cheek. Red marks appeared. "Chief Calhoun, how many do you think he deserves for what he did to your sister?"

The chief stood up again. "I'd beat his butt raw, ma'am," he replied. "But I don't think any of us want to look at his ugly butt any longer than we have to."

"Point well taken, chief. Okay, let's make this quick and painful." Immediately after saying this, she went on what appeared to be an angry rampage, swinging the spoon with reckless abandon, landing a blow every second or two.

Clovis's bottom lit up like a Christmas tree; he dropped to his knees in pain and terror. However, he couldn't escape. "You filthy bitch," he exclaimed. "I'll get you for this. I'll get all you sons-of-bitches for this."

Misty didn't even break stride, as she continued to rain misery down on the unfortunate cowboy. "Tell me, boy... are you ever going to make a fool of yourself in public again?" she asked as she administered the hundredth hard strike.

Clovis tried to look up at her but couldn't quite make it. "Suck my dick!"

She laughed again, an evil and sinister laugh. "I might... if I could find it," she said. "Besides, that was the wrong answer to give to Misty, especially when I'm trying to help you to become a better person." He groaned as she drove the spoon into his posterior again and again and again. At least three agonizing minutes later, she stopped one more time. "Well, boy, are you learning anything? I'd like to stop. These men paid to see me, not you."

Clovis blinked several times; the haughtiness was draining away, along with the effects of the alcohol. "I... uh... well, I... am sorry."

"Well, that's better, Clovis," she said, striking with the spoon four more times. "But not really sincere enough. What about Chief Calhoun's sister?"

Clovis raised his eyebrows. "It weren't nothin'. She made a big fuss over nothin'."

"Doesn't sound like nothin to me," she returned, striking again.

The cowboy began to wither. "Please... let me go," he said in a pleading voice that was very different from the one he had used a few minutes before. "Please... whatever I've done... I'm sorry... please stop."

"Do you promise to clean yourself up a bit...try to become a better man?" Misty asked.

"Yes... yes... I promise," he said.

"No more trying to be a stupid cowboy when you aren't suited for it?"

"I promise, I promise... no more tryin' to be a cowboy."

She turned to the crowd. "Well, gentlemen, there you have it... maybe a man can change. All it takes is a good woman and the right touch." She touched the security guards on the arm. "Okay, gentlemen, let him go. Let's see what he does."

Somewhat reluctantly, the guards released Clovis's arms. He slumped to the floor at the feet of the dancer.

"I accept your worship," she declared. "Sammy, start the music, please. Spanking poor Clovis there has made me hot and horny. Let's not disappoint this great crowd of appreciative men." She pulled off her bikini and stood on the runway completely naked. Then she put her fingers into her crotch, found her clitoris, and gently massaged it, while a hundred men watched in silence, trying as hard as they could to keep their tongues inside their mouths.

Chastened, Clovis Littleton slinked away on all fours, his freshly spanked bottom glowing red under the hot glare of the spotlight.


3. A Day in the Woods

The weather for the last week of May had been unseasonably cold and wet. However, during the night just before the big outing, the front that had dumped more than three inches of rain on the rolling countryside around Spencerville finally moved off to the west.

The dawn was perfect, the warm, bright sun lighting up a clear blue sky. Melissa Sampson and her two friends, Becky Charters and Cheri Renson, were pleasantly startled when they awoke with the sun in their eyes. They had been planning the hike into Spencer National Forest ever since they got home from college two weeks before. However, the foul weather had discouraged them so much that they had nearly given up on the trip altogether.

By seven o'clock, each young woman was dressed in her hiking clothes: loose fitting tee shirt, old blue jeans, and hiking boots. As they ate breakfast, they studied the map of the forest, determining which trail would best take them to Crystal Lake, their intended final destination. There they would act out a college tradition by building a big fire at a remote corner of the lake and skinny dipping in the cold, clear water.

Just as the three friends were finishing their impromptu breakfast of yogurt, orange juice, and donuts, Ryan, Melissa's younger brother, stumbled into the kitchen. He studied the three companions for a moment, then sat down at the table and helped himself to the last glazed donut. "So, you guys are really going today, huh?" he asked through a mouthful of food.

Melissa glared at her brother. "Yes," she replied wearily. "What's it to you?"

Ryan swallowed hard. "It's such a beautiful day...I thought I might tag along, you know, give you girls some pointers on how to survive in the woods."

Melissa rolled her eyes angrily. "No way, Jose!" she shrieked. "This hike is for girls only."

Ryan thought for a moment. "I wonder what Mom would say if she knew you raided her liquor cabinet last night."

Melissa's face flushed with rage. "You lousy bastard! If you tell Mom, I'll..."

Before she had a chance to finish her thought, Becky grabbed her arm. "Hey, if he really wants to come along, it's no big deal," she said. "Anyway, Cheri and I don't want to start out the day breaking up a fight between you two."

Melissa shifted her glare to her two friends. "Alright," she said finally. "But you need to be ready to go in fifteen minutes...and you will keep your stupid mouth shut the whole day." Ryan flashed his sister his best 'I got you' smile and scurried off to get ready.

Forty minutes later, the three college friends plus Ryan were in Becky's old Suburu Outback, well into the thirty mile drive to the main entrance to the national forest. During the drive, the conversation centered around boyfriends and the exploits of the their recently concluded junior year, especially those of the women's soccer team for which they were all starters. Occasionally, Ryan tried to intrude himself into the conversation. However, having only just graduated from high school, he had little to contribute and was largely ignored. Eventually, he simply sank into the backseat of the SUV and napped.

Although the sun was hot and high in the sky when the foursome hit the main trail, the ground was still very wet and slippery. However, because of their physical conditioning, their preparation, and their hiking experience, the girls had little trouble traversing through the dense forest. Ryan, on the other hand, had not dressed appropriately and fell into the mud several times in a mad rush to keep up. The few times the girls looked back at him, they couldn't help but laugh at his pathetic and disheveled appearance.

After less than two hours, Ryan was miserable. His young male pride was nearly as bruised as his legs, and he was both tired and angry. Finally, gathering all of his remaining strength, he caught up with his sister and grabbed the tail of her tee shirt to slow her stride. "Aren't you tired yet?" he taunted. Melissa stopped and glared at her brother, his muddy hand leaving brown spots on her white shirt. "What's the rush to get to this fuckin' lake anyway? Are you trying to prove that you're better than me?"

"Get your dirty hands off me," Melissa shouted. Ryan flushed and extricated his hand from her now dirty shirt. "First of all we don't have to prove anything to you, asshole. Second, what we do at the lake is none of your business. Nobody asked you to come along anyway."

Ryan effected a phony pout and turned toward Becky and Cheri. "Did you hear that? That's a hell of a thing to say to me after I sacrificed a perfectly good Wednesday - my only day off from that shithole I work in - just because you need a man along."

"Shut up, Ryan!" Cheri shrieked.

"Yeah," Becky added, "you're really starting to get annoying."

Ryan emitted a low, nervous laugh. "I haven't even begun to get annoying," he said.

Melissa wheeled around suddenly and faced her brother. "Look, jerk, you're really starting to piss me off. Now, I'm warning you: either shut your fuckin' pie hole, or else."

"Or else what?" he demanded. "What are you going to do, tell Mom? You've really got me scared."

Melissa opened her mouth to respond when Becky stepped forward and cut her off with a deep scowl and a wave of her hand. "Look, Cheri and I are tired of listening to you two fight," she said. "We're going to push on to the lake with or without you before it gets too late. Ryan, if you're coming with us, you need to move faster and keep your mouth shut. The air is hot enough as it is without you adding to it." Then, without waiting for a response, Becky grabbed her companion's arm and urged her along the path at a fast walk. Soon the two siblings were left behind.

Melissa gave her brother another hard stare before turning back to the path. A moment later, running as fast as the muddy trail would allow, she had caught up with the other two college athletes. Ryan watched for a few seconds, a pout darkening his face like a heavy cloud. Then, with a sudden resolve, he began to run as fast as he could in their direction.

He slipped just before he reached them and went down face first into a big puddle of muddy water. When he sprang back up again, he was furious. He tore off his wet and filthy tee shirt and used a corner of it to clear his eyes. Once his eyes were dry, he looked up the trail in time to catch the taunting stares of his three companions. They each seemed to be laughing heartily at his dilemma and appearance. His mud streaked face flushed with rage and indignation. "That's right, just stand there and laugh at me, you bitches," he shrieked. "For that I'm going to dedicate myself to ruining your day."

Now the girls stopped laughing and glared at him, their eyes hardening. "You've done a pretty good job of that already," Becky said.

Cheri pulled a towel and a can of Coors out of her large day pack. Then she walked over to Ryan and handed both items to him. "Here," she said. "Get yourself cleaned up. And maybe the beer will help with your disposition."

Ryan snatched the towel and beer from Cheri's outstretched hands. "You can't buy me off with a beer," he said.

Cheri scowled and stepped back to join her companions. "Well, I tried diplomacy," she said. "Now what?"

Melissa looked at her brother, then at her companions and soccer teammates. "This is my fault," she said. "All the times Mom left me in charge while she worked, I was too easy on him. When Dad still lived with us, he would never have tolerated this childish behavior."

"Melissa, what would your father have done?" Becky asked.

Melissa thought for a moment. "My father was not a gentle man...he believed in old fashioned correction," she replied, her eyes drifting toward the blue sky above the trees.

Cheri giggled softly. "Perhaps it's not too late for your brother," she said.

Melissa shifted her gaze back to her companion. "What do you mean?"

"I think I might have a solution to our problem," Cheri said. Then she pulled her two friends off the path and away from Ryan. There the three young women whispered for several minutes while their pathetic male companion dried himself with the towel and drained the can of beer.

At last, the three broke their huddle and advanced toward Ryan. "Does everyone understand the plan?" Cheri asked. Becky and Melissa nodded.

Ryan regarded his sister and her friends. "What are you bitches cackling about?"

"We've all had it with your attitude," Cheri said as the trio neared him. "And we've decided that if we're going to salvage anything from this day, we're going to have to engage in a little behavior modification."

Ryan's eyes widened. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

Cheri looked at her friends. "Ready ladies?"she asked. Again, Becky and Melissa nodded, then split up in order to occupy positions on either side of Melissa's younger brother, now beginning to slump from the combined effects of the alcohol and fatigue.

A moment later they were upon him. Each girl grabbed an arm and an ear. Cheri pointed to a spot away from the trail. "I thought I saw a clearing over there," she said. "That should be far enough away from the trail."

Ryan struggled to free himself, but was no match for the two college athletes who only tightened their grips on his extremities. "Wh-what the fuck are you doing?" he squeaked, wilting a little with pain.

Cheri pulled the bandanna from her long brown hair. "I think we've all heard enough of your foul mouth for one day," she said as she inserted the bandanna deep into Ryan's mouth and tied the loose ends around the back of his sweating neck. He sputtered with fury but the words were caught in the thick cloth.

Now, with his energy nearly spent, Ryan could only groan in protest as the three strong and highly motivated college seniors dragged him through the trees to a small clearing a hundred feet off the trail. Once they were stopped, Cheri pulled another bandanna out of her pack. "We better tie his hands," she said

A moment later Becky and Melissa were able to relax a little as Ryan's hands were firmly secured behind his back. Cheri studied him for a moment. The anger in his face was now replaced by mounting terror. "Let's strip him," she said. With her companions still clutching his ears to keep him compliant, Cheri undid his belt and quickly peeled down his shorts and briefs. Now the boy blushed with embarrassment.

However, Cheri heightened the humiliation by lifting his feet from the clothing and tossing them aside so that Ryan now stood before the three young women, including his older sister, completely naked except for his shoes. But Cheri still wasn't completely satisfied. Quickly, she extricated another bandanna from her pack and used it to secure the miserable young man's legs together. He was now virtually helpless. "Get down on the ground," she commanded.

Before Ryan could comply, his legs were buckled at his knees. Instantly, he found himself sprawled on the wet ground. Cheri put her foot on his back and looked at her companions. "We need something to...to whip him with," she said. She scanned the surrounding trees. "Strip off some of the small branches from that birch tree." Ryan's eyes widened in absolute horror, and he struggled with his remaining energy at the cloth that secured his hands and feet. He tried to protest, but could only mumble stupidly through the bandanna.

A moment later, Becky and Melissa gathered around Cheri and the slumped, twitching body of Melissa's brother. Each was holding several long thin branches from the birch tree. Cheri looked at the branches, then pulled a small Swiss Army knife out of her pocket. "Okay...I think these will do nicely," she said. "Strip off the leaves and some of the rough bark. We don't want to hurt him too badly."

The young women worked quickly, sharing the pocket knife. Soon the ground was littered with small green birch leaves and bits of white bark. "Will these do?" Becky asked, holding up three long, slightly green strips of wood.

Cheri studied the branches and nodded. "Those should be effective."

Melissa smiled. "Has anyone ever, you know, done this before?"

Both Cheri and Becky shook their heads. "Not really," Cheri said. "But I saw it done in a video I watched once with an old boyfriend."

"Cheri, I didn't know you were into that kinky stuff," Melissa said, her eyes wide with surprise.

"I'm not," Cheri replied quickly. "That's why he's no longer my boyfriend. But..." Then she hesitated for a moment. "We never talked about me spanking him. Perhaps I could get into that..." The three young women alternated uncomfortable glances at each other, seeming to think about what Cheri had just said and to contemplate the possibilities it offered. Cheri came to her senses first as she felt Ryan's body continue to squirm under the firm pressure of her hiking boot. "But we're wasting time if we still want to make it to the lake by early afternoon. Who wants to go first?"

Melissa handed one of her freshly cut switches to Cheri. "Perhaps it would be better if you went first," she suggested. "Let us learn from your example."

Becky nodded and Cheri smiled. "Alright," she said, clutching the birch branch at one end. Then, without removing her foot from Ryan's back, she hunched over, cocked the branch behind her, and released it hard across his two slender and quivering cheeks. He flinched hard as the thin, green wood impacted his tender flesh. The sharp sound was quickly absorbed by the surrounding forest.

Cheri followed this first stroke with another that landed just above the upper thighs. Again, Ryan gasped, his breath now coming in short spurts and tears welling up in his eyes. She cocked the switch again but hesitated, momentarily admiring the two long red streaks she had produced on his bottom. "This is better than the video," she exclaimed. Then, without any further hesitation, she laid down ten more hard strokes of the switch. She would have applied more, but the branch broke during the eleventh stroke. "I guess this means it's someone else's turn," she said, casting aside the remaining piece of wood.

Becky stepped forward. "I guess I'll go next," she said, sliding her hand down to the end of the branch she was holding. "Sorry, Ryan, but you do have this coming." She studied the marks left by her companion, then crossed them with ten hard strokes of her own. Ryan's bottom was now a map of red streaks. He was crying openly now. "Perhaps you've had enough," she said. "No...you did call me a bitch." She punctuated this with five more quick, sharp strokes from the switch. She dropped the switch and looked at her handiwork. "Now you've had enough," she said, smiling. "Your turn, Melissa."

Melissa stepped forward and stood in the spot recently occupied by her friend. She regarded her brother for a moment, now a miserable collection of bruises, tears, and pain. She could feel herself soften a little. "I'm sorry it came to this, Ryan, I really am," she said. "But you need to learn." She snapped her switch across his crimson bottom, aiming for spots that were still unmarked. After ten such strokes, she stopped and stood back. Her brother's misery was now complete.

The three friends gathered around the quivering heap of broken flesh that was once a petulant and proud eighteen-year-old boy. "I'll bet you're sorry now, aren't you, young man?" Cheri said. Ryan didn't acknowledge her, only continued to sob through the bandanna, now soaked with his sweat and saliva. Cheri looked at him, then at her companions. "Well, ladies, I think he's learned his lesson, don't you?" Becky and Melissa nodded. Cheri directed her gaze back to Ryan. "Okay, if we untie you, do you promise to be a good boy and keep your mouth shut the rest of the day?" The miserable teenager lifted his head from the wet grass and nodded. "Good," Cheri acknowledged. Then she reached down and pulled the bandanna from his mouth, causing him to gasp slightly. "But we need to hear you say it."

Ryan spit out some residual saliva and a blade of grass. "I promise," he said.

"And you better not say anything to Mom about this," Melissa added. "Ever!"

Ryan turned his head as much as his position would allow to look at his sister. "I won't say anything to Mom, I swear."

Cheri reached down and began removing the bandanna from his legs. However, she stopped before the job was complete. "Do you have anything you want to say to us?"

"I'm...sorry," he said in a near whisper.

Cheri scowled. "What was that, boy, we couldn't quite hear you."

Ryan lifted his head higher. "I'm sorry," he repeated more loudly.

Cheri smiled and finished removing the bandanna from his legs, then released his arms. "Okay, get up and get dressed...I think I have an extra shirt you can wear."

Ryan tried to stand but was unsteady on his feet. Immediately, Becky grabbed him to keep him from falling. The miserable young man accepted the arms held out for him, and for a long moment the pair stood motionless while he regained enough strength to stand on his own. "For god's sake, put your clothes on," Becky said suddenly, pushing him away.

Ryan's mud streaked face flushed with embarrassment. "Oh god, I'm sorry," he stammered. All three women looked at him in time to see his penis grow completely erect.

"I think he likes this," Cheri declared. "But not today, little man, it's still another thirty minutes to Crystal Lake. We have no more time to waste on your foolishness."

Ryan quickly retrieved his shorts and briefs. A second later, his erection was hidden from view. Cheri tossed him a tee shirt from her pack. He put it on without looking at it. It was oversized and said, Property of the women's soccer team.

"He's one of us now," Becky exclaimed, fingering the clean white shirt stretched across Ryan's slumping upper body. Ryan blushed again but said nothing; all of the fight, anger, and male arrogance was drained from his body.

Thirty minutes later, the foursome stood on the deserted shore of Crystal Lake. Within moments, they had a blazing fire going inside a large circle of rocks. Melissa felt the clear water of the lake, then flicked a few drops on her companions. She scanned their faces for a reaction and smiled. "Well, ladies, are we going to do it?" she asked.

Her companions looked at each other, then at Ryan, then at each other again. "What the hell," Becky said, lifting her tee shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Melissa and Cheri immediately did the same. The trio followed this up by removing their sport bras. Ryan's eyes widened as he found himself surrounded by six bare firm breasts. The three chuckled at his reaction and simultaneously peeled down their shorts and panties. He began to breathe more heavily and his penis swelled in his pants.

"Well, Ryan, that's what this trip is about," Cheri said. "It's an old college tradition to come to Crystal Lake at the end of the school year and go skinny dipping in the cold water."

Becky smiled at the bemused teenager. "Are you going to be one of us today, Ryan?" she asked. "An honorary member of the Lady Leopards?"

Ryan tried to answer, but was suddenly speechless, awed by the sight of three naked young women standing in front of him, two of which he had fantasized about since he was thirteen years old. The college companions laughed at his discomfort, turned toward the lake, and slipped loudly into the clear water. Ryan watched them for a moment, admiring the way they were splashing water on each other. Then he thought of the pain in his heavily bruised bottom, thought of how the cool water might ease the misery.

That warm afternoon, amidst the splendor of the tall trees surrounding the seclusion of Crystal Lake, Ryan Sampson, one time confirmed male chauvinist, swallowed what little pride he had left, stripped off his muddy clothes, and became an honorary Lady Leopard.


4. The Writing Seminar

Austin Seever glanced at his watch as he scurried along the wide corridor in search of room 316. It was ten minutes after nine in the morning, and he was already late for the first day of the intensive two-week writing seminar he had signed up for. He had first seen the ad for the famous seminar in Career Writer magazine. It was to be small and interactive, and the instructor was going to be Sam Noble. Although Austin had never read anything by Sam Noble, he had certainly heard of the name. As a young writer in search of a breakthrough, he was certain this was the seminar for him.

Finally, near the end of the hallway, Austin found room 316. He took a deep breath and pushed open the door. Inside he saw six women of various ages sitting at student desks arranged in a circle. Sitting on the teacher's desk at the part of the circle nearest the front of the room was an older woman with short, graying hair. Her lean body was draped in a formless, ankle-length denim dress. She appeared to be reading from a handwritten manuscript as Austin entered. "Is this the writing seminar?" he asked timidly.

All seven women shifted their gaze to him immediately, seeming to study him with a mixture of mild curiosity and suspicion. The woman sitting near the front looked at him for a moment, then consulted a sheet of paper next to her. "Ah... you must be Austin Seever."

His eyes widened as this scene was nothing like what he expected to find. "Yes," he said in a near whisper.

The woman flashed him a pretentious smile. "Well, Austin, find a seat and join the circle," she said with a hint of amusement in her voice. "I'm Sam Noble."

The bewildered young man glanced nervously around the room. Two of the women in the circle separated their desks to make an opening for him; now he knew he had to stay even though he was beginning to have grave doubts about what he would gain from this seminar. It had simply never occurred to him that Sam Noble might be a woman or that all of her students would also be women. Trying to appear confident, he pulled a desk into the circle and sat down, nearly tipping it over as he did.

Sam Noble gave him another brief look. "Well, as I was saying, I will expect you to write something every day. We will be together like this until only one or two o'clock every day. After that, I will be available for individual consultation, if you wish. Starting on Wednesday, I will give you the opportunity to read before the group. Thus, by the end of the seminar, I would expect you to have a polished manuscript ready to submit for publication, if you so desire. I would also remind you that writing is all about creative self-expression. You should not be afraid to share your thoughts and feelings with this group. We will help you polish your work, but it is up to you to create and shape." She paused and took a deep breath. She looked directly at Austin, then glanced away. "To get things started, I will read from a story that I am currently writing. Please feel free to comment - both positive and negative comments are greatly appreciated."

Austin Seever shifted nervously in the molded plastic seat. He suddenly felt very much like the proverbial stranger in a strange land, like an intruder, an outsider. Sam Noble picked up a notebook and opened it. She cleared her throat and ran her fingers through her short hair. "This story is tentatively titled, Cassie Ford's Life among the Pigs," she said. Then she seemed to stare directly at Austin before returning her eyes to the printed pages in her hand. She started to read, "Cassie Ford lived in a world filled with men. Sometimes they treated her like an equal, but mostly they didn't..."

While the only male in a room filled with women listened intently, Sam Noble went on to describe the sad story of a young, intelligent woman as she moved from relationship to relationship, apparently trying to define herself in the eyes of the men she was with. As the story unfolded, her experiences became more and more desperate and negative. The writer stopped reading just as her protagonist was about to give up on men altogether after having narrowly escaped an abusive encounter. Austin looked around him; the other students in the group appeared to be totally enthralled by what they had just heard.

After a long moment of silence, the woman sitting to the left of Austin leaned forward slightly. "That was really good," she said. Her companions all nodded in agreement.

Sam Noble smiled. "Thank you, Kendra, but don't leave it at that. What was there about it that made it good?"

Kendra thought for an instant. "Well..." she started, "certainly the character of Cassie seems pretty realistic - I mean, I went through that same cycle for a while. I think most of us probably did." She stopped and glanced sideways at Austin. "Except him, of course." The other women laughed. The young man flushed slightly and fidgeted in his chair.

"Well, Austin, as the only male in the group, what did you think?" Sam Noble asked.

He flushed again. "Well... I thought it was pretty well written. I mean, like... Kendra said, the character of Cassie seemed pretty well developed. However..." He stopped and took a couple of deep breaths, trying to work up the courage to say what he really thought. "However, I thought your male characters were... um, maybe a bit... two dimensional." There, he said it. "Of course, that's only my opinion," he added quickly.

A couple of the women in the group glared at him while he shrank into his chair and concentrated his gaze entirely on the white Formica desk top. "Thank you, Austin, for your critique," the writer said, smiling. "I'll certainly take what you said under advisement."

Austin knew she wouldn't take anything he said seriously and, in fact, both Sam Noble and the other six students ignored him completely for the remainder of the class. He went home that afternoon bewildered and angry, very tempted not to return the next day.

However, the next day he did return. This was mostly for two reasons. The first was that he had paid two hundred dollars for the seminar and he was determined to see if he could at least get a little of his money's worth out of it. The second reason was that his male ego was at stake. He believed that he respected women; he supported equal rights; he had never abused or misused a woman. Thus, he reasoned, his instructor and classmates had no justification for disliking him.

Nonetheless, for the remainder of that week he listened to story after story in which the primary character was a woman who had been a victim of abusive, ignorant, or sometimes, downright stupid men. By the end of the week, he was offended, disgusted, and decidedly uninspired by the whole experience.

That Friday afternoon, Sam Noble beckoned to him just as the class was breaking up for the day. "Austin, we have heard from everyone in the class but you," she noted. "Haven't you been writing?"

No, he hadn't written a word since Monday. "Well, I've been kind of working on something... but it's been sort of difficult," he said.

The writer smiled. "Writer's block, huh? We all get it sometimes. What do you normally write about?"

Now that was an excellent question, he thought. The last story he wrote was about a couple of soldiers returning from the war in Afghanistan only to find that their girlfriends had left them for their buddies who had stayed home. How ironic, he mused, in a class full of men-bashers. "Well, I guess I kind of write about relationships," he said finally.

She fixed him with her iron stare until he felt like a ripe orange caught between the grips of a powerful vice. "That sounds interesting. I'll be counting on you to share some of it next week," she stated at last, just before releasing him with her piercing blue eyes.

When he entered his small apartment that evening, Austin was angry. He was not sure at what or to whom he should direct his anger, but he was angry all the same. And the more he thought about it, the angrier he became. Just my luck, he mused, paying a lot of money to get stuck in a class with a bunch of men-hating lesbians. He brooded about it all night and into Saturday. He resolved to always check on the credentials of the teacher before signing up for any more classes. However, this resolution didn't solve his problem of having something to share with the class. He knew he had to write something, but he also knew that whatever he shared, his classmates probably wouldn't like it, just out of principle if for no other reason. He thought about this dilemma for a long time. Then finally, on Sunday afternoon, he suddenly had an inspiration, a way to write a story and to get back at his classmates at the same time.

That evening he cooked himself a small steak and sat down at his computer. For a long time, he just sat there, staring at the blank screen. He took several sips of the beer he had poured for himself and began to type. After a few tentative minutes, the words started to come faster and faster until his fingers fairly flew across the keyboard. By eleven o'clock, he was finished. He went to bed that night very pleased with himself and dreamed about an old girlfriend - her name was Fostoria and she always insisted on being on top during sex. Of course, eventually, just like all the rest of his former girlfriends and lovers, she left him. But it was great while it lasted.

Early the next morning, he printed out his story and secured it in a yellow binder. He was the second student to arrive to class. Once all six of his classmates were assembled and organized, Sam Noble sat on the edge of the teacher's desk and looked directly at Austin.

"Well, Austin, did you bring anything to read?" she asked, her lips forming more of a smirk than a smile.

Undaunted, Austin opened his yellow binder. "As matter of fact, I did," he said proudly.

The teacher/writer's eyes widened a little. "Well, by all means, read it for us." She settled back on the desk expectantly.

The young man cleared his throat. "This story is tentatively called, A Soldier Returns. He paused for a moment, gathering his courage. He took another deep breath. "Kramer knew something was wrong as soon as he stepped off the bus. Amy wasn't there to meet him as she had promised she would be..."

As he read, keeping his eyes firmly on the pages, a story unfolded about a soldier named Kramer returning from a six month tour of war-torn Eastern Europe. What happened while he was gone was an old story - his fiancé Amy falls in love with another guy, a guy who is there for her and not off fighting in another hemisphere. She didn't mean for it to happen, she tells the poor soldier, it just did. However, in Austin's version of the story, Kramer doesn't accept what happened like a gentleman should. He knows Amy very well, knows what she really likes, which is a man who will take charge and tell her what to do. In the end, after some very harsh words, Kramer takes his former fiancé across his knee and gives her a sound spanking on her bare bottom. Then, he picks her up, deposits her on a convenient sofa, and proceeds to make love to her. Of course, she loves it and repents. He forgives her and they live happily ever after.

It wasn't a very good story; even a novice writer like Austin Seever knew that. But he hadn't written it to be good; he'd written it to shock his classmates. He figured that they would be horrified that any woman would willingly submit to being spanked. Then, after they had recovered a little from being horrified, they would ask him to leave and never come back. But it didn't happen that way. When he was finished reading, he simply closed the binder and waited for the response he was sure would follow.

However, what followed was silence. For more than a minute, no one in the room spoke. Finally, Sam Noble slid off the desk and rubbed her wrinkled forehead. "Well, Austin, that certainly was an interesting story," she began. "But I think it has a number of flaws. Can anyone tell Austin what was most problematic about his story?"

One of the younger students in the class, Renee, leaned forward a little. "I didn't think that Amy's character was very well developed. I mean, what was her reason for leaving him in the first place?"

An older woman named Betsy spoke up next. "I agree. But we also don't get much insight into the character of Jack - he seems too much like a stereotype."

As Austin listened to the comments, he couldn't believe what he was hearing - these women were actually taking his story seriously. He began to feel slight pangs of remorse for trying to deceive them with this mindless drivel.

At last, after several more similar comments, Sam Noble held up her hand. "Some very good comments, class," she said. "However, I think we also have to look at the technical side, meaning does the action hold true, does it seem real." She looked at Austin. "Tell me, Austin, have you ever actually spanked a woman?"

Austin was stunned by the question and for several seconds could do nothing but sit where he was with his jaw hanging open. The teacher waited patiently for his answer. Finally, he shook himself. "Well, uh... no," he replied sheepishly.

"I didn't think so," Sam Noble said. "Well, then, have you ever even seen a woman spanked? Have you ever seen anyone spanked? Have you ever been spanked?"

He lowered his eyes, afraid to look at her. He took several deep breaths. This was not turning out anywhere near the way he had expected. "No, not really," he answered at last.

"Researching the action is an important component of the writing process," she said. "It gives the story its realism, its credibility. Wouldn't you agree?"

"I guess so," he said half-heartedly.

She took a step closer to him. "Well, let's take your story, for example. The way you describe Amy's spanking just isn't right. I mean, the sounds, the positioning, the marks... they just aren't correct. If you'd had any experience with spanking, you'd know that." Then her mouth broke into a slight smile and her eyes began to sparkle. "Perhaps I should show you what I mean." She glanced quickly around the circle. "Have any of you ever been spanked?"

After a few seconds, a young woman with short brown hair slowly raised her hand. "I have... a couple of times," she said.

Sam Noble never flinched. "Okay, Kate, based on your experience, how would you rate Amy's spanking?"

Kate thought for an instant. "Well, I guess I would have to kind of agree with you. I mean, at least the times I was spanked, it didn't sound like the way Austin described it. And I don't think it felt that way, either."

Sam Noble clapped her hands in delight. "Good. Does anyone else have an experience they wish to share?"

"Yeah, I guess I do," Kendra said. "When I used to be straight, I had a boyfriend once that would spank me every once in a while. But he wasn't very good at it. I think it takes a girl to spank another girl... just my opinion, of course." She flushed as she said this.

"I think this confirms the old writer's cliché, you should write about what you know... and certainly not write about something you either haven't experienced directly or haven't researched thoroughly. But, in the case of something simple like spanking, I believe direct experience is probably the best research method." The teacher scanned the class again as her smile became sinister. "What do you say, group, do you think we could arrange some experience for this writer?" While the group pondered the question, she went over to the door and closed it, remembering to turn the lock.

Now Austin squirmed in his seat, just wishing that this whole experience would go away. But it didn't. "It... it's okay... really," he stammered. "This was just a stupid story anyway."

Sam Noble returned to the center of the room and scowled. "So, Austin, are you telling us that you just wasted our time... that this was not a serious story? I don't think I like the sound of that."

He continued to squirm. "I... I'm sorry... let's just forget the whole thing, okay?" he sputtered.

"Oh, I don't think we want to do that, do we ladies?" the teacher asked somewhat sarcastically. The six female students all nodded in unison. "No, I think this young man needs help. In fact, I think we can teach him two lessons at the same time. First, he needs to learn that if you take a writing seminar, you need to be serious about your writing. Second, he needs to learn what a real spanking looks and feels like. Have any of you ever spanked anyone before?" No one made a motion. "Well, it's a good thing I have then," she said after a few seconds of silence.

Right after she said this, she dragged the solid straight back wooden chair out from behind the teacher's desk and placed it in the middle of the circle. Then she retrieved a wooden ruler from the desk drawer. Finally, with the ruler clutched firmly in her large right hand, she sat down in the chair. "Do I have any volunteers to come across my lap for a spanking?" For an instant, no one moved. Sam Noble directed her gaze toward Kate. "What about you, Kate? Will you take a spanking in order to demonstrate to our young writer what it looks and sounds like?"

Kate appeared to ponder the question for a moment. At last, with a glance at Austin, she smiled and stood up. "Sure... why not," she proclaimed. "I mean, it isn't every day a young woman gets the chance to be spanked by the famous Sam Noble." Boldly, she moved over to where the famous writer was sitting, unfastened her Levis, and lowered them to her ankles. Then, looking directly into the eyes of her mentor, she asked, "Panties up or down?"

Sam Noble scanned the trim body of her young student. "Normally, I would say definitely panties down," she replied. "But in this case, I will leave it up to you. However, it probably would be more realistic with the panties down."

The young woman glanced over her shoulder at Austin, still fidgeting in his seat, trying desperately not to look, not to get excited. She hooked her fingers into the elastic waistband of her plain white panties. "Oh, what the hell," she declared and rolled the panties down to her thighs.

Deftly, Sam Noble grabbed the firm right wrist of the young woman and pulled her down across her broad, denim covered lap. She raised the ruler high over her head and pointed it at Austin. "Okay, Austin... this is for your benefit, so watch and learn." Immediately after saying that, she snapped the ruler down hard across the creamy cheeks of the bare bottom displayed before her. The sound of thin wood meeting soft flesh ricocheted off the windows and walls of the large classroom and settled deep into Austin's muddled brain. "Note the sound," the teacher instructed. "Try and find the right words to describe it. Remember, show, not tell." Quickly, she raised and lowered the ruler again, this time landing it a bit lower. Again the sound echoed through the room, seeming to last forever.

The teacher landed ten more strokes, hard and fast. Tears flooded Kate's eyes and she began to squirm a little. Austin felt he had to say something, to try to stop this. He took several deep breaths while Sam Noble continued to bounce the ruler off her victim's tender bottom, staining it a dark red. "Please... stop," he blurted all of a sudden. "I... get the idea."

The teacher stopped immediately and laid the ruler down on the desk behind her. "Good... I thought you might," she said. She rubbed the red bottom of her victim. "Thank you, Kate. Now, if you wouldn't mind, please stand up and let Austin see the marks." With Sam Noble's help, Kate slid off her lap and stood up. She blushed as she displayed her deep crimson bottom to her classmates, including Austin. After a few awkward seconds, the teacher snapped her fingers. "I think everyone's seen enough," she said. "Kate, why don't you cover up and go to the ladies room to wash your face."

Kate blushed again and nodded. Then she pulled up her panties and Levis and brushed the tears from her eyes. "Thank you, Sam," she said just before leaving the classroom.

The master writer maintained her position and glared at Austin. "Well, young man," she began, "that was lesson number one. Now it's time for lesson number two." She stopped, keeping her hard eyes firmly on the young man.

Once more he squirmed under her intense glare. Although he thought that this situation had gone too far already, he knew he had to say something. "So… what's lesson number two?" he asked finally.

Her smile widened until the tips of her teeth shown white against the back of her mouth. "You've seen a spanking; now you need to experience one for yourself."

His jaw dropped and he slid back in his seat. "Oh, no," he said, his face flushed. "I didn't sign up for this."

She never moved her eyes. "Yes, you did. You came here to learn, didn't you? Well, this is your opportunity. Besides, you know you deserve to be punished for deceiving all of us the way you did with that bullshit story." She paused and watched him fidget almost uncontrollably. "Come on and get across my lap, boy," she continued. "Or else get out now if you haven't got the courage to face what's coming to you."

Her words cut into him like shards of broken glass. He knew he should get up and run out the door as fast as he could, that he was absolutely no match for these women, especially Sam Noble. However, something kept him in his seat. He wasn't sure if it was fear, guilt, pride, curiosity, or even some kind of perverse arousal. All he really knew was that his body was rejecting his brain's instructions to move.

After a few silent minutes, Sam Noble clapped her hands. "Now is the time to decide, boy," she stated flatly. "We're wasting valuable writing time."

Austin Seever looked around him. Six pairs of eyes were boring holes through him and he knew that he had to either move or dissolve. At last he decided to move. He slowly stood up and allowed his body to propel him toward the center of the circle. As he got to within about two feet of the chair in which sat the master writer, his classmates applauded.

The teacher picked up the ruler and patted her lap with it. "All right... let's get those pants down," she ordered. Almost as if he were in a dream, he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his khaki slacks, and let them drop to the floor. "Now the underpants," she said. Austin blushed a deep crimson but complied, lowering his red boxer shorts to his trembling knees. Sam Noble scanned him quickly and smiled. "I've got dildos much bigger... but not bad for a man. Now, get over my lap and let's get this over with."

Austin closed his eyes and drew close enough for her to grab his arm and pull him down. When he felt himself falling, he didn't resist, but just went limp. As he landed on her lap, somehow his penis became wedged between her knees. Instantly, it started to grow, much to his horror and surprise.

She laughed. "It's been a long time since I've felt a real one of those between my legs. I've never had a submissive male before... maybe I'll have to try it sometime." She raised the ruler over her head. "Austin, in your story, you didn't say how many times Kramer spanked Amy, but it did seem like a lot. Perhaps about a hundred good smacks of the ruler would complete your research for today." At the sound of that, he suddenly opened his eyes and squirmed. Instinctively, she gripped his right wrist and drew his arm tightly across his back. "There'll be none of that. You had your chance to run and didn't take it."

After that, the old teacher just opened up, landing stroke after nasty stroke of the ruler at such a rapid pace that he didn't have a chance to think. He bucked and writhed across her lap while his penis grew larger between her thighs. Finally, after about a minute of the steady pounding, tears filled his eyes and cascaded down his sweating face. The pain was more than he thought possible and he felt like crying out. And he would have if he had been able to get his breath. Finally, after nearly three minutes of relentless spanking, the ruler splintered in her hand. She dropped the pieces to the ground with a disgusted thud.

"Please... no more," he squeaked during the lull.

She regarded her handiwork for an instant. Then, with a click of her tongue, she pushed him onto the linoleum floor. He went down in a heap. "Well, boy, did you learn anything from this experience?" she asked sarcastically.

Austin rubbed his eyes and tried to look up at the master writer, now turned master spanker. "Y-yes," he stammered.

"What?" she asked, fixing him once more with her hard eyes.

Somewhere in the back of his mind, he had been afraid she would ask a question like that. In his present state, he wasn't at all sure how to answer it. "I... think I learned... a lot about spanking," he sputtered.

Sam Noble laughed contemptuously. "You think, boy? I don't think you learned anything."

He raised himself quickly to face her. "Yes, I did... I swear... it's just... hard to think right now... that's all... hard to put the experience into words."

She laughed again, then turned serious. "Austin, you're a writer; don't you know that words are all you have? You better learn how to take an experience and distill it down."

He nodded. "I understand," he said, lowering his eyes again.

She smiled. "Well, you have had quite a morning, I guess." She scanned him; his pants and shorts were still bunched down at his ankles. "Besides, it appears as though something else is hard. Perhaps that is the main reason you're having trouble thinking."

Austin blushed a deep red and quickly pulled up his pants. "Sorry," he said.

Sam Noble looked around the circle. "Any of you ladies interested in a sorry submissive man who has some talent as a writer?"

Betsy raised her hand slowly. "I guess... I kind of think he's cute. I wouldn't mind taking him home with me, especially since you've already broken him."

"Well, what about it, Austin? Would you like to go home with Betsy?"

Austin tried to gather his thoughts. Less than an hour ago, he was reading a stupid male chauvinist story to what he thought was a room full of arrogant, male hating lesbians. Now he was sitting on the floor at the feet of his teacher, nursing a sore bottom while contemplating a very tempting and sincere offer from one of the older students in the class. Life is strange, he thought. He looked timidly at Betsy. She was probably at least ten years older than he was, but she had a good body and a pretty face. Maybe there is a story here somewhere, he mused. "Yes... please," he replied.

Sam Noble laughed. "Well, then it's all settled," she declared. "I think class should be dismissed for the day. Austin, you and Betsy go on home and get... uh... better acquainted. Perhaps tomorrow or Wednesday, you can read a story based on your experiences."

Betsy stood up, walked over to Austin, and helped him to his feet. "Come on, Austin," she said, her eyes wide with anticipation. "Let's see if you can restore my faith in men."

The surprised young man tried to say something but stopped himself. Perhaps this is what he had been looking for all his life, he thought. He looked at Betsy. "Yes, ma'am," he said, lowering his eyes. "Thank you. I will certainly do my best."


5. The Abbotts

"I am so sick of cornfield after cornfield," complained Rick Abbott as the VW bus sped along Route 6 on its way to Des Moines.

"It really isn't that much different than Wisconsin," replied Tom Abbott, Rick's cousin.

Rick shook his head and rolled his eyes. "Well, at least in Wisconsin the barns are different and there were cows in some of the fields - and it isn't so flat."

Carol Abbott, Tom's wife, slapped Rick's arm gently. "This is the Great Plains. It's supposed to be flat, stupid."

"Maybe I'm just tired, we've been on the road for over a week and done how many? Eight concerts? Maybe we need a break." Rick shifted his eyes back and forth between Tom and Carol, smiling expectantly.

Carol touched her husband's arm. "Maybe Rick's right, Tom."

Tom kept his hands on the wheel and his eyes on the blacktop road. "But we have to be in Lincoln," he said.

"But not until tomorrow night," Rick said.

"Please, Tom. Why don't we stop at the first place we see outside of Des Moines. We can relax and get some takeout food," Carol added.

"If we can get some beer tonight, I'll even drive at least half the way tomorrow," Rick said.

Tom looked around him and saw that both his wife and cousin were staring at him. He sighed. "All right... but I want to make it close to the Nebraska state line - at least another hundred miles. And I think this is some kind of conspiracy."

"Thank you, Tom," Rick and Carol said simultaneously. All three laughed.

They spent the rest of the way talking about their last several concerts. Inspired by such successful acts as the Kingston Trio and Peter, Paul, and Mary, and by the recent election of John Kennedy, the three formed a folk trio during the previous fall. Tom and Rick had been playing guitar and banjo together since they were boys growing up outside of Milwaukee. However, when they found that Carol could sing and play the bass, all that was left to do was for them to quit their jobs at the brewery, pool their resources, and go on the road, eager to cash in on the nation's new found craze for folk music.

Their first break came when they were asked to open for Dave Guard and the Whiskey Hill Singers. The emerging folk artist, recently departed from the Kingston Trio, said he was impressed with their style and suggested that they make the trip to California to appear at the Monterey Folk Festival in August. After experiencing moderate success traveling to small venues throughout Wisconsin and Northern Illinois, they agreed to try the festival. In order to earn money, they arranged to play concerts at the colleges and universities they would pass along the way.

In these venues, they found audiences of young people hungry for this new musical genre that combined elements of traditional folk and mountain melodies with updated lyrics that spoke of social awareness and world peace. They weren't sure they agreed with the messages supposedly embedded in the music they performed; they weren't sure they understood why the young students flocked to their concerts in such numbers. However, they enjoyed performing together, and the money was better than what they were making at the brewery.

The sun was just beginning to dip when they passed through Des Moines. An hour later, they were closing in on Nebraska. It was then that Carol spotted a row of small cabins along the roadside near McClelland with a sign out in front that read, Mary's Tourist Court. The complex looked old, as though it had may have sheltered Bonnie and Clyde when the infamous duo rampaged through the Midwest. However, the Abbotts were tired and darkness was approaching rapidly. "Let's turn in here," Carol suggested. Tom didn't protest even though he would have preferred driving on to Omaha.

Ten minutes later, after a pleasant conversation with Mary herself, the three weary travelers were exploring cabin six. Although the building itself was old, the inside was clean and rather well-appointed, with two double beds and knotty pine paneling. The bathroom had green ceramic tile on the floor and a huge porcelain bathtub. Rick lay down on one of the beds and closed his eyes. Carol looked at her husband and smiled. "I need a bath," she said.

Tom glanced at Rick. He appeared to be sleeping. Then he shifted his eyes back to Carol and threw up his hands. "All right, all right... I'll go back out and get the food."

"Don't forget some beer," Rick said without opening his eyes.

Tom rolled his eyes, picked up the keys to the minibus, and went back outside. Carol fished some clean underwear out of her suitcase and disappeared into the bathroom. A moment later, the sound of water running could be heard from behind the closed door. Rick rolled over on his side and appeared once more to be asleep.

When Rick next opened his eyes, the large room was engulfed in near darkness. He switched on the light on the table next to the bed and cocked his head to one side. The sound of water draining greeted him from the bathroom. He sat up and glanced at his watch. It was eight fifteen. He got up and looked out the window. Across the parking lot, cars and trucks moved steadily along Route 6. Most had their headlights on. There was no sign of the VW bus. While he was standing at the window, the bathroom door opened. He turned in time to see Carol silhouetted against the bright light. She was wearing only a white bra and baggy white cotton panties. A towel was wrapped around her wet hair. Unconsciously, he licked his lips as she stepped out into the room. When she saw her husband's cousin, she stiffened slightly. "Oh, Rick... I thought you'd still be asleep," she exclaimed.

For a moment, he didn't reply - just continued to gaze at her, his eyes widening. The three of them - Tom, Rick, and Carol - had worked in the same department for four years. And, even though he had been the best man at his cousin's wedding a year ago, Rick had loved Carol for as long and every bit as much as Tom. He just hadn't realized it until it was too late. Now, at this moment, with the light fading outside, his heart beat faster and his brain, nearly drunk with fatigue, went to sleep.

While he was watching her, Carol blushed slightly, took the towel from her hair, and wrapped it around her waist, hiding her panty-covered front from his leer. He scowled. "You don't need to do that, Carol," he said, moving away from the window and unbuttoning his shirt.

"What are you talking about, Rick?" she asked suspiciously.

Rick inched a little closer, his restraint almost gone. "I mean... I mean, maybe we have a little time before Tom comes back."

"Time for what?"

He was now between her and her suitcase. "Come on, Carol, you must know how much I love you, how beautiful I think you are. Maybe you feel a little of the same toward me."

"Oh, no," she said, backing up a little. "I was afraid of something like this. Look, Rick, I am... quite... fond of you. We were friends at work, we make good music together. But I'm married to your cousin. Doesn't that mean anything to you?"

Maybe it was the sparkle in her eye, maybe it was the way the nipples of her firm breasts pressed against the cotton of her bra, maybe it was the towel suddenly slipping, exposing once again her panties with a few strands of dark pubic hair peeking out from the crotch - whatever it was, he quickly crossed the few feet between them, and before she had time to react, he had her in his arms and was trying to kiss her on the lips. She pulled back and tried to extricate herself; he countered by putting his hands on her panty-covered bottom. Finally, she groaned and issued a slap to his sweating face that staggered him a little. He recovered swiftly and made another grab for her. She slapped him again.

Just then, the door opened and Tom entered, carrying a brown paper grocery sack in one hand. "What the hell is going on!" he demanded. Neither Rick nor Carol could say anything, but their faces told the whole story, as there were handprints on his cheeks, and tears in her eyes. Tom studied the scene for a moment and dropped the sack, spilling containers of food onto the floor. "Rick, you bastard," he shrieked. "You said you were tired. But you just wanted me out of the way so you could make a move on my wife." He made a fist and grabbed his cousin by the arm. Rick cringed and cowered.

However, just as Tom was preparing to strike, Carol stopped him. "Wait, Tom."

Tom pulled his punch and turned toward his wife. "Carol, why did you stop me? He deserves a beating for this, and that's what he's going to get."

Carol gripped her husband's arm. "No, Tom... think... we have to perform tomorrow night. He can't go on stage with bruises. Plus, the two of you might damage your hands. How would you play your instruments? We've worked too hard to throw it away like that. Besides, I will not have you fighting over me like a couple of mountain goats."

For an instant, Tom just glared at his wife, fire burning in his eyes. Then, with a sigh of disgust, he released Rick's arm and pushed him down on the floor. Rick landed with a surprised thud.

"Maybe you're right, Carol... but we can't just let him get away with what he did... I can't just pretend that he didn't try to move in on my wife the moment my back was turned."

Rick sat up. "Look, you two, I... I'm sorry, okay... I just lost my head. I'm okay now - it won't happen again."

Carol looked at Rick with an expression that suggested that she didn't believe him. "Don't get the wrong idea, Rick. Just because I stopped my husband from hitting you doesn't mean that I trust you - not one bit. We can't go all the way to California with me looking over my shoulder every time we might happen to be alone together."

"It won't happen again, I swear," Rick said.

Now Carol appeared to more angry than frightened. There was nothing soft about her, in spite of her delicate facade. "You bet there won't... not after I show you what will happen the next time you try anything like this."

"What do you mean?" Rick asked fearfully.

Not bothering to cover herself now, Carol stepped over the would-be suitor, reached into her suitcase, and pulled out a large wooden hairbrush. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed. She looked at Rick and pointed to her lap. "My mother used to spank the hell out of us with this brush, especially my younger brothers. I remember one time she caught Jerry sitting by the fireplace with Mary Lou Deakins, and they were both in their underwear. Well, in a flash, she sent Mary Lou home and spanked Jerry to tears. And it worked, at least for Jerry, because he never did anything like that again... at least not at our house. I think you deserve the same treatment, Rick. What do you think, Tom?"

Tom glanced down at his cousin and smiled. "Sure, honey, why not, if it makes you feel better. What do you say, Rick?"

Rick's face was as red as a fire engine. "I think you're both crazy and you've made your point." He stood up. "Tomorrow's a long day. I'll just go to bed, if you don't mind."

Tom gripped his cousin's arm. "It's not that easy, cousin. My wife thinks you deserve a spanking and that's what you're going to get - unless, of course, you want me to beat the hell out of you right here and now, and end the tour."

Rick looked desperately back and forth between husband and wife, trying to detect some sign that would suggest that neither was really serious. When he didn't see one, he could feel himself begin to panic. He took a deep breath. "If I let you do this, will it square things between us?" He was looking at his cousin as he said it.

Tom pointed to Carol. Carol understood the sign. "I don't know for sure - I'm not sure that anything could square things. But it will help."

Rick noticed Carol's bare taut thighs, and a shiver of arousal ran through him. "Oh, hell," he said. "Maybe I deserve it. What do you want me to do?"

"My mother always pulled down my brother's underpants and took him across her lap," she replied.

"Are you sure about this, Carol?" Tom asked.

"Yes - as sure as I can be about anything right now."

Tom poked his cousin in the back. "Well, then, let's get on with it."

Rick nodded, unbuttoned his jeans, and yanked them down to his knees along with his underpants. Maybe this will be all right, he told himself. Then, without any more hesitation, he draped himself across Carol's lap, being careful to suppress a small smile. Carol responded by gripping his right wrist and pinning it tightly behind his back. He grimaced. Then, with Tom looking on, she raised the brush and snapped it back down hard across his right cheek, using every bit of the strength she had acquired shifting bottles to and from the conveyor belt at the brewery. Rick grimaced again and clenched his eyes closed.

Quickly, she followed up with a second strike of equal intensity on his left cheek, leaving him to wonder how many of these he would have to suffer. He hoped it wouldn't be many; however, he also knew that when she got angry, it usually took a long time before she cooled down. While he was contemplating this, thud - the brush struck again; whack - once again. Again and again and again the hard wood impacted his soft flesh, turning it pink, then bright red, then dull purplish red. He began to squirm on her lap; she pulled his arm tighter and covered his legs with hers. Tears came to his eyes. He wanted to say something, to protest, to plead for mercy, but the words wouldn't come.

And still the blows fell like hail as she continued to spank like a well-oiled machine, covering every cell of his posterior with misery. Finally, Rick Abbott, who had been raised to believe that men don't cry under any circumstances, lost control completely under the weight of the agony he was experiencing.

"Carol... please, stop... for god's sake, stop!"

Carol looked down at him as though he had ceased being a person and was now simply a fleshy target, an old and dirty carpet that needed to be beaten in order to be clean again.

Tom continued to stand by, watching. At first, he'd had an evil smirk on his face; however, his expression was softening. After the hundredth or so stroke of the brush hit its mark, he touched his wife's shoulder. "Carol... he's probably had enough."

Carol delivered ten more strikes before her husband's words registered. She glanced over at him. "Do you think so?"

"Look at him, honey," Tom replied. Rick was sobbing like a little boy. Her eyes widened a little. "All right," she said, handing the brush to Tom. She looked down at her victim once again. "Are you quite sorry, Rick?"

Rick opened his eyes, releasing another flood of tears. For a few seconds, all he could do was take deep breaths in a desperate attempt to get control of himself. "Oh, yes, Carol," he finally managed to say. "I'm so sorry... I apologize to you both."

Carol raised her knees and rolled him onto the floor. He landed in a pathetic heap and cried for another minute or so.

"Are we going to have any more trouble out of you, cousin?" Tom asked.

Rick didn't respond right away. Instead, he wiped his streaming eyes and looked up at Carol. "I don't know," he answered at last.

"What do you mean, you don't know?" Tom demanded.

Rick sat up, wincing as his heavily wounded bottom came into contact with the floor. "I don't want any more trouble," he began, "but I'm in love with your wife, man. I wish I weren't, believe me. I can't help it. Do you have any idea how difficult it's been to keep my distance? I mean, it was difficult enough when we worked together. But now, we're together twenty-four hours a day. Maybe we should just end the tour right here. I'm sorry. I don't want to be a problem and I don't want to hurt either one of you. Tom, I love you like a brother. I don't want to fight with you. Maybe it would be better if I went back to Milwaukee. You two go on ahead to California - you're the real talent in the trio anyway. You'll link up with another string player." He rested his chin in his hands and let the tears trickle down his face.

Both Tom and Carol gazed at their partner, now huddling on the floor like a beaten dog. Then they looked at each other. Tom put his hand on his cousin's drooping shoulder. "I'm sorry, Rick. I didn't have any idea you felt that way about Carol."

Rick lifted his head a little. "All those times you would send me out for the food after a concert or in the morning. Did you really think I didn't know you did it just so you two could be alone? I felt like a little kid whose parents send him to the movies on Saturday afternoon."

Tom flushed slightly and smiled. "I guess maybe that was a little insensitive." He glanced at his wife, still sitting on the bed in her bra and panties. "But, damn it, Carol and I have only been married for a year. We're young and we love each other. Isn't it natural we should want to be alone sometimes?"

Rick shook his head. "I know, Tom, I know. That's why we need to split up. I'll do the concert in Lincoln tomorrow night, then I'll take the bus back to Milwaukee. You two can go on to Wichita."

Carol stood up. She appeared confused and anxious. "Wait a minute - we can't split up now. Tom, we need Rick - you know that."

"Carol, I tried to... well, seduce you. It was very wrong and you punished me for it. But that may not stop me from trying again. Please, this is the only way." Rick's eyes were pleading.

"I think Rick may have a point, honey," Tom added.

Carol shook her head. "No, there must be another way to resolve this." She paused and took her husband's hand. "Tom, you know I love you. You're my husband. But... I have feelings for Rick too - certainly not as strong as the ones I have for you and maybe not in entirely the same way, but they are there nonetheless. I don't like what he tried to do this evening but I guess I can understand it. Of course, I would always try to stop him if he ever tried it again. I think I made that very clear."

"Carol, what are you talking about?" Tom asked.

Carol looked back and forth between the cousins. They even looked a little alike, almost like brothers. "Well, I was thinking that... well... maybe you could kind of... you know, share me. I wouldn't mind, I don't think, at least until we get to California. We can sort it out then. What do you think?"

Tom flushed again. "Are you serious? I mean, what do you mean by sharing?"

She emitted a sly smile. "I guess I mean, share - as in maybe sleeping in the same bed, maybe doing some of the same things in bed."

"Do you have any idea what you're saying, Carol?" Tom asked, now visibly shaken.

"I think so. I mean, what's the problem really? I like Rick and I don't think I would mind it if we had... you know, sex together." Tom was beet red. Carol reached over and kissed him on the forehead. "Oh, stop being so selfish," she exclaimed. "Besides, look at the practical side - you won't have to send Rick on any more food missions to get me alone. Now it won't matter whether we're alone or not. It wouldn't surprise me at all if you started to get a lot more sex. What do you say, Rick?"

Now Rick flushed. "Whoa, better leave me out of this. Maybe it would be better if you left me here to catch a bus in the morning."

"You really don't want to do that, do you, Rick?" Carol took Rick's hands and pulled him into a standing position. He didn't say anything. She drew him into her body and kissed him on the lips. His penis sprang to attention; she allowed it to wedge itself between her bare thighs. "I'll take that as at least one yes vote." She laughed.

Fifteen minutes later, the Abbotts, an emerging folk trio, were together in one of the beds with a naked Carol sandwiched between the two naked men. She was smiling and looking very pleased with herself.

The next night they played to a packed crowd of eager and appreciative students at the University of Nebraska. They opened with a rousing rendition of the Woody Guthrie classic, This Land Is Your Land. However, at the end, the crowd was stunned by Carol's angelic interpretation of My Love Flows like a River. She smiled through the entire song, flanked on either side by the two men she loved, both strumming their guitars in perfect time with her singing, and gazing only at her.


6. Self-Abuse

Carl Compton was already sweating as he climbed the steps and deposited himself outside the door to the bedroom he shared with his wife, Alicia. He knew that he was due a long, hard spanking for the way he had messed up earlier in the day. And although a part of him realized it would be best just to face the pain and get it over with, another part of him - the cowardly part - wanted to put off the experience for as long as possible, hoping (in vain) that Alicia would soften and go easy on him. Of course, she never did, and he understood very well that she wouldn't this time either. Still, there was always that first time.

Finally, after a few minutes of standing there, shivering in the cold darkness of the hallway, he took a deep breath and knocked gently at the door. "Are you naked?" came a shrill female voice from within.

Carl took another deep breath. "Yes, ma'am," he replied.

There was a long pause; he hated it when she did that - making him wait while she did god knows what inside. He loved her, and he was sure that she loved him, but when he was in trouble - like he was now - she became a woman completely without pity. "All right, get your sorry ass in here," she announced after several minutes.

Cautiously, he pushed open the door and stepped inside, scanning the room as though he were looking at it for the first time even though it was the same room he had slept in for the past five years. Alicia was sitting at her vanity, brushing out her long brown hair using the same heavy wooden hairbrush she usually used to spank him with. She was definitely a no-nonsense type of person - an attribute that had attracted her to him in the first place. She was wearing a white silk robe over her bra and panties. However, he dared not look at her because he was afraid that the natural lust he felt for her would drive him to do something stupid and thus increase the punishment she was about to inflict.

Without really looking at him, she pointed to a corner of the room. He understood the signal all too well. Obviously, she wasn't ready to spank him yet. She wanted him to think about what he had done to deserve this. Quickly, he moved to the designated corner and pressed his nose up against the wall. He had done this so many times before that there was now a permanent spot. In this position, he couldn't see her without turning his head - a gesture she would not permit. Still, it drove him crazy. He wanted to see her, to look at her, to determine how close she was to taking him across her silky smooth knees.

After a few minutes, he began to sweat again and thought about how his day had gone. Actually, he started out in trouble as he had somehow turned off the alarm while he was still sleeping and was, thus, a half hour late for work. She had warned him about that the last time he was late and he had vowed not to let it happen again.

However, being late wasn't the only mistake he had made. On the way to work, he had gotten a ticket for speeding, something else she had warned him about. Then, to make matters worse, he had gotten stuck in traffic on his way home in the afternoon and had arrived later than usual - without stopping at the market like he had promised he would.

Needless to say, she had been furious with him when he finally came through the front door. In fact, she was so angry that after listening to his feeble explanations, she merely told him to report to their bedroom at exactly nine-thirty, adding that he had better be naked or there would be hell to pay.

As he stood in the corner, he thought about how badly she had punished him in the past for just one of the mistakes he had made earlier in the day. He couldn't even begin to imagine how many times that hairbrush would kiss his bottom for the four mistakes he had made. A tear formed in his eye and trickled down his cheek. He wanted so badly to turn around right now, to get down on his hands and knees and crawl over to her, to beg for forgiveness while he still had some skin left. However, he understood that gesture would not help his cause, but rather exacerbate it; for one thing she despised more than incompetence in a man was weakness, a reluctance to take what's coming to him. Many times while she was spanking him, she told him that she was doing it because she loved him and believed in his potential to be a better man than he was at present. And he believed her because he loved her and wanted to be a better man.

At long last, she stood up and turned the bench around. She sat down again and snapped her fingers. "It's time," she said in her flat, even voice.

Immediately, he went over to her. She patted her lap and he draped his short pudgy body over the soft silk that covered her hard knees. Although he was reluctant to admit it, he liked being in this position. He didn't much care for the spanking - and that was the truth of it. But he did like the feel of his body draped over hers. Sometimes, he would start to grow erect as soon as he was in position. Then, if he was really lucky, his hard penis would somehow get wedged between her thighs. Once he even climaxed while in this position, his penis jerking and spurting while his muscular bottom was getting mercilessly reddened. When that happened, she laughed and spanked him harder than she ever had before, and made him stand in the corner for a whole hour afterward.

This time, his penis didn't get wedged. He simply lowered his eyes and waited. However, he didn't have to wait long. Usually, once he was across her lap, she didn't waste time. Tonight was no exception. The first blow from the brush came hard and fast, followed immediately by the second. Then the third, fourth, and fifth. Each strike was sharp and deliberate, and he knew from experience that he was in for a long and painful ordeal. He relaxed his head and closed his eyes while the pain rapidly swirled in his body. She was relentless, landing a blow at the rate of one per second. After about forty seconds or so, he felt like his whole backside was on fire. Still, he held his tongue. He knew that if he tried to protest or beg for mercy, she would simply spank him longer and harder. Alicia Compton didn't like to be interrupted when she was working.

Finally, just as tears were streaming down his face like a waterfall and he didn't think he could endure one more blow without exploding, she stopped and pushed him off her lap. He landed on the floor in front of her in a heap.

Quickly, he collected himself and stayed alert for the command to go back to the corner. He knew that failure to obey would result in another immediate session with the hairbrush - something he didn't want to risk, not at any cost. However, instead of the corner command he was expecting, she simply sat where she was and looked down at him.

There was a very strange look on her sweating face. Instead of the excited, demonic look he was used to seeing, she had sort of a tired, haggard expression. "Carl, when we first married, I agreed to spank you because you said it would help you to improve," she began in a low, deliberate voice. "But it's been two years now and I'm still spanking you on a regular basis. I mean, this is what... the fourth time this month alone. I'm really beginning to think that you enjoy it, that it's not doing anything to change your behavior."

"No, Alicia, honey... that's not it at..." But he never got the chance to finish.

She stuck the toes of her left foot directly into his open mouth. "Shut up, Carl. I didn't give you permission to speak," she said, smiling a little as he fought to keep himself from gagging. After a minute, she withdrew her foot and he recoiled on the floor, gasping for air. "You know, I'm really getting tired of this," she said sadly. "Maybe you think this is some kind of game, but to me it's just tiresome. In fact, I'm not going to do it anymore."

Upon hearing this, his eyes widened and he looked up at her. "You're not?" he asked, sounding somewhat stupid.

"No, I'm not," she repeated.

"Wh-what if I mess up again?"

"Carl, I think it's time you took some responsibility for your own behavior."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean that from now on if you mess up you can punish yourself... I'm through being the family disciplinarian."

He tried to sit up. However, when his heavily bruised posterior came into contact with the sharp fibers of the carpet, he winced, bit his tongue, and slumped back down on his belly. "I... don't know that I can do that, Alicia," he said.

She glared at him, her hard eyes boring a hole right through him. "Yes, you can."

"How?"

"Let me think about it," she said, turning away from him. "In the meantime, I think you have some serious corner time coming. Get your nose pressed up against that wall and stay there for an hour."

Nothing more was said about that particular punishment session or the behavior that prompted it. Within a few days, the marks on Carl's bottom faded and the couple went back to their normal routine, including regular lovemaking.

However, two weeks later when some of Alicia's prized plants died because Carl forgot to water them while she was on a business trip, he was certain that he would receive the spanking of his life. However, although his wife was upset when she saw the empty pots, she didn't immediately reach for the hairbrush. Instead, she poured herself a drink and sat down at the kitchen table opposite her nervous husband. "Carl, obviously I am quite upset that you let the plants die," she began in that even voice he so feared. "However, I told you last time that I was through punishing you." He looked at her with wide eyes. "But that doesn't mean this act of stupidity will go unpunished," she quickly added. "No, this time you will punish yourself."

"I don't understand," he said.

She took a sip from her drink and gave him a hard look. He lowered his head under the hot glare from her eyes. "Okay, I'll spell it out for you, but only this one time because I already know that stupidity is not among your many faults. In the bottom drawer of the cabinet in the family room is my old sorority paddle. You will take it out of the drawer. Then you will set up the video camera in the middle of the room and run the cable to the television in our bedroom." She stopped.

He was staring at her now, his mouth gaping slightly. "Then what?"

She flashed him the demonic smile he was so familiar with. "You strip naked, bend over the back of the chair in front of the camera, and paddle yourself until you're punished enough."

Carl nearly laughed as he listened. "Alicia, that's just about the stupidest thing I have ever heard!" Then he realized what he had just said and looked away quickly.

"Is it?" she asked rhetorically. "Well, you're going to do it - or move out of the house. Tonight."

That got his attention again. "You have to be kidding."

"Look at me, Carl... look into my eyes. Am I kidding?"

Fearfully, he did what he was told. One glance convinced him that she was deadly serious. "No," he said at last. "I guess you're not. But... how will I know when I've been punished enough?"

"I will watch you on the television and you will report to me afterwards for an inspection. If I'm not satisfied, you will sleep in the basement for a week and then do it all over again until you get it right... however long that takes. I already told you - I'm through spanking you."

He considered her words for a long time. "When do we start?"

She finished her drink and stood up. "Whenever you're ready. I'm going to change into my nightie and lay down. I'm tired." She carried her empty glass to the sink and left the room, leaving Carl to contemplate his fate.

At first, he could only stay where he was, pondering how things had changed in their relationship. Had he really wanted her to spank him just to control his behavior? Or did he honestly enjoy the attention, the feel of her thighs beneath his belly while he was being soundly spanked? If the answer to the first question was yes, then it shouldn't matter who actually did the spanking, he reasoned. However, if he truly derived some perverse pleasure from being spanked by his lovely wife, then she was right in her assessment and was probably right to stop spanking him. Maybe he really was - on some subconscious level, of course - messing up on purpose just to get her to spank him. All right, he decided at last, we'll give this a try. Under any circumstances, it has to be better than sleeping in the basement.

With that in mind, he stood up and moved into the family room. There, with little hesitation, he set up the video camera and ran the cable upstairs to their bedroom. Alicia was in the bathroom with the door closed. "Camera's hooked up," he announced to the door. There was no reply. Cautiously, he threaded his way back to the family room and turned on the camera. When that was ready, he found the paddle in the drawer. It was large and heavy, and he gasped as he held it in his sweating hands. I can't do this, he told himself. However, he thought about sleeping alone for the next week and perhaps losing his wife altogether. He had already lost two wives. He wasn't about to risk losing another.

With that thought bouncing through his head, he stripped off his clothes and stepped in front of the camera. "I'm naked," he announced to the blinking red light. Then, with his bottom aimed toward the lens, he bent over the wing chair and clutched the paddle with his right hand. Never in his life had he ever been spanked with a paddle, and he wasn't sure how it would feel or how he would react to it. Only one way to find out, he told himself. He cocked the paddle behind him and released it across the center of his two quivering cheeks. It slammed into his unprotected flesh with a dull thud. He gasped as the pain rippled through his body. This one blow had hurt worse than any she had ever administered with the hairbrush.

However, instinctively he knew that one stroke would not be enough. He would have to do it again... and again and again until his posterior was a ball of flame. He cocked the paddle again and released it again - this time a little harder, finding a soft fleshy spot just below where the first stroke had landed. This hurt worse than the first and it caused him to stand up.

"You'll have to do better than that, Compton," he told himself. He took several deep breaths and bent back over the chair. He wondered if she really was watching and if she was laughing at him, as he realized how silly this must look.

Suddenly, he started to get angry with himself. He should never have been stupid enough to get into this situation in the first place. The angrier he got, the more he abused his bottom with the paddle. With little regard to the escalating pain, he delivered stroke after stroke, turning his once pristine posterior into a vast sea of misery. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his sweating face.

Finally, after nearly a hundred hard blows from the paddle, the agony overtook the self-rage and he stopped. For several seconds he stayed in position, gathering his breath. Then he pushed himself up and backed into the lens. "I hope you're satisfied," he said. He switched off the camera and felt his rear. It was as hot as a stove burner. He couldn't believe how badly he had beaten himself. He rubbed it vigorously for about a minute; however, it didn't help. A few seconds later, he headed for the steps that led upstairs.

When he reached his bedroom door, he stopped to collect himself. What if she isn't satisfied, he mused. He cupped his sore cheeks with his hands. She has to be satisfied with this job, he answered himself.

He gently knocked at the door. "Come in," Alicia ordered, but in a rather soft and breathless voice. As he entered, he saw her sprawled on the bed. She was naked from the waist down. Her legs were spread and her knees were raised. Her back was propped against a pile of pillows. The fingers of her right hand were buried deep inside her vagina. She didn't look up but continued with her masturbation. All he could do was stand where he was and stare. He had never seen her bring herself off before and the sight made him grow erect immediately.

After several minutes, her breathing became increasingly deeper and faster as she neared climax. At last, she shrieked and bucked at the same time, then collapsed back into the pillows, her eyes closed tight. Instinctively, he wrapped his own fingers around his pulsing penis and began to slowly jerk off. However, just as he nearing his own orgasm, she opened her eyes and looked at him.

"Stop!" she ordered. Startled, he stopped immediately. "No more self-abuse," she announced. "I need you inside me... right now."

Carl Compton didn't have to be told twice. With a quick leap, he was on the bed and covering her body with his own. He entered her easily and thrust for all he was worth, the horrible pain in his bottom only a distant memory. After he came, he stayed inside her for as long as he could.

Later, they lay together in bed, stroking each other's bodies. Neither said a word; however, it was obvious to Carl that the sight of him spanking himself had aroused her more than anything he had ever done before. Thus, although he himself had certainly not enjoyed the self-inflicted punishment session, he had certainly enjoyed the aftermath. So, he told himself that he would need to mess up on a regular basis nonetheless, and probably live with a perpetually sore rear.


7. The Christmas Party

With the sounds of a wild party escalating around him, Mike Williamson steered Julianne Scott, his executive assistant, into a deserted corner of the cavernous and well appointed conference room of the Williamson Investment Group. "I wanted to give you your Christmas bonus," the trim, dark haired, middle aged CEO declared, gazing into the blue eyes of his attractive young assistant. Before she could answer, he handed her a small package wrapped neatly in gold foil. She took the package, then hesitated. "Go ahead and open it," Mike insisted, smiling broadly.

Julianne looked at her boss suspiciously, fingering the wrapping paper nervously. At last, she carefully tore open the foil and lifted the lid of the box inside. Finally, she extracted a set of keys. Mike laughed as he watched her study the keys. "These are the keys to your new Mercedes," he proclaimed excitedly.

Julianne's expression changed from confusion to bewilderment. "Mr. Williamson," she began, shifting the keys from her hand into his. "I can't accept this."

Mike put the keys back into the small, soft hand of his assistant and laughed again. "Sure you can," he said. "The company had a record year this year and you were instrumental in making that happen."

She scowled. "I was just doing my job, along with everyone else in this building."

Mike waved his hand. "Ms. Scott," he began. "I promoted you to this position because you are bright, ambitious, and have a good head for business. However, there is still much you have left to learn. In a business such as this, it is customary for the CEO to reward generously those employees who have made the greatest contributions. Now, you earned that Mercedes, so enjoy it."

Julianne closed her hand around the keys and flashed a little smile. "That's the spirit," Mike said, returning her smile. "However, there is one more thing." He paused as she looked at him expectantly, her smile widening a little. "Yes, well, you have wanted a raise for a while. I thought this might be a good time to discuss it. Shall we go into my office and see how well you can negotiate?"

The young assistant blushed a little and stepped away from her boss. "I don't know what you mean," she said, a ring of indignation in her voice.

Mike grabbed her hand and pulled her into his slim body. "Yes, you do. Now, you can sue me for sexual harassment if you want to, or you can accompany me to my office and show me some of your other attributes... and let me make you feel real good. You know I am a good executive, but I am also a good lover. And, while likewise you are a very talented assistant, you are also an exceptionally attractive woman. Let's spend some time rewarding each other for a job well done."

At first, Julianne could say nothing. She knew she should walk away and never look back, that she should throw the keys to her new car right in his face. But the truth was that she was somewhat attracted to him. He was a talented CEO and a good mentor, and he was ruggedly handsome with soft hands. She knew he probably would be a good lover. However, he had one fundamental flaw.

"Mike, what about your wife?" she asked, believing that this quick reminder would end his amorous advance.

The CEO dropped her hand and thought for a moment. "Well, now, you've brought up an excellent point, Ms. Scott," he said, with a hint of sarcasm in his voice. "But she isn't here right now, is she? Besides, she doesn't have the same... shall we say... lust for life that you and I do." He studied her as he spoke; he could feel her beginning to yield the way he could predict the movement of a stock. "I tell you what," he started after a moment's hesitation. "Why don't we both have a couple more drinks, then go to my office and see what happens. Maybe nothing, maybe everything... no pressure, I promise."

At last Julianne smiled at her mentor and took his hand in hers. "Alright," she replied. "Let's go get that drink."

Mike nodded, then took her hand and began to lead her to the portable bar at the other end of the conference room. However, as they got closer, they could see that the party had pretty well turned into a drunken orgy. Most of the fifteen other employees had stripped down to their underwear; some were pouring whiskey over each other, while others had paired off and were reaching for their partner's genitals.

Mike sighed as he watched. "I work these people hard... and I let them play hard," he said as though he were remembering a line from a movie. "I have a small bar in my office," he said. "Perhaps we should just go there and get our drink."

Julianne nodded in agreement, and together they turned their backs on the escalating debauchery. Within a few minutes they were inside Mike's palatial office; the noise of the party had all but disappeared behind them.

Mike closed the door. "Julianne, why don't you mix us a couple of Scotch and sodas," he suggested, loosening his tie and removing his wool suit jacket. The young assistant studied him for a few seconds, then positioned herself behind the little bar. A moment later she handed him the drink he requested. He gulped it down and pulled her to him. Without additional fanfare or warning, he planted a long kiss on her upturned mouth, briefly probing her tongue with his. Both began to breathe more heavily.

However, when his hand started to creep up her thigh, she pulled away. Mike scowled. "What's the matter... afraid to go all the way?" he taunted.

Again, she studied her boss. "Not any more afraid than you," she rejoined. Then she gave him a half smile. "Alright... if you really want to, then I need to go to my office for a minute."

"Why?" he asked, returning her smile.

"Because I think I have a condom in my purse," she replied quickly.

His smiled broadened immensely. "Leave it to you to be prepared for anything. I guess I hadn't thought that far ahead... but it's a good idea, just don't take too long. I will make myself comfortable."

Julianne kissed him quickly on the cheek and patted his bottom. "Why don't you get undressed," she suggested. "I won't be gone long... what happens next may surprise you." Then she left the office, closing the door behind her.

Mike licked his lips and smiled as though he had just won the lottery. Quickly, he tore off his shirt and trousers, then hesitated, trying to decide whether it would be better to remove his briefs or leave them on. Finally, he decided to take them off. Now completely naked, he mixed himself another drink and sat down on the large leather sofa across from his massive desk.

Just as he was finishing his drink and looking at his watch, the door opened. "Well, it's about..." he began, but stopped as he saw that the person who opened the door was not Julianne. Instead, it was the long trim body of his wife, Sandra. She was an older woman, but strikingly beautiful. She wore a short red silk dress that framed her body perfectly. She also had an ugly smirk on her face.

"Well, isn't this appropriate," she crowed sarcastically. "I thought I would surprise you this year... but I see you already knew I was coming."

Mike's mouth opened and his jaw dropped to his chin. He tried to speak, but could only sputter what sounded almost like nonsense. "Uh... oh... I... I..."

Sandra cut him off with a wave of her hand, punctuating the air with long red, manicured fingernails. "You know, it might almost be fun to stand here and let you try to explain what I'm looking at," she said smiling an evil smile. "But in the end it would just be a waste of time."

Quickly he composed himself. "Sandra, this isn't what it looks like," he declared, avoiding her piercing gaze.

She laughed. "That's just about the stupidest thing you have ever said to me," she said. "You're sitting here naked in your office because you're waiting for one of your office sluts to come and take care of you - just like last year. Only this time, mister, you got busted."

Mike was about to attempt an answer when the door opened again and Julianne stuck her head in the room. Sandra wheeled around to face the young assistant. "Ah, Ms. Scott," she said. "So you were to be my husband's consort this evening. Well, come in and join the party." She grabbed Julianne's hand and pulled the blushing young assistant into the room.

Mike flushed with anger and he shifted forward on the sofa. "You're getting close to crossing the line, Sandra," he proclaimed with as much indignity as he could manage.

Sandra laughed again, maintaining a tight grip on Julianne's hand. "I don't think so, Mike," she answered. "Don't forget, I could have you out of this office in ten minutes, and you know it."

Mike looked at the resolve in his wife's hazel eyes, then slid back into the leather upholstery. Julianne began to look very nervous. "Mike, what does she mean?" she asked, shifting her eyes back and forth between husband and wife.

"I guess my husband neglected to mention that he only owns forty-five percent of the stock in the Williamson Investment Group," Sandra said. "I own fifteen percent... and my father owns forty percent. One call to Daddy and lover boy there would be finished... and he knows it."

"Why don't you make that call?" Julianne asked.

Sandra sighed. "I probably should," she replied. "But... in spite of his obvious faults, he has two qualities that keep me from leaving him. First, he is so good with money... and I like money, and I hate to lose such an asset. Second, well, when I can get him to pay attention to me, he really is a good lover. So I try to look past these stupid indiscretions. Besides, I've never really caught him in the act before. But now that I have there will be hell to pay."

Mike fidgeted nervously. "What are you going to do, Sandra?" he asked finally.

Sandra thought for a moment, then pulled out a large flat back hairbrush from her purse. She turned to Julianne. "When we were first married, Mike was nearly hopeless. However, after a few rounds with my hairbrush, he straightened up nicely. Perhaps it is time to renew that strategy." She shifted her eyes back to her husband. "Perhaps if you are thoroughly spanked and humiliated in front of your attractive young assistant, you won't be so anxious to get inside her panties."

Mike's eyes widened in fear. "What... what about Julianne," he began in protest. "Doesn't she deserve something? I mean, after all, she did come on to me..." His voice trailed off as he saw the anger rise in his wife's face.

"Don't add impertinence to your other faults!" Sandra pointed a long fingernail at him. "Mike, you're a decent looking man, but you overestimate your sex appeal. Did you really believe a smart young woman like Julianne would consent to have sex with you?"

Mike flushed again as he looked at his wife, then at his assistant. "You little bitch," he screamed at last. "You set me up, didn't you? I can't believe I trusted you."

Sandra sniffed. "Relax, Mike," she said. "It wasn't Julianne's fault... I put her up to it. Besides, you aren't going to do anything about it anyway but take the spanking that's so long overdue. Plus we both know that Julianne is the most talented assistant you've ever had. Do you think Daddy and I would let you dismiss her? In fact, my husband, if you do anything to her at all, I will do more than humiliate you... and you can count on that."

Julianne looked nervous again. "Is all this really necessary?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Sandra snickered. "My dear, you know a lot about the investment business," she started. "But you know precious little about handling men. Yes, this is all necessary... unless of course you want him to take advantage of you." Julianne shook her head. "Well, then, he must be punished... I'll even let you take a couple of whacks if you wish." Julianne managed a weak smile at the suggestion.

Sandra returned her smile, then looked over at her husband. "Well, since we are all agreed, I believe the time has come. So, buddy boy, I am going to sit down on the sofa and you are going to lay across my lap and take what's coming to you. Any protesting or trying to get away and I will increase the punishment. Do you understand?" Mike held his position, but said nothing. Sandra snapped her fingers. "I said, do you understand?" she repeated impatiently. Again, Mike simply glared at her. Sandra took Julianne's hand. "Julianne, please hand me the phone... I need to call my father."

Mike's eyes dilated again. "Okay, okay," he said at last. "I understand."

Sandra smiled. "I thought you would," she said. "Now, let's get down to business." Then, without another word, she sat down in the middle of the leather sofa, clutching the big hairbrush tightly in her left hand. Once she was comfortable with her lean spine firmly against the sofa back, she glanced over at Julianne. "Watch and learn," she instructed. The younger woman nodded.

All at once, Sandra reached over and grabbed her husband's right earlobe and pulled him down across her lap. He gasped in pain and clenched his eyes shut. She proceeded to shift his body so that his taut bottom was directly under her right hand. Then, skillfully she transferred the heavy hairbrush from her left hand to her right and pinned his right arm behind his back with her now free left hand. In this position, he was helpless; already his face was screwed into a grimace.

Sandra raised the brush high over her head, then stopped. "I'm not going to make any stupid speeches," she said. "Except to say that I intend to spank you until you are crying real tears and you issue one hell of a sincere apology." Once she had spoken, she clamped her mouth closed and brought the brush down hard across Mike's right cheek. He winced as his firm flesh rippled. The sound echoed through the room. Immediately, she followed this up with three more hard blows, covering every inch of his trembling posterior.

A tear formed in his eye and instinctively he squirmed to get away. In response, she twisted his arm harder. "There is no escape from this, buster," she yelled. "Now lay still and take all that's coming to you." Again, she raised the brush high over her head and brought it down hard, the heavy wood glancing across both reddened cheeks. After that, she became like a machine, landing blow after painful blow. Tears filled his eyes as his bottom quickly turned from bright pink to dark red.

And still she spanked on, until, nearing exhaustion, she let the brush slip from her hands somewhere around the seventy-fifth stroke. "Well," she said, gasping for breath. "Are you ready to apologize?"

Wiping the tears from his flooding eyes, he quickly nodded his head. However, that just caused her to use the brush three more times. "Say it," she demanded. "Say it like you mean it."

Mike Williamson grimaced again. He knew he had to say something and that it had to sound sincere. However, at that moment, as the intense pain and burning in his bottom echoed through the rest of his body, he knew that he would probably apologize for just about anything, including the Kennedy assassination, if that would get her to stop. He took a deep breath. "I... I'm very sorry," he said, choking back a sob.

Sandra brought the brush down across his inflamed posterior two more times. "And what exactly are you sorry for?" she demanded.

He took another deep breath and tried to think. "I've been a bad husband," he said weakly. "I... I've thought more about myself than I have about you, and I can't tell you how sorry I am for all that I've done and not done."

Sandra's eyes softened a little and she lowered the brush and rested it on his rear. "What about Julianne?"

Mike cleared his eyes again and glanced over at his assistant. "I'm sorry about her too," he replied, though not with as much conviction.

Sandra released Mike's arm and unceremoniously shoved him off her lap and onto the floor. He collapsed in a pathetic heap. "Well, honey," she said, looking at Julianne. "Do you want to take a couple of whacks at your boss?"

Julianne flashed a nervous smile. "Do you really think it would be okay?" she asked softly.

Sandra laughed. "Well, you've certainly earned the right," she answered quickly. "Look, Julianne, I can't tell you what to do. But if you really want to, I guarantee that he won't be able to do anything about it." She reached into her purse and pulled out a small digital camera. "If he tries anything at all, I'll spread these pictures all over the Internet. And you know I'll do it, don't you, Mike?"

Mike sat up, wincing as his naked posterior came into contact with the thick carpet, and nodded. "Okay, Sandra," he said. "I get the point... now, can I get dressed, please?"

"Well, Julianne, do you want to or not... this is the time," Sandra said.

Julianne crossed over to where her boss was crouching at the foot of the sofa. "Why not!" she said decisively. Sandra clapped her hands in delight and handed the younger woman the still warm hairbrush. "On your knees, Mr. Williamson, if you please."

Mike sighed. "Please, Julianne," he protested. "I've had enough... really... I'm sorry I misjudged you. You don't need to do this."

Julianne let out an evil laugh. "Yes, I do," she answered. "For my own self-esteem, if for no other reason. Now, get on your knees... we're wasting time." Reluctantly and with a quick glance toward his wife, Mike Williamson, CEO of an investment group that showed a net profit of over ten million dollars in the past year, drew himself up to his knees in front of his young executive assistant. Carefully, she turned his body so that his upper half was resting on the sofa. Sandra scooted down and aimed the camera at the two of them.

At first Julianne hesitated. She had never been very good at discipline, not even lecturing an employee over poor job performance. However, this time it was different. Her boss had acted like a brute and she needed to get even. Thus, with a quick appeal to the ceiling, she gripped the brush, cocked it behind her back, and released it across the right cheek of Mike's quivering bottom. He screamed out in pain. "Hey," he shouted. "Not so hard."

"You have a lot to atone for, Mr. Williamson," she answered, peppering his rear with three more hard strokes. "However, I think your wife did enough damage for one night." However, before she handed the brush back to its owner, she graced the purplish posterior with four more solid whacks, which caused Mike to bury his face in the soft leather to keep from blubbering like a baby.

Upon the completion of the punishment, Sandra put the camera and brush back into her purse, stood up and embraced the younger woman. They held the embrace for nearly a minute, while Mike simply collapsed again to the floor. Finally, Sandra broke away and looked down at her husband, lying on his side, wiping tears from his eyes. Suddenly her face lit up in a smile and she grabbed Julianne's hand. "He looks pretty pathetic down there, doesn't he?" she asked. Julianne nodded. "Why don't we bring this full circle," she said. "I mean, why don't we see if he can handle two women at once?"

At the sound of two women at once, Mike lifted his head. Julianne looked confused and a little bewildered. "What do you mean exactly?" she asked nervously.

Sandra laughed as she unzipped her dress and threw it over her head. It landed in a red heap a few feet away. A quick glance revealed that she was completely naked except for red stockings and a red lace garter belt. "I think you know exactly what I mean," she said, seeming to delight in her near nakedness. "Mike is a good lover," she repeated. "I will share him with you if you want a little piece of him... as long as you don't try to take the whole package."

The young assistant thought for a moment, studying the two naked older people stretched out before her. "This is all too weird," she said. "But what the hell. Are you sure it's okay?"

Sandra nodded. By now, Mike had lifted himself onto the sofa seat and was leaning back, wincing a little with pain but sporting an enormous erection. "Okay," Julianne declared, unbuttoning her blouse and stepping out of her high heel shoes. "I work these people hard... but I let them play hard," she said in a mock low voice as she removed her white satin panties and moved over to join the duo. "Okay, Mr. Williamson, let's negotiate my raise," she said, just before encircling her boss's throbbing penis with her eager mouth.


Also 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.

Training Jonas Weatherly by W. Arthur

When 28-year-old Jonas is hired for a job in a university library, he is interviewed by Marcia Danvers and finds himself impressed by her efficiency and natural authority. Marcia hires him, but a few weeks later he finds himself called to her office following a number of complaints made against him for his shoddy work and unhelpful attitude. Marcia is prepared to give him a second chance, telling him he needs 'motivational training', structure and discipline. This strikes a chord with Jonas, as he was previously disciplined by his stepmother, now deceased. He soon learns what type of training Marcia has in mind when he receives a few whacks with her sorority paddle.

And so it begins ... a woman who thinks enough about him to take control, a woman who is as attracted to him as he is to her. They begin a relationship, with Marcia calling all the shots. She is the one who makes the rules, and if Jonas breaks them, he is punished, sometimes harshly. Yet Jonas isn't at all resentful; his life has changed for the better, they have great sex, and he has gained a new best friend as well as a lover. So when Marcia tells him it's time for him to ask her the all-important question, he proposes and she accepts, and from that point on Jonas learns how to be a disciplined and obedient husband. He finds it both painful and stimulating... but is more than happy with his lot in this female led relationship.

A Visit to Miss Chadwick by Michael Sharpe

Poor Gordon repeatedly finds himself sitting on a hard wooden bench whilst waiting to see the Headmistress, Miss Chadwick, who will chastise him for his bad behaviour. He can't quite understand it, because at his previous school he had been an exemplary pupil, but this is most definitely not the case at Edendale Middle School. He is quite besotted with his attractive teacher, Miss Thomas, and somehow manages to be naughty in her classes... which inevitably earns him a dose of corporal punishment. The year is 1977, and Miss Chadwick demonstrates how ably she can wield a cane, slipper, or even her hard palm, on a badly behaved boy's bare bottom.

So Gordon begins his journey into the world of spanking. Not only is he spanked at school, he also gets it at home. His father has recently remarried, providing Gordon with a pretty new step-mother and two new sisters. His stepmother, Jen, takes it upon herself to give Gordon a good smacked bottom when he is in need of one. And as the weeks pass by, Gordon finds himself spanking his stepsisters. He takes to it like a duck to water, though it's usually him on the receiving end. He might even enjoy it...

Over His Nanny's Knee by Lewis Stone

At twenty years of age, Rick is selfish, unruly and undisciplined. Mary, his mother, accepts a promotion at work which involves her working abroad for a year, but before she leaves, she puts measures in place at home to ensure Rick is kept under control. And who better to keep a tight rein on him than Mary's former nanny, Colleen Roberts. Rick is horrified at the prospect of a live-in nanny, and even more put out when he discovers Nanny Roberts will stand for no nonsense. Bad behaviour on his part results in a pants down bare bottom spanking over Nanny's lap. As the weeks pass, Rick has one very sore bottom! And yet, over time, he comes to realize that Nanny Roberts actually has his best interests at heart, even though she blisters his butt with her strap and paddle. With Nanny's help and rigorous discipline, Rick's behaviour and performance at college begin to improve. But will he keep it up...?

My Aunt, My Tutor by Jack Crawford

John is accepted at university after being recommended by his Aunt Kate, who works there as a Professor of Psychology. She is happy for him to stay with her during term time, but he has to obey her rules... and he quickly learns there are consequences to getting on the wrong side of his aunt. Having never been spanked in his life, living with his aunt's discipline is quite a culture shock for Jon. He is a capable, but lazy boy, and he is grateful for all the help and mentoring Kate gives him, but when he messes up - which he often does - he pays the price on his bare bottom.

Divorcee Kate is only too pleased to use the arsenal of implements she bought during her marriage, and Jon samples the cane, strap, hairbrush, ruler and tawse, as well as his aunt's iron-hard hand. He learns that laziness, disobedience and unacceptable behaviour results in a humiliating and motivational pants down session, which makes sitting very uncomfortable! Still, the regime works as Jon turns over a new leaf and manages to get A grades in his end of year exams.

Going Over Mom's Knee: Book 3 by Lewis Stone

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

This third book includes the following stories: Different Folks, Different Strokes; Ask the Right Questions; Spanking Cannot Solve Everything; The Best Laid Plans; Not So Tough Now; A Mother's Response; Mom's One-upmanship; and Mom's List.

Punished by the Strict Schoolmistress: Books One & Two by Arthur James

This collection of stories all feature deserving schoolboys being punished by a strict schoolmistress. Typically set in boarding or preparatory schools, they take place at a time when corporal punishment, usually by cane or slipper, occurred on an almost daily basis. Each story features a schoolmistress who is a stickler for discipline. Often beautiful in appearance and perhaps possessing a softer side, she is nevertheless quite strict, and doesn't hesitate to mete out six of the best with a whippy cane or slipper on a naughty boy's bottom whenever she deems it appropriate. Despite being subject to quite painful chastisements at her hands, many of the boys on the receiving end are often quite smitten with the pretty schoolmistress and some go out of their way to get themselves punished by her. Written with a nostalgic feel, these stories hark back to a time of yesteryear, capturing a delightful innocence and naivete.

Camille's Hard Hand by David O. Sullivan

James has the hots for an attractive girl at college, but Camille isn't remotely interested in him... or so he thinks. By his own admission, James is a bit of a wimp, somewhat shy and lacking in confidence. So when Camille spots him in the library and comes over to chat, he is delighted - even more so when she tells him he's a nice guy and she will help him with his history studies. A few weeks later they enter into a relationship and James proves to Camille that he really knows how to please a woman in bed. As things progress, it becomes clear that Camille is the one calling the shots. This is no problem for James; given his submissive nature, he likes it when Camille takes charge... even when she buys him pink underpants. But what he doesn't like so much is when Camille spanks him. He feels not only her hand, but a strap and a hairbrush on his deserving backside. The play spankings are fun, but the punishment ones are not! This is the story of how James morphs from boyfriend to a husband who is disciplined by his wife. He grows accustomed to their domestic discipline relationship, and over time actually begins to crave more spankings. Their sex life is terrific, with Camille taking the lead and investing in some interesting bedroom toys for use on her naughty boy.
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