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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 Job Interview: When Cam attends an interview for a prestigious job, he is alarmed to find the person who interviews him is none other than Mazy, the sister of his ex-wife. Because of this, Mazy knows Cam is a serial womaniser and not to be trusted around women; she tells him she will hire him on a ninety-day probationary contract if he drops his pants and goes over the desk for a paddling.

Kyle's New Reality: When 19-year-old Kyle spends over a thousand dollars on his dad's credit card to watch VR porn, he doesn't bargain on being caught in the act by his new stepmother, the attractive Felicia. She deals with Kyle's infraction with a bath brush, and then makes a surprising suggestion.

Lent: Newlyweds Kevin and Margo enjoy an active sex life, but Margo tells her husband that if he doesn't give up swearing for Lent, he will be deprived of sex. He tries to stop, but fails - and takes the consequences in the form of a bare bottom paddling.

Principal Valentino Loses a Bet: Linda, an English teacher, enters into a bet with the new school principal. Principal Valentino loses the bet and the arrogant young man finds himself paying the price by bending over the desk to take a painful paddling.


The Hapless Prison Guard: As a newly appointed prison guard, Jeff learns the ropes and observes that some of the other prison officers enjoy the perks of the job - having sex with the inmates. Determined to get a piece of the action, Jeff arranges to meet with two women prisoners in a room that is not monitored. But things don't quite go according to plan... including the feel of a hefty strap on his bare bottom.

The Traveling Terrells: A boy band travelling in a luxury bus on their way to a gig spend their time messing around instead of practising. They are rude and disrespectful to Marian, their coach. But when the driver pulls the vehicle off the road and Marian takes up her hairbrush, the boys are soon singing a different tune.

Trouble at Awakenings: Ryan is sulking after his girlfriend, Brittany, breaks up with him after accusing him of being a loser and a slacker, both true. Resolving to get her back, Ryan follows her to a place called Awakenings, and ends up in an upstairs room minus his clothes, having his bare backside whacked with a hairbrush. Brittany takes control and will be in charge from now on.
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1. The Job Interview

Cam Nichols parked in the visitor parking spot in front of a sign that read, 'Kingman Design'. He checked the clock on the dashboard. The big blue numbers read 9:52. He nodded. His job interview was scheduled for ten. He got out of the car, a late model Toyota Avalon, and checked his appearance in the side mirror. He was wearing his standard interview outfit: dark gray suit, white shirt, burgundy tie, and black wingtips. The outfit was perhaps a bit retro, especially for a borderline millennial, but he felt comfortable in it and knew the formality attracted the right kind of attention, especially from women.

He also understood very well the importance of this interview. He had gone through five jobs in the past six years and was running out of companies that needed his particular expertise as a computer design engineer. He knew from his research that Kingman was a relatively new company that, in a short time, had acquired a reputation for quality work.

"Don't blow this, Nichols," he told himself as he opened the all-glass front door, clutching a leather brief case.

He was immediately greeted by a receptionist who appeared to be all of twenty-one or twenty-two. The wood plate on her desk read, Jenny Saunders. "May I help you," she asked in a soft pleasant voice.

He gave her his best smile, one that had charmed more than a few women over the years. "Yes, I am Cam Nichols."

She returned his smile. "Yes, Mr. Nichols. Ms. Kingman is expecting you." She pressed a button on the intercom box on her desk. "Mr. Nichols is here, Ms. Kingman."

"Very well," a female voice crackled through the box. "Please send him back."

Jenny shifted her gaze back to Cam. "Ms. Kingman will see you now. Her office is the first door on the left. Just go down the corridor and you will see the sign on the door. May I get you anything - coffee, water?"

I wouldn't mind spending about fifteen minutes with you in a private room. But he knew better than to say this out loud. "Thank you, Ms. Saunders," he said. "Perhaps later."

He moved past her and through an open door that led to a wide corridor. On the right side of the corridor was a large room that contained several cubicles. From what he could see, each cubicle was occupied with a young person studying a computer screen. Very typical for this type of organization, he thought.

He walked about twenty more feet until he saw a door to the left. The plate on the door read, "Human Resources, M. Lynn Kingman, vice-president." He stopped and knocked gently.

A female voice - the same voice he had heard over the intercom - said, "Please come in."

He pushed open the door and stepped inside the palatial office, furnished in the finest wood and aluminum trim. He quickly scanned the office before his eyes settled on the middle-aged woman sitting behind the massive desk. When he saw who it was, he did a double-take.

"Oh... crap!"

The woman behind the desk stood up and chuckled. "I thought you might say something like that," she said. "Hello, Cam."

"You fooled me with the name," he said. "Didn't you used to be Mazy Sharp?"

"I never liked the name Mazy," she said. "And I got rid of the last name when I divorced that lying bastard of a husband five years ago. Kingman is my maiden name, and I was glad to get it back."

Cam took a deep breath while memories, most of them unpleasant, swirled around in his brain. "So... Ms. Kingman... is there any point to me even being here?"

Ms. Kingman resumed her seat. "Please sit down, Cam, and let's talk."

Cam nodded and sat down in one of the padded visitor chairs facing the desk. He knew better than to say anything - let her make the first move. He stared at the plant-lined window behind her.

She settled back in her leather office chair and folded her hands in front of her. "Let's clear the air," she said. "What you did to my sister, lying, cheating, humiliating her... well, let's just say that's hard to forgive. But it was seven years ago, and she learned her lesson and recovered. She's now married to a decent man and has a baby."

"I'm very glad to hear it," Cam said weakly, his brain still filled with memories of the two-year marriage he had with Mazy's younger sister, Lexie.

"So... let's talk about you," she said. She shifted her gaze to some papers in front of her. "Your resume is very impressive, as is your reputation as a computer engineer. We are a young company, still growing, and could use your skill set."

"Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. I also see on your resume that you've had five jobs in the past six years. Why have you gone through so many jobs?"

"Well, I did what they asked me to do and I guess I just got bored. I need a challenge."

She huffed. "Perhaps. But I've done some research and discovered something that didn't surprise me at all, considering what you did to my sister."

"What's that?"

She sat up straight and looked him in the eye. "You're a chronic womanizer who can't seem to keep his dick in his pants. The HR director over at Sterling said you even tried to seduce the wife of their best customer. You simply can't be trusted, especially around women."

Cam shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "Uh... Mazy... Ms. Kingman... I can explain."

She huffed once again. "No, you can't," she said. "We are new and attempting to grow our customer base. Our image is very important to us. My brother runs a tight ship, so to speak. And to extend that metaphor, we can't afford to have a loose cannon on deck, especially one that likes to fire at every pretty young thing he sees."

Cam wanted to respond to that last insult, but found he couldn't, because it was mostly true, and he knew it. He liked women and wanted them to like him - a lot. "What do you want me to say? That I'm sorry I'm such a bastard?"

She laughed. "That would be a good start," she said. "But it's not enough. If we hire you, we need assurances that you won't mess up, that you won't destroy the chemistry in the organization. Besides myself, we have five women working here. You've met Jenny, and I'll bet you've already set your sights on her. We can't allow that kind of behavior in the office. Besides, I'm still mad at you for the way you hurt Lexie. I probably should let it go, but I can't."

He thought for a moment. She was correct in what she was saying, and he knew it. But still, he needed the job and believed he was right for it. "Look... I need the job and you need the expertise I bring to the organization," he said. "I can change. How can I convince you? What would satisfy you?"

Her eyes widened; she rubbed her hands together. "You know, Cam, you don't know how many times I've dreamed of this moment, of having you in front of me like this, vulnerable. Ever since that day seven years ago when Lexie came to me, crying and telling me all about how you were cheating on her, I have thought about what I would do to you if I ever got the chance."

Cam swallowed hard. He knew he should just get up and walk out, forget all about Kingman Design. There were other companies out there somewhere, and he knew he could find them if he looked hard enough.

But some voice inside him told him to stay and see what happens. After all, she hadn't told him no. Maybe if he played along, he could still get the job, a job too good to pass up. "What did you decide?"

"My first thought was to cut your balls off with a dull knife," she said without even a hint of humor in her voice. "But I realized that was a bit too extreme."

He swallowed hard again, as his brain filled with the thought of how much it would hurt to be castrated in such a manner. "Did you come up with an alternative... something a little less extreme?"

She smiled. "Yes, I did."

"Uh... what is it?"

Her smile widened so that she was showing all of her perfect teeth. "Something Lexie should have done when she first suspected you were cheating on her. Something your parents should have done when you were growing up but obviously didn't."

"What?"

"Okay, Cam. Here's the deal. I will hire you on a ninety-day probationary contract." She paused and looked at him. "But first, in order to qualify for the job and to assure me that you will change and follow my instructions to the letter, you will drop your pants and bend over the desk."

"What? Drop my pants and bend over the desk? Is that what you just said?"

"Yes, it is. Don't tell me you're hard of hearing."

"But... why?"

"Close the door."

"Again, why?"

She stood up behind the desk. "I don't think you're going to want anyone outside to see or hear what is about to happen. Close the door."

He stood and closed the door. "What's about to happen?"

"Part two of the interview," she said. "Let's see how well you can accept punishment."

"What do you mean?" Again, he wondered if Mazy Lynn Kingman was crazy, just as he had suspected so many years ago.

"You know, Cam, you ask way too many questions," she said. "But you're about to get the answer to one of them right now. You asked what I decided. Well, I decided that if I couldn't cut your balls off, I could at least give you a paddling you would never forget, so that's what is about to happen." She reached into a drawer in her credenza and pulled out a wooden fraternity-type paddle. "Now, if you want the job, drop your pants and bend over the desk. Otherwise, get the hell out of my office and my company... and, forget about ever working in this industry again. After I get done smearing your name all over the area, you'll be lucky to get a job as a mid-level programmer in a startup that pays minimum wage."

"You can't do that!"

"Don't underestimate me, Cam. Don't underestimate my resolve. You deserve to be punished, and that's what you're going to get... one way or the other. Your choice, but you must make your choice immediately, as I have no more time to waste with you."

He tried to think. "And... if I submit to this, things will be square between us?"

"I don't think things will ever be completely square between us, Cam. But paddling you will give me some small sense of satisfaction and help you to earn my trust. Plus, you'll have some idea what to expect if you even appear to be straying from your job or the company's mission. Is that clear enough for you?"

Yes, it was clear enough. Still, he was stunned by the turn of events. Quickly, he tried to analyze the problem, to look at it as an exercise in logical decision-making. A paddling and humiliation in exchange for a good job, job security, and possible forgiveness from a crusading former sister-in-law.

While he was formulating a decision, Mazy slapped the palm of her left hand with the paddle. "Cam, you need to make a decision right now! What's it going to be?"

"All right," he said, accepting that he had no real alternative and hoping that she wouldn't be too hard on him.

Mazy smiled and pressed a button on her intercom.

"Yes, Ms. Kingman?" Jenny's soft voice crackled through the speaker.

"Mr. Nichols and I will be tied up in negotiations for the next hour or so. Can you please see to it that we're not disturbed?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Thank you." Mazy turned toward Cam. "Now, let's get down to business. I believe I gave you a directive and you agreed to follow it. Is that correct?"

He nodded.

She scowled. "As you no doubt have seen, we maintain an atmosphere of quiet formality around here. My brother Matt is president and CEO. I report directly to him. You will report directly to me, which makes me your boss. As your boss, I expect and demand that you address me in a manner befitting my position. Are we clear on that?"

Cam tried to muster all of his inner strength in an effort not to laugh. He had worked in eight companies over the years and never addressed his immediate superior by anything other than his or her first name. He also had trouble separating this formally dressed HR director from his memory of his former sister-in-law, whom he had seen mostly at family gatherings. He took a deep breath. "Yes, Ms. Kingman."

"Good. Now that we have that established, the directive still stands. I suggest you get to it immediately."

"Yes, ma'am." It was getting easier for him as he looked into her dark blue eyes and saw the resolve. She was no longer his frumpy, half-crazy sister-in-law, but rather a very intelligent, competent, and reasonably attractive woman. He moved to the desk, lowered his suit pants, and bent his upper body over the surface, displacing a few file folders in the process. He spread his legs and waited. It was all he could do.

Paddle in hand, Mazy Lynn Kingman stepped out from behind the desk and approached her target, a firm bottom protected only by a thin layer of cotton. She hesitated for a few seconds, then hooked her thumb in the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down to his upper thighs, exposing the soft flesh underneath.

"You know, Cam, I was the disciplinarian of my sorority during my senior year at college. And I was so effective that no-one ever committed the same offense twice."

Great, Cam thought, realizing that she was not going to go easy on him.

She patted his bottom with her left hand. "My goal is to bring you to your knees, to turn you into a blubbering mass of supplication."

Just get it over with, he thought, but knew he didn't dare say it.

Mazy moved to the left of her victim, retracted the paddle, and swung it forward, striking the center of his backside. The sound of the impact echoed through the large office.

Cam groaned as the pain rippled through him. He lifted his hands from the desk.

She struck two more times in rapid succession. "Don't attempt to get up until I give you permission. Is that clear?"

Cam gritted his teeth. "Yes... ma'am." He put his hands back down.

She stepped back and felt his bottom with her left hand. The flesh was red but not yet warm. "We're not anywhere near finished."

He grimaced at the prospect of a long and very painful ordeal.

She followed up her declaration with a succession of paddle strokes that covered every square centimeter of his backside and upper thighs. The pain moved up and down his spine like an electric current. He wanted to scream, to beg her to stop, but he didn't dare.

After twenty or so strokes from the paddle, she once again paused and rubbed his scorched flesh. "Impressive," she said. "Cam, you're tougher than I would have given you credit for. But we're going to find out just how tough you really are. Remember my goal."

He remembered. He didn't want to give her the satisfaction of seeing him go to his knees, blubbering like a small child. But, in the end, he knew that everyone has their limits to what they can endure before they break. He honestly didn't think he was that far from his limit.

With a wide smile on her unlined face, she retracted the paddle and struck again, then again and again, turning the tender skin to change from red to dark red to dark purple. He would remember this paddling for a long, long time.

Finally, after the fortieth strike, he felt himself begin to break. His knees weakened and tears massed in his eyes. He started to slump. "Oh, god..." he cried, "Ms. Kingman... please... stop."

She pulled her next stroke and watched as he fell to his knees. Tears streamed down his face and his chest heaved. He was broken. She set the paddle down on the desk and let him cry for at least a minute.

Finally, she put a hand on his shoulder. "Cam, stand up and face me."

He pulled himself together, fighting through the pain and emotion. Never in his thirty-four years of life had he ever experienced anything like the paddling. He had never even imagined anything like it. He took a deep breath, wiped some tears from eyes and cheeks, and pushed himself up into a standing position. He turned toward his tormenter.

She gave him a quick scan, noting that his pants and briefs were still pooled around his ankles. "Are you all right?"

He thought for a second and nodded.

"Cam, don't make me do this all over again just to make a point. I asked if you're all right."

Once again, he fought through the emotion. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good," she said. "Because we're not completely finished yet."

His face fell. "Oh... please... no more paddling... please."

She flashed him a wicked smile. Her eyes were locked onto his crotch. "No more paddling... unless you do something stupid to deserve it," she said. "No... I can see that you're a pretty well put together man. I can even see what other women find attractive, what with your trim body, your rugged face with that two-day stubble, your short sandy hair and blue eyes. Do you find me attractive?"

He was stunned by the question and by her demeanor. He looked at her, seeing her as though for the first time. She had a trim but sturdy body clearly outlined beneath her prim blue dress. Her hair was luxuriously long and silky. Her face was unlined. Yes, she is attractive, he thought. But what game is she playing? "Yes, ma'am."

"Okay... let's find out if you're as good as my sister said you are." Without waiting for a reply, she raised the hem of her dress above her waist and lowered her black silk panties to her knees. She spread her legs and beckoned to Cam. "Okay, boy, get on your knees, come over here, and show me how good you are."

Once more, Cam was totally stunned. His former sister-in-law and now boss was offering herself to him. "Are you serious?" he asked.

"Don't go stupid on me, Cam," she said. "Get your ass over here and bury your face between my legs... unless you want another paddling. Do you want another paddling?"

That was not a hard question to answer. "No, ma'am."

"Then quit wasting time asking stupid questions."

Cam looked at Mazy, standing before him like a Greek goddess, her carefully trimmed sex on full display and glistening. Quickly, he dropped to his knees and crawled over to her. He placed his head between her legs and extended his tongue. When he began to lick her clitoris, she moaned and clamped her legs around him. She climaxed almost immediately.

When she had recovered, she released him and stepped back. "Wow... you are good," she said. She moved to the desk and bent over the top of it. "Now, let's see if you have any other talents."

This time, he didn't have to be told what to do. He got to his feet and approached her with his penis fully erect. She spread her legs, giving him the perfect target, which he wasted no time hitting.

"Hard and fast," she ordered.

"Yes, ma'am." This was one directive he had no problem following.

Five minutes later, they were locked in an embrace, both totally spent. Eventually, they broke apart. Mazy restored her attire and smoothed down her sweaty hair. "Pull up your pants, Cam," she ordered.

He flushed and did what he was told.

"Okay, here's the deal," she said once she was under control. "You have a job with better than average salary and benefits. We also do profit sharing. But... as I said, we run a tight and formal office. You will confine all of your conversations to business-related matters, absolutely no flirting or even suggestive dialogue. If you feel yourself slipping at all, come and see immediately, and we will take care of it. Basically, you belong to me now. Is that clear? Can you live with these conditions?"

He thought for second as he processed the question and the conditions. The pain in his severely paddled backside was gone completely. Instead, he was basking in the afterglow of one of the best sexual encounters he had ever experienced. Yes, he could live with those conditions.

"Yes, ma'am."

"Good," she said. "Now, sit down if you can, and let's get your paperwork completed."


2. Kyle's New Reality

Kyle Cranston sat on the deck of the large log A-frame. In the near distance lay the vast green expanse of the White River National Forest, while the Rocky Mountains served as a spectacular backdrop. It was a view that many people paid millions of dollars to enjoy.

But Kyle wasn't looking at it. As a nineteen-year-old boy, it just wasn't the kind of view that interested him. So, here he was, instead of admiring the forest and breathing in the fresh mountain air, instead of helping his stepmother, Felicia, unpack boxes and clean the house - like he said he would - he was reclining in an Adirondack chair at eleven o'clock in the morning, looking at pictures of naked women on his iPad.

When his father married Felicia last fall, Kyle knew there would be changes. But at the time, he hadn't given the changes much thought, because he was just starting his first year at Benson State and getting used to living in a dorm on campus. Of course, he had met Felicia several times. He even liked the forty-three-year-old widow. She was reasonably attractive and she seemed to make his dad happy. Kyle loved his father and was glad to see him happy after being widowed himself for five years.

However, Kyle hadn't anticipated that one of the changes would be to buy a summer home in Colorado - a dream shared by both his father and his new stepmother. Kyle's father was an international business consultant who traveled frequently and wanted to relax with his new wife when he was home. Felicia was a high school math teacher with summers off. She needed a place to unwind after a demanding school year.

Kyle even thought it might be fun to spend the summer in the mountains, hiking, backpacking, meeting likeminded girls and doing what nature intended and inspired. He just hadn't realized how isolated they were - eight miles from the nearest town. Used to the bustling life of a large college campus, after three days in this virtual wilderness, he was bored and restless already. He had hoped to go into town every day or at least spend quality time with his father. However, the older Cranston was on an extended trip to Europe and wouldn't be back for at least another two weeks, leaving to Kyle and Felicia the task of turning the fifty-year-old A-frame into a comfortable home.

At least, they had gotten the utilities turned on and working, so they had electricity, water, and wifi, which was about all Kyle cared about as it allowed him to interact with his few friends from college and surf the internet, mostly looking at pornography.

He was scrolling through a series of pictures of two naked young women when he heard the sliding glass door open behind him. Very quickly, he shut off his iPad and in the now blank screen watched Felicia approach. She was wearing white shorts and a white tee shirt, through which he could plainly see the outline of her breasts. Not bad, he thought. Then he ordered himself to quit looking. That's your stepmother, dude," he told himself. Your father's wife, old enough to be your real mother. He dropped his eyes.

Felicia moved in front of him and leaned against the rail of the elevated deck. "I don't think I could ever get tired of this view," she said.

Kyle sat up straight in his chair and, for the first time that morning, actually looked out over the forest. "Yeah, it's pretty spectacular."

She turned to face him and smiled. The late morning sun reflected off her unadorned face. "What are you doing?" she asked.

Kyle didn't like the question, thought for an instant that she was interrogating him, perhaps evoking a guilty response. He took a deep breath to calm himself. It was a very nice Colorado morning and he didn't want to start any trouble between the two of them, especially when he realized that they would be stuck together for at least another two weeks. "Oh, nothing... just relaxing and admiring the view."

She came to him and put a small hand on his shoulder. "Well, I know it's hard to break away, but when you get the chance, come inside and help me. We have more boxes to unpack and a couple of repair jobs to complete. Okay?"

Kyle thought about her request. Not exactly an order, but more than a suggestion. "Okay... I'll be in in a minute."

She gave him another smile. "We'll have lunch in about an hour." She rotated away from him, and he could see the outline of her panties through the shorts. Not at all bad, he thought, as he watched her walk away. She was certainly better looking than any math teacher he'd ever had. Then, once again, he reminded himself that Felicia was his stepmother and his father's wife, an older woman, definitely not of the nubile campus co-eds he had lusted over during the past year. Still, for a giddy instant, he wondered if she saw him as anything more than her husband's son, a young boy and not a man.

When she was out of sight, he re-activated his iPad and went back to the photo array he had been salivating over just a moment before. I wish I at least had virtual reality, he thought, remembering some of the technology he had seen on campus. I could survive another couple of weeks if I had something to keep me occupied with.

With that in mind, he switched from the porn site to Amazon. Immediately, he found several VR systems. He had his father's credit card number and the authority to charge most anything he wanted - within reason, of course. He didn't think his father would object to Kyle buying a VR system, especially when he explained that it was a requirement for school. Kyle knew his dad was fairly gullible that way. He ordered an HTC VR system and selected two-day shipping. Even in this wilderness, Amazon would come through. Thank god, I live in the twenty-first century, he thought.

Satisfied that relief was on the way, he shut down the iPad, pushed himself out the chair, and went inside the house to help his stepmother.

As promised, the VR system arrived two days later, none too soon as Kyle had tried desperately to erase his growing lust for his stepmother. And that had not been easy, in spite of the twenty-four year age difference. Apparently, Felicia was not at all shy or modest when in her own home.

For the past three mornings, she had emerged from her bedroom wearing a tee shirt that barely covered her bottom. She wore no underwear, so whenever she leaned over or reached up in the kitchen, he was treated to the sight of every part of her that was normally covered and kept private. And she seemed to expose herself in complete innocence, as though she hadn't given a single thought to what effect such a view might have on him, as though she thought of him as a boy of nine instead of a man of nineteen.

She's your stepmother, dude, an old woman, he had told himself several times, madly trying to tamp down his repressed teenage lust. Still, he had retreated more than once to the privacy of his bathroom, his trusty iPad in tow. Unfortunately, the relief was only temporary.

"What's in the box?" Felicia asked when Kyle brought it in.

He blushed slightly, in spite of himself. "Oh... just a new gaming system," he said.

For a moment, she shifted her hawk-like gaze between him and the box he was holding. "Okay," she said at last. "But don't forget we still have some landscaping to do."

He hadn't forgotten. Who could forget the prospect of hours of backbreaking work clearing overgrown bushes and then planting flowers in their place? Plus, she would be there helping, no doubt wearing short shorts and a halter top, teasing him with her body. "I won't forget," he said and scurried away to his room upstairs. A man needs his privacy.

"Oh, Kyle," she called after him. "I want to go into town later this afternoon. We need to get some supplies and food. I want you to come with me. Okay?"

"Sure, Felicia," he said just before disappearing into his room.

Once inside, he ripped open the box and extracted the contents: VR Vive headset with high resolution graphics and immersive audio. The set featured rotational real-time head tracking. He laid out the components and then texted his friend Samson.

Kyle knew from experience that Samson was an expert on virtual reality systems. Through Skype, Samson helped Kyle set up the system. When it was set up and ready for use, Samson looked to either side of him and beckoned Kyle closer to the screen. "Hey, dude," he said in a low tone. "If you're looking for what I think you're looking for, there's an app you can get... but it's not free. You interested?"

Kyle looked at his closed door, wondering for an instant if his nosy stepmother was lurking outside. "Yeah, I'm interested."

Samson smiled and gave Kyle all the information he needed to access an app that led to the VR streaming of naked women pleasuring themselves and beckoning their viewers to do the same - all through cyberspace, of course.

"Thanks, man. You're a lifesaver." He signed off and immediately went to the web store with the information Samson gave him. Fifteen minutes and his father's credit card number later, he had an app on his iPad that would power his new VR system.

With trembling fingers, Kyle placed the headset and other components and activated the system. After a couple of false starts, he learned how to use the controls, and soon his field of view was filled with a young dark-haired woman who identified herself as Chloe. She informed him that she would be his guide into a new world, a new reality.

While he watched, she removed her clothes, exposing an exquisite body, and began to finger herself. She paused for a second and beckoned to him. "Come with me," she said. "I need you to help me."

Kyle was entranced. Not only had he never seen anything like this before in his young life, he had never even imagined anything like this. Everything around him - his room, the A-frame, the Earth - simply melted away as he was drawn further and further into Chloe's virtual world. At her urging, he unzipped his shorts and snaked a hand into his crotch.

Chloe was in the process of bending over, giving him a magnificent view of her backside when he felt a hand on his shoulder. For an instant, he actually thought it was Chloe coming to real life, simply materializing right there in his room.

But, when he heard the shrill voice of his stepmother, he realized it wasn't Chloe.

"Kyle," Felicia called. "Come back to Earth."

He practically froze in place, his fantasy world still in full view in front of him, Chloe still urging him on.

"Kyle... turn that thing off," Felicia ordered.

He still wasn't sure who or what was real - Chloe or Felicia. It wasn't until the headset was ripped from his face that he knew. When his vision cleared, he saw his stepmother standing in front of him, a scowl on her pretty face.

"Kyle, what were you watching?" she asked.

He shook his head to clear the images. He forgot that his hand was still in his crotch.. "Oh... just a new program," he managed to stammer. "Can't a guy have some privacy?"

Felicia shook her head. "Kyle, I knocked several times; I called out, but got no answer. I was worried. I thought maybe you died or fell asleep in here."

"Well, I didn't... so what do you want?"

"I got finished with my work and want to go to town. Are you ready?" She looked down at his crotch. "You don't look ready?"

He blushed deeply as he realized he was still holding onto his penis. Quickly, he removed his hand and zipped up. "Damn it, Felicia." It was all he could think to say.

She scowled again and picked up the headset. "Let's see what the attraction is," she said. "Let's see what your father paid a thousand dollars for." Before he could stop her or turn off the images, she put on the headset.

A few seconds later, she tore it off and threw it on the floor. "This is what you're doing in here? Watching some bimbo bring herself off? This is what your father paid so much money for?"

Kyle managed to look indignant. "That's... that's none of your business."

"Au contraire, buddy," she said. "This is exactly what your father and I were worried about, especially when he saw that charge from Amazon."

"You talked with my Dad?"

"He called me and told me to keep an eye on you. He gave me carte blanche to deal with any problems... and it appears we have one. Not only is what you're doing stupid and dangerous, it may even be illegal."

Kyle was now beside himself. The idea that his father was spying on him through Felicia was almost more than he could handle. Then, her last statement gave him pause. He hadn't considered the legality of the app, just trusted that Samson knew what he was doing. His brain was suddenly flooded with conflicting thoughts and images. "Tell Dad he's got nothing to worry about," he said. "And you can quit spying on me."

Felicia huffed. "I think not," she said. "This crap cannot be tolerated."

"So... what are you going to do about it?" In his mind, he really didn't think she could do anything but maybe yell at him.

"I should have known something like this would happen," she said. "You know, Kyle, I've been teaching adolescent boys for twenty years and I should have known." She paused and glared at him, a strange little smile creasing her lips. "Here's something I bet you don't know. Before I got the opportunity to teach in my present school... where I am blessed to teach calculus, trig, and physics to students who want to learn, I taught basic algebra and geometry in the only school system in the state that hadn't outlawed corporal punishment - and for good reason, as the students, especially the fifteen and sixteen-year-old boys were frequently out of control. They even made crude suggestive remarks to me. It's not always easy being a young and attractive female math teacher. You don't always get taken seriously. Believe me, I paddled more than one student to get him - and sometimes her - to think the right way. And it usually worked. I rarely had to paddle the same student twice."

For an instant, Kyle had an image of being bent over some old teacher's desk while she stood behind him, paddle in hand. "What's this got to do with me?"

She gave him an evil laugh. "I think a little of that would benefit you immensely."

His eyes widened. "Oh, no... no fucking way, lady. I had a feeling you were crazy. Now I know for sure."

"I assure you I'm not crazy," she said. "And, believe it or not, I'm only looking out for you and acting on your father's behalf." She paused and glared at him one more time, a glare so hard he had to look away. "Now, you're going to get a spanking. We can do it the easy way or the hard way. Your choice, but if we have to do it the hard way, it will be much worse. And, just so you know, there will be extra for swearing. I don't appreciate that and I won't tolerate it."

For an instant, Kyle thought he might still be in some form of virtual world, that this couldn't possibly be happening. He tried to buoy up his courage. "This is all some kind of bluff, isn't it? I mean, you can't possibly think you could overpower me." He tried to laugh for effect.

Felicia stood her ground. "I have no intention of trying to overpower you," she said. "Think about your position for a moment. You're in the middle of nowhere. I have the keys to the only car. It would be very easy just to leave you here alone, just you and your virtual friend. I could very easily get the wifi turned off. And I could contact your father and get your credit stopped. No more ordering stuff you don't need; no more contacting your useless friends. Or..." She paused yet one more time. "You could take your spanking... like a man who knows he deserves it, and then all will be forgiven and we can become better friends. What do you think about that?"

Not much, Kyle thought. But he didn't say it as he processed what Felicia told him and calculated the threat level. He took a deep breath, readying himself for one last counterpunch. "You don't scare me," he said, but in a less than convincing voice.

"I should." She pulled out her cell phone and scrolled through her contacts.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm going to contact your father and tell him what's going on, what you're doing. We'll see what he says. My guess is he'll be very disappointed."

Kyle processed that threat. One of the last things he ever wanted was for his father to be disappointed in him. "No... wait... Please don't contact Dad."

"Why shouldn't I? You're certainly not taking me seriously. Are you?"

Kyle put his hands on either side of his head and tried to think. "Give me a minute to think this through."

She shook her head. "Your time's up, Kyle. Either we do this now or we go to plan B."

"What's plan B?"

"I will do everything I told you I would do, including informing your father."

"Everything?"

"Yes, everything." She glanced at her wristwatch. "Time's wasting. Make your choice."

Kyle wanted to scream. But he knew he couldn't. He was doing something he shouldn't have been doing and got caught. He might be able to put off the consequences, but for how long? Until he graduated from college, three years from now, he was dependent on his father and apparently needed to stay in the good graces of his father's wife. "Okay... say I let you spank me. What happens after that?"

Once again, she laughed. "It's not a matter of you letting me spank you, as though I somehow get off on it. I assure you I don't. In fact, this is not something I care to deal with at all. But, I have been put in a position of authority and must act accordingly. Take your spanking first, then we'll see what happens next."

Kyle blinked several times. Images of the voluptuous and generous Chloe still lingered in his brain. For an instant, when he saw the angry and determined face of Felicia, he saw Chloe. This was all too weird - two worlds overlapping.

Felicia's insistent voice helped to bring him back to Colorado. "Kyle, make your choice now!"

He bit down on his lower lip and winced. He was now convinced he was in the real world and wasn't dreaming. "Uh... what happens now?"

"What have you decided?"

He gathered his breath. "I'll take the spanking."

She nodded and put her cell back in her pocket. "A wise choice," she said. "Turn off that stupid VR system. After we're finished, you will delete that app. Lower your shorts and underpants and bend over the bed like this." With her feet firmly planted on the floor and her legs spread, she bent her upper body over the surface of the bed, giving Kyle a glimpse of her white panties through her white shorts. She pushed herself up. "Do it now while I get something to spank you with."

He stood where he was, trying to erase the image of her perfect bottom from his brain. "You're not going to use your hand?"

She huffed. "Heavens no," she said. "I'm hardly strong enough to make any kind of impression on you. You need to be punished... and rather severely so you take me seriously in the future and we have no repeat of this kind of stupidity and impertinence." She pointed at the bed for emphasis, then turned and left the room.

For a few seconds, he stood where he was in a state of near paralysis. A hundred conflicting thoughts raced through his overwrought brain, the last being the image of Felicia's backside, which did nothing to tamp down his lust and frustration.

When she returned a minute later, carrying a large wooden bath brush with an eighteen-inch handle and a rounded head, she found him standing in the same spot, his eyes wide. "I told you to strip down and bend over the bed. Did you turn off that VR system?"

He shook his head as though he was in a trance.

She snapped her fingers. "Kyle... come to Earth," she said. "Your punishment is increasing by the second."

He blinked and looked at her. Quickly, he reached over and switched off the VR system. Then he shifted his gaze to her right hand and saw the bath brush. "You... you're not going to use that, are you?"

She laughed. "Yes, I'm going to use this. And if you're not in position by the time I count five, I will spank you harder than you can possibly imagine. Believe me, I had a few boys in my classes who didn't take me seriously and went home with bruises. One... two..."

He registered the count and the threat. This was not going away and would not be postponed. By the time Felicia reached five, he had his shorts and briefs down to his ankles and was draped across the surface of his bed, assuming the same position she had demonstrated earlier.

With the brush clutched tightly in her right hand, she approached. "I'll bet you've never been spanked before," she said as she surveyed her target.

He glanced over his shoulder. "Uh... I think my mother spanked me a few times before she died."

"Smart woman," she said. "Sorry that she died when you were just getting started in life. I can never replace your mother... nor do I intend to try. But I do have an obligation to your father, who probably should have been harder on you." She paused and felt the muscles in his bottom. "Okay, these are the rules: You don't get up until I give you permission. You don't say a word. If you do, you will receive an extra swat for every word you do say, two extra swats if that word is a swear word. Is that clear?"

Kyle had heard enough. "Can't we just get this over with?"

"You didn't answer my question. I also punish impertinence," she said. "Now, I'll ask you one more time. Is that clear?"

He took a deep breath. "Yes, that's clear."

With a sudden fury, she swung the brush and landed a harsh blow on his right cheek. Then she swung again, this time hitting the left cheek. "One more thing, when you're in this position, you will answer with ma'am. Is that clear?"

He wanted to shout out, to proclaim to the world how stupid this was, his new stepmother apparently drunk with power. He caught himself just in time, as he realized how bad two blows from the brush had been. He wasn't anxious to increase the pain.

"Yes, ma'am."

She smiled and felt his bottom again. "You might as well relax those muscles as well as you can. We have a long way to go, I think. My goal is to break you completely so that in the future you won't even think about doing something offensive or stupid, at least not on my watch."

He grimaced as he realized what he was in for. He felt two more hard swats landing on the soft flesh where his bottom joined his upper thighs. "God, that hurts," he exclaimed and began to push himself up.

She shoved him back down, showing surprising strength. She laughed demonically. "Well, that's going to cost you." She punctuated that declaration with a barrage of hard swats that stained his bottom a dark red in less than thirty seconds. She paused to assess the damage she had caused so far. "That was for talking and attempting to get up," she said. "Now we resume the original punishment, unless you have more you want to say."

He had a lot he wanted to say, but he now understood the consequences. He bit down on his tongue and closed his eyes. The pain from just fifteen or twenty swats was bad enough. He just wanted this to end.

Felicia took a deep breath and swung the brush, impacting a spot on his left cheek she had already struck. She repeated the action, this time striking the right cheek. After that, she cut loose, landing blow after blow after blow.

After a minute, tears flooded his eyes and spilled down his face. When he could manage a thought, he realized he was very close to breaking. A part of him didn't want to break. He wanted to show her that he was tough, that he could take whatever she could dish out. But as the swats continued to rain down and the pain raced up and down his spine, escalating with every passing second, that part of him started to fade away.

Finally, he reached his breaking point. His chest heaved with sobs. "Please... stop... please."

"No talking," she said and continued the spanking.

After that, while his face was a torrent of tears, he just went numb. She stopped the spanking and set the brush down beside him. Very gently, she rubbed his scorched flesh. She nodded to herself. "Well, I would say that was pretty effective," she said. "I'll have to remember the bath brush. Almost better than a big paddle." She sat down on the bed next to his heaving chest and put on a tender hand on the side of his face. "I guess we achieved our goal. Now I want you to get yourself up and sit down beside me. We need to talk."

Very slowly, Kyle pushed himself up from the bed, oblivious to the fact that he was naked from the waist down. "Do I really need to sit?"

"Yes."

Gingerly, he sat down on the edge of the bed, wincing slightly when his bottom made contact with the bedspread.

She took his hand. "Kyle, I know I was very hard on you just now, but, I assure you it was necessary. Do you understand that?"

He wasn't sure he understood anything at this moment except that his backside was on fire and that his stepmother was in firm control. "Ye... yes, ma'am."

She smiled at him. "Good. Now, it's obvious we have a problem."

"What problem?" he managed to say, anxious to avoid any future punishment.

She looked into his eyes. "You are a young man with typical young man's needs," she said. "And these needs are probably not going to go away, no matter how many spankings you receive. Am I right?"

He thought about this as well as he could. "Yes, ma'am... but please... no more spanking. I'll get it under control, I promise."

She touched his hand. "I know you'll try," she said. "But I have a better idea."

"What?"

Her smile widened. "I've seen the way you look at me."

His mouth gaped. He didn't think he had been that obvious, and he was appalled. "No... I... don't know what you mean?"

"Kyle, it's all right. It's a little flattering to think that a good-looking teenage boy can look at this old body and have lustful thoughts. And I have to admit that it turns me on a little. After all, I'm only forty-three. I have needs too, you know, especially with your father away for an extended period of time."

Kyle's confusion escalated. Why was she telling him this, revealing this little tidbit of information? The pain in his bottom was still fresh and raw, bad enough that he never wanted to be spanked again in this or any other life. "I... don't know... what you mean? Why are you telling me this?"

She touched his hand. "Okay... I'll try to make this real simple for you. At the present time, we need each other."

He leaned forward and opened his mouth. She stopped him.

"Let me finish," she said. "You're a young guy relying on a VR bimbo; I'm a middle-aged woman relying on a vibrator. We occupy the same house. I propose we sort of collaborate."

His eyes widened as he began to process this new reality. "What... exactly do you mean by collaboration?" He thought he knew but wanted to hear it.

She huffed. "Kyle, I know you're not stupid," she said. "I am offering myself to you. You're not a virgin, are you?"

He shook his head, although his experience up to this point was limited to two one-night stands he barely remembered. "But... you're... my father's wife."

She laughed. "Look, Kyle, I know this may seem a bit awkward for you. But, this has nothing to do with my feelings for your father, which run very deep. The truth is, he asked me to deal with any problems you and I may have. He gave me carte blanche to do so. I'm talking about pure sex and nothing else. We won't sleep together or have any kind of romantic relationship. And when your father comes home, whatever we're doing ends permanently and remains our secret forever. Can you live with that?"

Kyle dared to look at his stepmother and saw the lust in her eyes. Perhaps not the most attractive woman in the world, he thought, especially compared to the nubile college co-eds he had been attempting to seduce. However, she was there, next to him, available and asking. The pain in his recently spanked bottom began to fade away, replaced by other more urgent feelings.

"Felicia, this is really kind of weird."

"Yes, I suppose it is. Certainly not something I planned. But, here it is, out in the open and the only solution to our problem I can think of."

Without him realizing it, his exposed penis swelled to full size. "Uh... okay... what do we do now?"

She smiled and stood up. In three quick motions, she stripped off her tee shirt, bra, shorts, and panties, baring her body. "Now, before we do anything, here are the rules."

He couldn't help roll his eyes slightly. Just like a teacher, rules for everything.

"First, you will do what I tell you to do," she said. "You will not simply jump me and get yourself off. I'm not a prostitute. I expect to be treated with respect and care. Show me you can be a good and considerate lover. Clear?"

That didn't sound too bad, he thought. "Yes, ma'am."

Her smile widened. "Next, you have my permission to approach me whenever you have the urge. I will enjoy the same privilege. But I expect you to behave like a gentleman at all times. If you don't... well, let's just say, you will think the spanking you just received was very mild in comparison to the one you will receive. And you will be cut off... permanently. Also, tomorrow, you will package up that expensive VR system and send it back. Do you agree to these conditions?"

He scanned her body slowly. It was calling out to him, and for an instant, he thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. "Yes, ma'am."

"Okay," she said. "Stand up, strip, and show me what kind of lover you are." She picked up the bath brush and held it out. "And remember, I'm not afraid to use this if you're not performing to my complete satisfaction."

He stood up, wriggled out of his shorts and briefs, and stripped out of his tee shirt. "Yes, ma'am."

No more words were spoken after that.


3. Lent

Margo Kramer approached her husband of six months as he was getting ready for Ash Wednesday services at St. Michael's. She straightened his tie and touched his hand. "Kevin, what are you giving up for lent this year?"

Kevin stood back and looked at Margo, a sly smile creeping across his face. "Are we supposed to give something up?"

She didn't laugh at his poorly-timed joke. "Kevin, I'm serious."

He nodded. He was a cradle Catholic. However, after high school, he had lapsed and stopped going to Mass. It wasn't until he met Margo nearly two years ago that he had even thought about his Catholic upbringing. She was beautiful, intelligent, accomplished, and fun to be with, and he fell in love with her almost immediately. However, it wasn't long before he discovered that adherence to her faith was extremely important to her such that her life revolved around the Catholic calendar. "Okay. I'm sorry. What are you giving up?"

She scowled. "I asked you first," she said. "And I swear, I'll give up sex if you don't give me a straight answer."

Kevin looked into the solid blue eyes of his wife and saw the resolution and the determination. She wasn't bluffing. The year before, even though they weren't yet married, at her urging, he had given up going to bars and playing poker with his old college buddies. She had made the sacrifice worthwhile so that now he didn't miss his days of carousing. "Do you have any suggestions?" he asked in his most serious voice.

"I do, in fact," she replied, smiling. "Last year, I was so proud of you for giving up all the stupid stuff you did with your buddies. This year, I think you should strongly consider giving up swearing, especially yelling at the TV when you're watching sports...yelling and calling people names. Can you do that?"

Kevin thought for a moment. As a former amateur athlete, he did enjoy watching sports on television, especially basketball. He knew he sometimes got pretty wrapped up in the action. He wasn't, however, aware that he yelled and cursed and that his behavior bothered his new wife. "I'll try," he said. "But...March Madness is coming up. What happens if I slip up? Do I have to go to confession?"

Margo didn't smile at that. "You probably should," she said. "But...I think we can handle your slip ups right here at home."

"How?" In his heart, he knew there would be times when he just couldn't help expressing his opinions out loud and in language not suitable for church.

She kept her eyes firmly on his, a sign that she was deadly serious. "One of two ways," she began. "The first would be no sex for a week for the first offense."

He grimaced. He loved everything about his wife. However, he had to admit that the way she gave herself so freely to him in bed was one the attributes he would miss the most. "What's the second way?"

Now she did smile slightly. "The second way is a bit more unusual but immediate and probably just as effective, if not more so."

He was intrigued as well as a little nervous. Just how well did he know Margo? Well enough, he thought, that giving up sex and the intimacy that went with it would be a sacrifice for her too - or so he hoped anyway. "Well, what is it?"

Margo took a deep breath. "Okay, here it is. If you agree to give up swearing and name-calling for lent and if you slip up, I will paddle you."

Kevin's eyes practically popped out of his head. "Paddle... is that what you said?"

"Yes, that's what I said."

"Are you serious?"

"I assure you I am very serious," Margo said. "A paddling or no sex for a week. Those are your choices. Of course, you could avoid any consequences by simply controlling your behavior."

He shook his head. "I can't believe it. Don't you do enough corporal punishment at school?"

Margo, who was both a history teacher and the assistant principal at Our Lady of Camden High School, glared at her husband. "That was a stupid thing to say. You know as well as I do that the school board has done away with corporal punishment except in the most extreme cases. We haven't had an incident requiring CP all year."

"Okay. I'm sorry."

"Back to the point," Margo continued. "Do you agree or not?"

"Wait a minute. What are you giving up for lent?"

"Chocolate, just like last year."

"Okay, do I get to paddle you if I catch you?"

She smiled again. "I guess I could agree to that, because I know I won't slip up." She looked at him and her smile widened. "Besides, I really don't think you would enjoy paddling me... at least not as much as you would enjoy being paddled."

Kevin blushed deeply as he realized she was right, although he certainly wouldn't admit it. "You're definitely wrong about that."

"Perhaps," she said. "But, like I said, we can avoid the issue altogether if you simply behave yourself." She paused and glanced at the bedside clock. "So, do you agree? We need to head for church."

"All I have to do is behave myself," he echoed. "Okay, I agree." He pulled her into his arms and they kissed.

For the first two weeks of lent, both Kevin and Margo adhered to their pledges without incident. And, as relative newlyweds, they continued to enjoy a robust sex life.

However, as both the NCAA and NBA basketball seasons began to wind down, Kevin became more invested in the games he was watching on television. Several times, he had to bite down on his tongue to keep from blurting out a string of curse words or call a player a dirty name.

Still, he was able to keep himself under control until the third Sunday of lent. It was the second weekend of what the country referred to as March Madness. Like so many of his fellow office workers, he had participated in the pool and now had a hundred dollars riding on the outcome of the game he was watching. In addition, as the game progressed and became more intense, he consumed more and more beer. Finally, with a minute left in the game and his team trailing by three points, he started to mutter under his breath. Then, when the point guard on his team lost the ball and the other team scored on a layup, he let loose.

"You goddamn son of a bitch," he yelled at the television. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"

A few seconds later, his team lost and began the congratulations process. "No fuckin' will to win," he shouted. "Your whole team is shit."

He was about to spew more curses when suddenly the television shut off. He turned and saw Margo standing behind him with the remote in her hand and a deep scowl on her pretty face. He took a deep breath to calm himself. "I'm sorry." It was all he could think to say.

"So am I," she said in an eerily calm voice. She pointed to a school paddle which had been prominently displayed on the sofa-side table ever since the evening of Ash Wednesday. "You were doing so well. I really didn't think I would have use to the paddle. I guess I was wrong."

He glanced at the mean-looking paddle, a relic from the days when corporal punishment was common in parochial schools. As a product of such schools, he had been paddled more than once. "No - please, honey. I'm sorry. It won't happen again, I swear."

She put her hands on her hips and shook her head. "Kevin, I told you what would happen if you slipped up. You agreed to it. Now, I think we would both agree that what I just heard was much more than a slip up." She moved to the sofa-side table and gripped the paddle in her right hand. "Okay, let's get this over with. Take off your pants and briefs and bend over the sofa." She clapped her hands for emphasis.

Kevin remained where he was, apparently stunned by the turn of events. At the same time, seeing the paddle brought back memories of his childhood he wasn't anxious to relive. "Please, Margo..."

Margo's scowl deepened. "I will not tolerate any whining or begging," she said. "Either take your paddling like a man or forget about sex. Do I make myself clear?"

"Wait a minute," he said. "What do you mean by forget about sex? I thought you said give up sex for a week."

"That was before you started acting like a little boy," she said. "Little boys don't have sex. And neither will you until you man up."

If he had studied philosophy in college along with his business and accounting classes, Kevin might have pondered the apparent irony of proving his manhood by taking a paddling from his wife. However, all he could think about, as he studied Margo's resolute face, was the bleak prospect of no more sex. He also recognized it as one of those critical moments in their relationship, a proverbial fork in the road with one side eventually leading to emptiness and despair. He knew he didn't want to choose that side.

He gave her one more glance in the hope that her resolution was fading. Not only did she appear more resolved than ever, she was tapping the paddle against the palm of her left hand and looking at her watch. Moment of truth, he thought. Time to accept the consequences. He nodded, stood up, and walked slowly to the sofa.

"Take off your pants and briefs, get down on your knees, and bend your upper body over the seat," Margo said. "Then after your paddling, we'll see about having a makeup session."

This is turning her on, Kevin thought as he pushed his sweat pants and briefs down to his ankles. Maybe this won't be so bad. With that in mind, he removed his pants and briefs and bent over the sofa seat. He closed his eyes and felt her moving in behind him.

With the handle of the paddle gripped tightly in her right hand, Margo stepped to the left side of her husband and looked down at his exposed backside, studying it as she would a target. As assistant principal, she had administered three paddlings in her career, but none since last spring. Although she would never admit it to anyone, she missed it, and a part of her was secretly hoping her husband would do exactly what he did.

She retracted the paddle, cocking it. Then, with a flourish, she snapped her wrist and landed a solid shot that impacted the center of both quivering cheeks. Kevin grimaced and dug his fingers into the soft cloth of the sofa cushion. She paused and watched a red rectangle form on the violated flesh.

A few seconds later, she repeated the action, this time striking a centimeter lower, eliciting the same result. She wondered how much would be enough to serve as adequate punishment for slipping up during lent. She knew that if Kevin was a student bent over the desk in her office, she would administer one more swat.

However, Kevin wasn't a student and they weren't in the school. She issued another swat and studied the harsh red coloring the paddle left behind. She looked at the face of her husband. His eyes were still closed and his face was scrunched up in pain. She determined that three swats wouldn't be enough. Perhaps she should give him ten, then assess the situation.

She retracted the paddle again and issued swat number four, impacting the flesh just above his upper thighs. He groaned in response. A second later, she landed stroke number five. He took a deep breath and began to move his bottom from side to side.

Immediately after stroke six, he took another deep breath. "Please, Margo," he said in his best pleading voice. "That's enough."

Now she understood that six was not enough. "You don't sound very repentant," she said. She quickly landed the seventh stroke, resolving that she wouldn't be satisfied until she saw real tears leaking from his eyes.

He appeared as though he was going to answer her, but she struck again with the eighth stroke before he could. She looked at his eyes, which were still closed. Still no tears. So be it, she thought as she struck again for the ninth time, marveling at just how dark red his bottom was getting.

She pulled the paddle back and swung as hard as she could, landing the tenth stroke just a centimeter below his coccyx. His upper body lurched forward into the sofa seat and he broke. Tears streamed down his face.

She put the paddle down on the floor and got down on her knees. She rubbed Kevin's bruised bottom and patted his sweating neck. "It's okay, honey," she said. "The punishment is all over. I'm very proud of you."

Kevin opened his eyes and let more tears rain down his burning cheeks. His bottom felt like it was on fire, and he was sobbing.

Margo reached up and kissed his face. "Honey, try to stand up. Okay?"

He nodded and got himself to his feet. She stood up also and pulled him into her arms. He was still crying a little, but in the lower part of his body, he was sporting a large erection. She could feel it attempting to get between her legs. She couldn't help smiling. She disengaged from the embrace and stepped back.

"Okay," she said, her voice sounding more stern. "You've been punished. I must warn you that if you slip up again, the punishment will be doubled. Understand?"

He nodded.

She gave him a small slap on his bottom. "Say it."

His eyes widened. He wiped away a few stray tears. "I understand," he said.

"Good," she said. She wrapped her hand around his penis. "Now, I believe we are due for a makeup session. Do you think you can handle it?"

He smiled, relishing the feel of her soft hand. "Yes."

She scowled, took her hand off his penis, and gave him another slap. "Yes, what?"

Kevin may not have been the smartest man in the world, but he wasn't stupid either. Quickly, he recognized the situation for what it was. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled again and stripped out of her yoga pants and panties. Then she got down on the floor and laid her upper body onto the same sofa cushions that Kevin had used. She looked over her shoulder. "Okay, mister. Come over here and take care of business."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He got down on his knees behind her and spread her legs. He wasn't at all surprised to find that her vaginal area was glistening with excess moisture. At this particular fork in the road, he had obviously chosen the right path.


4. Principal Valentino Loses a Bet

Linda Austin nearly clipped the large oak tree at the entrance to the parking lot as she steered her car toward her usual spot. She was always a bit anxious just before the beginning of the school year. But this year her anxiety was worse, stoked by the arrival of the new principal, a man she had yet to meet.

All she knew about Anthony Valentino was that he was relatively young - around thirty-four or thirty-five, she had heard - and that he had a doctorate in education. He had been hired only two weeks before, a sudden replacement for Melvin Simmons, who abruptly retired after twenty years at the helm of Clayborn High School. The rumor was that Principal Simmons had terminal cancer.

Linda exited her car and started for the side door of the massive school complex, noting that there was only one other car in the lot, a car she didn't recognize. She glanced at her watch. It was ten minutes before seven. Her appointment with Dr. Valentino was set for seven-thirty. She had time to get to her classroom, put away her light jacket, and perhaps straighten her hair. She might even get a cup of coffee.

She was in her classroom on the second floor of the B wing by seven. Quickly, she made a cup of coffee from a small coffeemaker on the corner of her large wooden desk. Then, she set about arranging the rows of student desks and clearing the smart boards. Finally, she dusted the framed portraits of famous writers that were hung in various locations around the room.

At seven-twenty, she shuffled some papers on her desk and placed them in a manila file folder. She straightened her hair, smoothed down her long black dress, and tucked the folder under her arm. She closed up her classroom and started toward the main office.

She arrived at exactly seven-thirty and found the new principal sitting at the receptionist desk. He was, indeed, a young man - clean-shaven with an unmarked face, crowned with short dark hair, and a trim body. He was wearing a yellow polo shirt and khaki pants. He stood as soon as she entered the office and smiled, showing just the edges of perfect teeth. He was perhaps six feet tall, maybe six-one.

"You must Ms. Austin," he said, extending his right hand.

Linda returned his smile and grasped the ends of his fingers. "Yes. And you must be our new principal."

"Tony Valentino," he said. "And I am so glad to meet you. The school board has emphasized the importance of administration working with the teachers' union this year."

"Well, one of the strengths of Clayborn is that we all try to get along," Linda said, slightly taken in by the casual appearance and demeanor of her new boss.

He motioned to a seat to the side of the receptionist desk. "Please sit down and let's get to know each other."

Linda took the seat and crossed her legs. She waited for Tony to speak first.

He resumed his seat and gazed at Linda, the long-serving president of the teachers' union and chair of the English department. "That's good to hear, Linda," he said. "And my plan is to certainly keep it that way." He paused and shifted his gaze to a stack of spreadsheets in front of him. "However, we do have a few problems that the Board wants addressed. In fact, I believe that's why they chose me as their next principal."

"What kind of problems?"

He smiled again. "Well, there are the usual minor issues, of course," he said. "Curriculum reviews, small budget concerns... that sort of thing. We can talk about those things later, as they occur."

Linda took a deep breath, still waiting for the big problem. "What's the big issue the Board is so worried about?"

"School discipline," he replied without any hesitation. "I have the data in front of me. Problems with truancy, classroom attendance, disruptions in the hallways. Scores on the state tests are down. The Board is concerned about the school's image in the community."

Linda straightened in her chair and prepared to go on the defensive. "We have our issues, of course," she said as calmly as she could. "But, you have to remember that there are nearly three thousand students in this school. There are bound to be some problems."

The principal never lost his smile. "I know that," he said. "And I can appreciate it. However, I've been looking over the discipline policies and comparing them to the actions taken. I must say, at first glance, it appears that things have been... shall we say... a bit lax around here. Now, that's not a criticism of you teachers, believe me. I just don't think you have enough power and authority to deal with the problems as they come up."

For an instant, Linda flashed back to her own experiences from the past year and realized that she herself had complained the students seemed to be pushing her around and there was very little she could do about it. Still, she had never been a hard line disciplinarian, always preferring compromise to conflict.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"Linda, I hate to use a poor metaphor, especially to an English teacher, but I'm going to lay my cards on the table. I may be young and this is my first job as a high school principal. However, my background is in disciplinary methodology. I wrote my dissertation on the application of various discipline methods in different school systems. And... based on my research, I have come to believe schools should restore corporal punishment as a discipline option, especially at the high school level."

Linda's eyes widened. "Corporal punishment? You mean, paddling students?"

He held up his hands. "I know it sounds a bit retro, perhaps even barbaric, especially in this enlightened twenty-first century. But I have seen it work, especially on the tough cases. You don't have to use it all the time, but it's a good tool to have."

Linda was incredulous. "Tony, I've been at Clayborn seventeen years, and in all that time, no-one has even talked about paddling. Even the teachers nearing retirement can't remember a time when paddling was allowed. Certainly, it's never been an issue in union negotiations."

"I understand that. And, like I said, I know it sounds barbaric, which is why most school boards banned it years ago. . But, I'm convinced it can work, if properly applied."

Linda tried desperately to calm herself. "So... has the Board reinstated it?"

"Not yet," he said. "But I think they'll go along with me, especially if things don't improve." He looked at Linda. "So, Linda, what do you think?"

"Sounds like you've already made up your mind."

"Not entirely, which is why we're talking now. Can things improve without a change in the disciplinary policies?"

Linda tried to think. She had expected the usual meet-and-greet, a polite getting-to-know-you-and-have-a-good-year meeting. Certainly not a discussion over the possibility of implementing a discipline method that was banned in the school system more than thirty years ago. "Well, I hope so," she said at last. "I'll do my best. We all will."

"There can be no hoping about it," he said. "Behavior and test scores must improve. That comes directly from the school board."

"And if they don't?"

"Then we do things my way." He paused and smiled again. "I can tell you're conflicted about this. That's understandable. How about a friendly bet to perhaps move things along and make this more personal and take some of the sting out of it?"

She wondered where this was coming from and asked, "What do you mean?"

"Just between us."

Linda had to admit she was a bit intrigued. The new principal was confident and very sure of himself, almost to the point of arrogance. But he seemed willing to give her a chance. He might even have a sense of humor. "What do you have in mind?"

"This is going to sound very bizarre, but hear me out, as it definitely worked at my last school."

"Okay. I'm listening."

"I'll give you and your teachers until the Christmas break to get the behavior issues under control using the current disciplinary policies. At that time, you and I will sit down and review the data. If the behavior issues are not reduced by at least fifty percent, I will present my proposal to the school board at the January meeting."

"And if they are reduced by fifty percent? What do I get?"

His smile widened. "Linda, I can see by your facial expression that you think I'm a young and arrogant son-of-a-bitch who doesn't understand the real world and needs to be put in his place. Okay, so if the behavior issues are reduced by more than fifty percent, you can put me in my place by giving me a dose of my own medicine. How would that be?"

Now, Linda was more than intrigued. She was astounded and just a little aroused, although she certainly would never admit it. "Do you mean what I think you mean?"

"Cards on the table again," he said. "You can paddle me, long and hard, until you're satisfied I've been sufficiently put in my place. Do we have a deal?"

Linda scratched her head. "This is the strangest conversation I've ever had in this school. Are you serious or are you some kind of weird pervert or just trying to shock me?"

"I assure you that I'm very serious. I don't know what your definition of a pervert is, but I don't believe I would fit it. I don't want to be paddled, and I am confident that I won't be. If you're shocked by that, well, so be it. Do we have a deal... just between us?"

Why not, she thought. It might be fun to paddle the new principal. It wouldn't be the first time she had paddled a man. "Dr. Valentino, we have a deal."

He stood up and extended his right hand again. "Very well, Ms. Austin. I trust you will work with your teachers on these issues. If you have any problems, please don't hesitate to see me about them. I won't get in your way this semester, and we'll talk again in December."

Linda shook his hand." Thank you." Then, she turned and left the office just as Janet Lawrence, the school secretary appeared in the corridor. "Good morning, Janet," she said.

"Oh... good morning, Linda. Did you have a good meeting with our new principal?"

"I did actually," Linda said, smiling, just before heading back to her classroom. She thought as she walked. She knew she had a lot of work to do over the next three months if she was going to win the bet.

The next three months progressed rapidly, with the weather changing from summer to fall to early winter. The various athletic teams completed their seasons, which included a trip to the regional playoffs for the football team and a state championship for the girls' cross-country team. Linda Austin and Principal Valentino did have several conversations during the fall, but none involving disciplinary policies. Everyone was very busy, it seemed, and more than ready for Christmas break.

On a blustery Friday afternoon in December, just before the start of the Christmas holiday, Linda made her way toward the principal's office. The normally crowded and noisy corridors were eerily quiet, as just about everyone in the school, including the three custodians, had already left for the day.

When she reached the office, she immediately saw Tony Valentino sitting at the receptionist desk. He waved to her to come inside. When she was in the office with the door closed, he leaned back in the receptionist chair. "Well, Linda, we made it to Christmas."

She smiled and sat down in the visitor chair. "Yes," she said. "And you wanted to see me before the break."

He returned her smile and shifted his gaze to a stack of papers in front of him. "Yes, I did," he said. "It's time to settle up."

Her eyes widened in anticipation. Over the past three months, she suspected a reduction in discipline problems - certainly there were fewer complaints from the teachers - but she hadn't seen any hard data. She remembered the conversation she had had with Tony just before school started - seemed like longer ago than three months.

"So, how'd we do?" She tried to make it sound like a casual question.

"Cards on the table," he began with a slight hitch in his voice. "Discipline issues are down fifty-five percent over the same period from last year." He looked at her and smiled again. "I really didn't think it would happen. Congratulations."

Linda took a few seconds to process the numbers. A fifty-five percent reduction was more than she could have hoped for. "To tell you the truth, I wasn't confident that it would happen either."

"Well, you must have done something to motivate the teachers and students to check their behaviors." He paused and stood up. "So, I guess you know you win the bet. I won't propose that the school board reinstate corporal punishment... at least not until the end of the school year when we have the spring data."

"That's good to know," she said. She was happy but not fully satisfied. "Now, Tony, as I recall, there was a second part to the bet."

He flushed slightly, making him seem even younger than he was. "I was sort of hoping you would forget about the second part."

Linda felt conflicted for a moment, but realized she wasn't quite prepared to let him off so easily - after all, a bet is a bet. "I didn't forget," she said. "However, if as the principal of this high school and my boss, you order me to forget it, I will do so."

He shook his head. "Well-played, Ms. Austin," he said. "Just when I think I'm gaining your respect, I certainly don't want to lose it. Perhaps we should go into my office. Please lock the outer door."

With the door securely locked, Linda followed the principal into the inner office, his inner sanctum that few had actually seen. He closed and secured the door and moved to a large metal desk under a high window. He stopped and looked at Linda.

Linda also stopped and scanned the office, noting that it contained a three-foot high, rectangular shaped wooden bench in one corner. On the edge of the credenza was a fraternity-type paddle. At least he was prepared, she thought.

"So, how do you want to proceed, Ms. Austin?"

Once again, she scanned the room, suddenly slightly unsure of herself. It wasn't as though she had made a career out of spanking naughty boys. In fact, the few times she had paddled a man had been during her senior year in college when her sorority would occasionally trade disciplinary duties with one of the fraternities. She tried to draw from that limited base of experience.

"Okay... I see you have the right implement for the job. Uh... drop your pants and bend over the bench."

"I would never paddle a student on a bare bottom," he said.

"Neither would I. But you're not a student."

"Touché," he said Slowly, he moved to the bench, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his wool suit pants, and let them fall to his ankles, exposing his firm bottom protected only by a pair of black bikini briefs. He pulled the bench away from the wall and bent his upper body over the top.

Linda picked up the paddle and gripped the handle in her right hand, releasing a flood of youthful memories in the process. "It's been a while since I've wielded one of these," she said as she approached the bench. "I hadn't realized how much I missed it."

"It does have a certain power," Tony said, daring to look over his shoulder.

"I want you to know, before we start, that I don't intend to go easy on you," she said, gazing intently at his upturned backside and feeling more and more aroused by the sight.

"I would expect nothing less than your best."

She felt suddenly empowered by his words. "Well, I certainly wouldn't want to disappoint you," she said, telling herself that, even though he appeared to be a young man bent submissively over a spanking bench, he was still the principal and her boss.

For a moment, she studied her target, resisting the temptation to rub the cloth or even yank down the briefs and expose the soft flesh underneath. Finally, she retracted the paddle and swung it forward, impacting the center of Tony's bottom. The paddle landed with a dull thud.

He groaned and lifted his right foot in response, but otherwise held his position. Linda tried to think of how many strokes she should apply. In preparation for this moment, she had done some research and discovered that, in those few school systems that still used corporal punishment, no more than five strokes were ever applied to a student in a single session.

But the research, she noted, didn't address punishing arrogant principals. She was, so to speak, sailing in uncharted waters. One thing for certain: One stroke was definitely not sufficient. She decided to continue paddling him and see what happened.

And with that thought in mind, she retracted the paddle a second time and swung with full force, this time striking just below where the first stroke landed. He reared up and allowed his hands to fly to his bottom.

She scowled. "Resume your position," she said in her best authoritarian voice. "Or the punishment will be worse."

He shook his head and bent over the bench. He moved his hands. "I may have misjudged you, Ms. Austin."

She chuckled under her breath. "Absolutely no talking during the punishment." To emphasize her point, she struck twice in rapid succession, allowing the second blow to stray just below his cheeks to graze the upper thighs.

"God, that hurts!" he gasped.

"I said, no talking." She struck two more times and then waited a few seconds to see if he had learned his lesson. He was breathing a little heavier, she noted, but otherwise he remained silent. Lesson learned. She began to understand how corporal punishment, if properly applied, could be an effective learning tool.

She struck again, paused and felt the thin cloth that covered his bottom. It felt slightly warm. She smiled to herself. She decided to administer three more strokes in rapid succession and see how he reacted.

As fast as she could move her arm, she struck his now quivering backside with the paddle, looking at his face while she was doing it. She noted after the third stroke that there were now small tears in his eyes. She sensed that he was close to breaking.

Although a part of her actually wanted to see this arrogant young administrator break down, the practical side of her, the sympathetic teacher side, resisted the temptation. That part of her determined that Tony had been punished enough... at least for now.

She stepped back and set the paddle down on the desk. "All right, young man, you may stand and face me."

Slowly, Tony pushed himself up from the bench and turned toward the crusading English teacher. His eyes were directed downward in a sign of complete submission.

She smiled at him. "I hope you learned your lesson and that there will be no repetition."

He dared to look at her. "May I say something?"

She held up her hand. "Not until I do," she said

He closed his mouth to wait.

"First of all, thank you for letting me do that," she said. "It felt surprisingly good, and I concede that paddling can be an effective disciplinary tool, if applied properly. I'm still ambivalent about restoring it. But I wouldn't rule it out either." She paused and looked at him. "Okay, you may now say what you want to say. But, Tony, pull your pants up first."

He flushed with embarrassment and quickly restored his appearance. "Sorry," he said. "Linda, you didn't disappoint me. In fact, I would have to say that you have the talent to make a good disciplinarian... one of the best."

"Well, thank you, I think," she said. At that moment, she realized she was very aroused, just as she had been when she was one of the disciplinarians at the sorority all those years ago. She gazed at Tony and couldn't help wondering what kind of lover he would be

Perhaps it was time to find out. After all, she wasn't married, and she didn't think he was.

"Tony, I was wondering... if you would be interested in discussing disciplinary methodology further. Perhaps over dinner at my house."

He smiled and wiped the tears from his eyes. "I had no idea you were interested in such matters."

She laughed. "Oh, I think you would be surprised at my range of interests."

"Well, then, perhaps it's time for us to get to know each other better. After all, the school board has indicated that it wants a closer working relationship between administration and the teachers union."

She reached over and touched his hand. "I think that can be arranged," she said. "Maybe you could even lose another bet."

Now it was his turn to laugh. "Or maybe you can."

"Maybe."

They joined hands and left the office together.


5. The Hapless Prison Guard

The sun was already crossing the sky as Jeff Howard pulled his ten-year-old Civic up to the back gate of the Sims River Correctional Facility. The twenty-foot high gate with the razor wire on top opened slowly and Jeff drove through and found a spot in the employee parking lot.

He got out of the car and smoothed down his new crisp gray prison guard uniform. After a two week orientation, today was his first day on the four-to-twelve shift at the maximum security women's prison, and he was very nervous as he walked toward the iron door that led inside

A guard let him in. He swiped his ID badge in the time clock and moved to the ready room to receive his assignment. When he got to the large room, he found that he was one of a dozen or so guards coming on duty, but the only 'newbie'.

"Welcome to Sims River, Guard Howard," a man dressed in a captain's uniform said when Jeff entered the room.

Jeff nodded and looked around him, noting that the room was filled mostly with grizzled veterans of the prison system - ten men and three women, all displaying a demeanor that seemed to match their rumpled uniforms.

The shift meeting was very short and to the point. Jeff was assigned to patrol the exercise yard and cell block C with partners Kramer and Schmidt. Their first stop was the yard filled with perhaps twenty-five or thirty women all dressed in the standard orange prison-issued uniform.

As Jeff looked around him, he noted that the women seemed to represent a variety of demographics from old to young, from heavily tattooed to relatively pristine. As much as he tried to emulate the indifference his partners seemed to have, he couldn't help be a little aroused at the collection of women.

Nearing thirty, he was recently divorced after only two years of a rocky marriage. In fact, in his adult life, he'd had very little success with members of the opposite sex - or with life, in general, for that matter. This was his sixth job since leaving the Air Force seven years ago and one he was reluctant to take.

He stood near one of the high walls and watched Kramer mingle with the inmates - an apparent violation of one of the first rules he learned during orientation: Don't fraternize with the inmates. Still, Kramer seemed to be on rather friendly terms with more than one of the women. He found Schmidt and asked him about it.

Schmidt, a beefy man of about fifty, smiled patiently. "No big deal," he said. "Kramer thinks he's some kind of lothario."

This got Jeff's attention. "What do you mean?"

Schmidt scowled. "Don't be so naïve. A lot of shit goes on in here that the warden would probably frown on if he knew about it. But, what the hell, as long as no-one gets hurt, right?"

Jeff still wasn't sure what Schmidt meant but figured he would soon find out as he learned the nuances of the prison culture. He continued to watch Kramer as the veteran guard took one of the younger inmates by the hand and led her to the door that connected the yard to the main building.

"Geller's got some kind of medical problem," Kramer said, winking as he said it. "I'm taking her inside to see the nurse."

Schmidt chuckled and waved to his partner. "They'll be gone for a while. See anything you like?"

"I... don't understand," Jeff said, although he was beginning to understand, at least a little.

"Don't be so stupid, boy," Schmidt said. "Pick out a woman and go for it. But wait until Kramer gets back."

"You mean it's that simple?"

Schmidt shook his head in apparent disbelief. "Look, kid, everyone in this place knows the score. Promise them some kind of perk and they'll do whatever you want. And if they don't, you threaten them with some kind of punishment. You have a lot of power, and they know it."

Jeff looked at his senior partner. "If it's that simple, why don't you do it?"

Schmidt chuckled again. "I'm married... to a parolee I met inside. She's all I need."

"So what do I do... in case I'm interested?"

"Just pick one out that you like, approach her, and make your pitch," Schmidt said. "But, kid, you might want to wait a few days, learn the layout and get to know the women a little. There are a few hard cases out there that don't want to be messed with, if you know what I mean."

"Thanks for the tip."

For the rest of his shift, Jeff watched the inmates carefully - not so much as a guard but as a man looking for a woman. By midnight, he had narrowed the field down to about six women and was careful to learn their names and cell number. He resolved to watch closely and approach them by the end of the week.

On Saturday, after a week of watching Kramer take three different women inside to 'see the nurse' Jeff decided it was time to make his move. He had learned from both Kramer and Schmidt that the best way to approach an inmate was to get her alone and make your pitch - basically find out what she wants and then promise to supply to the extent possible. Or else threaten her with some kind of punishment such as loss of privileges. Jeff also learned of the existence of a room inside the complex that wasn't monitored - the perfect place for a liaison.

That afternoon, armed with his new knowledge and a burning need to get with a woman - any woman - Jeff saw two of the younger inmates standing alone near the wall. He already knew that their names were Gronsky and Masters. Neither was married or had children. Both were serving eight to ten year sentences. Gronsky was in her second year; Masters was in her third.

Following a nod from Kramer, who had just returned from inside with inmate Frost, Jeff moved slowly and confidently toward the two women. "Well, if it isn't the newbie," Gronsky said when Jeff was about five feet away.

Her companion nodded and flicked her cigarette in his direction. "What do you want, newbie?"

Jeff took a deep breath and tried to puff out his chest. "I... can arrange to have some money transferred to your commissary account," he said. "Or... I can file a report that you threatened a guard."

Both of the inmates looked at him as though he was the smallest boy in a schoolyard filled with bullies. "What's the exchange?" Gronsky asked.

"We go inside for an hour and see the nurse."

Both chuckled. "You know we can't get away for an hour," Masters said. "Thirty minutes tops... fifty dollars each in our commissary accounts."

Jeff thought for a moment. He had timed Kramer and knew the older guard was usually gone for nearly sixty minutes. However, thirty minutes would probably suffice for now and a hundred dollars was steep, considering his salary, but he could pay it. "All right. Let's go."

Both chuckled again. "Look at the clock, Guard Newbie," Gronsky said. "There's not enough time today."

He looked at his watch and saw that it was nearing five o'clock. Dinner started at five thirty and both women helped out in the kitchen. They were right about not enough time. "When then?"

"Are you here tomorrow?" Masters asked.

"Yes."

Both nodded. "Tomorrow at three. See if you can get ahead of your buddy, Kramer," Gronsky said. She took her companion's arm, and together they walked away, ending the conversation.

That night, Jeff lay awake on the sofa in his small studio apartment, thinking of the next afternoon and what might happen when he took Gronsky and Masters to the small room - a room that he hadn't actually seen the inside of. Would he have sex with both of them or just one while the other watched? Or would he ask for a hand job or fellatio? He definitely wanted to see both of them naked and was willing to pay a hundred dollars for the privilege. Eventually, he did fall asleep with a smile on his face.

As the clock neared three the following afternoon, Jeff approached his partner. "Kramer, I've got two with medical issues. I need to take them inside to see the nurse."

Kramer smiled knowingly. "Which two?"

"Gronsky and Masters."

"You think you can handle them by yourself?"

"No problem."

"Go for it, boy. Holler if you need help."

"Thanks, Kramer." Jeff turned and started toward the two inmates.

They saw him approach and smiled. "Are you clear?" Gronsky asked.

Jeff nodded.

"All right, then," Masters said. She rubbed her abdomen. "Gronsky and me... we don't feel so good. Might be food poisoning or something."

"We should go inside to the infirmary."

"Remember, Guard Howard, fifty dollars each," Gronsky whispered as they were moving toward the door.

"Already taken care of," Jeff said.

A minute later, they were inside and walking down the corridor that led to the infirmary. However, just before they reached the infirmary, they stopped in front of another door. Jeff produced a key and inserted it in the lock. He pushed open the door and entered the darkened room.

However, as soon as he was completely inside, he felt strong arms around him and a sweaty hand covering his mouth. "What the hell?" he tried to say through compressed lips.

Someone closed the door and switched on the lights. When his eyes adjusted to the light, he could see that there were two other women in the room. One was older and solidly built. The other was a little younger but also solidly built. The older one was holding a large leather strap.

"So, Guard Howard, you think you can prey on us poor convicted felons," the older one said.

"Strip us of our dignity for a few privileges," the younger one said. "Is that what you thought?"

The hand was removed from his mouth and he spit out a stream of saliva. "What the hell are you women doing? I can have you all busted for this."

All four women laughed at the same time. "Go ahead and try," the older one said. "We're here to show you who really runs things around here."

"Yeah... and if you want something from one of us, you have to earn the privilege," the younger one added.

For a moment, as Jeff scanned the room, he thought he might still be back in his apartment, dreaming. This can't possibly be happening, he thought. But, as he looked at each face, he realized this wasn't a dream and that these women were serious. He was in their world now and at their mercy. "How?"

The older woman slapped the end of the strap against the palm of her left hand. "How do you think?"

"I can't afford to give you any more money. Do you know how little we get paid? And I'm still paying for a divorce."

The older woman scowled. "Then, boy, you need a lesson in overreaching, in going after what you can't afford," she said, sounding more like a teacher than an inmate.

"What do you mean?"

"Boy, you are really stupid," the younger one said.

"You women are crazy," Jeff exclaimed. "One word from me and you'll lose all your privileges."

Once again, they all laughed. "There you go, overreaching again," the older one said. "What are you going to say to the warden? That you took a couple of inmates into the private room for a short party and got waylaid? Even to a rookie like yourself, that's got to sound pretty stupid."

He had to admit that it sounded pretty stupid and would probably cost him his job. He took a deep breath. "So... what happens now?"

"Now you earn the privilege of spending a little quality time with one of us or all of us," the older one said.

"How?"

"I should think it's obvious. But, I can see you're not the brightest star in this little universe, so I will tell you." The older one paused and pointed to a small unmade bed against a stone wall. "Pull down your pants and bend over the bed."

Jeff pulled against the arms that held him, but they wouldn't budge. "What? Why?"

"Boy, you're in for a very sound whipping. And the longer you delay, the worse it will be. Understand?"

"No, I don't understand."

The older woman gave him a patronizing smile. "Jeff, nobody is that stupid, even a guard." She looked at her wristwatch, an obvious contraband object. "Time's wasting. You can either do it voluntarily or with assistance. And I remind you that this room is soundproof, compliments of your warden."

Jeff looked helplessly around the room; he felt the arms holding him tight and realized he was in a situation he couldn't control. Just my luck, he thought. I'm in a prison full of women and they have all the power... just like on the outside. He nodded.

The arms released him. In a few seconds, he had his pants and boxers down to his ankles, exposing his bottom. The older woman pointed to the bed. "Bend over," she ordered.

He nodded again. However, before he could comply, he felt a stinging blow to his exposed flesh. "In here, boy, the positions are reversed. You will answer all orders and questions with yes, ma'am. Is that clear?"

Of course, it was clear. What did he expect? Nothing in his life ever went the way he planned it. "Yes, ma'am." He assumed the position indicated, closed his eyes, and waited.

The older woman handed the strap to her younger companion. "Jane, I'm up for parole in a couple of months. In case they let me out, you need to learn how to do this. Do you think you can?"

Jane nodded. "I'll do my best, Dr. Jackson."

Jeff wanted to ask what kind of doctor Dr. Jackson was, or if she was even a real doctor. However, he didn't get the chance. Jane didn't waste any time. As soon as the heavy strap was in her hand, she snapped it forward, impacting the center of his two quivering cheeks. He reared up, but was pushed back down again by the strong arms of Gronsky and Masters. For the first time, he realized that the female inmates probably spent as much time working out as the males. He was in trouble.

The second followed closely on the heels of the first, sending a shock wave of pain up and down his body. He tried to rear up, but couldn't. He tried to scream, but Dr. Jackson clamped a hand over his mouth. He wondered how much of this he would have to take to earn the privileges of which Dr. Jackson spoke.

And the whipping continued, stroke after stroke after terrible stroke, lighting up his backside like a fireworks display. Tears flooded his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. He was sorry he had listened to Kramer and Schmidt; he was sorry he had approached the two inmates, obviously misjudging them (story of his life). He was sorry he was born.

A minute and probably forty strokes later, Jane stopped and set the strap down on the bed. She gently rubbed her hand across his inflamed skin. "What do you think, Dr. Jackson?"

Jeff then felt another hand, this one slightly larger and more callused, test his flesh. "Not bad, Jane," she said. "I think he's had enough... for now." She turned her body so she was in Jeff's sight. "Okay, Jeff. I'm going to take my hand away from your mouth. If you scream or say a word, Jane will whip you some more. If you understand, nod your head."

Jeff nodded, and the hand was removed.

Dr. Jackson stood back. "Okay, now that we have your attention, this is the way it's going to be. I believe you now understand who runs things, at least in this cell block. If you want something from one of us, ask like a man and pay for the privilege. One of my girls will either agree or decline. If she declines, that will be the end of it. No reprisals of any kind. Is that clear?"

Jeff swallowed a small amount of saliva. "Yes, ma'am."

"Everyone in this prison understands how the system works, including the warden, but no-one talks about it. If you talk about it or try to report anything, you will lose all of your privileges and may even end up back in here bent over the bed. Is that clear?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Okay. Liz, Syl, which of you wants him?"

"I'll take him," Gronsky said.

"Okay. You don't have much time so I suggest a quick blow job. It looks like he's ready."

Jeff realized, much to his surprise, that his penis was fully erect.

Gronsky approached. "I don't feel like giving him a blow job, Dr. Jackson," she said. "I'll do a hand job instead. Is that okay with you, Guard Howard?"

He nodded. He needed relief, and he didn't much care how he got it. "Do I have to call you ma'am?"

Dr. Jackson shook her head. "Only Jane and me." She turned to her younger companions. "Okay, ladies, let's leave these two alone." She opened the door, and the three disappeared into the corridor.

"Don't move from that position," Gronsky ordered as she got down on her knees. She wrapped her hand around his penis and began to rub. He erupted in less than five minutes.

"I'll leave you to clean up," she said as she opened the door.

Once he was alone in the private room, he pulled up his pants and boxers and sat down on the bed to think. What have I gotten myself into? he wondered. His freshly whipped bottom tingled, but the rest of him felt pretty good. Perhaps this wouldn't be too bad.

Keep your nose clean, your thoughts pure, and don't cause any trouble. Sounds like good advice, and he was determined to follow it. Perhaps this time he wouldn't screw it up. At the very least, he might work as much overtime as he could.


6. The Traveling Terrells

The big silver and black tour bus inched its way out of Lincoln onto Route 10, heading west with Big Al Grimsley behind the wheel. On either side of the two-lane highway were fields filled with corn - a true Illinois landscape in mid-July: corn as far as the eye could see.

Marian Bigelow, sitting in the plush passenger seat, studied a map, then consulted the GPS. Their next stop was Carthage, seat of Hancock County. Another relatively small town and small county fair. The GPS estimated the trip would take about two and a half hours. However, road work on Route 24 would slow them down to a virtual crawl once they cleared Havana.

Not that they were in a big hurry to get to Carthage. Marian determined that the band they were transporting, the Traveling Terrells, needed the time to practice before their next gig at the Hancock County Fair, as their performance at the Logan County Fair had been met with mostly indifference.

"All I hear is laughing and joking," Big Al said as he struggled to keep the bus steady on the road while attempting to pass a large combine.

Marian nodded. "I better go back and check." She got out of her seat and went through the door that separated the cockpit from the interior of the bus. There she saw her four charges sitting on the leather sofas, playing with their smart phones and checking out videos on YouTube.

Her charges consisted of Jonathan, Jason, Jeremy, and Scott Terrell. Jonathan, Jason, and Jeremy were nineteen-year-old triplets. Scott was their eighteen-year-old cousin. They had formed a band, supposedly modeled after the Jonas Brothers, a year ago. Now, they were playing county fairs all over the Midwest.

This was the partial fulfillment of a dream by the triplet's father, Webster, who was a wealthy real estate investor based in Chicago. As a young teen, Webster had been part of a boy band that had never made the big time. Because he currently had the means, he was willing to invest a significant amount of money in the future of his three sons and their cousin, to succeed through them.

He had the bus built and tricked out to accommodate this tour and hired Big Al to drive. He also hired Marian, a retired singer and performer herself, to coach and manage the boys while they gained experience and - hopefully - success.

The problem was that the boys didn't necessarily share their benefactor's dream and didn't take this experience seriously. They had the talent, just not the ambition, an attitude that frustrated Marian.

For an instant, she stood where she was and scanned the bus's very plush interior, everything a small group would need to make the trip through America's backroads comfortable. "I thought you were going to practice," she said at last.

All four boys looked up at her at once and scowled. "Fuck that," Jonathan said.

"Yeah," Jeremy said. "We're tired and bored."

Marian's brown eyes widened. "Watch your mouth," she said. "You need the practice, especially after yesterday's performance. Plus, your music doesn't seem to be working with the audiences. We should explore changing the repertoire."

All four boys gave her an evil look. "Look, you washed up bitch," Jonathan began, "we don't need to change shit, except maybe managers."

"Yeah," Jeremy said. "Go back and leave us the fuck alone. Or stop in one of these hick towns and get us some girls."

Marian flushed and clenched her fists. She had known when she agreed to the tour that it would be a challenge, but she hadn't banked on the boys being quite as spoiled as they were, so out of control. She also knew that boys their age swore a lot and thought mostly about one thing - and it wasn't music. But she had never before experienced this level of disrespect. Not yet willing to give up, she decided to try a different approach.

"You know, if I had the advantages you boys have, I would still be on top instead of babysitting a group of talented bums destined to go nowhere."

"Well, you're not on top, are you?" Jason said. "And we don't fucking need a babysitter. Tell Big Al to drop you off at the nearest town and go on your way. We sure as fuck don't need you."

As she listened to the abuse, a tear formed in her eye and she began to back up, nearly ready to turn around and retreat to the sanctity of the cockpit, let this group of ungrateful brats crash and burn on their own. But then she resolved to try one last approach. She pulled out her cell phone and called a number in her contacts. When the phone started to ring, she put it on speaker.

"Webster Terrell," a deep male voice said through the speaker.

"Web, this is Marian," she said.

"Hi, Marian. How's it going so far?"

Marian looked at each boy and shrugged. "No so well, Web," she said.

"What's the problem?"

"The performances so far have been mediocre and your sons refuse to practice."

There was a pause at the other end. "I... I'm sorry to hear that," Webster said at last. "Do you believe they need additional practice, that that would improve their performance?"

"Of course," she said. She took a deep breath. "Look, Web, I wouldn't bother you with this, but..." She paused and scanned the faces one more time. "The boys don't seem to want to cooperate with me or even listen to me."

"I'm sorry to hear that too. What do you need from me?"

"Web, I know they're your kids and I have no real right to interfere... but they lack discipline. They don't seem to care about anything, except maybe getting laid. Frankly, I don't see much point in continuing the tour."

There was yet another pause at the other end. "We're committed to the tour," he said. "Do whatever you feel is necessary. Are the boys listening?"

Marian held out the phone. "Yes... at least the phone is on speaker."

"Okay... listen up, boys," Web said through the speaker. "We're not ending the tour, certainly not after all the money I've poured into it. You will listen to Marian and do exactly what she says. She's a pro and knows what she's doing. Is that clear?"

"Whatever you say, Pop," Jeremy said. His brothers and cousin laughed.

"This is what I'm up against," Marian said.

"I understand," Web said. "Do whatever you need to do - and I mean that."

"Thanks, Web," Marian said and broke the connection. She turned to the boys. "All right. Let's get some practice time in. And if I hear the f-word one more time, there will be serious trouble."

"What kind of trouble?" Jason asked.

"Yeah," Jeremy said. Yeah seemed to be his favorite word. "What can you do anyway?"

Marian glanced out the window of the bus, then turned back to the boys still lounging in the plush seats. Her mature face suddenly lit up with an idea. "So... I assume that you're still refusing to practice and follow my instructions?"

"Hey, you're not as stupid as you look," Jeremy said. "Now, show even more smarts and go back to the front with Big Al and leave us the fuck alone."

She laughed humorlessly. "Don't say I didn't warn you." She turned and went back through the door to the cockpit. She looked at Big Al. "Al, please pull off the road at your first opportunity. We have a problem in the back we need to take care of."

Big Al smiled knowingly. "Looks like a big parking lot up ahead, a church or something."

"Perfect."

A few minutes later, the bus was stopped near the edge of a large and empty church parking lot. Both Marian and Big Al left their seats and moved into the interior of the bus.

"Why did we stop?" Jason asked. "Engine trouble?"

"No," Marian said. "Boy trouble."

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Jonathan asked.

"Your father authorized me to whatever I think is necessary to help you succeed. You heard him say it."

Jeremy scowled. "You can't do shit to us," he said. "Big Al, get us back on the road."

"No, not until this is settled," Big Al said.

"Big Al, you work for us, not her," Jason said. "Get us back on the road."

Big Al shrugged. "I don't work for you. I work for your father." He paused and glared at the four boys, stretching his six foot four inch frame as far as he could. "And it's Sergeant Grimsly to you. I spent twenty-three years in the Marine Corps and I don't have to listen to any disrespect or abuse from you punks. I used to eat punks like you for breakfast."

All four members of the Traveling Terrells stiffened and shrank slightly back in the sofas. Finally, Jeremy leaned forward and took a deep breath. "Well, you're not in the Marines anymore. And when our father finds out what you just said, you won't be our driver anymore either."

Big Al issued a small laugh. "You don't scare me, punk," he said. "There's something you should know. Your father, Lieutenant Terrell, was my first platoon commander. We served together for two years. Marian served with us too. We are loyal to your father, and he is loyal to us."

Jeremy shrank back. "I... didn't know Dad was in the Marines."

"I imagine not," Big Al said. "He resigned his commission right after you were born, when your mother got sick and couldn't take care of you. He sacrificed his career for you. And that's all I've got to say. Marian..."

"All right," Marian said. "You boys lack any discipline or respect."

"What are you going to do about it?" Jason asked. He tried to sound tough and sarcastic, but came across weakly.

"Something my parents would have done and, in fact, did do more than once."

"What's that?" Jeremy asked.

She flashed them a demonic smile. "A serious bare-bottom spanking."

All four boys allowed their mouths to gape open. "A spanking?" Jonathan echoed. "What the fuck!"

"You can't do that," Jason said.

"Yeah," Jeremy said. "That's just plain stupid."

"Boy, you and your brothers are going to get what you need and so richly deserve," Marian said. Big Al stepped forward. Marian pointed to him. "Now, either you can come with me into the back room and take your punishment, or you can deal with Sergeant Grimsley. It's your choice." She glanced at Scott, who hadn't said anything at all. "What about you, Scott?"

Before Scott could answer, Jason leaned over and patted his arm. "Scott's with us. Aren't you, Scott?"

"What about it, Scott?" Marian asked.

Scott Terrell, who played bass guitar in the band, shook his head. "No, I'm not," he said. "I really like the band and want to do better."

"Then come over here with me, Scott," Marian said.

"Traitor," Jonathan said.

"Yeah," Jeremy added.

"You are hereby disowned," Jason said.

"Okay," Marian began, now flanked by Scott and Big Al. "We're wasting time. Jason, you seem to have the biggest mouth. Let's go in the back and see what we can do about it."

Jason cowered against the sofa. "I'm not going back there with you."

"Is that your final word?" Marian asked.

"Damn right!"

Marian pointed to Big Al. "Sergeant Grimsley, this boy seems to be reluctant to accept his punishment. You know what to do."

Big Al nodded and took a step toward Jason.

Jason stood up. "All right, all right," he said. "I'll go. Tell the big oaf to back off."

Marian sniffed contemptuously. "That level of disrespect will cost you extra. Now move!"

With an occasional glance over his shoulder, Jason walked slowly toward a door near the back of the bus. When he reached it, he stopped. On the other side of the door was a very small bedroom that Marian used. He had never been in it, as he and his band mates slept in pull down bunks.

Marian tapped him on the shoulder. "Go on in."

A few seconds, Jason and Marian were in the room that contained only a twin bed, a tiny closet, and storage locker. Marian closed the door. She took out a large hairbrush from the locker and sat down on the edge of the bed. "Okay, Jason, pull down your pants and get over my lap."

Jason's eyes widened, especially when he saw the hairbrush. "You don't have to do this, you know. I'm sorry. I only act tough because my brothers expect it."

"Now that's about the stupidest thing I've ever heard," she said. "At least, show some backbone and take your punishment. I told you what would happen."

He tried to back away, but she caught his hand and pulled him toward her. With her other hand, she managed to yank down the shorts and briefs he was wearing, exposing his bottom. It was very clear that she was stronger than he was.

In an instant, he was across her lap with his right arm stretched tightly across his back. She covered his legs with hers. He was now helpless. She rubbed his bottom with the brush. "You know, Jason, I've never seen a person, male or female, who deserved a spanking more than you do." She retracted her right wrist and snapped it forward, issuing a sound strike to his right cheek.

He grimaced. "You're going to pay for this, you old bitch," he said through gritted teeth. "You probably get off on this, don't you?"

She issued two more hard strikes to his left cheek. "You've got to be the dumbest teenager I've ever seen," she declared, striking two more times. "I've got much better things to do than do what your father should have done years ago." She struck four more times in rapid succession. "And I strongly advise you to keep your mouth shut and learn from the experience. I will tolerate no more abuse or apathy. I will mold you into a good band even if we have to do this every day." She punctuated this with five more hard blows with the hairbrush.

"Damn that hurts!" Jason exclaimed. He squirmed and struggled against her arm and legs, but she only tightened her grip.

"I told you to be quiet," she said. "And stop squirming. The more you squirm and the more you shout, the longer and harder I'm going to spank. I hope I've made that abundantly clear."

Jason bit down on his tongue as his once pristine bottom transitioned from pink to red to dark red. Tears filled his eyes, and after at least thirty strokes of the hairbrush, he stopped squirming.

Marian continued the spanking, hoping to achieve her goal of breaking the first born of the triplets. She delivered stroke after stroke after harsh stroke, filling the small room with the sound of hard wood meeting soft flesh.

Finally, after a minute or so of steady spanking, Jason broke. Tears spilled down his cheeks in torrents. His chest heaved. He gathered his breath. "Please... please stop."

"Why should I?"

"I can't take anymore. Please." His voice and manor was very different than it was just ten minutes before.

"Are you going to stop fooling around and take this tour seriously?"

"Yes. I'm sorry."

"If you're lying to me or I find out you don't really mean what you're saying, I swear the next spanking will be much worse. Is that clear?"

"Yes."

She struck his backside five more times in rapid succession. "From now on, you will answer all questions with ma'am or Ms. Bigelow. I will tolerate no more disrespect. Is that clear?"

He took a deep breath to steady himself. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good." She pushed him off her lap and onto the carpeted floor of the bus. "Now, get your shorts back on and get out of here. Send in Jeremy next."

He pulled on his shorts, wincing slightly when his briefs contacted his scorched flesh. "Yes, ma'am." He opened the door and stepped into the main living area of the bus. He wiped his eyes and hung his head. "Jeremy, you're next."

Jeremy's eyes widened when he heard his name and saw the submissive demeanor of his brother. He shook his head and shrank back against the sofa. "I ain't going in there."

Big Al took a step toward him. "Get your sorry ass in there, boy. Don't make me carry you in." He took another step.

Jason nodded to his brother. "It... it'll be all right. Go."

Jeremy slid off the sofa and, with Big Al right behind him, moved to the open door of the back room. When he reached it, Marian, still sitting on the bed with the hairbrush clutched firmly in her right hand, beckoned to him. "Come in and shut the door."

Jeremy glanced one last time over his shoulder, then went inside and closed the door behind him.

Less than ten minutes later, the door opened and Jeremy stepped out, covering his tear-streaked face with his hands. "Jonathan, you're next," he said in a very soft voice. He went to where Jason was sitting and joined him.

The last brother watched his brothers hug each other. "What the hell happened to you two?"

"You're about to find out," Jason said. "But it'll be all right."

"Yeah," Jeremy said. "Go on and get it over with. We've got work to do."

Looking like a convicted murderer walking to his own execution, Jonathan moved to the open door, just as his two brothers had done. When he reached it, Marian beckoned to him. She was still sitting on the edge of the bed clutching the hairbrush.

"Come on in and close the door," she said.

Jonathan did what he was told.

Marian glared at Jonathan. "By now, you know what's going to happen," she said. "Pants down, over my lap. Move!"

Jonathan opened his mouth as if to protest but apparently thought better of it, especially after having seen his two brothers. He quickly complied.

Marian locked him into position and delivered a very sound spanking that left him in tears after only a minute or so. "Like I told your brothers, I will tolerate no more disrespect, abuse, or indifference. And from now on, you will refer to me as ma'am or Ms. Bigelow and do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it. Is that clear?"

Jonathan, like his brothers before him, rubbed his eyes in an attempt to stem the flood of tears. He took a deep breath. "Yes ma'am."

She pushed him off her lap. "Okay, Jonathan, go join your brothers. We've got a lot of work to do."

Jonathan stood up and put his shorts back on. "Yes, ma'am." He opened the door and joined his two brothers.

Marian emerged, having secured the hairbrush. She smoothed down her short hair and her band tee shirt.

"Sergeant Grimsley, if you would, please get us back on the road," she said to Big Al.

Big Al nodded and disappeared into the cockpit.

"All right, boys," Marian said. "Get your instruments out and let's practice. We've got to change a few things before your performance tomorrow at the Hancock County Fair. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am," all four members of the Traveling Terrells said in unison. It may very well have been the first time they had ever done anything in unison since they formed the band.

A few minutes later, the interior of the bus was filled with the opening strains of a pop song. Jason was playing lead guitar, Jeremy the drums, Jonathan the keyboard, and Scott the bass. Jason and Jonathan began the melody with their fine tenor voices while Scott sang harmony. They sounded better than they ever had before, and Marian smiled at them.

"I believe your next gig will be very successful," she declared as the bus began to roll down the two-lane highway on its way to Carthage.


7. Trouble at Awakenings

"Phelps, get your head out of your butt and get back to work. I'd like to close up and go home." The voice belonged to Carmen Gambrini, assistant manager of Gambrini's Supermarket.

Startled, Ryan Phelps looked up from his phone. He was supposed to be restocking the soft drinks after a particularly busy Sunday afternoon, but instead he was reading text messages and scrolling through Facebook. At the sound of his name, he stood up and faced his supervisor. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

He had a sudden image of the sturdy but reasonably attractive woman bent over the break table, pants and panties down, legs spread, begging him to bless her with his penis. He pushed the image from his mind, as he knew this would never happen in reality. Nor did he particularly want it to happen. It was just a fantasy.

And for good reason. Not only was she his supervisor, she was also the owner's daughter and a former sergeant in the U.S. Army. A 'real hard core hard ass' he had heard her described by a couple of the other male employees. Besides, he needed this job, his fourth in the past three years.

His latest ex-girlfriend, Brittany, had called him a loser and a slacker - among other less complimentary names - just before she broke up with him yesterday. He argued with her, of course - told her she was completely wrong and called her a bitch, which was definitely the wrong thing to say.

But, in the end, he conceded that she may have been a little correct, at least from her perspective. At twenty-three, he just hadn't found his niche yet. He was simply not ready to settle down, establish himself in some boring career, get married, have a couple of screaming bambinos. Not for me; no, thank you.

Still, he missed Brittany already. She was cute, sexy, and generous in bed. She may very well have been, he had to admit, the best girlfriend he had ever had. But he couldn't figure her out. What exactly does she want? He had asked himself that question several times and come up empty. Now he would probably never know.

Once his supervisor was out of sight, he filled one shelf with two-liter bottles, then stopped and glanced at his phone. He still had Brittany's picture, his favorite of her in a white string bikini, on his home page. He located her in his contacts and typed a message:

Brittany, I'm sorry. I miss you. Please give me another chance.

He stocked another row while he waited, breathless, for the response. A minute later, his phone chimed with a notification. He went to his messages and read:

Stop bothering me. It's over.

For an instant, Ryan was tempted to throw his phone against the wall of wine bottles, but he stopped himself and put his phone back in the belt holster. "Bitch hasn't heard the last from me," he muttered. He wasn't at all certain what he was going to do, but he was resolved to do something.

With that resolution firmly in mind, he worked quickly to finish stocking the soft drink shelves. After that, he swept and mopped the area and was ready to go home by ten o'clock, having done everything Carmen ordered him to do.

"Good to see you put your mind to your work, Ryan," she said as he was clocking out. "You may turn out to be a good employee yet."

He smiled, but he really wanted to hit her. "Thanks," he said through gritted teeth.

By ten-thirty, he was in his tiny studio apartment. While he sipped a beer directly from the can, he glanced over at his double bed and remembered the times he'd had sex with Brittany on that bed. He hadn't bothered to change the sheets and realized that they probably still carried some of her smell. He went over, sniffed the bed, and discovered he had been right. This made him even more miserable.

"I'll get her back. I've got to get her back," he said to the bed. He just didn't know how he was going to do it. After another beer, he resolved to follow her, find out where she went. Perhaps she had another guy already. If so, he would put him out of the picture.

He went to sleep finalizing his plans for establishing himself as a permanent fixture in Brittany's life. Nothing else matters, he thought.

Because he worked every weekend, he had the next day - Monday - off. He knew that Brittany worked in an insurance office in a large building on the eastside. At four fifty, he parked two rows away from her car and waited for her to come out, listening to rap through his headphones while he waited. The rapper was going on about what he was going to do to the 'bitches' who wanted to spend time with him. Ryan followed the lyrics and conjured images of young women yielding to his superior strength and passion.

At five minutes after five, Brittany emerged from the building. She was wearing a yellow dress with a hemline that stopped just below her thighs. He grimaced. The dress was one of his favorites, as it showed off her perfect legs and hinted at what lay unrevealed. More than once, he had traced her upper thighs with his eager fingers while she was wearing that dress.

"Damn it," he muttered.

Brittany got into her small sedan and pulled out of the parking lot, heading for the main road. He let her get a few car lengths ahead, then followed her, determined to discover where she was going.

After they had gone about two miles away from downtown, she turned into a small parking lot in front of a large storefront with a brightly lit sign that said, 'Awakenings', in pink and green neon letters. She got out of her car and went inside. Ryan also pulled into the lot and stopped. For several minutes, he remained where he was, studying the entrance. While he watched, several more women, both young and middle-aged, went in. He didn't see any men at all. But that didn't mean there weren't any inside.

He wanted to go inside, to see the place for himself, discover what made it so popular with the women. But he lacked the nerve. Looking around him, he spotted what appeared to be a well-established neighborhood bar about a block away across the busy street. I need a drink, he thought.

And with that in mind, he got out of his car and walked to the bar. When he went inside, he was greeted by loud heavy metal music and the sight of several leather-clad couples drinking beer and making an effort to dance. As discreetly as he could, he moved to the long bar and sat down on one of the stools.

"What'll you have?" a grizzled bartender asked.

"A boilermaker and some information," Ryan replied.

The bartender nodded and came back in a few seconds with Ryan's order. "Five bucks," he declared. "Information costs extra."

"How much extra?" Ryan asked as he placed a five-dollar bill on the bar.

The bartender quickly snatched the bill. "Depends on what you want to know."

Ryan gulped his beer and shot, then burped. "Another please."

The bartender set a second beer and shot in front of Ryan. Ryan pulled out another five, noting that he was practically broke. He could only afford maybe two more boilermakers. "I... just want to know what's the deal with that place across the street."

The bartender smiled warily. "You mean Awakenings?"

"Yes."

"Free advice: Best to stay out of there."

Ryan was starting to feel the effects of the alcohol. "Why?"

The bartender patted him on the arm in a fatherly gesture. "Do you want another of those?"

Realizing that he probably wasn't going to get any more information, Ryan ordered a third boilermaker and drank it while watching the various couples imbibing and cavorting. A small mixed group was assembled around the pool table, paying more attention to their beer and a young woman in a short skirt occasionally flashing her underwear than they were to their game. Ryan could feel himself growing jealous.

Ten minutes later, now slightly inebriated and not knowing it, he laid his last five on the bar and stood up. "Thanks, man," he said.

The bartender nodded. "Don't go into that place," he said as Ryan approached the door.

Ryan waved as he pushed open the door and took in a deep breath of fresh evening air. Pretty good advice, he thought. He looked across the street at the blinking pink and green sign. He watched four more women go through the door. He didn't see his ex-girlfriend, but did see that her car was still in the parking lot.

His rational side tried to convince his emotional side to follow that advice. However, the three boilermakers had given him a courage he didn't normally have. He took several more deep breaths, puffed out his chest, and walked across the street.

"A man's got to do what a man's got to do," he told himself as he dodged a couple of oncoming cars.

He reached the solid red door of Awakenings just as two more women, both young and attractive, arrived. They gave him a sideways glance and smiled just before going in. He watched them as they disappeared inside. From where he was standing, he could hear soft music - perhaps a blues song or something similar.

For at least a minute, he remained on the sidewalk outside listening and trying to shore up his flagging courage. Finally, he tucked in his tee shirt and smoothed down his jeans.

"What am I afraid of? They're only women."

With that thought prodding him, he pushed open the cushioned red door and moved inside. The door closed behind him. Immediately, he was struck by the contrast between Awakenings and the old neighborhood bar he had just left. The first thing he noticed was the music. Instead of the brain-numbing hair metal he had tried to talk over, he heard a soft female voice, perhaps Sade.

Next, instead of leather-clad and obviously inebriated men and women pawing at each other on a makeshift dance floor, he saw a few couples slow-dancing among small tables covered with real tablecloths. He also noticed that each couple was a woman dancing with a woman.

Holy crap, this is a lesbian hangout!

All of a sudden, Brittany's rejection of him made perfect sense. It wasn't that he was a loser and a slacker. She had rejected him because he was a man. It was that simple.

He scanned the room one more time, looking for any men. He also looked for Brittany, but didn't see her. Satisfied, he turned to leave, but felt a hand on his arm and saw that two stocky women wearing jeans and pink tee shirts stood between him and the door.

"May we help you?" one of the women asked.

"Uh... I don't think so," Ryan replied, now getting a little nervous. He could hear the bartender's admonition loud and clear.

"Why did you come in here then?" the other woman asked. Her voice was pleasant enough, but there was something in it Ryan didn't like. A warning perhaps.

"Uh... I was looking for someone, but I don't see her."

The first woman smiled. "A lot of women in here, boy. And we've got three other rooms, including one upstairs. Maybe she's up there. Who is she? Perhaps we can help you find her."

Ryan was transitioning quickly from nervous to afraid. "Uh... thanks, but I think it's better if I leave."

The two women made no move to unblock the door. "Why?" the first woman asked. "What's your rush? Don't you like what you see?"

His eyes widened and his mouth gaped slightly. The courage created by the boilermakers was swiftly ebbing away. "Please... I just want to leave," he said. "Besides, I don't think you want me here."

The second woman scowled. "That's not a very nice thing to say," she said.

"You're right about that, Carol," the first woman said. She turned to Ryan. "What makes you think we don't want you here?"

Ryan looked past the two women and tried to determine his chances of making it to the door. Not good, he realized. "I meant no offense," he said. "It just doesn't appear as though men are very welcome here."

Both women laughed. "Oh, we're not particularly fond of stupid macho men," Carol said. "But we tolerate boys, especially boys we can have a little fun with. Isn't that right, Doris?"

Doris nodded. "Now, which are you? A stupid macho man or a boy we can have a little fun with?"

Uh oh, I'm screwed. He knew there was no good answer to the question. "I don't think I'm either one," he said finally.

By now, the encounter had attracted the attention of everyone in the room so that Ryan was nearly surrounded by women.

"It appears, ladies, that this boy is experiencing an identity crisis. Perhaps we can help with that. What do you all think?" Doris asked.

All of the women became animated at the same time. "Go for it, Doris," one of them said.

Ryan nearly fainted as he scanned the faces. He knew he was in serious trouble. He gathered his breath. "I don't think I have an identity crisis," he said. "I guess I just walked into the wrong place."

Carol lightly gripped his upper arm. "No," she said gently. "Karma does strange things sometimes. You walked into the right place. You just don't realize it yet. Let's go upstairs and help you learn who you really are."

Ryan tried to back away, but discovered he had nowhere to go. He was completely surrounded. The music had stopped. The dancing had stopped. He was the center of attention. "No... I don't think so. Please... just let me leave."

Doris snapped her fingers. "I know what you think, boy," she said. "You think we're all a group of man-hating bitches. Am I right?"

That is exactly what Ryan was thinking, but he knew he didn't dare say it. "No. I wasn't thinking that at all."

"Don't lie to us, boy," Doris said. "Anyway, you're wrong, and I'll prove it to you." She looked around the group of women. "Maggie, do you hate men?"

A middle-aged woman wearing a long blue dress smiled. "Well... if that lying rat of an ex-husband were to drop dead suddenly, I wouldn't shed any tears. But, all-in-all, men have their uses, if properly trained and motivated."

Doris smiled triumphantly. "Any of you here hate men?"

This was met with a chorus of nos.

"There you have it, boy," Doris said. "If we hated men, we wouldn't be true to the woman who inspired us." She pointed to a large framed portrait over the bar. The portrait was a grainy photograph of a woman from the late 19th century.

Ryan looked at the portrait. "Who's that?"

"Kate Chopin," Carol said. "And she definitely didn't hate men. At least she didn't appear to, as she had six kids and a couple of alleged affairs after her husband died."

Doris nodded. "But she also recognized the need for women to take control of their lives, to seek sanctuary when they needed it. She's the one who wrote The Awakening. You should read it, boy. Give you some insight."

Ryan was only half-listening. He kept looking toward the door, wondering when the time would be right for him to attempt escape.

Carol re-gripped his arm. "Now, boy, what about you? Why did you really come in here? I hope it wasn't on a dare from that dive bar across the street."

Ryan flushed. "What makes you think I was in that bar?"

All the women laughed at once. "You smell like a brewery," Doris said.

"And," Carol added, "they used to harass us every once in a while. I thought we had that under control. Did that jerk Frank dare you to come in here?"

"Who's Frank?" Ryan asked.

"The owner and bartender," Carol said.

"No, he didn't dare me."

"Then why are you here?" Doris asked.

"I told you, I was looking for someone, but I didn't see her."

"Who are you looking for? Maybe we can help you find her."

"It's all right," Ryan said, feeling Carol's iron grip on his arm. "I didn't see her."

Carol scowled and tightened her grip on his arm. "Don't play with us, boy. Tell us who she is and we'll find her for you."

Ryan tried to break free but couldn't. "Let me go," he ordered with as much force as he could muster. "Or I'll call the police."

All the women in the room laughed again.

"What's so funny?" Ryan asked.

Doris and Carol both reached into the pockets of their jeans and produced identical black leather wallets. They flipped these open to reveal identical gold badges. "As you can see, the police are already here," Carol said.

"Oh, fuck," Ryan muttered.

"I think the boy's finally getting the idea," Doris said.

"So, boy... what is your name, anyway?" Carol said.

"Uh... Ryan," he said. He had a thought that perhaps he should lie and make up a name. But his brain couldn't work fast enough.

"Okay Ryan, who are you looking for?"

"Uh, a girl named Brittany. She's wearing a yellow dress."

"How do you know she's here?"

"Uh, I saw her come in here."

"So, you were following her? Stalking her?" Carol persisted.

"Not really."

"What then?" Carol was now all police detective.

"Well... she... was my girlfriend."

"Was?" Doris said.

Ryan felt like melting into the floor, like he was in the middle of a nightmare from which there was no waking up. "Well kind of. She, um, sort of broke up with me."

"Why?" Carol asked. "I can think of a dozen reasons, but I'm not Brittany."

"She thinks I'm a loser," Ryan said.

"I can't blame her for that," Doris said. "From here, you look like a loser."

"But we can fix that, can't we, ladies." Carol said.

"It's one of our specialties," one of the other women said.

"How?" Ryan asked.

"You come upstairs to our classroom and we'll show you," Doris said.

"Who knows?" Carol said. "Maybe Brittany will be there. You can impress her with your attempt to be a better man." She gripped his arm even tighter.

Ryan was now completely sober. An image of the bikini-clad Brittany flashed across his mind. He wanted her back, but he was also afraid. For an instant, he had a second vision of his supervisor being among the onlookers. "What choice do I have?"

"There are always choices, Ryan," Carol said. "We can toss you out right now, if that's what you want, and you can go back to that miserable excuse for a bar across the street."

"Or you can go back to your miserable loser life," Doris added. "Those are your choices."

"What... what if my supervisor's here?"

The women laughed yet again. "I think we're way beyond that kind of worry," Doris said.

"Who's your supervisor?" Carol asked.

"Uh, Carmen Gambrini."

Carol smiled. "Ah, yes... Sergeant Gambrini." She glanced at a slender woman dressed in yoga pants and a burgundy top. "She served with you in Afghanistan, didn't she, Carla?"

The woman named Carla nodded. "She was my sergeant," she said. "Tough as nails. I was surprised when she got out. I thought she would go the full twenty."

"Is she here tonight?" Doris asked.

"No, I haven't seen her," Carla replied.

"There you have it, Ryan," Doris said. "Now, make your choice. Come upstairs with us or get the hell out of here with your tail tucked between your legs."

Carol released her grip on his arm and moved away from the door. "Choose now. We've through wasting time with you."

Ryan scanned the room while he tried to think. He had no idea what was in store for him upstairs. But he did know that if he left now, he would leave alone, branded perhaps forever as a loser and a coward - certainly no chance of ever getting Brittany back. He even thought that Carmen would get wind of his exit and hold it against him at the store, maybe even spread it around. Everyone would laugh at him. He took several deep breaths.

"What happens if I go upstairs?"

"If you choose not to leave, you will ask no questions," Carol said.

He was getting scared all over again. "But..."

"No questions," Carol repeated. "You need to trust us. That's the deal. Take it or leave it."

Doris looked him in the eye and gave him a mild slap to the jaw. "For god's sake, boy. Show some backbone."

For Ryan, the challenge had been issued, the gauntlet had been thrown down. He looked at the door, now unobstructed, then shifted his eyes back to the crowd of women. He had never before been the center of attention, and a part of him liked it. He would show these women what a man can do.

"All right," he said.

Carol nodded and took his arm again, turning him away from the door. "From now on, you're in our hands. Ask no questions and speak only when spoken to. Is that clear?"

To Ryan, nothing was clear except that he was in a situation he could no longer control. "I guess so."

Doris slapped him again, this time a little harder. "No guessing," she said. "And no mumbling. When you're asked a question, you will answer yes, ma'am or no, ma'am. Is that clear?"

"Yes, ma'am," Ryan replied.

Still surrounded by the group of women, he allowed Carol and Doris to lead him to a staircase behind the long polished bar. The entire entourage ascended the stairs and assembled in a large room with tables and another smaller bar. Sitting at the tables were more women, including Brittany.

When she saw Ryan, she stood up and scowled. "Ryan, what the hell are you doing here? I told you to stop bothering me."

"Don't be so hard on the boy," Carol said. "He's trying to become a better man... just for you."

Ryan smiled hopefully. "Please, Brittany. Give me another chance."

Brittany crossed her arms. "Waste of time, if you ask me. But go ahead and have some fun with him, if you want to. He certainly deserves it."

"Brittany, please," Ryan said.

Carol took his arm and turned him away from the tables. "Shut up, boy," she ordered. She steered him toward an unoccupied sofa against a wall. When they reached it, she glared at him. "Take off your clothes."

Ryan's eyes widened. "What? You want me to strip?"

"No questions," Carol said. "You have until the count of ten to get your clothes off or whatever we have planned for you will be worse. One..."

Ryan bit down on his tongue to keep from protesting. Do what they say, he told himself. By the count of nine, he was naked and blushing. Brittany had certainly seen him naked before, but never in a room full of women. He felt like he was on display.

"Now, get on your knees on the floor and lay your upper body across the seat of the sofa."

Again, Ryan bit down on his tongue. In an instant, he was in the prescribed position, feeling very exposed and vulnerable.

"Put your hands behind your back," Carol ordered.

Hoping to gain respect, he complied. A few seconds later, much to his horror, his hands were secured with handcuffs.

"What the fuck?"

He felt a foot press down on his back. "Shut up, boy!" Carol ordered. "And don't ever say the f-word again. Is that clear?"

Ryan was now sweating and shaking all over. "Ye-yes, ma'am."

"Somebody give me a hairbrush... a good solid one," Carol said.

Several of the women present reached into their handbags and produced hairbrushes of various sizes and shapes. Carol selected a large wooden brush. "I'm going to spank our young lad here into submission. However, any of you who wants to take a whack at his bottom, may do so when I'm finished with him."

"Shit!" Ryan said. "You can't do this."

Carol laughed as she gripped the handle of the brush firmly in her right hand. "You chose this," she said. "Now I can do whatever I think is necessary to make you a better man. And... I believe I told you to ask no questions and to keep your mouth shut. This little outburst will cost you extra."

To punctuate her statement, she issued five quick strikes with the brush that reddened his backside. He reared up in protest only to be pushed back down by her strong left foot. "He may be stronger than I thought," Carol said. "Can a couple of you come over here and hold him down?"

Immediately, three of the women in the crowd of onlookers approached the sofa. Two got on one side of him while the third got on the other side. Together, they formed a vice that held his back and neck in position.

Carol resumed the spanking, issuing stroke after stroke after harsh stroke, lighting up the flesh of his bottom like a fire. He squirmed against the six arms that held him down but couldn't get free. "God damn you," he shouted.

"That will be enough of that," Carol declared. She picked up his briefs and stuffed them in his mouth. "That will shut you up."

Once again, she picked up the hairbrush, retracted it, and laid down a series of hard blows that impacted his upper thighs - one after another after another. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. The room and the crowd of women started to fade out of existence. There was only the pain and humiliation of the spanking. He tried to open his mouth to shout, to protest, to beg for mercy. But he couldn't spit out his cotton underwear.

He tried to convince himself that this really was, after all, a nightmare. He tried to will himself to wake up. But he couldn't. This was real; the pain was real. As the spanking continued, his chest began to heave and his body was wracked with sobs. He buried his steaming face in the cushions of the sofa. He could feel himself breaking.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Carol stopped spanking him and set the hairbrush down beside him. "Take the gag out of his mouth," she ordered.

One of the women holding him down complied. Ryan coughed and spit out a few strands of saliva.

Carol scanned the room. Everyone was completely silent. No one was smiling. "Anyone else want to take a whack at him?

At first, no one moved. Then, Brittany stepped forward and nodded. She ran a smooth hand gently over his scorched flesh. "I have to admit I like seeing him like this. Give me the hairbrush, Carol."

Ryan gathered his breath. "No... please, Brittany. I've had enough."

"Obviously not," Carol said as she handed the brush to Ryan's ex-girlfriend. "Give it to him good, Brittany. Clearly, he can't follow simple instructions."

Brittany took the brush and held it for an instant in her right hand. "You hurt me, Ryan," she said. She swung the brush, impacting the already dark red flesh of his bottom. Then she struck four more times while he squirmed against the arms that restrained him. "You're a loser. Give me one good reason why I should waste my time with you?"

Ryan tried to think through the pain. He opened his mouth to answer, not quite sure what to say, what words would get her to stop spanking him, to convince her that he was a man worth her time and attention. "I... I'm sorry, Brittany," he said finally. "Everything you said about me is true, but I can change, if you'll give me a chance."

Brittany retracted the brush and struck two more times. "If, IF, I take you back, you will do everything I tell you to do. Okay?"

"Okay."

"I will be in total control. Do you agree?"

"Yes." He would probably agree to anything at this point.

She struck two more times, eliciting a long groan of pain. "Yes, what?"

He gulped. "Yes, ma'am." He said it and he meant it. He was broken.

Brittany handed Carol the hairbrush and patted Ryan's inflamed bottom one more time. "Okay, I guess he's had enough... unless someone else wants a shot."

"Anyone else?" Carol asked.

The dozen or so women in the room all shook their heads at the same time and began to scatter about the room, now less interested.

"Okay, let him up," Carol said.

Immediately, the three women who were holding Ryan down released him. One helped him to his feet. Tears rained down his face. Brittany held out her arms. "Wipe your face," she ordered and handed him a napkin.

Ryan wiped his face and saw the open arms of his girlfriend. He accepted the embrace.

Brittany patted him gently on the back and kissed his forehead. "Thank you, Carol and Doris," she said. Then she turned to Ryan. "Okay, Ryan. Get your clothes back on and come with me. We have some making up to do and I want to see what kind of lover you can be with the proper instructions. Are you ready for that?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She reached down and grabbed his penis, which was semi-erect. She smiled. "This belongs to me now," she declared. "As well as your sorry rear end. Clear?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said, savoring the feel of her soft hand around his shaft.

Brittany turned to the few remaining women in the room. "Who would have thought it was this easy. We should write a book."

"Someday," Carol said, laughing. "In the meantime, welcome to the new awakening."


Also from LSF Publications...

The Disciplined Male - Volume 7 by W. Arthur

This compilation features the following and 4 other 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!

Going Over Mom's Knee: Anthology by Lewis Stone

This anthology of 25 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!

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, including:

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.

How to Spank Your Husband by Shaun Kelly

I Know You're Wondering: Seated naked on the bed when he should be standing in the corner, Barry reflects on the events which have occurred since the day he met Nancy, an attractive widow. With one failed marriage behind him, he has to resort to being spanked to help motivate him to behave. Painful though Nancy's hairbrush is on his bare backside, it has become an essential part of their marriage.

The Garage Sale: Judy goes to a garage sale and finds a ping pong paddle. The old lady selling it explains it was formerly used to spank naughty bottoms. She gives it to Judy, who can see many good reasons to use it on her husband who consistently fails to keep his promises. So Joe ends up having his bare bottom whacked, and he's not the only one - his cousin Jeff gets similar treatment from his wife Rachel and her trusty bath brush.

Jet Green, Butt Red: Pete's obscene outbursts (made in front of his impressionable young daughters) at the Jets' string of fourth-quarter interceptions in an important game, lead to him getting his first over-the-knee bare bottom hairbrush spanking from his wife, Vicki.

Plus 2 other stories...

Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur

Pharmaceutical rep Jeremy has no social life; he spends most of his time driving long distances and his life has become tedious. But all that changes drastically when he gets lost, eventually finding himself in a small town called Scurbin. He inadvertently parks his vehicle in the wrong place and makes things worse for himself by being rude to the female police officer and the female judge - who sentences him to 30 days in jail unless he takes a public whipping. Horrified, he opts for the whipping. It proves to be the first of many, for Scurbin has its own unique way of doing things. Made up of 80% women, the town is run by women, whereas the male residents are disciplined and controlled by their wives. A proposition is soon put to Jeremy - there are many women wanting to sample him sexually. Is this a dream come true? A sex slave to as many women as he wants? There are conditions of course - Jeremy must be subservient and obedient, and when he messes up, his bare bottom receives regular punishment spankings from various dominant women. Ironically, that has always been his secret fantasy. Perhaps he should remain in Scurbin and see how well his fantasy matches his new reality...

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for!

Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...?

Trevor's First Spanking: Married for six months, Jane finds Trevor's selfish attitude and behaviour increasingly irritating. He's untidy, doesn't help around the house, and expects Jane to do everything. A rebellious Jane goes round to see her friend Amy, but on arrival Jane is very surprised to see Amy's husband standing in the corner with a bare, freshly spanked bottom. Amy gives Jane a few tips on how to discipline Trevor... and it works a treat!

The Third Date by Shaun Kelly

When Stan meets an attractive woman on a plane flying to New York, he has no way of knowing she will be his future wife. They chat during the journey, and Stan is delighted when Stacey gives him her phone number. Things progress well, but on their third date, Stacey tells him about her family and their belief that women are superior to men and that the best way to keep a marriage together is for the woman to discipline the man. It appears that wife-led marriages with strict discipline are the norm in this family. Stacey then reminds Stan that he was late... and ends up putting him over her lap for a spanking. It is the first of many, but Stan is happy to accept this new lifestyle because he loves Stacey. However, Stacey's mother is very formidable and takes some getting used to; poor Stan feels her hairbrush on his bare bottom when he falls asleep in church and snores loudly! Still, he becomes happily married, accepting the fact that his dominant wife is very much in charge... and the pair always celebrate the anniversary of their third date.

Dominant Wives Anthology by Lewis Stone

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

Over His Auntie's Knee by Jack Crawford

Jennifer has had just about enough of Brian and his lazy ways, and throws him out of her apartment. Brian wanders the streets in the rain with his suitcase feeling very sorry for himself, and angry at Jennifer for making him leave. He had a very nice set up with her - she went out to work while he lounged about on the sofa, watching tv and drinking beer until she came home to cook his dinner. Having nowhere else to go, and no family other than his Aunt Ruby, Brian makes his way to her upmarket townhouse. But although Aunt Ruby takes him in, he can no longer have an idle life - to his dismay he is given chores to do, and she gets him a job as a janitor at the casino where she works.

This is the story of Brian's transformation from an idle slob into a hard-working and respectful young man. The miracle is achieved by his strict, no-nonsense aunt, who introduces a corporal punishment regime. She wields her sturdy hairbrush to good effect on his bare bottom, and even makes him wear a special pair of pyjamas when he is about to be spanked.
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