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Claudia meets Adam at college, and the pair subsequently fall in love despite their very different backgrounds... Claudia with her comfortable upbringing and feminist mother, and Adam from a tough and demanding family of no-nonsense farmers. Given that farming is in his blood, it quickly becomes obvious that Adam won't be happy away from the farm, so Claudia makes the decision to spend the rest of her life with him on a farm in southern Ohio. It proves to be a huge culture shock in more ways than one: firstly getting up at five-thirty to immerse herself in hard, physical work; and secondly, getting used to the spanking. Being married to Adam introduces Claudia to domestic discipline. In the Paisley family, the men do not hesitate to discipline their wives when needed - as Claudia finds to her cost on a number of occasions. Leaving the gate open causes the cows to escape and wander over the road, and earns her a bare bottom spanking - the first of many. Adam proves very proficient at spanking her bottom, but far from resenting the correction, Claudia is happy with her lot. That first punishment initiates her into a new way of life - a life that embraces the rhythmic consistency of farm life in all its seasons, and the loving, enduring guidance of her husband. And through it all, she learns how to be a good country wife.
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Prologue

This farm, this land, is my life and I love it. I particularly enjoy sitting here on my wide front porch, as I am now, rocking gently in this Boston rocker that has been handed down through five generations. It's early summer and I am finally able to relax after another fourteen hour day. It is, indeed, a hard life, but I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world.

I gaze up at the vast sky, alive with a swirl of evening colors: dark orange, dark gray, slate blue. A few stars are visible as night begins to spread its blanket over the land. The air is starting to cool. A few crickets sound their evening mating call. The smell of newly mown hay and damp earth fills my nostrils. The cows are grazing lazily in the pasture after being milked.

Across the road, Kate, my sister-in-law, also sits on her front porch. I smile at her knowingly. Perhaps she has just come outside after cleaning up the kitchen; perhaps she has just helped put her new grandson to bed. And I think it won't be that long before I become a grandmother, as our oldest daughter, Laura, is in her eighth month. Such is the way of things, the rhythm and cycle of life here in rural southern Ohio.

Over by the gigantic hundred-year-old barn, Adam is washing the blades on the new combine. I watch as he methodically moves the hose from one blade to another. I note how his manly body, the same body that has captivated me for twenty-four years, fills out his dirty jeans and sweaty t-shirt. I think about how much I love him, how I love him more each day, and how grateful I am that he fell in love with me, gave me this life, and patiently helped me (sometimes through firm but loving correction) become a good country wife.

Then I think about how my father-in-law, if he was still alive, would laugh to hear me say that I was grateful. Even though he never expressed them, I know he had his doubts when Adam introduced this girl from a middle class suburb of Cleveland to his family all those years ago. I had my doubts too. But whatever doubts I may have had were soon replaced with the good feelings that come with hard but meaningful work, work that produces something tangible and valuable. After all, what is more valuable than food?

I think about how I was growing up, about how I was raised. My mother was an early feminist who would have marched into hell for any one of a dozen feminist causes. I was weaned on the biographies of Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton. Other kids I knew listened to popular fairy tales or Disney fantasies. My mother read me and my two older sisters The Yellow Wallpaper and The Awakening.

She was a professor of women's studies who believed in and preached female empowerment ("Remember: Never ever sacrifice your identity to a man, any man, for any reason."). My father, a mild-mannered professor of English literature, wisely stayed in the background. If he ever had any doubts about his wife's feminist ideology and activist personality, he was never foolish enough to express them.

I sometimes wonder now how she would react to the #MeToo movement that is currently sweeping the country. Sadly, I'll never know. She died two weeks after the 2016 presidential election. Susan, my oldest sister, told me after the funeral that our mother begged us to 'advance the torch,' as she put it just before she died.

Well, perhaps Susan and Elizabeth, my other sisters, may continue the crusade. But I won't be joining them. There are very few liberals (or liberated women, for that matter) in this part of Ohio. I won't say how I voted in the 2016 election, but I know how everyone else voted. This area is steeped in tradition, and I have come to accept and appreciate that sometimes preserving tradition can be a good and necessary thing.

My mother and I had some rather heated discussions when I told her I was marrying a farmer and moving to a small town she had never heard of. She actually liked Adam and was polite and gracious to his family the few times we all got together. What she didn't like was that I was 'giving myself up' to a man, that I would never be able to assert myself as a strong and empowered woman. "This is not how you were raised," she said.

I countered this by saying that Mary Shelley had been the product of two of the most liberal people in eighteenth century England, and yet she 'gave herself' to Percy Shelley at a young age. And, in spite of that, she was still able to produce one of the most enduring novels in western literature. My mother had no answer to that argument and never uttered another word of protest.

In truth, if she had known just how much I had given myself up to Adam, she probably would have tried to have me kidnapped and sent to one of those de-programming camps. Now, I won't say I am a submissive wife or that Adam is a dominant husband. The way I see it, maintaining a sub/dom relationship is more of a game than a lifestyle. Simply put, out here on the farm, between the endless chores and raising both children and animals, we have no time for such games.

This area is, however, a man's country, and Adam is the undisputed head of our household, a role and a responsibility he has always taken very seriously. And, yes, occasionally that role includes the application of discipline when necessary. And, yes, in this part of the world, discipline nearly always involves corporal punishment... spanking for the uninitiated.

Has my husband ever spanked me? Of course. He's spanked me many times. But only when I deserved it and only to help me become the good country wife I have aspired to be. I have never enjoyed being spanked, but I've accepted it as part of the package, so to speak. I knew full well when I married Adam that I wasn't just marrying the man; I was marrying the lifestyle. And, as a result of my acceptance of that lifestyle, I've become a much stronger and, in a strange way, more empowered woman than I would have if I'd moved back to Cuyahoga County and married some wimpy financial analyst or lawyer.


Chapter One

When I have time to ponder the flow of my life, or at least the last twenty-four years, I do sometimes wonder how we got together in the first place. As I said, I was raised by very liberal and very well-educated parents in a middle class suburb of Cleveland where all the original farm land had been paved over long ago. On the other hand, Adam grew up on a farm - this farm - near the small town of Pomeroy.

Most of my childhood experiences revolved around my friends in school, exploring the shopping malls and spending carefree summers on the beaches of Lake Erie. At the same time, Adam spent his summers working the farm along with his father and two older brothers. He could drive a tractor at the age of eight. Occasionally, they would go into town on a Saturday night or fish along the banks of the Ohio River. But mostly they stayed home, milking cows and coaxing corn and soybeans from the fertile soil, all the while praying (yes, literally praying) for good weather, the perfect blend of rain and sunshine.

Perhaps because he was the youngest, Adam had a bit more ambition than his two brothers. After high school, he enlisted in the army and spent three years operating and maintaining tanks. After he was discharged, he took the money he had saved and enrolled at Ohio State - in the agriculture college, of course. I spent the first summer after high school working at a clothing store in the mall and going out with my friends. I only went to college because my parents demanded it and my grandmother offered to pay for it. Also, I heard there were good parties off campus, and I thought of myself as a 'party girl'.

For the first two years, I changed majors three times, went to parties where drugs and alcohol were abundant, lost my innocence and virtue completely, and barely passed my classes. I met Adam in the fall quarter of our junior year when we were in the same business class. Purely by chance, we ended up sitting next to each other.

Almost from the first, I was attracted to him. He was (and still is, I'm happy to say) a ruggedly handsome and solidly built man. And I couldn't help but be impressed by the fact that it didn't seem to bother him at all that he came to class dressed in old jeans and work boots. It was obvious that he had come to learn and was going to take the class seriously, while most of the rest of us looked at the class only as a requirement for our majors, a minor hurdle we had to jump to get to the proverbial finish line.

I could tell at a glance that he was a farm boy - the kind my friends and I had made fun of. But I found myself drawn to him anyway, partly because of his looks and stolid demeanor, partly because I was intrigued. Unlike a lot of the guys I had met in Columbus, he seemed to regard me - when he regarded me at all - simply as a fellow student, not as a 'pretty young co-ed, out for a good time and looking to get drunk and laid.' In other words, he was a challenge that I found irresistible, and I began to employ the strategy that has ensnared most unsuspecting men throughout modern history.

For the first few weeks, I confined my efforts to making casual conversation - asking his name, where he was from, what his major was, that sort of thing. However, when that strategy didn't get him to notice me, I took the more direct approach, the sure ploy that has been snaring young men for at least the last century or so. I told him I was having trouble with the class and asked him if he would help me study for an upcoming exam. Somewhat to my surprise, he agreed. We set up an appointment for the following Sunday afternoon at my apartment. I would have preferred having him over on a Saturday night; however, he worked in the cow barns across the Olentangy River and was on duty until Sunday morning.

When he arrived, he was even more handsome than ever in his jeans and boots. I offered him a beer and he drank it just before we got down to the business at hand. We studied for about an hour, with me getting as close to him as I could without being too obvious. When I decided that he had helped me enough to get through the exam (which wasn't at all difficult), I offered to cook dinner for him. Once again, he accepted, and I made spaghetti. While we ate, we talked and soon discovered that we had, at least on the surface, absolutely nothing in common. However, as it turned out that didn't matter, as judging by the way he kept looking at me, he seemed to be as attracted to me as I was to him, at least physically.

So, after about an hour's worth of dead end conversation, I invited him to spend the night with me - I just had to know if he was as good a lover as he looked. I soon discovered, much to my delight, that I had greatly underestimated him. He was the best lover I had ever had: powerful yet sensitive, eager yet patient. I don't know if I was completely in love with Adam after that night, but I was definitely hooked. Ironic, isn't it? I set a trap for him and ended up ensnaring myself.

After that, we became something of a couple. We would spend occasional nights in my bed; sometimes he would take me out to dinner, perhaps up High Street off campus to little inexpensive places like the Blue Danube. And every once in a while, I could talk him into taking me to a party, even though he wasn't much of a partier.

One party in particular sticks out in my memory as something of a turning point in our burgeoning relationship, mainly because of what happened during the evening. It was in April, and one of my friends was turning twenty-two. Her live-in boyfriend decided to throw her a big birthday party. Actually, the party was pretty typical - loud music, lots of beer (and other alcohol), a few joints being passed around, plenty of suggestive touching and feeling. The true excitement didn't come until near the end of the evening when John, the host, announced that because it was Wendy's birthday, she had agreed to take a spanking, as is the custom in some cultures, with one swat for every year. It is a silly custom, and I have often wondered how it got started. But at a party where everyone was pretty inebriated and revved up, it promised to be great fun.

Never having been spanked before, I was intrigued, although I have to say that Adam looked surprisingly bored. When the moment arrived, Wendy, now very drunk, leaned over the back of a chair and lifted her skirt above her waist. Then everyone at the party got into a line and each gave her a slap to her panty-covered (more of a thong really) rear. She never complained, even though I'm quite certain that at least some of those slaps were delivered with full force. After the party was over, I asked Adam what he thought about what had happened.

He smiled and said, "Spanking is pretty common in my house, but nobody ever got spanked because it was their birthday."

Once again, I was intrigued. "Why are people spanked in your house?" I asked rather naively. I really did want to know. He gave me a look that made me feel very stupid for asking.

"Why, punishment, of course," he replied. "Is there any other reason to spank someone?"

"My parents don't believe in spanking." My parents believed that any form of physical punishment was barbaric and detrimental to the development of a child. Although I certainly agreed with them when I was growing up (at least I thought I did), I have since come to believe, through experience, that their feelings on the subject of spanking as discipline were perhaps a bit misguided.

"Well, mine do - especially my father. If you mess up, you'll get a spanking. He doesn't care who you are." Then he took my hand and led me into my apartment where we had wild and completely uninhibited sex for the next hour or so before both of us passed out from a combination of alcohol and plain fatigue.

That night, I dreamed that Adam spanked me hard on the bare bottom for some silly mistake I had made. The dream both scared and excited me a little, I must admit. However, at the time I had no idea just how prophetic it was. For the remainder of the school year we spent as much time together as we could; but, the subject of spanking never again came up, even in my dreams.

That summer I went back home to my parent's house in the Cleveland suburb. I got a temp job as a receptionist for a landscaping company. And although I dated as often as a good looking guy would ask me out, I could never get Adam out of my mind. By July, I was counting down the days until fall quarter started again. Adam wrote me a few letters (yes, he actually wrote, as these were the days just before email, Skype, and social media changed the way we communicate forever); however, he wasn't much of a writer and I understood that he was very busy working on the farm, especially since his oldest brother, Jimmy, had purchased an additional forty acres that had to be cleared and cultivated before September.

When the fall finally did come, I was ready for him. I had a deep tan and a new, sexy wardrobe. I moved back into my old apartment and filled it with provocative decorations, although looking back, I have no idea why I thought this was necessary to keep Adam interested.

On the first Saturday after our return to campus, Adam came over. He looked even more handsome than I had remembered - I guess hard physical work wears better on some men than others, and Adam was (and, as I have already said, still is) definitely one of those men.

We didn't talk much that first night. We just drank a few beers and went to bed. From the way he attacked me, I suspected that he hadn't had sex all summer. I was pleased by that, even though I certainly couldn't have made the same claim. In my defense, however, I hadn't felt totally committed to Adam yet and, after all, it was just sex. And none of the men did for me what Adam could do, which drew me even closer to him.

He hadn't lost any of his skills, and in the morning I felt absolutely wonderful and fulfilled in ways I had never felt before. That Sunday, we talked for a long time - I mean, we actually talked. We shared our dreams, our goals, our vision of the future, and discovered that we weren't as far apart as we thought. Upon graduation, Adam would be given a third of the farm, which was all he had ever really wanted. He had seen another part of the world, he had gotten an education, now he wanted to settle down on the same farm, the same land that had been in his family since before the Civil War.

I, on the other hand, wasn't in any way sure what I wanted to do with my life. However, I knew I didn't want to go back to Cleveland and spend my life working in an office somewhere, primping and waiting for some handsome successful business-type to fall in love with me, or at least ask me to move in together.

I also knew deep in my heart that I loved Adam, and I would probably have followed him anywhere, including a research station in Antarctica. I seem to recall telling him something like that on that Sunday in September, with the leaves just beginning to change color. Later, we went for a walk, first along High Street, then on the Oval. We talked the whole time and held hands like a couple of teenagers still in high school. It was an experience almost (but not quite) better than the sex we shared.

Eventually, we got around to the subject of marriage. Obviously, we both had concerns. I loved him and he said that he loved me. However, we came from totally different worlds. As there was no possibility that I could have Adam and go back to my world too (I mean, there was no way I could see Adam happy living in a city), the issue really rested upon what I was willing to do. Could I live on a farm and not go absolutely crazy? Could I adapt to a lifestyle that was as foreign to me as though it were in another country? To find out, we agreed to make a visit to his family farm in October, spend the weekend, talk to his family. Then I would decide.

We arranged our schedules so that we could leave Friday morning and return Sunday night. The drive was about two and half hours, winding through the hills of southern Ohio and through towns I had never heard of. It was pretty though, especially with the trees in full fall color, and I asked a lot of questions about the farms and the landscape we were passing. Adam was nervous but seemed pleased that I was showing a genuine interest in the rural community.

We arrived at the farm at about two in the afternoon. The air was crisp and the fields were already brown, as the last of the corn and wheat had been harvested weeks ago. A small herd of Holsteins was gathered under a large oak tree about a hundred yards from the massive red barn. A large three-story brick farmhouse completed the picture. To me, it appeared to be almost like something out of a painting (American Gothic, comes to mind). And except for the two pickup trucks and modern farm implements scattered about, I could easily imagine that I had been transported back to the nineteenth century.

As soon as we pulled into the yard, we were greeted by Beau, the Collie. Several cats of mixed breeds eyed us suspiciously from under the front porch. Then, as we got out of Adam's old Ford Taurus, his mother emerged from the house. Wearing a ragged cotton house dress with a floral print and topped by a blue sweater, she looked old, even though she was about the same age as I am now. Farm life can do that to a woman, if she lets it. I am happy to say that, although I am certainly more mature than I was at twenty-one, I still look pretty good - at least Adam tells me I do, and he certainly hasn't lost interest in me, especially in bed.

Adam introduced us, and I liked her immediately. Lucy was a very down to earth type person who was smarter and wiser than she looked. Experience had taught her when to speak up and when to be silent. This is a lesson that took me a long time to learn, the lessons sometimes coming at the expense of a sore bottom.

Once we had seen the house and settled in, I toured the farm with Adam and met his father, Jim, and two brothers, Jim, Jr., and Carl. I could tell right away that Jim was a no-nonsense man who loved his family but also expected everyone to work hard and follow his instructions, clearly the head of the household. I also discovered that, although most of the harvest had already been gathered, there were still dozens of tasks that needed to be completed: the cows had to be milked, the chickens fed, machines maintained, etc. Inside the house, Lucy also had her list of chores, including cleaning, cooking, mending, and canning. There certainly didn't seem to be a lot of time for leisure activities.

After dinner was complete and the kitchen cleaned up (which I was recruited to help with), we all sat around the living room, drinking beer and talking. Both Lucy and Jim asked me about my life and what I thought of the farm. I talked freely and began to feel rather comfortable, as I discovered that these were not the stereotypical bumpkins or rubes I had been programmed to expect.

Still, even with the congenial rapport we were developing, I could tell that there was a kind of tension in the atmosphere. I looked around the room and compared the people I saw with the mental image of them created by Adam. It was then I realized that two people were missing from the group. One was Adam's twenty-one-year-old sister, Claire; the other was Jim, Jr.'s twenty-four-year-old wife, Kate. Neither had been at dinner.

At around nine-thirty, Beau stirred and went to the front door. A moment later, two girls around my age mounted the steps on the front porch. They were giggling to each other. Jim and his son both looked at their watches, scowled, and went to the door.

"Where have you two been?" Jim, Sr. asked.

The two girls looked at each other as they approached the front door. "Oh, that Perry kept us late tonight, Daddy," Claire said.

Jim didn't look at all convinced. "Perry never keeps you past eight-thirty, even on the worst nights. Tonight shouldn't have been bad since the football game was in Belpre." He paused and gave them a hard and long stare. "And have you been drinking?"

The two girls were no longer smiling. "Perry kept us late, Daddy," Claire insisted. "We... had to clean the store, big inspection coming up."

Jim looked at his daughter and daughter-in-law then over at his son. "JJ, call Perry's Pizza and ask if Claire and Kate had to stay late tonight." Jim, Jr. stepped back into the living room and started for the phone.

"Wait, Jimmy," Kate said. "Come on, Claire, we might as well tell the truth. We just had a few beers after work, that's all."

Jim's eyes widened in anger. I discreetly moved further away as I could see what this was leading to. "You said you weren't going to do that anymore, Claire... not after you wrecked your car."

"You didn't wreck this one, did you?" Jimmy asked, gazing primarily at his wife.

The two young women looked at each other again. "It weren't nothin'," Kate proclaimed. "Just a little scratch - you can hardly see it."

In a flash, Jimmy scurried past his wife and bounded out into the yard to examine the car. A moment later, he came back. He was very angry.

"That's more than a scratch, Kate," he said. "The whole fender is dented. How in the hell did you do that?"

"I... don't remember for sure," she said. "But... it wasn't my fault."

Jim shook his head - rather sadly, I thought. "This is my fault," he said. "I guess I wasn't clear enough the last time you did something like this."

Jimmy glanced over at me. "Plus, this is a hell of a thing to do tonight with Adam's girlfriend here. What's she going to think?"

Both girls stepped into the house and saw me for the first time. Both blushed the same color red. "We're sorry... I guess we weren't thinkin'," Claire said softly. I could see that she was trembling slightly, while Kate's eyes were directed toward the floor. Their jaunty demeanor had changed to contrition in a matter of a few seconds.

Lucy, who had been very quiet up to now, turned toward Adam and me. "Adam, why don't you take Claudia into the kitchen. There's still some apple pie left."

Adam and I stood up and started toward the kitchen. However, Jim held up his hand to stop us.

"Hell, Mother, there's no reason why Claudia shouldn't see this," he said. Then he looked right at me. "Claudia, Adam says this here relationship is pretty serious. Well, I'm a man who speaks his mind - I ain't gonna make no apologies for that. If you're gonna be a part of this family someday, you might as well see how we do things around here." Adam took my hand, and together we sat down on the sofa. Jim turned back toward his daughter and daughter-in-law. "I guess you know what's comin'," he said. "So let's get to it."

Without further discussion, he sat down on the edge of his armchair while Jimmy sat in a chair next to his father. Simultaneously, both patted their laps. Immediately, both miscreants dropped their jeans and rolled their panties down below their thighs. A moment later, Claire was draped over her father's lap, while Kate was across her husband's. I could see their faces. They both looked extremely nervous and embarrassed.

Adam's father proved to be a man who doesn't like to waste time. As soon as Claire was in position, he unleashed a barrage of hard swats to her bare bottom, staining it dark red in less than a minute and reducing her to hot tears. She kicked and squirmed across his lap - all to no avail as he had her arm pinned behind her back. He spanked like a well-oiled machine, delivering slap after slap after slap with practiced precision until he was satisfied that the lesson had been learned and justice done.

It was a skill my husband could never quite master and, so early on, he resorted to mostly using a big wooden spoon to create a similar effect. I now have a t-shirt that boldly declares, "I survived the wooden spoon." Amen to that!

For his part, Jimmy tried to duplicate his father's effort. However, even though he didn't hesitate to deliver a stinging assault that reduced his young wife to repentant sobs, he didn't seem as comfortable with the process as Jim did. The effect was the same, however, as less than five minutes after the spanking started, both Claire and Kate were crying and swearing that they would never again drink or be late for anything for the remainder of their lives. Oh, the promises we make while being soundly spanked. Kate also swore she would take care of getting the car fixed (which, I was told later, was a promise she actually kept).

Apparently satisfied with these responses and that the lesson was finally learned, Jim eased Claire off his lap, while Jimmy did likewise with Kate. Both girls immediately pulled up their panties and jeans, and ran upstairs. Jimmy got up and walked nervously into the kitchen to get a beer. Jim wiped his brow with an old handkerchief and settled back into his chair. Lucy took out some mending and started to work.

Adam squeezed my hand. "Do you want to go out on the porch?" he asked.

I wasn't sure what I wanted to do at this point, but I knew I needed to get out of the living room for a while, to try to make some sense out of what I had just witnessed, as I had never seen anything like it before, had never even imagined it. I nodded to Adam; we both put on our jackets and walked out onto the porch. It was a beautiful night. The air was cool and dry, and there was a near full moon. We sat down on the swing. For a long time, neither of us said anything - I think we were both afraid to, especially Adam.

Finally, he squeezed my hand again. "I'm sorry you had to see that," he said at last.

"Well, I guess that's what you meant when you said your parents believed in spanking," I said. Then I looked at Adam. "Adam, do you think you could ever do to me what your brother just did to his wife?"

Adam didn't return my look. "I really don't know, Claudia. I wouldn't want to, but... well, around here, it's expected. I don't think I could get away with not doing it, especially if you ever messed up like Claire and Kate did tonight."

For a while I didn't say anything as my choices started to become clearer and clearer. If I was going to marry Adam - the man I loved more than anyone or anything else in the world - I was going to have to accept the whole package: farm life with all its incumbent hardships and inconveniences, infrequent trips to the city, and hard-handed discipline if I violated the rules or the work ethic that had kept this farm successful for over a hundred and fifty years. I rested my head on his shoulder.

"Hold me," I said.

The next day, life went on as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened the night before. Quickly, I saw that farm life has a rhythm all of its own and that there was a certain comfort in that rhythm. Everyone, including Kate and Claire, went about their chores and tasks and seemed perfectly content, as though what I witnessed the night before was completely forgotten, which it more-or-less was. Punish, forgive, then forget. Not a bad way to live. By Sunday, I knew in my heart and understood that I could adapt to this lifestyle and not miss any aspect of my former life in the big city, especially if it meant having Adam.

On Sunday night, when we returned to my little apartment on West Norwich, I took Adam's hands in mine, looked him in the eye, and told him that if he was asking me to marry him, then I was saying yes - without reservation and accepting fully and freely the life he was offering. Monday morning, I awoke refreshed and engaged to be married to both a wonderful man and part of a caring, loving family. My future was settled.


Chapter Two

The essential nature of our relationship changed almost immediately after we became engaged. It was almost as if we were both relieved that our futures were now determined. We finally got that proverbial monkey off our backs, so to speak.

Of course, as any future bride can tell you, there is a lot of planning to do, along with quite a bit of uncertainty and anxiety. Plus, don't forget, we were both still in school. We set a date for the third Saturday in July, but then realized that it was right in the middle of the farming season - which would have been all right if the wedding was going to be in Pomeroy. However, it suddenly became very important to my mother that the wedding take place in the college chapel. I think she wanted to show all her friends and feminist colleagues that her youngest daughter hadn't given in completely to her husband and his family (which she had not yet met).

So, since they were still in a state of shock over my engagement, I didn't want to risk further animosity by not having the kind of intimate small chapel wedding my parents had always said they wanted.

To facilitate the decision making process and ease the difficult transitions, Adam and I decided to invite both families to Columbus for Thanksgiving. They would all stay at a local motel and have dinner at my apartment. After some discussion, everyone agreed, and I spent the better part of the last week in November cleaning and cooking in preparation. I wanted to make a good impression, especially on Adam's family - show them that I at least had some rudimentary domestic skills.

Everyone drove in on Wednesday from their respective homes. Adam's entire family came, except for his brother, Carl, who stayed in Pomeroy to watch the farm and milk the cows. Jim and particularly Lucy seemed uncomfortable and unnaturally quiet, almost as though there was some kind of tension between them.

However, Kate was very talkative as she shared with us the fact that she was pregnant, due in the middle of July. By doing the math, it wasn't difficult to surmise that she got pregnant not long after we visited, the time she was so unmercifully spanked by her husband for drinking and damaging the car. I thought about that for a long time afterward and finally came to the conclusion that she seemed very happy being pregnant and certainly wasn't forced or unfairly coerced by the threat of domestic violence. This realization made me feel a little better about joining this family. At least, it erased any more doubts I may have had about the kind of men I would be living with.

The next day, the two families came together and met for the first time. It was awkward in the beginning, as might be expected, considering the vast difference in the two cultures represented. However, my parents were gracious toward Jim and Lucy, and after everyone saw how much in love we seemed to be, they all wished us happiness and long life. By the end of the evening, when we finally sat down to discuss the wedding arrangements, everyone was congenial, although Lucy didn't say very much and seemed to have trouble sitting down for any length of time.

Nonetheless, we all eventually decided to have the wedding over the break between winter and spring quarters. That way, Adam could move into my apartment and we could graduate together. Then, immediately after graduation, we would move to the farm, where the men were clearing land for a double-wide that would be our home. It was also decided that we would have the small wedding my mother wanted - less than fifty guests - and that my mother and I could make most of the arrangements over the Christmas break. In addition, Adam would drive up to Berea right after Christmas and help out with the details. It was a reasonable plan that accommodated all concerned, and everyone parted happy.

Later, when we were alone at last, I asked Adam if there was anything wrong with his mother, since she had seemed very reserved and uncomfortable. At first he said nothing; however, after I probed him with my insistent eyes, he admitted that his father had spanked Lucy the day before they came to Columbus. He wasn't sure why and figured it wasn't really any of his business.

I found the idea of Lucy being spanked at her age to be quite interesting. I mean, Jim and Lucy had been married nearly thirty years and he was still spanking her. I couldn't quite decide then if I thought that was a misguided Victorian throwback or rather romantic, in its own way. In all honesty, I still can't decide, but then we've only been married for twenty-four years.

The next several months were hectic, as one might well imagine; however, the planning and the wedding took place without any trouble and I was very happy to trade being Ms. Claudia Ann Saunders for being Mrs. Adam Richard Paisley, soon-to-be farm wife (my mother was horrified that I wasn't at least hyphenating my last name). After a wonderful night spent in a Holiday Inn outside of Akron, we drove back to Columbus and started school the following Monday. Even though we were now married, nothing had really changed for us except that Adam and I slept together every night, instead of just two or three nights a week. We still had courses to complete for graduation and part time jobs to work in order to support ourselves.

Still, during that spring, I never really worried too much about finishing my degree. I mean, I was going to spend the rest of my life on a farm in southern Ohio, probably cooking, cleaning, and raising kids while my husband and his brothers raised corn and soybeans (among other things). What difference could it possibly make to anyone whether or not I actually had a diploma from The Ohio State University? And yet, I did worry - mostly about adapting to farm life and how long it would take me before I felt comfortable living a lifestyle that seemed as foreign and remote as if I were moving to China.

And there was something else I worried about, another part of that lifestyle package that I hadn't yet experienced. Having seen Kate and Claire spanked and realizing that this was a relatively common and apparently natural occurrence, I wondered how I would react the first time I was on the receiving end of a spanking.

I hadn't really thought about this before we were married, as I had so many other more practical concerns to occupy my mind. However, the closer we got to June, the more I fretted about it, and the more I regarded it as virtually inevitable. I certainly didn't want it to happen, but I knew it would - and probably not long after Adam and I moved to the farm. Having never been spanked before, even when I was a little girl, I agonized over this, inventing all kinds of terrible scenarios in my mind. I didn't want to embarrass my husband by not knowing what to do or by overreacting to the harsh but quick administration of corporal punishment. I wanted him to be proud of me; I wanted to be proud of myself, to show and feel that I truly belonged, that I could take my punishment just as well as the other women in the family. (Yes, women. If Jim still spanked his sons now that they were all adults, I certainly never saw it or heard of it.)

Finally, toward the middle of May, as the day for our moving got closer and closer, I couldn't keep this one concern over being spanked to myself any longer. Thus, on a cool Sunday evening, not long after a wonderful session of lovemaking, I took my husband's rough hand in mine and peered into his eyes.

"Adam, you know I'm looking forward to spending the rest of my life with you - on the farm or anywhere else. And I truly want to be a good country wife, to make you proud of me." I stopped talking for a few seconds and caressed his long fingers. "But there's something I'm really worried about, something I have to ask you about."

He smiled lazily, still basking in the afterglow while his flaccid penis began to perk up. "What's that, honey?"

"I certainly don't want to make any mistakes after we've moved. But I know I will sooner or later - probably sooner. And I know your father will expect you to spank me as punishment. I guess I can accept that - especially if it helps me to become the good wife I want to be for you and your family." God, what a crock, I thought to myself at that moment. I couldn't believe I was actually saying these things - agreeing to play the submissive housewife at the age of twenty-two and with my mother's feminist voice echoing inside my brain. But I was saying it... and I truly meant it. "But I've never been spanked before and I'm not sure how I'm going to react. I know that it definitely won't be as natural for me as it seems to be for your mother, or for Kate and Claire - or maybe even for you growing up. But I don't want to embarrass myself or you when my time comes. I want to be able take my punishment as well as anyone."

Now he was looking at me as though I had lost my mind, and it suddenly came to me that this aspect of our relationship hadn't ever occurred to him, not at all. Maybe it was just so natural for him that he somehow knew it would take care of itself if the time ever came. Or maybe he didn't think he would ever really have to do it, that I would never make a mistake that would require punishment.

I didn't know. All I really did know was that he obviously hadn't contemplated giving me a spanking. After all, it probably isn't something you sit around thinking about, especially when there are so many other issues at stake.

"Claudia, I have no idea what's going to happen when we move to the farm. Carl just bought another fifty acres that will have to be cleared for pasture. That should keep us all quite busy. This issue may never come up. In fact, I'm sure it won't."

I should have been content with that answer; I should have let the issue go right then and there, take my chances later. However, that's never been my way. I can be absolutely tenacious. When I have a problem, I will work on it until I find a solution, even if I'm actually worse off than I was before. In fact, being tenacious when perhaps I shouldn't have been has earned me more than one spanking.

I kissed him softly on the forehead. "Adam, honey..." I started, not knowing exactly how to proceed. "I... think it might be a good idea if... you were to sort of... you know... give me a spanking now... before we moved."

Adam sat straight up in the bed and gazed at me with widened eyes. "Claudia, are you serious?"

Was I serious? Yes, I told myself. Perhaps I was also a little crazy, I thought. I had to have been to have fallen in love with this hunk of a farm boy who was going to take me away from everything familiar. So, having accepted the fact that I had already lost my mind, this request born out of a natural fear was simply a natural extension of that lunacy.

"Yes," I said finally. "Please, Adam. Maybe the whole thing comes natural to you, but it doesn't to me. I need to know what it feels like so I don't make a big fuss about it later. Please, honey, this is... really important to me all of a sudden."

He looked into my eyes. "Claudia, I grew up with spanking, that's true. I saw my sister spanked many times, as she can be a handful; I heard my mother get spanked before, although I probably wasn't supposed to. My brothers and I were spanked when we were growing up. And I assure you that there is no right or wrong way to take a spanking." He paused and looked away. "But, in all my experience, I've never spanked anyone before in my life, never even thought about it. And I don't think I could ever do it, especially to you."

I leaned my head against his broad bare shoulder, one of my favorite spots on his body. "Adam, your father will expect it, your family will expect it. How will I be able to get along with your sister and Kate if I don't get the same punishment they get? How will you be able to face your father or your brothers if you don't deal with me in the customary manner? I don't want to live my life with your family as the perpetual outsider who gets special treatment."

"But..." he began.

I put a finger on his lips. "Adam, this isn't something I want, believe me. But I know it's an aspect of our life together that we're going to have to deal with eventually. You know it too, even if you don't want to consider it. I'm just a little afraid of it, that's all. And I would rather find out now when it's just you and me rather than later in your parents' living room with everyone watching. Besides, don't you think you need to get a little experience yourself?"

"No," he said quickly.

Now, having bravely (I thought) broached the subject, I was starting to get a little frustrated and impatient with his resistance.

"Adam, can you honestly say right now that at no time in our marriage, no matter how badly I mess up, you will never ever have to spank me? Can you say that?"

He thought for a moment. "I guess... I would like to say that. But... I don't think I can promise it."

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Then wouldn't it be better to get some experience now so you don't look awkward and silly in front of your father, should it come to that? Or aren't you man enough to do it?" I have no idea where that came from. Never in my wildest dreams growing up did I ever associate masculinity with violence toward women. My mother would have had a cardiac arrest on the spot if she'd heard me say it.

Of course, this wasn't really violence or even actual abuse, at least in their world. It was only a spanking, lovingly administered on the bare butt as a means to correct a mistake. Some sharp pain and maybe some mild bruising that went away in a few days (I was very naïve in those days and let my imagination run wild. I can honestly say that, in all the times Adam has spanked me, he has never bruised me.). Certainly nothing to get overly worked up about, especially where I was going.

His face flushed a little as my words settled in his brain. "I don't want to do this, Claudia," he said with just a little edge in his voice.

"Neither do I, but it has to be done anyway. You know it as well as I." I pulled away from his shoulder and draped myself across his lap. Then I looked up at him, my back slightly arched and my bare bottom fully exposed and accessible to his hand. "I think this is the right position. Now, what are you going to do about it?"

"But, Claudia, I... don't have any reason to spank you," he said. "Nobody in my family ever got spanked for no reason."

He was right about that, I thought. So him spanking me just didn't seem proper without some kind of reason. I had already tried taunting him. He had started to take the bait but stopped before he was hooked. I had to think of something else. Part of me was hoping I wouldn't. However, there was that other part that was convinced I needed this experience... and right now. Desperately, I tried to think of something - as I said, I can be tenacious. Finally, I remembered that I had forgotten to mail his MasterCard payment a few days before when I mailed my payments. In fact, the envelope was still sitting on my dresser - obviously, he hadn't seen it. This would upset him and I knew it, as he was always very conscientious about his bills, especially the MasterCard.

"Uh... Okay, here's something. I didn't tell you that I forgot to mail your MasterCard payment," I said quietly.

"You're kidding, right?" he said with a very confused expression on his face.

"No, I'm not. It's still sitting on my dresser. I didn't mean to forget... It just got separated from the rest of the envelopes and I just found it."

He flushed again, no doubt as he thought about the late payment penalty that might be tacked onto the next bill. He started to raise his hand, but stopped. "Well... it was kinda stupid... but certainly not bad enough to warrant a spanking."

Now my frustration was turning into anger, especially as I couldn't think of anything else I'd done - or not done - that might upset him enough to spank me.

"Oh for god's sake, Adam, what would be bad enough to warrant a spanking in your family?" I thought I already knew at least one of the reasons, having watched Kate and Claire getting spanked. However, I wasn't about to get drunk and wreck my car just to make a point.

I thought Adam would be upset with the question, but he seemed to take me seriously. "Well, mostly we got spanked for doing stupid things that my father told us not to do, or things that hurt the farm. Like one time Carl and Jimmy got drunk when they were teens and drove the tractor into the side of the barn. They didn't do any real damage, but they both got a pretty bad whipping anyway. And Claire, well, she likes to go off and not tell anyone where she's going. Once she was gone for three days - went to Parkersburg with one of her stupid friends, as it turned out. She got it pretty bad when she finally made it home, so I was told."

"All right, Adam... well, if you don't grow a backbone and spank me right now, I'm going to get drunk, get into my car, and take off. I couldn't tell you when I'll be back."

"Okay, okay... if you really want it that bad, I guess I can give it to you," he said in an irritated voice. Thus, my husband of almost eight weeks - the man I loved best in all the world and wanted to have children with - raised his hand above his head and brought it down hard across the center of my right cheek. I quivered as the sound ricocheted through the small apartment like a rifle shot. I couldn't believe how bad it hurt - just one slap. But, of course, he couldn't leave it with one slap. Sometimes it took a while to convince Adam to do something; however, once he finally resolved to do it, he went all the way, no holding back at all.

Over the next couple of minutes, he became a different person - something akin to a demon who was denied his coffee and cigarettes on a cold winter day. Time and time again, absolutely mindless of the noise he was making, Adam's hard right hand plowed into my posterior; blow after blow, slap after slap rained down while the pain escalated rapidly. This was definitely worse than I was expecting, and I began to squirm. He grabbed my right hand and pinned my arm behind my back. Tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. My bottom was rapidly turning dark red.

"Adam," I shrieked. "Stop... please stop... please."

He issued another barrage of ten or fifteen swats, then looked at me. He was sweating profusely. "There, Claudia, are you satisfied? That's as hard as I can make it - harder than any spanking I ever saw my sister get." He sounded almost proud and defiant as he said this. I did find out later, mostly through observation, that Claire, who was such a handful she was spanked regularly, had mastered the art of kicking and crying during a spanking, making it seem much worse than it actually was. It was a skill I was never able to achieve.

I tried to shake away the pain from my head. The spanking was over and I had lived through it. The pain was still zipping through my body like a jolt of electricity, but I had taken all of it without too much fuss and survived. I actually felt proud of myself, in spite of the discomfort. "Thank... thank you, honey," I said in a near whisper as soon as I could breathe again. He released my wrist, and I started to slide off his lap when I realized that his penis was fully erect and wedged firmly between my thighs. This excited me a little and I felt myself getting aroused. This is too weird, I screamed at myself - way too weird. And it was the last time I ever got consciously aroused by a spanking. I can't speak for Adam. We never discussed it.

And, to make the scene even weirder, a few minutes later, I was up on all fours on the bed, moaning with pleasure while Adam's big dick was worming its way into and out of my sopping wet vagina. I came within a matter of seconds. He too came, ejecting a large quantity of fresh semen deep inside me. We collapsed together and fell asleep in each other's arms.

The next morning, we didn't talk about what we had done the night before. It just wasn't important anymore. I had gotten the experience I believed I needed to make me less afraid. And my husband learned that he could administer an effective spanking when and if the time came. Both lessons proved to be valuable.


Chapter Three

On a sunny Saturday in early June, twenty-four years ago, Adam and I graduated from Ohio State. His parents celebrated the event with the customary farmer's skill at understatement. However, I could tell that inside they were very proud. And so they should have been - Adam was the first member of his family to ever even go to college, let alone receive a degree.

My parents' feelings, on the other hand, were much more ambivalent. After all, I come from a long line of college graduates - and I was separating myself from them the very next day.

That night we all - my family and Adam's - went out to dinner together in Columbus. It was a very pleasant evening; however, at the end of it, my mother was crying. She had raised me thinking that I would always be with her, that I would always embrace the feminist ideal. So, for her, the sense of loss was especially acute.

For her part, she really did want me to be happy, and she could see that I was. And she had an open invitation from Jim and Lucy to visit the farm in Pomeroy as often as she wished - after all, it was only a four hour drive. But for my mother, the distance was not really the issue. No, the loss she was experiencing was not just physical, it was also spiritual. She knew that farm life would change me forever, and that change would eventually drive a wedge between us. Unfortunately, she was right. As she lay dying of cancer two years ago, neither of us had any idea what to say to each other - it was almost as though we were strangers now. How profoundly sad. But then, we can't always control how things turn out in life, in spite of our best efforts and our best intentions. Still, my two sisters turned out the way she wanted, followed the plan, so to speak, so I guess two out of three ain't bad (as they say). And, every family needs a black sheep.

The next day, Sunday, Adam and I packed what few pieces of furniture and other relics we wanted to save in a U-Haul trailer and got on the road for Pomeroy. Thus, I said good-bye completely to the apartment I had lived in for three years, to Columbus and Ohio State, and the only kind of life I had ever really known. I didn't look back as we were leaving. In fact, I have never looked back; I have never truly regretted my decision to leave behind the wonders of the city for the calm certainty of the country. That night we made love and slept in our own bed in our very own mobile home parked about two hundred feet from the big red barn that was to become the center of my world from that day forward. It was like a dream.

At dawn Monday morning, the dream, however, became harsh reality. Adam was up and dressed before I had even opened my eyes. When he gently shook me awake at five-thirty, I couldn't believe it. There were times, I freely admit, when I had gone to bed at five-thirty after a night of hard partying. But I couldn't remember ever actually getting up at that hour. When I was fully awake, I sat up and looked coldly at my farmer-husband. Somehow he didn't appear quite so handsome in his old jeans and t-shirt, looking more like a demonic shadow in the half-light.

"So... what should I do?" I asked.

Adam took a deep breath and thought for a moment and said, "Get dressed, go on up to the house, and help my mother with the breakfast, I guess. Then get with Claire. She'll show you what to do around the barn. Wear something you don't mind getting dirty." He turned and disappeared into the cool, clear air of early morning. I could tell at a glance that my husband was already reverting to his old life as a farmer. And I found that discovery mildly disconcerting.

Quickly, feeling already like a refugee without a country, I threw on an old pair of blue jeans, an oversized t-shirt, and my oldest sneakers. I shuddered as I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, wishing I had time to comb my hair.

"The transformation is taking place already," I said to myself. "And for this, I went to college."

That first day was one of the hardest I've ever spent on the farm. But everyone was nice to me and relatively patient as I did my best to adapt to this new life and these new responsibilities. By nightfall, I was exhausted - every part of my body hurt. It was even a struggle to undress and take a quick shower. Later, in bed, Adam held me close and told me he was proud of me; however, I barely heard him as I was asleep in just a few minutes, experiencing the kind of sleep one has after a hard day's work.

The next morning, we were up with the sun and did everything all over again - and the day after that and the day after that. It reminded me a little of the movie Groundhog Day. Still, there is a rhythmic consistency to farm life, and I was learning it slowly.

There were also no days off, at least not during the summer (we did go to church on Sunday mornings, but that's about as much actual socializing as we ever did). In fact, my husband and his brothers worked even more feverishly clearing the additional fifty acres that Carl had purchased several months before. The family was also handicapped in that Kate was too advanced in her pregnancy to be of much use with any of the heavy work.

Thus, I learned fairly quickly how to drive a tractor and tend livestock. I even learned how to herd the cows into the milking shed so that they could be attached to the milking machines. By the first of July, I was cleaning udders by myself. I felt dirty all the time, in spite of frequent showers, and Adam and I had not had sex since the first night we came to the farm. However, I was proud of what I had accomplished so far and had completely forgotten my fear of being spanked. In fact, I had begun to think (when I had the chance to have a thought) that I would never do anything so bad that would require that form of punishment.

Unfortunately, that thinking was misguided, as I discovered one particularly terrible day near the end of July. It was a very blustery day (near tornado weather) with intermittent thunderstorms and heavy rain. After my last trip into the pasture, I must have forgotten to secure the gate because the next morning the gate was standing open and seven cows out of twenty-five were wandering about the area aimlessly. Two had even crossed the road and were happily grazing on someone else's land. Half a day was spent capturing the cows and placing them back into their own pasture.

Once the situation was under control, there was no real discussion as to what happened. Everyone just knew that it was my fault, as I was the last one to close that gate. Later that evening, the four men had a conference out on the porch. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I could tell from their expressions that, although no real harm was done, I was probably going to get punished for my carelessness, in spite of my inexperience.

In fact, while helping Lucy with the dinner dishes, I noticed that she was unusually quiet (tense and taciturn are probably better terms). After we were finished with the cleanup, she gave me a quick, gentle pat to the cheek and left me alone in the kitchen without saying a word. She knew exactly what was going to happen because she had been in that situation herself probably more times than she could count.

On the other hand, Kate and Claire took seats on the sofa in the living room and sat there as though they were expecting a good show and wanted ringside seats. As it turned out, they weren't disappointed. While the men were talking, I tried to busy myself with small chores in the house. I also knew what was going to happen and I knew that I didn't dare go back to our own home. I began to get very nervous as I contemplated the prospect of being spanked. Would Adam have to do it himself or would his father help? Would it be over the lap? Would I be required to bare my bottom in front of the entire family? Asking these unanswerable questions did nothing to ease my anxiety. All I could do was wait and try to be ready when my name was called.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity but really was only about ten minutes, the meeting broke up and the four men came back into the house. They were all grim-faced as they approached me, especially Adam.

Jimmy took Kate's hand. "Come on, Kate," he said. "It's time we went upstairs." A look of disappointment fell over her face, and for a brief instant she appeared as though she were going to say something (perhaps a word of protest) and then thought better of it. A moment later they were gone, out of sight (although I suspect she was listening).

Carl turned back toward the door. "I want to finish sharpening the blades on the combine. I'll see you all in the morning." He too disappeared quickly. His reluctance to stay didn't surprise me. He had struck me as being a bit odd and reclusive. I discovered why later; we all did.

Now there was only Jim, Adam, and Claire still in the living room. They were all gazing at me. I wanted to say something very badly, to perhaps apologize or something equally as feeble; however, I knew that I had to let one of the men speak first. It turned out to be my husband. We might have had a very small household at that time, but he was the undisputed head.

"Claudia, I know what happened today with the gate was an accident. In fact, I seem to recall doing it myself once or twice." He paused, and his father smiled and nodded. In fact, Adam told me later that he had received a very severe whipping for committing that particular sin. "However, it was a serious mistake and could have resulted in property damage and lost livestock. Fortunately, it didn't, but it was serious nonetheless and must never be repeated." He sat down on the edge of one of the old armchairs, effecting a pretty fair imitation of his father. "We... I mean, I... have decided that you must be punished for that mistake, even though you are new to the farm. But it's better to correct the mistakes now than to ignore them and watch them get worse. Do you understand?"

Adam seemed so uncomfortable in this role as patriarchal disciplinarian that I almost laughed. It's a good thing I didn't.

"Yes, Adam, I understand," I said, stealing a glance at Jim, who was standing in a corner of the room with his arms folded across his chest.

"Well, I think you already know how we punish mistakes in this family so let's get to it."

Adam pointed to his lap and appeared as though he would start to hyperventilate any second. It was at this moment that I was glad I had coerced him into spanking me that time in my apartment. I knew it was going to hurt and that it would be at least a little humiliating, but it didn't terrify me as it might have two months before.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down to my knees. Then I rolled my panties down, exposing my bottom to the three members of the Paisley family who were still left in the room. My face turned red, I'm sure. I shuffled over to my husband and bent across his lap. I looked up at him. He seemed more nervous than I was. With me in position, Adam looked over at his father. Jim nodded. "I'm sorry, honey," he whispered.

"So am I," I returned, and closed my eyes.

The first swat was rather weak and tentative; so was the second. I knew that Adam didn't want to do this and was, perhaps unconsciously, holding back. Then, suddenly, just as my husband finished delivering the fifth slap, Jim's harsh voice echoed through the living room.

"Come on, son, do it like you mean it. Claudia deserves to know that you respect her enough to help her correct her mistakes."

That remark surprised me a little. I had just assumed that either Jim enjoyed the spanking or that at least spanking was the natural order of things. I had never thought of spanking someone as a sign of respect. However, in a way, it made sense, and after that moment, although I never enjoyed a spanking, I never really felt bad about taking one.

In the whole time I have lived here, I never knew Adam to disobey his father or not take his advice on anything. This first spanking was certainly not an exception. As I have said already, Adam never reached the skill level of his father, at least with his hand (he has, unfortunately, become proficient with the wooden spoon and the belt). However, immediately after Jim said what he did, my husband warmed quickly to the task, reducing me to tears in a matter of a minute or two. By the time he was finished, my bottom felt like it was on fire and not only was I sorry I left the gate unsecured, I was sorry I had been born.

With my warm and glowing posterior on full display, I dared to open my eyes. Jim had already gone and Claire was no longer smiling. In the three years before she herself married, I saw her spanked many times, but I don't think she was ever spanked any harder than I ever was, especially that night (of course, I don't think she ever got it with a wooden spoon either).

When my breathing returned to near normal, Adam gently nudged me off his lap and into a standing position. "It's all right, Claudia," he whispered. "You go on back to our house. I'll be along."

I managed a slight smile as I pulled my panties and jeans back up. As I turned toward the front door, Claire glanced up at me and nodded. I nodded back. Now I was officially a part of the family. It felt surprisingly good. I went back to our mobile home and took a quick shower, being careful not to allow the water to hit my wounded bottom. My backside hurt much worse than it had the first time Adam spanked me back at my apartment. However, I was not angry with him for doing it. I had made a serious mistake and I deserved to be punished for it - I got exactly what I had coming. And I learned a valuable lesson as I have never again forgotten to secure the gate.

When I got into bed, a rather strange sensation began to overwhelm me. I actually started to get aroused. I felt good about myself because I was now accepted into this tough, demanding family of no-nonsense farmers. That spanking was almost like an initiation into an exclusive club. And this made me love Adam all the more. It also made me realize that we hadn't had sex in over a month. All of a sudden, I wasn't that tired any more. I stripped off my nightshirt and lay on my back to wait for him with my fingers tickling my clitoris. I hoped he wasn't too tired either.

A few minutes later, I heard him come in. He approached me in the semi-darkness. "Claudia, honey, I'm sorry about what happened," he said.

I sat up, hoping he would see that I was naked. "It's all right, Adam, I know I deserved it," I said. "Take a shower and come to bed, please. We have some making up to do."

At first, he looked a little confused, but then he smiled widely as he recognized my intent. In a flash he was in the bathroom. When he emerged, he was naked, his hard body glistening. As I gazed at him I knew I had to have him right then and there.

He got into bed; however, before he held me, he said, "Claudia, are you sure this is what you want?"

I scowled as I grabbed his hand and placed it between my thighs. "Shut up and get busy," I demanded. "No foreplay - just fuck me hard and fast."

That was all he needed to hear. Less than two minutes later, he was on top of me, his penis straining to find my vagina. When he found it, it was like a gigantic jolt of pleasure coursing through my body. I just relaxed completely and let him thrust for all he was worth. He came almost immediately, flooding my insides with his hot semen. It felt so good I nearly passed out. An hour later, we did it again - this time a bit more slowly; however, the result was the same only better.

The next morning, I awoke with both a sore bottom and a sore vagina. However, I felt wonderful, nonetheless. Everyone in the family smiled at me as though nothing had happened. I loved that thought of instant forgiveness - you may need to be punished for mistakes from time to time, but you're always forgiven and no one stops loving you or treating you with respect.


Chapter Four

One thing I learned pretty early on is that farm life is anything but idyllic. Oh, we may have our peaceful moments like this one sitting on the front porch listening to the sounds of the evening and enjoying the cool breeze after a hot day. However, each day on the farm does not play out like an episode of the Waltons or a silly romance novel. Most days are filled with monotony - tasks and chores that must be repeated over and over and over again. It would be very easy to lose one's mind, if one is not careful.

And over the years I have weathered my share of storms (both literal and figurative) and faced my share of challenges. Like the drought of '99 or the great blizzard of 2002, the flood of 2004, Jim's fatal stroke, Lucy's pneumonia, the great recession of 2008 when farm prices plummeted, Carl's drug addiction, Claire's two miscarriages. Things happen, and you have to deal with them when they do.

Still, in spite of all that I believe, for me, those first six months on the farm were the hardest. After all, it had only been a year since I had spent my last summer back home in Northeast Ohio, living in a comfortable house, dating and (occasionally) sleeping with other men, going to parties when it suited me to do so (which was often). Maybe I was in love with Adam at that time, but I wasn't willing to admit it to myself. And I certainly didn't see myself spending the rest of my life on a family farm on the other side of the world.

But, here I was a year later, married, living in a double wide with a grand view of a barn, getting up at five-thirty every morning (including Sundays), learning skills and performing chores I hadn't even heard of before. I thought I had entered into this marriage and this lifestyle with my eyes wide open, knowing full well what I was signing on for. However, as much as I loved my husband (and his family), there were times, especially that summer and early fall, when I began to miss my old life, miss it a lot actually.

I didn't realize how much until mid-September when most of the crops had been harvested and I had a little more time to think about things. That was also a time when I started to get more regular correspondence (yes, people were still writing actual letters. In fact, we didn't get our first computer on the farm until '96 when everyone was still using dial up for internet access).

Letters from my mother and my sisters made me homesick. But it was a postcard from my old friend, Caitlyn Stewart, that really set me off. She was on vacation, staying at a resort in Cabo San Lucas. I had a vision of Caitlyn, lounging on the Pacific beach during the day getting an all-over tan. Then, after the sunset, she would be going to the clubs, dancing with a dozen handsome and appreciative men, drinking, getting stoned on locally grown weed. And basically living in the moment, not worrying what tomorrow might bring or if tomorrow even came.

I felt a tinge of jealousy as I assessed my life at that time. I had a tan, all right. But it was a farmer's tan. My skin was tightening, and my hands, once soft, were now callused. My hair was long and straight; I wore no makeup except for lip gloss. The only men I ever saw regularly were my husband and his father and two brothers. The only social events we went to, besides church and one or two Sunday dinners at a relative's house, were occasional dinners at the Grange and two fundraisers for the local 4H. We did manage to spend two days at the Meigs County Fair because Adam was comparing crops and livestock. Every aspect of my life revolved around the farm.

In all fairness, I will say that Adam was as sympathetic as possible. I believe he really did understand how difficult the transition was for me. He told me often how much he loved me, how much he appreciated me. And, even though we were tired most of the time, we did have regular sex, enough that I was relatively satisfied with that aspect of our relationship (at least enough that I managed to get pregnant sometime near the end of August).

Still, I believe I would have gone crazy if it hadn't been for an accidental discovery that eventually earned me the most serious spanking I ever received. On a cool, clear Tuesday in early October, Jim asked me to deliver a package to Carl, who was supposed to be working on a new patch of land near Half-Mile Creek. I'm not sure what was in the large package, but I believe it was some kind of machine part.

Happy for the chance to get away from the main farm on such a golden afternoon, I got the ATV out of the shed, stowed the package, and headed out across the fields. I was actually looking forward to being alone with Carl, who, as I have said before, was very quiet and reclusive. Up to that point, I don't think I had heard him speak more than two sentences at a time.

In fact, about all I knew about my brother-in-law was that he was two years older than Adam, preferred living in a shack that he had built himself, apparently didn't date or socialize, and could grow anything in any kind of soil. If there is such a thing as a farmer gene, he had it.

When I finally found Carl, he was standing near a copse of trees holding a rifle. He scowled as he saw me.

"Claudia, what are you doing here?" he asked in very irritated voice.

I was taken aback by his brusque manner. I stopped the ATV and got out. "Your father wanted you to have this package," I said.

He relaxed a little and lowered the rifle. "Okay." He set the rifle against a tree and approached the ATV.

I shifted my gaze between him and the rifle. "What's the rifle for?"

"Copperheads. They're all over the place near the creek." He reached inside the ATV and picked up the package.

I considered his answer. I knew there were a few snakes around, but fortunately I hadn't seen any. And something inside me told me that Carl hadn't either. I looked past him to a small patch of open land and saw something that looked vaguely familiar. I have already said that I liked to party and was no stranger to either alcohol or weed. In fact, while I was at Ohio State, I knew more than one person who had one or two marijuana plants growing in their apartments. I know what the plant looks like, and in that patch of land were at least fifteen or so mature plants.

All of a sudden, a lot of things made sense, including Carl confronting me with a rifle. Now, in the years I have been here, I have come to realize that cultivating small patches of marijuana is something of a cottage industry, simply a way to make a little extra money off the books, so to speak, just another cash crop, albeit one you don't sell at the local farmers market. Still, I couldn't help but wonder if anyone in the family knew what Carl was up to. I doubted it, as the Paisleys were about as straight-laced and conservative as they come - no smoking, no chewing or dipping, no drinking anything stronger than beer or occasional wine, and certainly no drugs.

Carl seemed to follow my gaze, and his scowl deepened as he realized what I was looking at. "I'm experimenting with a new kind of corn," he said with a straight face.

I laughed. "Carl, don't try to fool me. I know I don't know much about farming yet, but I do know what marijuana looks like."

Worry lines appeared on his rough but handsome face. "It's just a small patch. Claudia, please don't tell anyone."

I laughed again, thinking this just might be at least a temporary fix to my problem of boredom and monotony. "Don't worry," I said. "Do you ever smoke it yourself?"

His lips curled into a small smile. "Occasionally."

My mind flashed back to some great parties I had attended where joints were passed around with frequency and, as Bob Dylan so succinctly put it, everyone must get stoned. "Okay. I won't tell anyone if we can smoke a little."

"You mean now?"

"Do you have some dry weed and paper?"

"Back in my shack."

I climbed back into the ATV. "Hop in," I said, feeling better than I had in a long time.

Carl stared at me for a few seconds, probably to determine whether or not I was serious or could be trusted.

I flashed him a big smile. "It's okay, brother-in-law," I said. "I don't know about you, but I could really use a good smoke about now."

He nodded, picked up his rifle, and climbed into the passenger seat.

I started the ATV and turned it toward the farm. "Is your shit any good?" I asked.

He smiled for the first time since I had known him. "The best." He looked at me again as I drove quickly over the open field. "Wait a minute," he said suddenly. "Aren't you pregnant?"

I giggled, feeling high already. "Rumor has it."

He shook his head. "Maybe we shouldn't do this. Won't it hurt the baby?"

Now, at that time, I didn't know whether or not marijuana was contraindicated in pregnancy, although I suspected it was. On the other hand, I had known a couple of women who had smoked regularly during their pregnancies and their babies came out okay. Anyway, at this moment, I didn't care. "Carl, that's just a myth," I said.

Apparently, he bought the myth explanation because he didn't say another word.

Ten minutes later, we arrived at his shack, which was located near a stand of trees about a quarter mile from the main house. We dismounted and he showed me inside. I was expecting the interior to be a very crude and rough man cave, perhaps filled with stacks of debris and empty beer cans. I was pleasantly surprised to find it was very neat and clean with a small fully equipped kitchen, bathroom with shower stall, and a separate sleeping area. Today, instead of a shack, they would call Carl's home a tiny house.

Once we were inside, he closed and locked the door. He pointed to a small cushioned sofa. "Have a seat," he said.

I sat down and found the sofa to be remarkably comfortable. "This is nice," I said.

He smiled again - two smiles in one day was very nearly a lifetime for Carl. "Thanks," he said. "I don't get many visitors out here, but it suits me."

While he was talking, he removed the top from a large can of Folgers coffee, dug through the grounds, and pulled out a baggie that contained dried marijuana and some rolling paper. Quickly and efficiently, he sprinkled some of the leaves onto the paper and rolled it into a joint.

Carrying the joint in his right hand with a lighter in his left, he approached me. "Do you mind if I sit next to you and we pass it back and forth?"

Since that was pretty much what I was used to, I didn't mind at all. "Not at all," I said.

He sat down, lit the joint, took a deep drag as though he had done it before, and handed it to me. I put it between my lips and inhaled deeply. Oh, the sweet sensation! Carl was right about the quality. "That's some good shit!" I exclaimed.

He didn't respond to that, just sat there and smoked.

I could feel myself loosening up a little. "Carl," I started after about the fourth toke. "How do you sell what you grow and what do you do with the money?" I thought the questions were legitimate, especially as the extra income certainly didn't seem to be going into the family coffers.

He looked at me with a stern expression, then broke into a short, drug-induced laugh. "Claudia, it's better for both of us if you don't know the answers to those questions."

That actually made some sense. Now, in the current political climate, the powers to be are in the process of legalizing marijuana, but in those days, selling it was a serious crime. He was right; I was better off not knowing.

Sadly, we did find out five years later at least what he did with the money. One day in February, Adam found him in the barn passed out from an apparent overdose of oxycodone. It turns out he was addicted to the painkiller and used the money he earned growing marijuana to finance his very expensive addiction.

Fortunately, the paramedics were able to revive him. He spent a month in the hospital and six months in rehab. When he was released, even though he was clean, he simply couldn't face the family. Instead, he packed up his few belongings and moved to Oregon, where his farming and cultivation skills were very useful. Today, I am happy to say, he is married and legally growing marijuana, one of the best growers in that more liberal state.

That afternoon in October, we smoked three joints and were feeling very good when I noticed that the sun had gone down and dusk was rapidly approaching. I had already missed dinner, and no doubt Adam would be very worried about where I was and if I was okay. Even stoned, I could still feel a modicum of responsibility.

I got up from the sofa with some difficulty. "Carl, I need to go home," I declared, suppressing the urge to giggle.

He glanced at his watch and looked out the window. He nodded in agreement. "Yeah... I guess about now your husband'll be lookin' for you. Tell him you got lost out there in the lower forty." He laughed as he said this, as though it was the funniest thing he had ever heard.

I smiled and kissed him innocently on the cheek. "Thanks, Carl, for a wonderful afternoon. And, don't worry, your secret is safe with me."

"Come back anytime," he said. "It really is more fun not smoking alone."

I nodded, opened the door, and walked out into the evening. The cold air helped me to sober up, which was good because I still had to pilot the ATV back to the storage shed and face my husband.

Adam was in a near state of panic when I walked through the front door of our double wide fifteen minutes later. "Where the hell have you been?" he demanded. "I was worried sick. I thought you might have gotten lost out there and was about to go out looking for you."

Although I was, in a way, pleased at the concern, I was still feeling the effects of the cannabis. I flashed him a silly smile. "Chill out, man. I made it home okay."

He paused for a few seconds as he processed what I had just said. Now, Adam had taken me to a few parties and he had seen me smoke before, even though he himself wouldn't. He was straight-laced and conservative, like the rest of his family (except for Carl, of course), but he wasn't naïve. He pulled me into his body and sniffed me.

"Chill out?" he echoed. "You've been smoking weed, haven't you?"

Busted, I thought. But I tried to get control of myself. "Now... where would I get weed out here in the wilderness?" I laughed at that.

"Where indeed," he said. He was trying to stay calm but I could tell he was seething with anger. I suspect that he knew weed was abundant in our area. "Don't lie to me, Claudia. Have you been smoking weed?"

Anyone who has ever been around marijuana knows the smell is powerful and unmistakable, very difficult to disguise. I gave him a very defiant look. "I'll never tell," I said.

He shook his head sadly. "I can't believe this," he said. "And you at least six weeks pregnant." He thought for a moment while holding onto my arm. I began to get a little worried.

Finally, he looked deep into my bloodshot eyes. "Well, you've crossed the line this time and, even though I don't want to, I'm going to have to punish you. This is very serious."

Now I was very worried. The last time he had spanked me was for not latching the gate, and that had been more of a token spanking. As I looked at him, noted the determined expression, the hard eyes and the set jaw, I knew I was in for it this time. I thought about telling him no or at least protesting. But a little voice inside me - the sober voice of reason, I guess - told me I deserved to be punished and that it would be better to submit and get it over with.

He hesitated for at least a minute, and I thought just maybe he was going to relent, not follow up on his threat. But that has never been Adam's way. Once he says what he's going to do, he does it. He pointed to our small kitchen table. "Bend over the table and pull down your jeans," he ordered.

"No... please, Adam," I said meekly. "I'm sorry."

"I'm sorry too, Claudia," he said. "But it must be done. Now, do what I tell you."

Even in my slightly confused state, I knew he meant what he said and that there was no way out of this. I nodded and did what he ordered me to do. I closed my eyes and waited, hoping he would go easy on me.

However, when I heard what sounded like a belt being slipped through loops, I shuddered and almost stood up. I already knew how bad a hand spanking could be, but I couldn't even imagine how bad a belt whipping would be.

He didn't waste time after that. Within a matter of seconds, he had stripped my panties down to my knees and placed his left hand in the small of my back so I couldn't get up, even if I was so inclined. Then, without any additional warning, he began the whipping, rapidly moving the belt from one cheek to the other.

I screamed with the pain and tried to get up. He held me fast. "I got a few of these whippings when I was growing up," he said between strokes. "Believe me, after you've had one, you never want another."

He was right about that. After just a few strokes, I was in agony and ready to promise him anything to get him to stop. Tears rolled down my face. My chest heaved convulsively. "Adam, please..." I shrieked.

It was over in less than a minute, although it seemed much longer. He set the belt down and felt my bottom, which, I'm sure, was very hot and red (remarkably, no bruises the next day). He leaned down and kissed me on the neck. "I'm sorry I had to do that," he said. "I love you and don't want to hurt you. But I can't allow you to hurt yourself or our baby. Do you understand that?"

I took a deep breath to calm myself. "Yes," I said.

He pulled me up into a standing position and drew me into an embrace. And at that moment, I felt loved and secure and very sorry for what I had done.


Chapter Five

I learned a number of things that evening. Probably first and foremost, I learned that I never ever wanted to do anything to cause Adam to use the belt on me. And I am proud to say that, although over the years I have been spanked many times for many reasons (usually for something silly), that was my one and only belt whipping. I don't think he ever used the belt on our daughters either. He may have used it on our son, Allen, but I don't know that for certain. As I have said before, Adam is the undisputed family disciplinarian. How he applies that discipline is his business and his responsibility. If I'm not on the receiving end, I do not interfere.

The second lesson I learned was that Adam truly loved me and wanted to protect me, even from my own attempt at potential self-destruction. You don't take that kind of love lightly because not every woman is lucky enough to find it. My friend Caitlyn has been married and divorced twice. A few years ago, on an overnight visit to the farm, she told me that she envied me my life and happiness and that she wished she could find a man like Adam. Mind you, this remark came two days after my husband spanked me because Laurie and I were three hours late coming home from a shopping trip and didn't think to call him.

The third lesson was one I had already learned, and that is that the make up session after a spanking can almost be worth the pain and embarrassment. Later that night, after I had calmed down and was completely sober, we showered together and went to bed where he made very sweet and gentle love to me. I still remember with a smile the details of that experience, it was that memorable.

The next morning, life was pretty much back to normal. Jim asked me if I had any trouble delivering the package to Carl. I told him I had gotten lost a couple of times but that I found Carl and made it home okay. Adam confirmed that but said nothing else. He simply assumed that our business was our business and nobody else needed to know what happened once I got home. I was grateful for that bit of discretion.

I did see Carl in the barn later that morning. He gave me a quick wink and nod, which I returned. That was the extent of our exchange. Needless to say, I never again went back to his shack, and he never asked for an explanation. I don't think he really needed one.

Still, although I was now feeling more positive about my life on the farm, I had days when I missed my family and my old friends. So, when I learned that my mother was going to be in Columbus on November 2 to participate in some kind of pre-election rally, I resolved to take a couple of days and visit her. I didn't really ask Adam if I could go, I just told him (rather boldly, as I recall) that I was going and if he wanted to spank me for being insubordinate or abandoning my post or whatever, to just do it and get it over with.

He almost laughed at that declaration. "I'm tempted to spank you for underestimating me," he said. Then he got serious. "Honey, you deserve a couple of days to see your family. It's important. Please give them my best." Then he gave me three hundred dollars to spend as I saw fit.

That night I called my mother and told her I was coming to Columbus. She told me she would be happy to see me but that she was going to be tied up with meetings and rallies for the next two days and wouldn't have much time for socializing. I almost cancelled when I heard that, but I didn't when she said my father was also coming along.

I found out they were staying at a Holiday Inn near the Ohio State campus so I reserved a room at the same hotel and set out the next morning, feeling both free and guilty at the same time. I told myself as I drove north on route 33 that I indeed deserved to have a couple of days to do whatever I wanted and that I needed to see my family, to stay in touch. By the time I passed through Athens with the car stereo blasting music by Nirvana (a group I hadn't fully appreciated until Kurt Cobain's suicide that past April), the feelings of guilt had pretty much dissolved.

I thought I would feel a twinge of giddy nostalgia when I reached Columbus. After all, it had only been five months since I graduated and moved away. However, when I came in sight of the massive Ohio Stadium, even though everything looked familiar, I felt surprisingly uncomfortable and slightly disoriented. Quite simply, I didn't live here anymore and didn't belong.

Since that day, I have been to Columbus several times, including two visits to the State Fair. I have driven through Columbus on my way to Northeast Ohio. I get the same feeling every time. My home is a large family farm in Meigs County near the Ohio River.

When I reached the hotel, I shook off the feeling of disorientation. After I checked in, I found my father reading a book in his room. He had driven Mom to the rally downtown and now had some free time. He was glad to see me, and I was glad to see him.

It occurred to me when we were together that, in all my twenty-two years of life, we had spent precious little time alone. In fact, my mother was such a dominant figure in our household that my father more-or-less faded into the background, a man I barely knew.

That afternoon, we talked. We talked up until the late evening when he had to pick Mom up from the rally. We talked like two adults getting to know each other. It was wonderful. He asked me about life on the farm and how I was getting along with 'our noble agrarians' as he put it. I described for him the land and the people, the chores and the livestock. I assured him I was happy and omitted any reference to discipline and punishment. I wasn't ashamed of it then any more than I am now. I just didn't think he needed to know.

I did tell him that I got homesick sometimes but not enough to want to leave. As I said, the farm was now my home.

He looked at me when I told him that and smiled. "I'm so glad, Claudia," he said. "In many ways, you are more sensible and mature than either of your sisters. I can see that you are adjusting to a difficult life, a life that seems to suit you. You are strong and healthy, and you have a beautiful glow about you. Adam and his family are good people, the best. I just know you're going to be a great mother and will raise a fine child."

I returned his smile and thanked him for his confidence in me. I had no idea he felt that way and told him so.

He smiled again, then got a little serious. "You know, Claudia, you made your choice and it appears that it was the right one for you, even if others didn't always agree with it. We all make choices. We make our choices early on, then spend our lives either regretting those choices or learning to make the most of them. I see no regret in you at all."

He was right about that. I have had my moments of discomfort over the past twenty-four years, but nothing that comes close to regret. Actually, he was right about a lot of things. He was talking about me, but he could have been talking about himself, and I was grateful that he opened up to me at that time because we never had another opportunity.

Five years later, he had a massive heart attack. At his funeral, I met several of his former students and colleagues and learned that my father, the mild-mannered professor of English literature, was a recognized expert on the work of John Steinbeck. He could have been a world-renowned scholar, but had chosen to live his life in his wife's shadow. Talk about making your choices and learning to make the most of them.

Interestingly, after my father's sudden death, my mother seemed to almost fall apart. For several years, she all but withdrew from public life. I felt bad for her, but seeing it made me feel better about my own choices. Apparently, even this most hard core feminist needed a man to keep her grounded. I couldn't help wonder (with a broad smile on my face) if he ever took control and even spanked her when she got too out of hand. Probably not.

I did see my mother that night, but only briefly. We had a late dinner together, but she was too keyed up about the upcoming statewide election to show any interest in my new life. And that was okay, as I realized I had much more in common with my father than I had with her. She was a great woman, a great scholar and leader. But the feminist cause would always come before her family. And as I was, in a way, a traitor to that cause, I was no longer important to her.

The next day, I said good-bye to my father and left Columbus behind, along with any real doubts about my new life. I was a farmer's wife and I was pregnant with our first child. Those were my choices, and I was going to make the most of them.

When I arrived home that afternoon, Adam embraced me and gave a long kiss. Then he asked me how my parents were. I gave him a brief synopsis of the short trip, assured him my parents were fine, and told him I loved him.

He smiled and gave me another quick kiss just before moving on to the chicken house where he and Jimmy were making repairs to the heating system. I unpacked my overnight case, put on my work clothes, and walked to the house to see if Lucy needed any help in the kitchen or if Kate needed help with the new baby.


Chapter Six

That November, I discovered that hunting was almost as sacred to the Paisley men as church, family, and the soil upon which we all depend. Deer season in Ohio begins November 1, coinciding nicely with the onset of cold weather and the final crop collection.

Adam and his brothers worked feverishly to complete as many chores as possible so they could 'hit the woods' along with dozens of other orange-clad hunters, all hoping to bag a buck big enough to feed the family through the long winter and into the spring.

Adam, in particular, was as excited as I had ever seen him. Because of his commitments to first the military and then college, he had only been hunting once in the past seven years. He bought a new 12-gauge, a case of shells, and a whole complete wardrobe of camo, including boots. Although he had grown up with guns and had qualified as a sharpshooter in the army, he hadn't held a gun in three years and so was anxious to practice.

The first Sunday in November right after church, he and his brothers shot cans for at least an hour. Then, on Monday morning, just before sunrise, they loaded up Jimmy's old Ford 150 and took off on a three-day hunting excursion. Interestingly, Jim declined the invitation to accompany his sons, saying he believed he was getting too old to tromp around the woods at dawn.

I didn't think too much of it at the time, especially since his presence meant Kate and I wouldn't have to do all the milking ourselves, definitely a chore I wasn't looking forward to, especially being pregnant. However, as I recall, he was only fifty-two at that time. It's sad that he thought he was too old or that he felt old. I know now it doesn't have to be that way. Jimmy reached that milestone last year and hasn't slowed down on the farm one bit. In fact, according to Kate, he hasn't slowed down in bed either (she tells me that with a big smile I understand very well because I share the feeling).

They returned Wednesday night with two large bucks, already field-dressed and ready to be butchered. I was very grateful that the men did all the work with the deer. I'm not particularly squeamish and I am no vegetarian. I like meat and sometimes crave the protein. However, killing and butchering animals are two chores I am very happy to pass on.

Although it wasn't officially turkey season, the men also bagged to good-sized toms that were to be saved for Thanksgiving. I did learn how to de-feather a turkey and prepare it for freezing. I have to admit that those wild birds were about the best I've ever tasted.

Thanksgiving came quickly, and I learned how to prepare enough food to feed an army. During that day, I met more of Adam's extended family - aunts, uncles, cousins, second cousins. There were more people than I could keep track of. Everyone was friendly and very nice to me, as though I was simply another member of the family. Of course, Kate and Jimmy's near five-month-old son, Trey (so named because he was Jim the Third), was the center of attention. But I wasn't jealous. I knew my turn was coming.

After Thanksgiving, things slowed down on the farm and I learned patience. Winter brings short sunless days and cold nights, and you can go crazy if you're not careful. I felt cold and bored most of the time and was occasionally tempted to visit Carl in his shack. I say tempted, but I never went. That part of my life was in the past, and I wasn't about to risk another belt whipping to revive it.

Once the morning chores were completed, I did spend most of the day in the house with Lucy and Kate. I was amazed at how much those two women could talk. They talked about everything - friends, relatives, who was pregnant, who was possibly having an affair, what they had seen on television. It was absolutely fascinating to listen to them, much better than the evening news.

Christmas came and was as busy and hectic as Thanksgiving. But I had a wonderful time with my new family. Once again, Trey, as the first grandchild (and a boy), was the center of attention and cleaned up in the gift department. I have to admit that he was pretty cute, but then babies generally are at that age. I know my three definitely were (although I think they still are). I was pleasantly surprised the family pitched in and bought me a portable DVD player (which were quite expensive back then) instead of the new vacuum cleaner I was expecting (and actually needed).

Having very little money of my own, I learned how to knit and crochet and used these skills to make small and simple gifts for everyone. From the way they reacted, you'd think I had given them diamonds. I felt very proud of myself and proud to be a member of such a gracious and thoughtful clan.

Immediately after Christmas, Adam and I did drive up to Berea to spend a couple of days with my family. It was a pleasant time and I was happy to see my sisters; however, I couldn't help feeling out of place. As I said before, this was no longer my home. I belonged to the Paisley family farm now and had been assimilated into that way of life.

New Year's Eve proved to be an interesting experience as well. We had a nice dinner in the evening, then gathered in the large living room to watch the festivities unfold on television. Because we were accustomed to being in bed by ten, it was something of a struggle to stay up until midnight, but we managed.

Jimmy and Kate put Trey to bed around nine, then sat side by side on the sofa. Adam and I sat together on the other sofa. Even Carl joined us. At ten, Jim produced a bottle of wine that he said came from his younger brother who had a vineyard over in Gallia County near Evergreen. I have to say it was excellent wine, and by midnight, we had finished the bottle and were feeling pretty good.

Just before midnight, Kate, who had been smiling all evening, suddenly stood up. "I have an announcement," she said.

We all turned away from the television and toward her.

She took a deep breath and glanced at Jimmy, who was still sitting. "I'm pregnant," she said. "About six weeks, I think."

Jimmy stood up, pulled his wife into an embrace, and kissed her on the cheek. I assume he already knew, but I don't know that for certain. As I have discovered, even though it takes a strong team to operate a successful farm, sometimes we wives move parallel to our husbands. Lord knows, they have enough to worry about.

"That's wonderful, Kate," Lucy said.

Then we all stood up, embraced Kate, and shook hands with Jimmy. I approached Kate with mixed feelings. Of course, I was happy for my sister-in-law, but I couldn't help being a little uneasy. After all, babies are highly valued in this part of the world, and I wanted my own, due at the end of May, to receive her (yes, we knew the baby would be a girl) fair share of special attention.

I believe Kate understood that. The next day, she took me aside, gave me a small hug, and said, "Don't worry, Claudia. The family has a lot of love to give."

I knew she was right, but I loved her for saying it. Over the years, Kate has become my best friend. We have gone through a lot together. We've even gotten into trouble together and been soundly spanked side by side more than once. But those experiences, unpleasant and silly as they may have been, only served to strengthen the bond between us. We are sisters in all but blood. We sometimes joked that we were trying to upstage each other in the breeding department, as, between us, we produced seven children in five years - four boys and three girls, a nice mix.

Adam and I decided to stop at three, feeling that we had produced enough offspring to keep the farm going for another generation. I'm not sure how many children Kate and Jimmy were planning, if they were planning at all. However, when Kate miscarried during her fifth pregnancy, I guess they decided enough was enough.

That first winter on the farm was rough. Actually, every winter here is rough, but I have learned to adjust. I was cold most of the time, and, as the baby grew inside me, I became more and more uncomfortable. In our more enlightened era, pregnant women are supposed to feel beautiful, but I felt anything but.

To make matters possibly worse, with the cold nights and less work to do around the farm, Adam became, let's just say, more amorous, meaning he wanted sex more often. At first, I was happy to accommodate him, as he was (and still is) a skilled and patient lover. However, by mid-February, as my belly began to swell, intercourse was more and more difficult (at least for me) so that, by the middle of March, I became very moody and began to reject his advances.

To his credit, my husband took the rejection well - for a while. But when I let my mouth work faster than my brain and began to say some pretty nasty things to him, I learned Adam will only tolerate so much and that even women in their seventh and eighth month of pregnancy can get spanked if they deserve it. That was a lesson I never forgot, and I was a lot more careful during my next two pregnancies.

On May 20th, 1995, Laura Lucille came into the world. She emerged crying and with all her fingers and toes. I'm happy to say that both the labor and the delivery were easier than I anticipated (ease in childbirth, as I discovered, is yet another pre-requisite for being a good country wife). And as Adam and I posed for the obligatory post-natal pictures, both of us gazing in awe at our new daughter, the love we had for each other grew stronger. I was a mother now, a part of the great circle of life, and I was justifiably proud of myself.

Of course, as I quickly realized, the world doesn't stop just because you have a baby. The farm, with all its tasks and hardships, was still there. I didn't exactly have to strap Laura on my back and return to work in the fields (as the Indian women were reputed to do), but I still had my chores to complete. I was grateful that my mother-in-law, such an experienced mother and grandmother herself, had the energy to help me whenever she could (which was often).

My sister-in-law Claire helped out also whenever she was available and so inclined. However, she, being the kind of young woman I think my mother would have appreciated, had her own life to live, and she was living it. Claire never aspired to be a farm wife. She lived on the farm because that's where her family was. She did her share of the work because it was expected. But she had no intention of spending the rest of her life chained to the land.

The summer after Adam and I were married, Claire took a full time position in the local convenient store. She worked there for six months, then applied for and got hired at the Walmart in Gallipolis. She also dated frequently, mostly men we didn't know and who didn't come to the farm. There were nights she didn't come home at all.

The first time that happened, Jim spanked her, even though she was now twenty-two and definitely an adult. I believe (although I got this second-hand) that the second time Claire stayed out all night, Lucy intervened, saying to her husband, "She's an adult now. You're going to lose her, if you're not careful." I don't know for certain what happened after that, but I suspect Jim stayed his hand (I also suspect that poor Lucy got spanked for daring to intervene).

Two years later, Claire got pregnant and married the father (who nobody in the family liked - and for good reason) in a hastily arranged ceremony. After the wedding, I heard Jim grumble to Lucy while shaking his head, "See, Mother, I should have spanked her." For her part, Lucy didn't disagree.

Claire's new husband, Jake Conroy, was a long-haul trucker who was rarely home. After the wedding, they moved into an apartment in Gallipolis and Claire kept working at Walmart. Tragically, she miscarried in her eighth month while Jake was on the road. He came back as soon as he could and saw her through the recovery period. Then he went back out on the road, carrying a cargo of machines to California. He never returned to Gallipolis.

Claire kept her job, her apartment, and what was left of her dignity. We talked occasionally on the phone and whenever I was in Gallipolis (which had the nearest big box store and was only a thirty minute drive). She was a little more careful and selective after that and, in 1998, a month after our third child, Bethany Carolina, was born, she married one of her Walmart co-workers, Ben Ramsey. He saw her through another miscarriage and they are still together, twenty years later, but without children.


Chapter Seven

Not long after Kate delivered their second child, another boy, the three of us, Kate, Lucy, and I, began to feel very overwhelmed with both the farm chores and three babies to care for. Honestly, I don't know how the women did it a hundred years ago. As I said before, Claire was of little help to us as she was busy living her own life and staying away from the farm as much as possible (not that I blamed her).

Lucy was so tired most of the time that we were worried she might get desperately ill. Fortunately, a solution presented itself, one that has persisted, in some form, even to this day. Lucy's older sister, Millie, lost her husband of thirty-four years during that summer. They had one adult child who had moved to Colorado, so now Millie was all alone.

After some discussion, Millie agreed to move, at least temporarily, to the farm in order to help out, especially with the three babies. Jim cleared out a bedroom on the third floor of the house, and Millie moved in just after Labor Day. What a godsend she turned out to be! She didn't care much for farming (her husband had been a store manager in Athens), but she loved children and was as good and loving as any grandmother could ever be (sadly, her only child, a son, never married and, as far as anyone knows, never fathered a child).

She was also very practical and possessed a dry sense of humor, which I appreciated. We liked each other immediately. She stayed with us for four years, often taking charge of our growing brood. However, she and her sister were quite different and had frequent disagreements. Plus, we could only afford to pay her a few dollars a week beyond room and board. So, when her husband's life insurance money ran out, Millie packed up and moved back to Athens where, at the age of sixty, she took a job in a daycare center. Although I understood, I was very sorry to see her go. She had been a good friend. Sadly, she passed away two years after she moved.

Two years after Millie came to stay with us, we got more help, especially with the farm. This was needed because Jimmy was in the process of acquiring the seventy acre farm across the road from us. Even though he was promised a large piece of the Paisley farm, he had secretly always wanted his own land. So when the Easton farm came up for sale, he jumped on the opportunity. Jim was understandably reticent about the deal, but Adam and Carl, being good brothers, backed Jimmy up.

The problem was the need for more help. Because of few economic opportunities in Meigs County, many of the young able-bodied men had eschewed farming and moved on to other parts of the country. Fortunately, as before, a solution presented itself, this time in the form of three cousins. Jim's younger brother, Jeff, besides being good at producing fine grapes and wine was also a master at producing children. In 1996, he and his wife, Franny, had eight who were now approaching (or had reached) adulthood, including six boys and two girls.

Although Jeff had a fairly successful operation, he didn't need all six sons to help run it. So, because he had more help than he needed and we didn't have enough, he sent his two youngest sons, Bill and Jeremy, to live with us. A year later, Jenny, the youngest daughter, moved to the farm as well (mostly, I believe, to escape an over amorous suitor).

Needless to say, even though the extra help was very welcome, the farm was quite crowded for a few years. With the help of the two cousins, Kate and Jimmy were able to fix up the house across the road and moved there in the spring of 1997, thus freeing up most of the second floor for the newcomers. I was glad Adam and I had our own space in the double wide, which, with two young children, was now getting crowded in its own right.

However, even with the extra help that Millie and Jenny provided, I felt very stressed much of the time. After all, by July of 1998, I had three children under the age of four. As any mother of multiple children can tell you, this takes a toll on the body as well as the brain. Adam tried his best to be a 'helpful' father, spending as much time as he could afford relieving me of my motherly chores. But try as he might, it wasn't enough.

He tried to be sympathetic and understanding when I was moody or crabby or when I rejected his advances (which was often in those days). Still, there were limits to his patience, and I did get spanked a few times, mostly for saying the wrong thing at the wrong time with the wrong tone of voice.

I believe Kate had a similar experience with her husband. A good country wife is simply expected to bear and rear children along with all her other duties. Sometimes, this can be overwhelming. Lucy once told me that when her children were little, there were times when she and Jim barely spoke to each other. She didn't mention getting spanked (we women never talked about that), but I suspect she found herself over her husband's lap more than once during that time.

As I said, having children in rapid succession can be very stressful to most women. I say most because there are always exceptions. One of our neighbors, Becky Cantrell, married right out of high school in 1993 (already pregnant, so I was told). By the time she turned thirty in 2005, she had nine children, including two sets of twins. Her husband, Josh, enlisted in the Marine Corps right after high school and was deployed all over the world. I guess, like the old-time sailors, he must have impregnated her every time he came home on leave.

However, as I got to know her, I found Becky to be one of the sweetest young women in the area, always smiling, never in a hurry, kids always well-behaved. Of course, it helped that she lived with her parents and younger unmarried sister. Still, I envied her calm demeanor - truly an exceptional country wife. I don't know how many children she would have produced had not Josh been gravely wounded in Iraq. It seems he was injured in an IED explosion and came home on disability, paralyzed from the waist down. Becky dutifully took care of him until he died two years ago. At present, she has three grandchildren she helps out with and is still a very nice person, quite involved in the local community.

One incident stands out, however, as being sort of emblematic of my attitude and stress level at the time. As I mentioned before, Claire's second wedding was in July of 1998. This was only a month after Bethany was born, and I was feeling particularly moody and 'post-natal.' To make matters possibly worse, Kate was six months pregnant with number four and was feeling and acting (as they would say today) very hormonal.

Because of this, the two of us probably should not have been allowed to leave the farm, let alone participate in a wedding. However, we were Claire's sisters-in-law and we were expected to stand with her. The problem was which one of us would have the honor of being the matron of honor and which one of us would be the bride's maid.

It is often said that most serious arguments are over relatively trivial matters. The decision over which of us would assume which duty was one of those trivial matters that suddenly became the most important issue of the year. Not wanting to get between us or to show any favoritism, Claire left the decision up to us. This turned out to be a mistake. For reasons that don't make any sense in retrospect, neither Kate nor I would cede the honor to the other.

In fact, our determination to show the other up became so set that we started to snipe at each other, sometimes using terms you wouldn't say in church. This sniping came to a head at the rehearsal the day before the wedding when obviously a decision had to be made. At first, we were content to hurl insults at each other (and, by extension, everyone else present). Then, we started to fight. And when I say fight, I mean physical confrontation. Like the two angry young women we were, we pulled each other's hair, slapped each other, and ripped each other's clothing. The scene was ugly, to say the least.

So ugly, in fact, that our husbands had to step in and separate us. And when they did, we knew we were in trouble, especially when they (both Jimmy and Adam) remained eerily calm. Adam, grasping tightly both my arms, looked first at Jimmy, then at the rest of the wedding party. "I apologize for my wife's behavior," he said. "If you can give us about fifteen minutes or so alone, I think we can resolve this."

"That goes for Kate and me as well," Jimmy said, his right hand maintaining a firm grip on Kate's left arm.

Adam shifted his gaze to Pastor Simmons, who was flushed with a combination of anger and shock. "Pastor, is there somewhere in the church where we can be alone with our wives?"

The pastor took a deep breath, probably of relief. I believe he understood full well the intent of our two husbands. "You may use the parsonage," he said, knowing that the little house next to the church was empty at that time since his wife, who served as organist, was standing next to him.

Adam released his grip on my arms and took my hand. "Thank you," he said. "We'll be back in fifteen minutes."

After that declaration, Adam, holding my hand so hard that it hurt a little, led me out of the church and toward the house next door. Jimmy and Kate were right behind. We entered the house through the back door into the kitchen. Once we were inside, he closed the door and the windows. "Claudia," he said in a very low voice. "You and Kate are totally out of control. I understand that you're going through a hard time right now, but you have embarrassed yourselves, your family, and the pastor. It stops now."

At that point, I had calmed a little, or at least enough so that I was feeling the onset of remorse. I glanced over at Kate and saw the same thing reflected on her face. We also knew what was coming and knew that we deserved it. Still, I didn't want to be spanked. Mostly, I wanted to run away some place and hide.

But there was no escape, nor should there have been. Adam opened a couple of drawers in the kitchen and found two good-sized wooden spoons. I shuddered as I saw them. Kate did too. Adam gripped one of the spoons and gave the other to Jimmy. Then he pulled out a chair and sat down. He patted his lap. "Let's get this over with."

Kate and I looked at each other. "I'm sorry, Kate," I said in a near whisper as I lifted the hem of the summer dress I was wearing.

"Me too," Kate said.

I draped myself over Adam's broad lap and didn't resist when he peeled my panties to below my thighs. Once in position, I stole a glance over at Kate. She had also lifted the hem of her dress. However, I guess because she was pregnant, Jimmy didn't want to put her over his lap. Instead, she bent over the table. I had been spanked in that position as well when I was pregnant. Ultimately, it doesn't matter. A spanking is a spanking regardless of the position.

Neither husband wasted any time after we were in position. Adam had promised that we would return in fifteen minutes, and he always keeps his promises. With a flourish and a vengeance, he went to work on my bottom with that spoon. It was one of the harshest spankings I have ever received. I was crying in less than a minute.

And while I was being spanked, I could hear poor Kate getting the same thing with the same result. Quite simply, our husbands had been humiliated in public and they were going to let us know in no uncertain terms that our behavior better never be repeated. Believe me, they got their point across.

After at least three minutes of steady spanking, Adam stopped and set the spoon down on the table. He rubbed my bottom, which was a cauldron of boiling flesh. Jimmy also stopped and set his spoon down.

"All right, ladies," Adam said (I always found it interesting that, even though Adam was the youngest brother, both Jimmy and Carl seemed to look to him for leadership). "Let's hope you can control your behavior and resolve this dispute."

He nudged me off his lap. I pulled my panties up and let the hem of my dress fall back down. Kate also restored herself. We approached each other and sort of fell into a sisterly embrace, telling the other how sorry we were.

Adam coughed once to get our attention. "That's very nice," he said. "But it doesn't resolve the dispute. You need to decide right now which one of you will be the matron of honor."

Kate and I looked at each other. I believe at this moment, neither of us wanted that particular honor. And we certainly didn't want to begin fighting over it again.

This time it was Jimmy who sensed the dilemma. "Maybe you should just flip a coin," he said.

Adam nodded. "Good idea."

But Kate and I looked at Jimmy as though he had lost his mind. However, in reality, sometimes the simplest solutions work best. This was clearly one of those times.

Jimmy glanced at his wristwatch and snapped his fingers. "Well, ladies. What's it going to be? Time's wasting."

It was obvious that neither of us could resolve the situation without resorting back to violence. We both nodded at the same time.

Jimmy reached into his pocket and pulled out a quarter. He hooked his right thumb into the crook of his right index finger and placed the quarter onto the knuckle. When he was ready to execute the flip, he looked at us. "Uh... Claudia... call it in the air."

I touched Kate's trembling fingers and shrugged my shoulders as if to say, I'm sorry; I don't know why he picked me to call it. It certainly wasn't something worth fighting over.

"The winner gets to be the matron of honor," Jimmy declared just before launching the coin. "Agreed?"

Both Kate and I said, "I agree," simultaneously.

Jimmy launched the quarter, and I immediately called heads. We all watched as the coin turned in the air. When it came back down, Jimmy caught it in his right palm and flipped it over onto his left hand. He uncovered it and we all saw that tails was showing. Kate would be the matron of honor. We hugged, and Kate said she was sorry. But, in truth, I wasn't that disappointed. At least, we could settle down and be friends again. Since that day, we haven't said a harsh word to each other.

"Glad that's settled," Adam said. "Now, you ladies wash your faces and let's get back to the rehearsal. We've wasted enough valuable time as it is." Time was always valuable to Adam - to any farmer really. There just never seems to be enough of it.

I looked at the wall clock in the kitchen. The entire incident had only taken twelve minutes. Adam was going to keep his promise. Kate and I quickly restored ourselves, attempting to wipe away all traces of the copious tears we had just shed. Then, with our husbands leading the way, we plastered smiles on our faces and went back to the church.

During the remainder of the rehearsal, we were more than contrite, we were the very picture of decorous solicitude. We were, above all, good country wives (albeit country wives with very sore bottoms).

Later that evening, when we arrived home, we found that the children were in bed asleep. The air surrounding the farm was still with a cooling breeze moving in from the northwest. After all that had happened in the past several hours, terminating in the harsh spanking, I was imbued with an odd mixture of remorse, contrition, pride, and love.

I had acted badly. I had risked alienating my family, especially my husband and Kate. My behavior threatened to ruin Claire's wedding. But Adam had stepped up and taken control at the precise moment I needed him to. He quickly corrected my behavior and saved me from myself. And I was very grateful.

So grateful, in fact, that, as soon as we were safely behind closed doors, I stripped off my clothes, pulled him into my body, looked deeply into his eyes, and said, "Take me, big boy!"

Because of my moods and the way my body felt, I had been rejecting his advances for the past four months. At this moment, my body, still young and eager in spite of having borne three children in four years, felt fine. I didn't just want my husband to make love to me, I needed it. And I knew I would never reject him again. And I haven't.


Chapter Eight

After Claire's wedding, life around the farm seemed to stabilize. I had an IUD inserted because Adam and I firmly believed three children were enough. Kate delivered her fourth (and final, as it turned out) child, another boy.

Jenny worked out to be an enormous help, especially with the brood Kate and I had produced. It seems, even though she wasn't unattractive, she expressed very little interest in men and discouraged all suitors (of which there were many). A few years later, we discovered, quite by accident, that she preferred women. However, in our very conservative part of the world, being a lesbian wasn't something you advertised. Sadly, she never did come out of the closet, so to speak, at least not around here. Three years ago, she moved to Athens where, I believe, she is seeing someone, presumably a woman.

Carl had his overdose and went into rehab. After that, he was lost to the farm. However, cousins Bill and Jeremy picked up the slack and were even able to recruit two of their friends from Gallia County. This helped immensely as, by now, the farm (including Jimmy's new acreage) had more than doubled in size in the five years I had lived here.

Besides Carl, everyone was healthy and relatively happy (or at least as happy as farmers ever get. We can be a stoic lot.). Or at least up until September 11, 2001. How could anyone who was alive then ever forget that day? I was in the big kitchen helping Lucy prepare peaches for canning when we heard the news on the radio.

At first, like most people that morning, I couldn't believe it. However, once reality sort of set in, I took our portable radio and went out to look for Adam. I found him in the barn, and together we listened as the events unfolded. Later, we watched it all on television, as dazed and shocked as every other American.

Over the next few days, as the shock started to wear off, people began to feel more, for lack of a better term, patriotic, especially in our part of the world. The men, the young ones in particular, just wanted to go out and fight someone, anyone. A few even talked about enlisting in the military. Adam, being naturally even-tempered and a veteran of the Gulf War, mostly kept his thoughts to himself. It wasn't until a week later that I saw how he was going to process all this.

It was Saturday afternoon and we were in town to pick up a new blade for the plow. As we left the farm implement store, Adam realized he needed gas for the pickup, so we stopped at the large combination gas station and convenient store. While Adam was putting gas in the truck, I went inside the store to use the restroom.

When I walked out of the restroom, I heard a commotion near the cash register. As I approached, I saw that two young men, the Valenti brothers, were yelling at the man behind the counter. They were calling him vile names such as 'raghead' and suggesting (in very harsh terms) that he should go back to the 'friggin' Arab country from which he came.

I was very distressed to witness this, partly because the man behind the counter was Mr. Singh, who I knew to be a Sikh and whose parents came from the Punjab region of India. However, I was also distressed because I felt at this moment we were all Americans and should stick together.

I remember getting very close to the two brothers and telling them to stop harassing Mr. Singh (we never called him by his full first name, although later we called him RJ). I may have also said something to the effect that I believed both Valentis were very ignorant not to know the difference between an Arab and a Sikh.

The confrontation probably would have escalated into something more serious than a shouting match. However, at that moment, Adam came into the store to see what was going on. One of the Valentis looked at him and said, "Paisley, you need to get control of your wife."

Adam looked at them, then looked at me. "Claudia, go wait in the truck."

I was about to say something in my defense but stopped myself when I saw that 'don't argue with me' look in his eyes. When he has that look, you don't argue with him; you do what he tells you to do, another lesson I learned the hard way. Reluctantly, I left the store and got into the truck to await my fate, which I was certain would be harsh and painful.

Five minutes later, Adam came out of the store and got into the truck. He glanced over at me with a hard expression, but didn't say anything.

This made me very nervous as I just knew I was in serious trouble. "I'm sorry, Adam," I said softly. "But... I just couldn't let them go on like that."

He held up his hand to stop me, and this made me even more nervous.

I studied the floorboard of the truck and took a deep breath. "Are you going to spank me?" I don't remember ever asking him that before. I never needed to, as his response to my misbehavior is usually obvious and immediate. However, this time I wanted to know just how much trouble I was in before we got home.

He gave me a small half smile and shook his head. "No, why should I? You did the right thing in defending Mr. Singh. I'm proud of you."

"But what about the Valentis?" I asked. "Is there going to be any trouble?"

His smile morphed into a determined expression. "No."

"Thank you," I said. I never did find out what Adam said to the two brothers (although I can certainly imagine). But whatever it was, it must have been effective because there was no trouble and no one (at least to my knowledge) ever hassled Mr. Singh again.

On the way home, I couldn't help smiling whenever I glanced over at my husband. Not only was I not in trouble, he said he was proud of me and had successfully taken care of the problem. I had underestimated him once again, and my love for him increased even more.

People in our part of the world may get distracted by external events from time to time; however, eventually they return to the land and the livestock, which know no politics and owe no allegiance. Ultimately, it has to be this way if we want to make a living and do our part to supply the nation and the world with food. Although the aftereffects of the 9/11 attack lingered for a long time, they quickly faded into the distant background as the tasks of daily living once again commanded our attention.

Jeremy and his friend Mason expressed a strong (albeit knee-jerk) desire to enlist in the military, as a few of the other young men in our area were doing. However, Adam managed to talk them out of it, saying they were just as important staying home producing food. By the first of December, things were pretty much back to normal. The men even found time for deer hunting and managed to bag and process enough venison to see us through the winter.

And so it goes. Time sped by, green leaves turning to brown as the seasons passed. I began to feel that more strongly as my March 3rd birthday approached. I was turning thirty, an age many consider the opening threshold of middle age. That winter, I spent more time than I should have in front of the mirror, assessing the damage eight years on the farm and giving birth to three children had done to my body.

Actually, as I look back on it now, the damage was minimal, all things considered. Still, I admit I did get a little introspective, if not downright surly, during the last weeks of February. Apparently, my moodiness was enough to get Adam's attention - and I mean the kind of attention a good country wife doesn't want to attract from her husband. At first, he tried to make light of my turning thirty; after all, he had turned thirty two years before without any fanfare or handwringing.

However, the more he tried to reassure me, the more recalcitrant I became. This came to a head a week before my birthday when he asked if I wanted a party. I seem to recall answering him with a huff, saying, "Do what you want. What friggin' difference does it make?" (Only I didn't say, 'friggin').

For Adam, that was the tipping point. He got a grip on my arm, pulled me into his body, and gave me a hard swat on my bottom. "Remember that party you took me to where that girl was given a birthday spanking?" he asked.

What an odd question, I thought, as I attempted to quickly work through a full range of emotions triggered by the unexpected swat. Even more strangely, I did remember that party and Adam's reaction to it. I took a deep breath, thanking god the kids were with Jenny. "What the hell are you talking about?" I managed to say.

That response earned me another swat, this one even harder. "Watch your language," he said. "I was thinking you could use a birthday spanking. And if you're not careful, you may get it early."

I looked at Adam, trying to determine if he was serious or simply playing with me. I was just in the mood to test him. I wrestled free of his grip. "So, that's my present... a spanking?"

His lips curled upward as he returned my look. "At the moment, it seems to be the present you deserve the most... and the one you're asking for."

Adam, like most men, doesn't always say the right thing at the right time with the right tone of voice. However, for some reason, his quick answer to my silly question seemed to work to dissolve some of my anger. I could see in his eyes that he loved me and was trying his best to get me past this stupid middle age hurdle I had set up for myself. I decided that, if this was a game, I would play along. And if wasn't a game... well, I probably deserved the spanking anyway. "Okay... if that's to be my present, then I would rather have it now and get it over with."

I don't think he was expecting that answer because he appeared uncertain for a few seconds. Then, in typical Adam fashion, he composed himself. We were in the kitchen of our double wide at the time with easy access to several wooden spoons. He snatched one off the counter, sat down in a chair, and took hold of my hand.

In one swift motion that I knew only too well, he pulled me down across his lap and peeled my jeans and panties down to below my thighs. He retracted his right arm and prepared to spank. "Thirty-one swats," he said. "One for every year, plus one for good measure."

I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth, sensing I was in for a painful ordeal brought about by own foolishness. I was definitely not wrong.

Now, generally when Adam has me over his lap (his preferred position), he spanks hard and fast, as though it is just another task he must complete. This method most often reduces me to tears and repentance in a matter of seconds. However, this time he was slow and deliberate (although no less hard), counting each stroke of the spoon as he applied it, making absolutely sure I felt it.

By stroke ten, I was ready apologize and plead for mercy. I didn't do either one. I held my tongue mostly because I knew pleading wouldn't do any good. He said thirty-one, and that was precisely the number of strokes he would administer. I wasn't wrong about that either.

When he had completed the thirty-one more than a minute later, I was crying and definitely knew I had been spanked. All I wanted to do at that moment was to stand up, wipe my eyes, and try to rub the sting out of my wounded posterior.

However, Adam didn't nudge me off his lap as he usually does. Rather, he held me in position with his left hand in the small of my back. After a few seconds, I lifted my head and looked at him. "Are you going to let me up?" I asked.

He returned my look. "Not until I tell you something."

This confused me a little. In all the times, Adam has spanked me he has never lectured me afterward. Quite simply, we both know why I was spanked and we both know that whatever I did to earn the spanking better not be repeated - lesson learned, end of story - until the next time, of course.

I was decidedly curious and getting more and more uncomfortable, as anyone who has ever endured an over-the-lap spanking can tell you. I wanted to yell at him to tell me already. But I didn't. I simply nodded my head and said, "Okay."

He took a deep breath. "Your age means absolutely nothing - just a number," he said finally. "You are my wife, my partner, my lover, and my best friend. You are also the most beautiful woman I have ever seen."

What woman doesn't want to hear that from her husband? However, in spite of the spanking, I was still feeling some of the effects of my upcoming milestone birthday. "That's nice to hear," I said, but without much conviction. "But you don't really mean that."

His eyes widened, and for a moment, I thought he might spank me again. "Are you calling me a liar?"

I thought fast, as I was on the verge of making a huge mistake. A good country wife does not call her husband a liar - ever "No," I said quickly. "It's just that... well, you may be just a little biased. That's all."

"Perhaps I am. But does anyone else's opinion matter?"

I thought about that for a few seconds and realized he was right. My husband was my world, and I only needed to worry about pleasing him. If he believes I am the most beautiful woman he has ever seen, why should I argue with him? I should just take it at face value and enjoy it for as long as I can. This was tantamount to an epiphany, and I immediately felt better about myself. In fact, after that day, I have never worried about age. As long as Adam is with me, I am still the pretty young woman he fell in love with and married.

I looked up at him and smiled. "Adam, I love you. Let me up and I will show you the advantages of being married to an older and wiser woman."

At first, he scowled. But then he realized my intent and gently pushed me off his lap. I stood up and, instead of rubbing my bottom as I usually did after a spanking, I stripped off my clothes and stood before him completely naked. "As much as I appreciated the present you just gave me, I would rather you take me to bed."

And he did. In the middle of the afternoon. And with a flourish that left me tingling all over. I never did have a party, although I did get a nice cake. But I didn't need a party when I had Adam.


Chapter Nine

As I said before, time hurries on with each passing year bringing its own changes, challenges and opportunities. We endured our share of hardships, usually coming in the form of bad weather (blizzards, heavy rains, droughts, etc.). However, because of Adam's instincts and intelligence coupled with Jimmy's energy and work ethic, we never failed to prosper. We even made it through the Great Recession of 2008 without experiencing the economic freefall that afflicted some of our neighbors. Simply put, even in a bad economy, people need to eat.

Unfortunately, as the winter of 2009 set it, Jim seemed to succumb to the stress. He had a major stroke near the end of January, one that put him in the hospital for three weeks. Being of tough farming stock, he did recover enough to be transferred to a rehab facility in Marietta. However, after a week, his strength failed him and he passed away. He was only sixty-four, but seemed much older.

Then, no sooner did we get Jim buried when Lucy developed a severe case of pneumonia, probably induced by the stress of her husband's illness and death. She was hospitalized in early March of 2009 and suffered a cardiac arrest in the ICU. She died exactly three weeks after Jim left us. I don't believe she could face life without him. And as I look at Adam and think about our life together, I can understand how she felt.

Both wills were probated at the same time. The Paisley Farm, including all the acreage, buildings, and equipment, was to be divided equally among the four surviving children. Carl, who was now living in Oregon, immediately sold his share to Adam for a fraction of its true worth. Claire, with the advice of her husband, did the same thing. She never felt attached to the farm, she said. Plus, they were both working and doing well in Gallipolis.

So now, Adam and Jimmy had sole ownership of the sprawling farm complex. However, because Jimmy also owned the farm across the road, it was decided that Adam would get clear title to the Paisley house and all of the outbuildings. The two brothers, plus the hired help, would continue to work both farms and split the proceeds, but Adam, being the smarter and better educated, would manage both properties.

Thus, in the spring of 2009, Adam and I, along with our three children, moved from the double wide, which had been our home for nearly fifteen years, to the 'big house'. Even though we were all still grieving, it was obvious that changes needed to be made, both to the house and to the living arrangements.

We fixed up an apartment on the third floor for Jenny (who up until now had been occupying a bedroom on the second floor). Jeremy moved to the double wide and invited Rose, his fiancé, to live with him until the wedding. Bill moved to Carl's shack, which he fixed up and expanded into a nice livable home (and now shares with his wife Tiffany).

Still, even though we now had nearly all the house to ourselves, I wasn't totally satisfied, as I wanted to put my own stamp on it and believed that it was due several upgrades. After a month or so, I became a bit petulant and insistent. So much so, in fact, that Adam had to take control. On a warm evening in early June, he took me over his lap in our new bedroom and spanked me hard and fast, warning me to curb my impatience and soften my attitude. As I was being spanked, it suddenly occurred to me that it was the first time I had been spanked in the house since that fateful July day back in 1994. I hoped it would be the last time, but somehow knew it wouldn't be.

Also, as I thought about it, I realized that Adam was right to spank me. After all, in 2009, money was very tight, especially after Adam had bought out his brother and sister. While he held me in his powerful arms after the spanking, he promised me that, as soon as it was possible, he would see to the upgrades I wanted to make. And, by the end of August, he made good on those promises and I got everything I wanted, including a new kitchen. It only cost me a spanking - not a bad deal in retrospect.

By now, all three kids were far along in school, doing well and helping out on the farm, as farm kids are supposed to do. Jimmy and Kate's four kids were also old enough to do farm chores. So, with this extra help, I was finally able to pursue some long suppressed interests. In the fall of 2009, I became a substitute teacher at the high school and was appointed to the library board in Pomeroy.

Adam said he was happy if I was happy. But he advised me not to get overcommitted, that my primary job was taking care of the family. I freely admit that there were a few times when I needed to be reminded of that responsibility to home and family. As I have said before, Adam is a patient man and an understanding and supportive husband; however, he has certain expectations - as undisputed head of the household that is his right. And it is his responsibility to see to it that those expectations (which are not unreasonable) are met and to mete out punishment when those expectations are not met. Thus, I did go to my job as a sub more than once with a sore bottom.

He also advised me not to interfere with anything the kids were doing in school (support yes, interfere no). He firmly believed that kids must learn to deal with their own problems in their own way. For the most part, I agreed with him, as that was pretty much the way I was raised. However, like most mothers, I can be a mama bear, especially if I think my kids are in danger or are being treated unfairly. I can think of two instances when I let my protective instincts get the better of me.

The first time was in the spring of 2010. Bethany was in the sixth grade and had a language arts teacher I didn't much care for and who had a reputation for being both tough and mean. When my daughter received a D during the last grading period and came home crying, I got very upset. So upset, in fact, that I followed my first instinct which was to confront the teacher (Mr. Hardy). And by confront, I mean get in his face and demand that he change the grade.

Although Adam warned me not to take that action, that I should calm down first and do my own review of Bethany's work, I went anyway. Needless to say, Adam was right, as I learned from Mr. Hardy, who turned out to be a better teacher than I was led to believe, that Bethany was, in fact, doing subpar work and probably should have received an F.

When I got home from school and told Adam, he immediately sought out our daughter. I don't know exactly what happened between them, but I imagine they had more than a conversation. I do know that she was very quiet and had a little trouble sitting the next morning. She also never received another D and never again complained about a teacher - lesson learned, end of story.

But Adam wasn't finished imparting lessons. That night, after the kids had gone to bed, I got my own lesson in patience in the form of a harsh spanking, this one administered in the kitchen over his lap with a wooden spoon. I never again took the side of one of my kids over that of a teacher - lesson learned, end of story.

Life went on. The economy slowly improved and we began to prosper again. The kids continued to do well, successfully juggling their school work and extracurricular activities with their farm responsibilities. They learned early in life that being the offspring of two college graduates in a part of the country where this is not the norm carries with it certain automatic expectations.

Adam and I also learned that being prosperous farmers and property owners means that the community in which you are prospering will make certain demands of you. In 2012, Adam was elected township trustee, a position and responsibility he took very seriously. During his tenure, he was instrumental in upgrading the area's information grid. He also helped improve crop subsidies and lower rates for crop insurance.

As for me, I learned (the hard way, as usual) early on not to interrupt a township meeting with ill-timed sarcastic comments. It was lesson I learned so well that when Adam was nominated for the office of County Commissioner in 2016 (an election, I am happy to say, he lost), I was the very picture of a good country wife.

Laura, being the oldest, graduated from high school (with honors, I am proud to say) in 2013. She went on to the local community college where she studied nursing. She is now working as a nurse for the outpatient clinic. Last year, she married Tom Frazier and, as I said before, is pregnant with our first grandchild.

Bethany, our youngest, graduated from high school two years ago, also with honors. She is currently a student at Ohio University studying history and political science. When she graduates, she wants to go to law school, an ambition that Adam firmly supports, saying that it would be very beneficial to have a lawyer in the family. Bethany reminds me a little of my mother in that she wants to be an advocate. She even looks like my mother. I wish that they had gotten to know each other better.

My sister Elizabeth, who is now a lobbyist in Columbus, has offered to let Bethany stay with her while she attends law school at Ohio State - perhaps an example of life coming full circle.

And what about Allen? Our only son always wanted to follow in his father's footsteps, but not as a farmer. Growing up, he always did his assigned chores to the best of his ability and without complaint. However, it was evident (at least to me) early on that his heart wasn't in it, certainly not like his cousins anyway (who all seemed to have inherited Carl's 'farmer gene').

When Allen graduated from high school in 2015, I encouraged him to follow his heart and go to college, to perhaps major in engineering, since he showed some aptitude in that area. Adam didn't object to that advice, believing that the two professions of agriculture and engineering went well together.

So, in the fall following high school, Allen dutifully enrolled at Ohio University. However, it was clear from the beginning that, although he certainly had the intelligence to succeed in college, he didn't have the drive or desire. When he came home at the end of the school year, he told us that he wasn't going back.

I think I was more upset with Allen's decision than was Adam. "He tried and it wasn't for him," Adam said. "Now he needs to try something else. It's what men do."

I came very close to making a sarcastic comment about how obstinate and downright stupid men can be sometimes. And I would have been right too. But I bit my tongue, not wishing to provoke my husband or cause any trouble between father and son.

What did get me into trouble was Allen's next decision. After the first harvest in September, he announced his intention to enlist in the U. S. Army, just as Adam had done so many years before. Adam reluctantly supported the decision (in retrospect, what else could he do?). I, on the other, allowed my motherly protective instincts get the better of me, as I had a very clear vision of my only son dying in Afghanistan or some other hot spot. I had absolutely no desire to be a gold star parent. And I made this very clear to both Allen and Adam.

Allen was taken aback by my (perhaps too) strenuous objection, as he truly believed he was doing the right thing and thought I would be proud of him for making this difficult decision. I should have been proud of him; however, at that moment, I could only think of him in harm's way and was angry. I believe, if the argument had gone much further, the result would have been some very hurt feelings on both sides.

Fortunately, Adam intervened. In his characteristically calm voice, he told Allen to go out to the barn to see if Bill or Jeremy needed any help. Of course, all three of us knew that this was just an excuse to get Allen out of the room. As I looked at Adam's face, I knew I was in trouble.

Once we were alone in the kitchen, my husband took my hands in his. "Claudia, I know you are only trying to protect our son," he said, all the while gazing deeply into my moist eyes. "But, he's a man now and made a difficult decision. You just made that decision all the more difficult and... crossed the line in the process."

I'm certain my eyes widened at that moment, as I certainly didn't believe trying protect one of my children was crossing the line, any line. "But, Adam..."

He held up his hand to stop me. "You're a woman and a mother," he said. "It's very possible you don't fully understand what it means to be a man."

I huffed with indignance. "That's bullshit, and you know it." Now I really had crossed the line.

Adam's face flashed red for an instant, then he calmed himself. "Perhaps neither of us can fully understand the other," he said. "But one thing I know for sure is that you have just earned a spanking."

I wanted to protest that declaration. However, as I watched him pull out his chair, snatch a wooden spoon off the kitchen counter, and sit back down, I knew that protesting would do me no good. It certainly never had in the past.

With the spoon clutched tightly in his right hand, he patted his lap. I understood only too well what that signal meant. I stood up and reluctantly draped myself across his lap. Quickly, he lifted the hem of my housedress (I seemed to be getting more like my late mother-in-law every day as I had discovered a few years before that housedresses are more comfortable than jeans) and lowered my panties to expose my bottom.

He retracted the spoon but stopped. "Claudia, I know you probably think this is unfair," he said. And he was right about that. "But Allen is having a hard enough time as it is without your unwelcome interference. And I will not have you referring to men's difficulties as bullshit."

After that, he didn't give me time to respond, as he proceeded to lay into my bottom with a flurry of strokes from that dreaded spoon. I was kicking and crying in less than a minute. Up until this moment, I hadn't been spanked in nearly a year and had almost forgotten how bad it could hurt.

Fortunately for me, my husband didn't think I needed a long spanking to learn the lesson. When he stopped, he carefully set the wooden spoon down on the table and gently nudged me off his lap. Then he held out his arms. I recognized the invitation and accepted. He encircled me and rubbed my wounded bottom with his rough right hand. It felt good, and my anger dissolved immediately. I had been properly chastised and I understood why Adam had taken the action he did. I made no more protests after that.

Nothing more was said about the incident, either that evening or the next day. However, Allen must have thought seriously about my objections because at dinner the following evening, he announced that he had changed his mind and decided to enlist in the Navy instead. I wasn't happy about that decision either, but I didn't say anything except that I was proud of him.

And at that moment, I was proud of him. I still am as he serves out his enlistment, taking full advantage of the training opportunities afforded him. I am proud of all three of my children as they follow their hearts and continue to impress. I guess we did something right in raising them.


Epilogue

The sky is very clear tonight, and I can make out several constellations. I don't know all their names, but I can tell you what season they represent. Over the past twenty-four years, I have become such a good country wife that I can predict the weather based on the wind and the sky. Not everyone can say that. It is a skill that must be learned.

Three years ago, Adam and Jimmy approached a couple of colleges to offer internships for agriculture students, as family farms are dwindling in the Midwest and Adam, in particular, was very concerned about this trend. The students spend the spring and summer on our farm, learning and getting a small stipend. This arrangement has been mutually beneficial. One of our former interns recently purchased fifty acres not too far from here and is working hard to make a go of it. And another of our interns fell in love with and married Laura. That was a tremendous bonus, as Tom is a wonderful young man who seems to have farming in his blood.

Once the program was up and running, Kate and I joked that maybe we should offer internships to women who are considering marriage to a farmer. I think back to how much I have learned over the years and I realize it is not an easy life. But it is a rewarding one.

Of course, we kept our idea to ourselves. There is still enough of my mother in me to recognize the antifeminist and downright sexist perception of such a proposal. As I consider this, I remember my mother telling me before I married Adam that I would be subservient for the rest of my life. And she was right.

But, in the end, we are all subservient to someone or something. She was subservient to her precious feminist ideal, whereas, contrary to what she feared, I am not subservient to my husband. Rather, I am, just as he is, subservient to the land we work and upon which we depend. I have discovered over the years that the land is, for the most part, a benevolent master. You get out of it what you put in - nothing more, nothing less.

Occasionally, when I have a moment to myself, I will stand in front of the mirror and ask myself that most intriguing of questions: If I knew in 1994 what I was truly getting myself in for by trading the city life for the country, would I do it again? I don't have to think about the question for too long because my answer (even on the worst days) is always, absolutely, without hesitation. I can't imagine any other kind of life, nor do I want to.

Through years of hard work, dedication to purpose, and lots and lots of love and patience, I have become the good country wife I aspired to be. I have become such a good country wife that I can relax under these stars and not give more than a passing thought as to what tomorrow might bring. I have become such a good country wife that I can sit in this old rocker on a freshly spanked bottom and not squirm or dwell on the reason I was spanked (lesson learned, end of story).

Adam is finished with his work in the barn. And as I watch him approach, the sky and the stars simply fade away and all I see is him. He smiles and waves, and I feel his love riding on the breeze, filling my soul.

I return his smile knowing that in a minute he will take my hand and lead me into the house. We will take a shower together, dry each other off, then go to bed where we will have a slow and gentle makeup session.


Also from LSF Publications...

A Dominant Man for Callie by W. Arthur

Following the death of her mother when Callie was sixteen, Callie has run wild, giving in to hedonistic pleasures and drugs and behaving like a spoiled princess. Recognising that his only daughter's life is spiralling out of control, Callie's father gives her an ultimatum: he will cut her out of his multi-million fortune unless she marries no-nonsense, dependable young lawyer, Brent Watterson.

At first, Callie is horrified, but grudgingly accedes and marries Brent... only to find her life changes in an unprecedented way. It is difficult making the transition from Daddy's princess to submissive wife, and doubly difficult when she finds out how dominant Brent is. As Head of Household, he expects Callie to be obedient, and when her behaviour isn't acceptable, he punishes her by spanking her bare bottom.

But Callie is becoming increasingly attracted to Brent; he's good looking, intelligent and protective, he can be romantic and loving, and she admires the way he takes control... and for the first time in many years she experiences stability in her life. Though she ultimately agrees she needs Brent's discipline, it isn't always easy for her, as the 'old Callie' surfaces from time to time and gets her in bother.

Will this be merely a marriage of mutual convenience, or will it develop into something loving and enduring...?

Bob & Wendy's Domestic Discipline by W. Arthur

Bob and Wendy enjoy an unconventional lifestyle of kink and discipline. Married for six years, their relationship is one in which Bob is the dominant partner and Wendy his submissive wife. As Head of Household, Bob takes charge and doesn't hesitate to enforce discipline when needed for poor behaviour or disobedience or disrespect. Wendy doesn't like punishment spankings but accepts that she needs them ... however, she loves the fun kind, which inevitably lead to great sex. Theirs is a partnership embracing love and discipline; it works well for them and they wouldn't change a thing about their lifestyle. Although the discipline aspect of their relationship is something they carry out in private, they are pleasantly surprised to discover they are not the only ones who practice it...

Punished by the Priest on Paradise Island by W. Arthur

The year is 1542, and when the Spanish ship, La Clava, bound for Minorca flounders in a storm, Rodrigo Cantrell is flung overboard and is eventually washed up on the island of Cabrera. To his surprise and delight he discovers the island is populated exclusively by 21 women from a religious order.

Seizing his opportunity, Rodrigo lies and tells Sister Margaret he is a priest... she has no way of knowing that the reason he was on board La Clava was because he had been exiled for lewd behaviour. Thus the self-ordained Father Cantrell truly enters paradise as he becomes the spiritual leader of his female flock. No sin goes unpunished. No act of contrition goes unrewarded. Rodrigo enthusiastically grants absolution by discipline, followed by the deflowering of virgins. It seems that several of the sisters feel so much better with regular sex and a throbbing, well-spanked bottom.

Having taken a particular interest in Sister Margaret, Rodrigo is hopeful that in time, she too might come to him...

Delia's Tale by Susan Thomas

Following her divorce from an unfaithful husband, Delia takes off on her own to enjoy an inexpensive holiday in a pretty village deep in the heart of the English countryside. Out walking on Sunday, she discovers a valley where, acting on impulse, she attends the eleven o'clock service in the local church. Though she receives some odd glances, everyone is friendly towards her, particularly an attractive man named Paul, and his three-year-old daughter, Milly. As the conversation continues, Delia finds herself accepting an invitation to lunch, and learns that Paul is a widower. She also learns a little about Frugal Valley, which Paul explains is a domestic discipline community. Though Delia is against corporal punishment and cannot for the life of her imagine how modern wives could submit to their husbands that way, she nevertheless enjoys getting to know Paul better. The feeling is mutual, and a relationship begins to develop.

Later on, Delia makes the decision to resign from her job and take up a teaching post at the school at Frugal Valley. Paul also proposes marriage, but Delia is unsure of herself and has to make various lifestyle choices. Though confident that Paul is 'the one' for her, does she have what it takes to be a dutiful, obedient wife? How will she react to her 'correction'? How can she overcome her foolish pride? This is her story...

Diamond's Tale by Susan Thomas

Diamond is in her first year at university when her mother marries Ralph, the new man in her life, and moves in with him and his daughter who live in a private community at Frugal Valley. Imagine Diamond's surprise when she finds out that Frugal Valley is a domestic discipline community. She is shocked but also elated, as she's had spanking fantasies since adolescence. As time goes by, Diamond even suggests her new stepfather should spank her in the way he does his own daughter - but she quickly changes her mind when she experiences the painful reality of a harsh spanking on her bare bottom. However, in spite of her misgivings, Diamond appreciates that a dose of corporal punishment does help motivate her behaviour and her mediocre performance at university. Gradually, she learns the value of loving discipline in this warm-hearted and close-knit community, and when she meets Dominic, a boy from Frugal Valley who will also be studying at her university, she looks forward to being disciplined by him as their relationship progresses...

Ben and Lindsey's Domestic Discipline by Geraldine Hillis

This is a light-hearted look at domestic discipline, involving the handsome, loving yet firm Ben, and his wife, the zany and irrepressible Lindsey. Ben is head of the household, always in control, and he always has Lindsey's best interests at heart ... even when he turns her over his knee for a sound spanking when she misbehaves ... which she does, often. Lindsey is more than content with this arrangement and adores her dominant husband. He somehow knows when she lies or tries to keep anything from him, and though he sometimes punishes her when it is deserved, there are plenty of fun spankings too.

Philippa's Disciplinary Regime by Carly Burton

Nineteen-year-old Philippa has a new man in her life. Sam is everything she could ever hope for... attractive, intelligent, mature, confident... but he also believes in applying corporal punishment to help cure bad behaviour. And Philippa, being Philippa, soon demonstrates how much she is in need of Sam's discipline. But although she may need it, she resists it, and struggles to come to terms with the idea of getting her bare bottom spanked. However, her moodiness, angry outbursts and disrespect result in a session over Sam's lap. Over time as the relationship develops, Philippa experiences the fun side of erotic spankings; she doesn't enjoy the punishment spankings but agrees she deserves them. All Sam's married siblings practice domestic discipline, and Phillipa learns a lot from the female members of Sam's large family... but does she have what it takes to become a disciplined wife?

The following bonus stories are included:

A Gypsy Curse: Emily is an honest, but oh-so-annoying woman. After she angers a fortune teller, she appears to have been cursed to cheat, incur punishment, and submit to it willingly... but is all as it seems?

Appointment Switch: When receptionist Marylyn is unwell at work, she asks the cleaning lady to step in for her and cover the reception desk. This leads to a great deal of confusion and mixed up appointments. More than one young lady gets a sore bottom!

Hester at Ewefield Farm by Robin Harrington

The spirited Hester Reede brings disgrace on herself and her well-to-do family when she bursts out laughing in church, during a sermon delivered by the overzealous Reverend Coundon. Unfortunately for Hester, the pastor demands she be punished for this grave offence by suitable chastisement - a whipping on her bare flesh to be administered by the pastor himself. It takes place in the vestry, and while the lecherous pastor takes great pleasure in delivering Hester's punishment, Hester finds it both painful and shaming. When later taunted about the incident, Hester flies into a tantrum and her mother and brother take the decision to marry her off. This does not please Hester one bit; at almost nineteen, she has no desire to be married to a man she has never met. Yet when she is introduced to the prosperous farmer, Nathaniel Kenrick, a spark is ignited between the two of them. After agreeing to marry the big, handsome land owner, Hester travels to Ewefield Farm to begin the next phase of her life as a married woman.

To the delight of her new husband, Hester enjoys the romps in the marriage bed, and quickly settles down to her new role. It seems that a great many wallopings are doled out at Ewefield, and Hester is not exempt. It is not long before Nathaniel puts her over his lap and tans her bare bottom with hand and strap for her disobedience. And yet, painful though these occasions are, Hester learns that being disciplined makes her very aroused, and her husband too! Some spankings are delivered purely for fun in the bedchamber, but Hester must pay the price when her foolishness causes great trouble for her new family.

The story is set in the English Midlands in 1648/49 during the turbulent times of Oliver Cromwell. It focuses on Hester's initial acceptance, and ultimately her enjoyment of domestic discipline from her loving husband.
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