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

With the afternoon sun in his eyes, nearly blinding him, Jeremy Alfredson was rapidly progressing from tired and frustrated to angry. The hair metal music he was listening to on satellite radio wasn't helping to tamp down his emotional turmoil.

Neither was the memory of the strange dream he'd had the night before, the dream in which he had been captured by a group of modern-day Amazons. They were holding him prisoner with the intent to use him as a sex slave. Then, perhaps even stranger than the dream itself, was his reaction to it: he had awakened sweating and with an erection he just had to relieve before he got on the road.

Since nine o'clock this morning, he had visited two clinics and five internal medicine offices in this swing through eastern Colorado and western Kansas. He understood that, as a representative for a medium-size pharmaceutical company, it was his job to visit every doctor and clinic he could within his territory, which included parts of four states. However, after two years with the company, he was hoping for the territory he had been initially promised, a territory that included big cities like Denver and Colorado Springs, a manageable territory where he wouldn't have to travel such long distances.

He was on the road five and sometimes six days a week, driving through some of the most remote towns in the Midwest, staying in cheap motels. It had been interesting for a while. Now it was just tedious. Sure, he was making good money, especially for a young man only two years out of college. But he had no social life and no hope of any kind of relationship with a member of the opposite sex that extended past one or two casual dates.

As he continued to drive west on Route 42 out of Tahoma, he spotted the tail end of a traffic jam in the distance. Oh, great, he thought, this is just what I need. His anger rose another notch. He was still forty miles from his next destination and was anxious to get to the motel before sundown so he could get a read on the town and relax a little.

Quickly, he consulted his GPS and saw that there was a two-lane road coming up on his right. It wasn't clear from the screen where the road went to, but on impulse, he thought that it had to be better than staying on 42 and getting stuck in traffic for god knows how long.

When he reached the road, which was flanked on both sides by wheat fields, he made his decision and turned right. All he could see in front of him were fields, asphalt, and the tops of low hills meeting a blue sky. He could see no cars at all. He felt totally alone and he felt good for the first time that day.

Not sure where he was heading, other than north instead of west, Jeremy drove on. For at least ten miles, he saw nothing but recently-harvested fields and an occasional creek. However, far ahead, as the road curved west, the landscape began to change. He could now see that the road seemed to disappear between two hills. He looked at the GPS screen, but it was no help at all. He knew he wasn't truly lost; he could always turn back…but he didn't exactly know where he was either.

Five minutes and three miles later, two delivery trucks passed him going southeast. This made him feel a little better. At least he was heading toward some kind of civilization. And then in the distance, he spotted a town nestled in a valley surrounded by low hills. Thank god, he thought. He didn't even know what state he was in, let alone what town; but he did know that it was after three o'clock on a sunny Thursday afternoon in late August. He knew he was hungry and had to go to the bathroom. A town held promise.

A few minutes later, he reached the edge of the town. A small outcropping of houses and a plain white sign that read 'Scurbin' greeted him. He continued on the road until he saw a small town square surrounded by two and three-story brick buildings. A crowd of people were moving away from one of the buildings. As he got closer, Jeremy could see that the crowd consisted of women, mostly wearing jeans and tee shirts. Very curious. A few stopped where they were and watched him as he slowed down and approached the square.

He stopped in front a building with a sign that read 'Scurbin Diner'. It was a quaint-looking red brick building with lace curtains in the front windows and a door painted white. Several pots of various flowers stood guard at the entrance. He parked, got out of the car, and stretched. The women in the crowd seemed to have scattered in every direction. At least they were no longer staring at him, a strange man entering their town.

He scanned the square and the buildings, but now saw very few people. He did see, however, a tall wooden post in front of a building on the far side of the square. A sign over the building read 'Scurbin Police'. A black and white squad car was parked in front.

Jeremy stood where he was for a moment and stared at the police station. He had seen quite a few small town stations in his travels but none with a wooden post in front. He couldn't help wondering what it was for - perhaps a hitching post left over from the nineteenth century.

Finally, he shook his head and went inside the diner. It was small and cozy with a scattering of tables, all with red and white checkered tablecloths and small vases of petunias in the center. The smell was a combination of cooking oil and vanilla. He was greeted by an older woman wearing a long white dress. He appeared to be the only customer.

The woman eyed him carefully. "Yes?" she asked.

Jeremy was taken slightly aback at the greeting. He had been in lots of diners in the past two years - they seemed to be a staple of small town life. However, nearly all had been very friendly. "Uh... table for one," he said.

She looked at him again, then flashed a very small smile. "First time in Scurbin?"

"Yes."

She nodded. "Sit anywhere you like. Menus are on the table. What do you want to drink?"

He looked over the tables, all of which were empty. "Do you have beer?"

"No," she said quickly. "This is a dry town."

The way she had said dry town suddenly made him a bit nervous. "I'll have a Coke then," he said. "Do you have a restroom I could use?"

The woman pointed to a small corridor to the right of a door that probably led into the kitchen. "Back there."

Jeremy found the restroom, which was unisex, relieved himself, and selected a table near the window. The woman brought him a glass filled with ice and Coca-Cola. "Menus are on the table," she said. "I'll be back in a few minutes." She walked away and disappeared into the kitchen.

He perused the menu but didn't see the usual diner fare. Instead, he saw mostly salads, chicken, and fish. He decided on baked salmon with rice pilaf. The meatloaf and mashed potatoes he preferred weren't on the menu. He placed his order with the woman when she returned.

While he waited for his food, he gazed out the window at the town square. He saw very few people. After a couple of minutes, he shifted away from the window and pulled out his cell phone. He tried to check his messages and email but found the service to be spotty at best. He beckoned to the woman in the white dress. "Do you have wifi?" he asked when he got her attention.

She shook her head. "We're working on it, but we're pretty isolated here."

He could see that for himself and thought he needed to get out of this place as soon as possible. He could feel himself growing more and more restless and uneasy.

The food came, and he ate quickly, anxious to put this strange and seemingly unfriendly town behind him. Just as he was finishing, the door opened and a woman dressed in a police uniform walked in. She was at least six feet tall and solidly built.

The police officer scanned the interior of the diner, looked at the woman in the white dress, and nodded. Then she slowly approached Jeremy's table. "Excuse me, sir," she said in a low, no-nonsense voice. "May I see your driver's license please?"

Jeremy looked up from his plate and swallowed the last bite of his fish. He had seen a few female cops before, but rarely in a small town. Her presence unnerved him a little, especially the way she seemed to tower over him. "Why?" he asked. "Did I do something wrong?"

"Is that your CR-V parked in front of the diner?"

"Yes."

She scowled. "Show me your license, please."

Jeremy nodded, pulled out his wallet, and handed her his license.

She scanned it quickly and laid it down on the table. "Well, Jeremy Alfredson, we have a problem."

He could feel himself begin to panic. He took a deep breath. "What kind of problem?"

"For starters, your car is parked less than ten feet from a fire hydrant."

"Oh," he said, trying to remember where he parked. Then he realized that wasn't all of it. "Wait a minute, you said, for starters. What's the rest of the problem?"

"There is more. But that would be better discussed at the station. Please accompany me." The police officer was polite but determined.

Now, Jeremy's fatigue and sense of panic started to cloud his judgment. "This is all I need," he muttered. "Look, officer, I've had a lousy day and I'm tired. I'm sorry about the fire hydrant, but I really didn't see it. Just tell me what the fine is and I'll take care of it and be on my way out of this lovely town of yours."

"Jeremy, you're not going anywhere until we straighten this out," the police officer said. "And I would advise you to curb your attitude. Let's go."

You haven't seen attitude, Jeremy thought. As he looked into the dark eyes of the officer, his face flushed. Common sense told him to go with her and resolve whatever it was that needed to be resolved. However, his quick temper, fueled by his fatigue and frustration, suddenly superseded his common sense. He stood up.

"Damn it," he shouted. "I just came here to eat and take a piss, then back on the road. I'm in no mood to be railroaded by some fucking lady cop on a fucking power trip. Now, just tell me what the fucking fine is and I'll pay it... plus a little extra for your time and trouble."

The police officer never changed her expression. She glanced over at the woman in white. "Martha, you're a witness to this," she said.

Martha nodded. "I sure am, Linda."

Linda turned back to Jeremy. "I warned you. Cursing and disrespecting a deputy are serious crimes in this town; so is attempted bribery. I am placing you under arrest." She withdrew a set of handcuffs from a pouch in her utility belt. "Put your hands behind your back."

For a moment, Jeremy thought he was hallucinating. "What the fuck!"

"You better do what she says, boy," Martha said.

"I don't fucking believe this," Jeremy said.

Linda grabbed his left arm and turned him around. It was immediately obvious that she was bigger and stronger than Jeremy. "I said to put your hands behind your back. Don't add resisting arrest to the list of offenses. And I would advise you here and now to stop using the f-word. Every time you say it gets you into more trouble. Do you understand that?"

He wasn't sure he understood anything that was going on. He wanted to rant and rave. He wanted to push past the deputy and run off. However, he couldn't shake the grip on his arm. He settled for nodding. An instant later, both arms were pinned behind his back and handcuffs encircled both wrists.

"Jeremy Alfredson, you are under arrest for violation of several town ordinances," Linda declared in an official voice. She proceeded to read him his rights. "Do you understand these rights?"

He had never been arrested before. His only knowledge of police procedure came from watching television. He nodded.

"Say it," Linda demanded.

"I understand." He was stunned.

Linda took his arm and led him toward the door. "Martha, I'll make sure he pays his check... plus a big tip."

Jeremy allowed himself to be led, first out of the door, and then toward the police station. He had very little fight left in him.


Chapter Two

When they reached the front of the station, Jeremy was able to get a closer look at the mysterious wooden post he had seen earlier. It was about six feet tall and made of weathered oak. Large iron rings protruded from both sides near the top. "What is the post for?" he managed to ask.

Linda smiled for the first time. "I think you're going to find out. But that will up to the judge."

I'm in the twilight zone, he thought. But he didn't say it. He tried to relax a little, knowing he was in a situation over which he had little, if any, control. Jeremy, whatever happens, keep your mouth shut, he told himself.

With the austere deputy still holding onto his left arm, the couple went through the door of the station and into the foyer of the building. To the right was a door leading into the police area. To the left was a door leading into a small courtroom: a judge's bench, two tables, and a collection of wooden chairs.

Linda steered her prisoner to the left. "We have our own judge in Scurbin," she said. "We can see her immediately and attempt to resolve this matter."

Swift justice, Jeremy thought. I am being railroaded. But at least, with any luck, I won't have to spend the night.

As they entered the small courtroom, Jeremy could see a woman with long white hair sitting at the bench. She was wearing a black robe. A brass plate on the bench read, Judge Marilyn Carter.

The judge eyed the duo as they approached the bench. "Well, Deputy Jacobs, busy day, huh? What've you got me for me now?"

Linda Jacobs pushed Jeremy forward. "Your honor, this is Jeremy Alfredson. We have him for parking too close to a hydrant, plus numerous other violations."

"What other violations?"

"Several witnesses claimed they saw him speeding through town and driving recklessly."

Jeremy shook his head violently. "I wasn't speeding."

Judge Carter rapped her gavel. "Don't interrupt, you'll get your chance to speak when I say so."

"In addition," Linda continued, "as you can see, he is plainly belligerent. Upon his arrest, he cursed, resisted arrest, and disrespected me. I believe he also attempted a bribe. Martha is a witness."

Jeremy opened his mouth to defend himself but bit down on his tongue instead, realizing it was his quick temper that got him here in the first place.

"These are very serious charges, especially the cursing and disrespect," the judge said. She looked at Jeremy. "Okay, Mr. Alfredson, what do you have to say? And I caution you to think carefully before you speak."

He released the grip on his tongue and took a deep breath. He knew he had to be careful in what he said. "Your honor... I am a new visitor to Scurbin. I only wanted to get a meal and use the bathroom before traveling on."

"Traveling on to where?" the judge asked.

He tried to think. What was his next destination, the one he was so anxious to get to? "Uh... Bixby."

The judge and Deputy Jacobs scowled at the same time. "Bixby?" the judge said. "Son, you can't get to Bixby from here. So, you're either lying or incredibly stupid. Which is it?"

Again, Jeremy had to consciously suppress the urge to make a sharp remark. He had lost all patience with the town of Scurbin. "I'm not lying," he said quickly. "Look, Judge, I'm a rep for a pharmaceutical company. I was on my way to Bixby, but there was a big traffic jam on 42. I checked my GPS and saw a road that seemed to bypass the highway. The road led me here."

"Your GPS?" the judge echoed. "Boy, you are stupid. There are no thru-roads in Scurbin. The road you came in on is the only main road. There is a narrow unpaved road that goes through a pass, but believe me when I say you don't want to attempt that road, especially at night." She paused for a few seconds.

Jeremy remained silent, amazed at his own inability to read the GPS correctly.

"Okay," the judge resumed. "Let's resolve this situation."

Jeremy thought for a minute. He didn't know much about the law. However, his experience with small towns was that very few had their own judges and courtrooms. Some may have had mayors' courts to handle traffic cases, but that was about it. "Excuse me for asking, but this seems to be happening awfully fast. Shouldn't I have a lawyer or something if this is as serious as you say? Shouldn't my case be transferred to a bigger town?"

Judge Carter huffed. "We like to handle our own issues here in Scurbin, and we have the authority to do it."

"How?"

Deputy Jacobs gave him a small shove. "We don't have to explain anything to you, boy."

The judge held up her hand and smiled. "I don't see the harm in a little explanation, Deputy Jacobs. After all, he is a stranger here." She paused and shifted her gaze to Jeremy. "Scurbin is not a typical small town. We are unincorporated and we straddle the state line. Over the years, we have turned our relative isolation to our advantage and are now quite prosperous; how we got that way is of no concern to you. However, because of all these factors, the state and county officials pretty much leave us alone. We haven't had a major crime here in over thirty years, and we take care of the petty crimes like yours ourselves. Any more questions?"

Jeremy was amazed. In all his travels through the Midwest, he had never seen a town like this, not even close. "I do have another question."

Both the judge and Officer Jacobs looked at him expectantly.

He hesitated, wondering if he should ask. "Uh... since I've been here, I haven't seen any men... only women."

The judge chuckled. "First, you certainly haven't seen the whole town," she said. "Our population is approaching twelve hundred and the town is more spread out than it appears from the main road. Second, there are men in Scurbin. The cook at the diner; the attendant at the gas station, for example. However, it is true that women make up about eighty percent of the population. And women hold all of the administrative and professional positions. That's the way it's been since the nineteen-forties and even before, to a certain extent, and we've seen no reason to change it. Satisfied?"

I'm in serious trouble, he thought, as he processed the information regarding the town, especially the demographics. While he wasn't exactly a male chauvinist or a misogynist, a part of him did believe that men should hold most of the authority. Now, here he was, a stranger in a town where women were in firm control. "Yes, ma'am," he replied, trying to sound contrite and hoping that would earn him a little sympathy or at least some consideration.

"Okay. Now that we've got that out of the way, let's address the matter before the court," Judge Carter said. "Jeremy Alfredson, you have been charged with a number of offenses and have offered no credible defense. Deputy Jacobs, I believe we'll forget about the unsubstantiated reckless driving allegations and concentrate on the fire hydrant and the cursing, disrespect, and possible bribe. Is that okay with you?"

"Yes, your honor," Linda Jacobs said.

"Good. Now, as to the parking violation, the fine is one hundred dollars, plus fifty dollars for court fees."

Jeremy winced, believing the fine to be a bit steep. But he wisely said nothing.

"Now, as to the other issues. We take public cursing and disrespect very seriously here in Scurbin. Perhaps in other towns, using foul language and disrespecting authority figures is acceptable behavior, but not here. We don't hesitate to punish such behavior rather severely."

Jeremy swallowed hard and waited for the verdict. He didn't want to get himself into even more trouble with another public display of belligerence, especially not in front of a crusading judge.

"So... taking into consideration your ignorance of our laws, I sentence you to five days in jail for the cursing and ten days in jail for the disrespect and for resisting arrest and attempted bribe. Time to be served immediately."

Jeremy practically exploded when he heard the sentence. "Fifteen days in jail? For simply mouthing off to a power hungry cop? That's fucking ridiculous!"

The judge never lost her expression. "Now it's thirty days. Care to try for sixty?"

Once again, he bit down on his tongue. These women are deadly serious, he thought. I'm in the middle of a nightmare. He took several deep breaths. "Look, Judge... your honor... I'm sorry for my outburst. I can't be in jail. I have to be on the road for my job. If I'm not in Bixby by tomorrow, I'll lose that job."

Judge Carter and Deputy Jacobs looked at each other and nodded. "There is, perhaps, an alternative... one we've found to be quite effective in correcting poor behavior such as yours."

"What is it? I'll do just about anything," he said quickly.

"You saw the post out front?"

"Yes."

"It's a whipping post," the judge said. "In lieu of jail time, I could sentence you to be publicly whipped... sentence to be carried out immediately."

"Whipped? Is that what you said? What kind of town is this?"

"I thought I explained that already," Judge Carter said. "We mete out punishment as we see fit, a system that has been proven quite effective over the years. We've had one public whipping already today. It may seem a bit primitive, but believe me when I say that being whipped in public leaves a lasting impression, both on the prisoner and the witnesses."

Jeremy struggled to make any kind of sense out of the rapid turn of events. It had been less than three hours since he made the fateful decision to turn onto the road that led to Scurbin. Now it seemed more like three days.

The judge rapped her gavel to get his attention. "Well, Jeremy, what's it going to be? Thirty days in jail or a public whipping. You need to decide immediately."

He tried to get control of himself. Think, Jeremy, think. "If... I choose the whipping, what happens?"

"Deputy Jacobs takes you outside, secures you to the post, and administers the whipping. After that, you spend the night in jail and are released in the morning... after you've paid your fine and court costs."

Again, he tried to think and wondered how bad a whipping could be, deciding that it had to be better than thirty days in jail and the risk of losing his job. "I'll... take the whipping," he said in a near whisper.

"Good," the judge said. "We don't like to keep people in jail anyway." She turned to Deputy Jacobs. "The prisoner is hereby sentenced to receive fifty strokes, sentence to be carried out immediately. Please proceed."

He shook his head in disbelief. "Fifty strokes! What the hell!"

"Jeremy, you certainly have a penchant for using colorful language and getting yourself into more and more trouble. Now the sentence is sixty strokes. Any more such outbursts will result in a hundred strokes. Deputy Jacobs, please remove the prisoner."

Deputy Jacobs gripped Jeremy's arm. "Let's go."

He was almost too stunned to move. In his mind, he had visions, based on movies he had seen, of his back being ripped to shreds and having scars he didn't dare show in public. But, regardless, the sentence was passed and he had no choice now but to go along.

"We have to make a stop first," Linda Jacobs said. She led him out of the courtroom, across the hall, and into the little office area that constituted the Scurbin police department. She opened a cabinet and extracted two sets of handcuffs and a large leather strap. Then she went to a communication board, picked up a microphone, and flipped a switch. "Attention citizens of Scurbin," she said into the microphone. "There will be a whipping in front of the police station in five minutes."

She put down the microphone and flipped the switch to the off position. She turned to Jeremy. "As the judge said, we have found punishment conducted in full public view to be very effective."

She gripped his arm once again and led him out of the building and onto the sidewalk. A small crowd was already gathering in the street. "Jeremy, stand in front of the post with your back to the street."

Jeremy nodded and moved to the designated position like a man condemned and already beaten. Jacobs removed the handcuffs and secured his wrists to the iron rings on either side of the post. Now he knew it was real; he was going to get whatever they wanted to give him... in full view of whomever cared to watch.

Deputy Jacobs stepped in behind him, unbuckled his belt, unfastened his pants, and pulled them, along with his briefs, down to his knees. She turned and faced the growing crowd, which consisted of almost all women, with perhaps two or three older men in the back. "The prisoner is to receive sixty strokes for public cursing, disrespecting authority, and resisting arrest."

He was nervous. However, he was also a bit relieved that the whipping would be administered to his bare bottom and not his back, as he had feared. He closed his eyes and waited.


Chapter Three

Deputy Jacobs gripped the wooden handle of the long strap with her right hand and moved to Jeremy's left side. She retracted the strap, then snapped it forward. It landed firmly in the center of both quivering cheeks, making a resounding thud sound as it hit.

Jeremy winced as the pain registered in his brain.

"That's one," Jacobs said. "Fifty-nine to go."

He winced again as he realized he was in for a long and painful ordeal. All of a sudden thirty days in jail didn't seem so bad. Too late, he thought.

The strap struck again, this time landing on a spot slightly below the first. "That's two," Jacobs said.

After that, she cut loose as though anxious to get the punishment over with. Stroke after stroke after harsh stroke impacted his bottom, which was rapidly changing color from white to red to dark red. She counted each stroke as she administered it. It was very clear that she had done this before many times and knew exactly what she was doing in order to maximize the effect.

After thirty or so strokes, the pain was becoming nearly unbearable. Tears flooded his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. But not only did he feel the sharp pain, he also felt humiliated. He was being punished by a woman in front of a crowd of women. It was an experience he had never even come close to imagining.

Or maybe it was a variation of his dream coming to life.

At stroke fifty-five, Jacobs stopped and felt his heavily bruised bottom. "You're doing very well... for a man," she whispered in his left ear. "Five more to go, and they will be harsh, so brace yourself."

He wasn't quite sure what she meant by bracing himself. Already he could feel his knees weakening, making it difficult to stand upright. However, his hands being secured to the top of the post also made it impossible for him to slink to the ground. All he could do was wait and endure.

Once again, she retracted the strap and snapped it forward with a force that was stronger than any of the previous strokes. The pain nearly broke him. "Oh... god... please..." he shouted.

But Deputy Jacobs paid no attention to his pleas. A few seconds later, she delivered another thunderous stroke, number fifty-seven. "Three more," she said, mostly to the crowd.

She administered the final three in very rapid succession. Immediately after the last stroke, she announced in a loud voice, "Sixty."

Jeremy barely heard her. He was now sobbing. Every part of his young body hurt, from his wrists and hands to his bottom, now stained magenta, to his knees. His pants and briefs had dropped to his ankles, exposing the entire lower half of his body to the crowd. He didn't care.

Immediately after the last stroke was delivered, the crowd began to dissipate. A few of the women in the crowd gazed for several seconds at Jeremy's bottom and shook their heads. Some whispered to their companions.

Deputy Jacobs set the strap down on the sidewalk and unlocked the handcuffs that secured his hands to the post. "It's all over," she said gently. "Are you okay?"

He tried to gather himself, thinking, it the most unreal experience he'd ever had. The extreme pain in his backside was beginning to ease up a little. He took several deep breaths as he registered the question. Am I all right, he wondered. He glanced at Linda Jacobs, her face reflecting her concern. "I... I guess so," he said in a near whisper.

She ran a hand over the scorched surface of his bottom. "This was a pretty serious whipping," she said. "You better let me take a look at your bottom inside. Maybe I'll put some aloe on it."

Jeremy didn't respond to that. He turned and nearly tripped as his feet became entangled in his briefs and pants.

"Can you walk?" she asked.

"I think so."

"Well, you better either pull up your pants or take them off. We don't want you falling out here on the sidewalk."

He flushed as he realized he was virtually naked from the waist down. Quickly, he reached down and pulled up his pants and briefs, ignoring the increase in pain as the cloth came into contact with his scorched flesh.

Deputy Jacobs picked up the strap and the handcuffs and started toward the entrance to the station. At first, he didn't move. She lightly grasped his arm. "Come on, Jeremy. Let's get you inside."

He nodded and allowed himself to be led into the building. But instead of turning into the police area, she took his hand and urged him up a long staircase to the second floor.

The stairs opened into a large room containing a desk and chair, three jail cells, and a double bed. "Jeremy, lie down on the bed, face down."

He looked at the bed, then back at Jacobs. "Why?"

"I need to attend to your bruising."

Suddenly, he was embarrassed again, although he wasn't quite sure why. "Aren't there any men who can do that?"

"Not in this town. Now, you can either lie down on the bed and let me take care of you, or pick a cell and get in it."

He shifted his eyes to the three cells. Each contained a cot with a blanket, a wooden chair, a sink, and stainless steel toilet - all in full view of the desk. There would be no escape and absolutely no privacy. He lay down on the bed, as instructed.

The deputy laughed. "Jeremy, take your pants off first."

He flushed and once again tried to compose himself. Although the pain had diminished, it hadn't completely gone away. He stood up and stripped off his pants and briefs. What the hell, he thought; she's already seen me like this. He lay down on the bed and closed his eyes.

A minute later, he felt something cool being slowly massaged into his bruised flesh. The sensation was wonderful.

"You know, Jeremy," Linda Jacobs said, "you are both young and not bad looking. I believe you could become quite popular in Scurbin."

He had a sudden vision of being secured to the post, naked from the waist down in front of dozens of women. "Yeah, right. I was the star of the show today."

She stopped the massage and moved to where he could see her. "That isn't what I meant."

"What did you mean then?"

She laughed. "I wouldn't say you're stupid, Jeremy, but you are kind of slow. We are a town where women outnumber the men four to one. And those men we do have were pretty much born and bred here, and they're all over forty with all of them married. Except for a few delivery drivers and repairmen, we hardly ever see a young man for any length of time, at least not long enough to... well, let's just say to take advantage of his natural assets."

He looked into Linda's eyes, trying to make some sense of what she was telling him. "So... what are you saying? Are you suggesting I should stick around here?"

She smiled. "I guess maybe that's exactly what I'm saying."

He opened his mouth to speak, but she held up a hand to stop him.

"Jeremy, what kind of life do you have now? Do you have a wife somewhere, a girlfriend? Do you love your job so much that you can't think to do anything else?"

The questions caused him to think for a moment, to assess his life to this point. He had no social life; he hadn't been with a woman for nearly a year. He didn't even have a pet to come home to. And it was all because of his job, a job he didn't like that much anyway. If he would have to characterize his life, he would say it was empty and unfulfilling, that he was stuck in a deep rut that he couldn't get out of. He couldn't even see over the top of the rut. "No wife; no girlfriend. The job keeps me too busy."

Linda massaged a little more aloe into his bottom. "Sounds pretty vacant. No wonder you have such an attitude problem."

"It is what it is," he said. "I just got my student loans paid off a few months ago and I want to build up my savings. And... I really don't know what else to do."

She stood up and smiled. "I think you need a change."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean a home, a place where you can feel happy and fulfilled."

"Where would that be?"

She was about to answer when the phone on the desk rang. She picked it up, had a short conversation, and hung up. She turned back to Jeremy. "It's starting already."

Jeremy looked at her. "What's starting?"

"The inquiries. That was Kate Garrett, the bank manager. She wants to know if you're available."

His eyes widened. "Available for what?"

Linda scowled. "Boy, you are slow, aren't you? No wonder you don't have much of a life. What do you think I mean?"

He took a deep breath as all sorts of images entered his head. "Wait... do you mean she... wants to sort of get together with me?"

"There's no sort of about it. She's even willing to pay your fine." She looked hard at Jeremy. "Jeremy... you do like women, don't you? I mean, you prefer women over men?"

"If you're asking if I'm gay, the answer is definitely no."

"Are you a virgin?"

"No."

"Okay. Then I don't see a problem here. Let me put it in terms that are a little more assertive so that even you will understand. Kate is a very important person in Scurbin. To refuse her would have consequences, both for you and for me and this department. So, you have a choice. You can either spend an hour or so with an attractive woman who desires your company or you can receive another whipping. Am I getting through to you?"

Jeremy flushed, thinking once again that this whole scene in which he was involved was unreal, that maybe he was having another of those dreams, a whole town of women holding him prisoner. However, the word whipping did manage to make it through the fog. "So... are you saying that if I don't spend some... quality time with this bank manager of yours, I will get another whipping?"

Linda smiled. "Hey, I think you're finally getting it." She laughed derisively. "So what's it going to be? I need to let Kate know."

"Not much of a choice, is it?"

She slapped his sore bottom with her right hand, causing him to wince. "Boy, what is the matter with you? I don't understand the hesitation. You should be grateful. I mean, if you're good enough and lucky, she may even take you home with her to spend the night. That would have to be better than spending the night in one of these cells."

"What do I have to do?"

She slapped him again on the bottom. "Just say you'll do it... then do it. Do it like you're enjoying it... which shouldn't be all that difficult. Make her happy. Is that too much to ask?"

Jeremy glanced over at the digital clock on the desk and noted that it was six-fifty; the sun was disappearing outside. He couldn't believe how much had happened in just a few hours. "Okay...I'll do it," he said at last.

Linda scowled again. "Jeremy, you don't sound very enthusiastic. I believe it only fair to warn you that if Kate doesn't leave happy, I will take you outside, handcuff you to the post, and give you a whipping you'll never forget. Understand?"

He winced involuntarily at the prospect, then nodded.

"Say it," she ordered.

"I understand."

"One more thing," Linda said. "When answering a question in this town, as a newcomer and a male, you will add ma'am to your answer. Is that clear?"

To Jeremy, this order was probably the only thing that was clear. "Yes... ma'am."

"Great," Linda said. Then she turned to the desk, picked up the handset on the phone, and punched in a series of numbers. "Kate... Jeremy says he'll be very happy to take care of you." She listened for a few seconds. "Good. We'll be ready when you get here." She returned the handset back to the cradle and turned back to Jeremy. "She'll be here in about ten minutes. In the meantime, get yourself cleaned up a little, use the bathroom if you need to. Then take your clothes off. When Kate gets here, be ready to do whatever she wants you to do. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Okay. Now move. You only have ten minutes."


Chapter Four

The bathroom in the corner of the upstairs room was small but clean and well-appointed with mostly feminine touches. As he removed his clothes, Jeremy glanced at his watch. No time for a shower, he thought. He settled for washing his face and hands and rinsing his mouth with mouthwash he found in a small bottle next to the sink.

He opened the door a crack. "Uh... Deputy Jacobs, what should I do with my clothes?" he called out.

Linda Jacobs was sitting at the desk. "Just leave them there for now. Are you naked?"

"Yes."

"Cover yourself with a towel and step out. Kate should be here in a couple of minutes."

Jeremy, feeling both extremely self-conscious and slightly aroused at the same time, secured a fluffy bath towel around his middle then walked slowly out of the bathroom into the cool air of the police station.

Jacobs stood up. "Walk over to the bed and stand still," she ordered.

He did what he was told, feeling now like a reluctant model, or a prize bull on display just before the slaughter.

Jacobs scanned him carefully. "Not bad," she said. "I think Kate will like what she sees." She paused for a few seconds, her eyes never leaving his body. "Now remember... do whatever she tells you to do and don't talk unless she asks you a question. Is that clear?"

Jeremy took a deep breath. The whole scenario still seemed unreal, even the pain in his backside. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled. "I think you'll do just fine."

"Deputy Jacobs, may I ask you a question?"

She looked at the clock on the desk. "Make it quick."

"I was just curious... I seem to have arrived in town just after someone else was whipped. Was it a man or woman? And why was he or she whipped?"

Jacobs shook her head. "You don't need to know that."

"Maybe," he said. "But I believe I've earned the right, don't you think?"

She scowled. "Boy, you've earned the right to do what you're told. And you've earned the right to spend the night in Scurbin's version of the Big House. Plus, you've earned the right to receive another whipping if I think you deserve it. Apart from these rights, you've earned nothing. Understand?"

He had to bite down on his tongue to keep from making a very harsh and sarcastic remark. He swallowed hard. "Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry."

A second later, they both heard a door opening and closing downstairs. Jacobs pointed at Jeremy. "Stand where you are and keep your mouth shut."

As Jeremy stood by the bed facing the stairs, a woman came into view. She was mature with a slender, well-proportioned body framed by a form-fitting black dress, the hem of which stopped just above her knees. She had short blonde hair and a very pretty unlined face. She stopped when she reached the top of the stairs and gazed at Jeremy.

After a few seconds, she smiled. "Well, Linda, I must say the rumors going around town were right." She moved closer to Jeremy, her high heels clicking on the wooden floor. "Take off your towel, I want to see what I'm buying."

Jeremy glanced at Jacobs. The deputy nodded. Slowly, he stripped off the towel and flushed slightly.

"What's your name, boy?" the bank manager asked.

"Jeremy," he said. He looked at her and realized that she was a real beauty, a classic.

"Well, Jeremy, I'm Kate Garrett. For now, you will address me as Ms. Garrett. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Kate's smile widened. "Very good. Now, turn around."

He turned around so now his back was toward the two women.

Kate came a little closer, her eyes fixed on his backside. She ran her smooth fingers over his flesh. "Very impressive, Deputy Jacobs," she said. "It's been a few years since I've seen a backside so well-punished. My compliments." Then, suddenly, without warning, she retracted her right hand and slapped his bottom as hard as she could.

He winced and cried out. He wanted to protest, but caught himself.

Kate placed her hand on his bottom and gently rubbed out the sting she had just caused. "Jeremy, do you know how to please a woman?"

He could feel conflicting emotions. A part of him didn't like this mature but beautiful woman. But another part of him was growing very aroused. "Yes, ma'am."

"I hope so," she said. "No doubt Deputy Jacobs has explained to you the consequences of not pleasing me."

He didn't have to think about that. Unconsciously, he clenched his gluteus muscles. "Yes, ma'am. I will do my best."

Kate abruptly swatted his sore rear twice. "Boy, you will do more than your best. You will do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it. Is that clear?"

He quickly gathered himself together. "Yes, ma'am."

Kate turned toward Linda Jacobs. "Deputy Jacobs, go get yourself some dinner. And take your time."

Jacobs nodded, pulled a well-worn black leather handbag out of the bottom drawer of the desk, and disappeared down the stairs.

When the door to the outside shut, Kate stepped back. "Okay, Jeremy, let's see what you can do."

Jeremy said nothing, understanding that he needed to wait, to be patient and do exactly what he was told.

"Have you ever undressed a woman?" she asked.

Although he was no virgin, his experience was mostly limited to one-night stands with a few college romances thrown in. He had certainly never encountered a woman like Kate Garrett, so self-assured and very assertive, a woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it. "No, ma'am," he said.

She smiled again. "Are you smart enough to learn?"

He thought about this for a second. He had a BS in chemistry and two years of post-graduate work. He knew he was smart. But was he smart enough for Ms. Garrett? "I believe so, ma'am."

"Let's find out." She turned her back toward him. "Okay, come over here and remove my dress... slowly."

He approached her and saw that the dress was held up by a long zipper down the back. Carefully, he found the zipper tab and began to lower the zipper, exposing in the process her back and the strap of a thin black satin bra. He stopped when he had the zipper down below her waist.

"Now slowly lift the sleeves of the dress off my shoulders."

He did what he was told. The dress fell to the floor in a heap of black cotton. Now, he could see that underneath the dress she was wearing a thin black satin bra and black satin bikini panties. He could feel himself growing even more aroused. His first instinct was to grab her, strip off the panties, and throw her onto the bed. Quickly, he suppressed that instinct, knowing that that action would more-than-likely result in a severe whipping and quite possibly several nights in jail. He settled for stepping back and waiting for instructions.

"Remove my bra," she ordered.

Once again, he followed orders, quietly grateful that he had performed at least that much undressing before.

She turned to face him, showing him her full breasts with the nipples erect. "Now, bend down and suck my breasts until I tell you to stop."

Jeremy was nearly beside himself with lust. Kate was a beautiful woman, and his male instinct told him to take her right there and then. Once again, he suppressed the urge. He bent down and opened his mouth, carefully curling his tongue around each nipple, then sucking as hard as he could on each breast.

For at least five minutes, he devoted himself to the task of worshipping her breasts. She closed her eyes and began to breathe faster and deeper. Finally, she put a hand on top of his head. "Stop," she ordered. She opened her eyes and looked down at his penis, which was fully erect. She chuckled. "Nice to see that an old woman like me can still have that kind of effect on a young stud. But, we're not ready for that... at least not yet. Now, get down on your knees, take off my panties, and lick me between the legs."

This was something else he had never done before, but he didn't think it would be all that complicated. He hooked his thumbs in the elastic waistband of her panties and carefully lowered them to the floor, exposing her labia covered by a thin patch of dark pubic hair. The hair was already glistening with natural anticipatory moisture.

She spread her legs. "Get to work," she commanded in a breathy voice.

He stuck his head in the opening between her legs. Immediately, she clamped her legs around him. He stuck out his tongue and began to lick, first finding her vaginal opening, then her clitoris. After a few minutes, she closed her eyes again and became more animated. When she climaxed, her legs became a vice, nearly cutting off all the circulation to his brain. He felt like he was going to pass out.

Then she released him and stepped back. She took several deep breaths to calm herself. "That... that was better than I anticipated," she said. "Altogether not bad." She looked down at him. He was still on his knees awaiting further instructions. She blinked. "Okay... lie down on the bed on your back. Let's see what you can do with that fairly impressive dick of yours."

He nodded, grateful that his head was free of her iron grip. Gingerly, he stood up and moved over to the bed. When he reached it, he lay down on his back, as instructed.

Kate stepped out of the pile of clothes and her shoes. When she got to the bed, she straddled his body. Slowly, she lowered herself onto his penis, which was standing straight up. She inserted it inside her and rocked back and forth while the index finger of her right hand massaged her clitoris. Within a couple of minutes, she experienced another thundering orgasm.

When she was once again under control, she gazed into Jeremy's eyes. "You are everything I asked for, and now I guess it's your turn." She disengaged from him, rolled over on her back, and spread her legs. "Okay, boy, go for it. I want it hard and fast."

He didn't need this order repeated. Within seconds, he was on top of her. His rock hard penis found her vagina and wormed its way inside. He thrust as hard and fast as he could while she lay beneath him moaning. He came almost when she did, yet another experience he had never before had.

She opened her eyes, looked up at him, and smiled. "You can get off me now," she said gently.

He withdrew his drooping penis and rolled off her and onto his back.

Kate turned on her side toward him and kissed him softly on his sweating cheek. "Put your arm around me and cuddle me," she said.

Once again, Jeremy did what he was told, savoring the feel of her naked body up against his. He wanted to say something, tell her how good he felt at this moment. However, the stress of the long and strange day suddenly overcame him. He closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.

Sometime later, he was awakened by the sound of Kate's voice. He opened his eyes and noticed that she was no longer in bed. Rather, she was dressed and sitting at the desk. The handset of the telephone was in her hand.

"Yes," she was saying into the mouthpiece. "He's a keeper." She paused and listened. "Can Del make the arrangements?" Another pause. "Good. I will trust you to take care of it. See you in the morning." She replaced the handset and glanced over at Jeremy. She smiled when she saw he was awake. "I have arranged with Deputy Jacobs for you to come home with me. I have already taken care of your fine, but you still have to spend the night in Scurbin. Now, which would you rather do, spend the night with me or in one of these cells?"

Not much of a choice, he thought. However, after what he had experienced with Kate, a part of him wasn't all that anxious to leave Scurbin. And he certainly didn't want to spend the night locked in an uncomfortable cell. "I... would like to spend the night with you."

She stood up. "Good. I was hoping you would say that. You have some potential, I believe, and I'm not anxious to give you up. Get dressed."

He stretched and rolled out of the bed. He found his clothes neatly stacked on a corner of the desk. He dressed quickly. He noticed that his pockets were empty. Where are my keys? My wallet? he thought. "Uh... Ms. Garrett, do you know what they've done with my stuff... my keys?"

She flashed him a knowing smile as she started for the top of the stairs. "Oh, they're safe," she said. "Deputy Jacobs didn't want you to try to sneak out in the middle of the night-far too dangerous."

I guess that makes sense, he thought. As if anything made any kind of sense.

She took his hand. "Okay, now follow me. I have an apartment over the bank."


Chapter Five

With Kate in the lead, the couple left the municipal building and walked out into the night. The air had cooled considerably, and Jeremy shivered slightly, wishing he had the jacket he had left in his car. They moved quickly past the whipping post. In the distance, he could see a single light in the window of the diner. His car, he noticed, was gone. Impounded probably, he thought.

They crossed the street and moved into the next block, which contained a row of two and three-story brick buildings, most with signs advertising businesses over the main entrance. They stopped in front of a very ornate-looking building. The sign over the double glass doors read, 'First Bank of Scurbin'.

"This is it," Kate announced. "I have an apartment on the second floor." She lifted a panel next to the door, exposing a lighted keypad. Deftly, she entered a series of numbers and the door clicked open.

They entered into the lobby of one of the most ornate banks Jeremy had ever seen, an obvious relic from an earlier time period when outlandish displays of wealth were common. To the right of the lobby was another door. Kate pulled a key from the pocket of her dress and inserted it into the lock on the door. She turned the knob and pulled the door open, revealing a wide staircase.

She turned to Jeremy. "Back when this building was new in 1912, the bank executives had their offices up here. However, when I inherited the bank fifteen years ago, I had the upstairs completely redone."

When they reached the top of the stairs, they were standing at the entrance to a very large and open apartment with high windows and hardwood floor covered with Persian rugs. In one corner was a gourmet kitchen. In another corner was the door to another room. Under one of the windows was an antique oak desk. On the surface were stacked files and a large computer monitor. Under another window were several pieces of matching living room furniture, including a sectional sofa and recliner, all facing a sixty inch HD television. A cherry wood kitchen table and four matching chairs rounded out the furnishings.

Kate turned on an overhead light. "Well, Jeremy, what do you think?"

Jeremy stood where he was and took it all in, realizing that he was in the presence of a very wealthy woman who knew how to indulge herself. "Magnificent," he said.

"I was hoping you would like it. I don't bring many people up here. This is sort of my private sanctuary." She pointed to a door in one corner. "That leads to the bedroom." She glanced at her gold wristwatch. "It's a little after ten. I imagine you're a bit hungry and probably pretty tired. I'm sure I wore you out."

He smiled. "It's been a very strange day," he said. Then he paused and put his hand over his mouth. "Oh... I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. I shouldn't have said anything."

She laughed at his discomfort. "It's okay, Jeremy, we're alone here. Would you like something to eat and drink?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He was a little hungry and he was very thirsty.

"I would take you for a beer drinker. Am I right?"

He remembered that Martha at the diner said Scurbin was a dry town. Think carefully, he told himself. "Occasionally," he said. He felt he could really use a beer at this time, or something even stronger. But he knew better than to say it. "But I really prefer water."

She gave him a slow scan, then flashed him a large smile. "Good answer." Jeremy, you continue to impress me. I have flavored water and some homemade lasagna. Is that okay?"

"Sounds wonderful."

Ten minutes later, both Jeremy and Kate were sitting at the table eating lasagna from china plates and drinking raspberry-flavored water from crystal goblets. Throughout the meal, Kate watched her guest.

And knowing he was being watched, Jeremy was careful to display his best table manners. He had grown up in a relatively affluent household, with two professional parents. Although he was now estranged from both of them, he hadn't forgotten the lessons in decorum they had instilled in him.

At the conclusion of the brief meal, Kate stood up. "Do you want me to help with the cleanup?" Jeremy asked.

She nodded. "You can rinse the dishes and glasses and put them in the dishwasher," she said. "I'll put the food away."

With both of them working, cleanup took only a few minutes. "Thank you, Jeremy," she said. She took his hand. "Let's sit down and talk for a few minutes."

She led him to the sofa and urged him to sit down in the middle. She sat down and leaned into him. "You seem like a fairly polite young man. I'm told you're a pharmacy rep. Is that correct?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

She laughed. "Jeremy, in my apartment, you don't have to answer every question with ma'am," she said. "Now, which pharmacy?"

"Donovan-Phillips."

She nodded. "Do you travel a lot?"

"That's all I do," he said. "My territory covers parts of four states."

"How did you end up in Scurbin? We only have one doctor here and no hospital or clinic. I certainly don't remember a pharmacy rep ever coming through before."

"I got here because I misread my GPS. Definitely not here on business."

Kate scowled. "What does that even mean? Jeremy, we're thirteen miles from the main road, at the end of a county road not too many people even know about. Nobody ends up here by accident."

As Jeremy listened to the doubt in Kate Garrett's voice, suddenly the full weight of this long and very stressful day began to cave in on him. He looked at Kate, noted her expression. "Well... what the hell do you want me to say? That I came to this fucked up town on purpose? I guarantee you I never heard of Scurbin before I saw the sign... and I wish I'd never come here and hope to forget it even exists by tomorrow evening." He slumped back against the sofa, his energy spent.

At first, the bank manager remained where she was, her face expressionless. Then, she stood up and glared at her guest. "I certainly was wrong about you," she said. "I thought maybe we were going to be friends. But, after this... this tirade, I'm going to have to send you back." She picked up her cell phone off the side table.

Jeremy could feel himself begin to panic as he realized what he had done in a moment of blind rage. "No... please, Ms. Garrett... please don't call Deputy Jacobs."

She looked at him. "I have no real choice. I imagine you will spend the night in a cell and receive another whipping in the morning. You certainly deserve it."

"I... I could just leave quietly," he suggested.

She huffed. "Jeremy, you can't even get out of this building without the security code," she said. "And even if you did manage to get out of here, where would you go? Your car's been impounded, along with your money and ID."

He slumped even further into the sofa as the truth of her statement hit him hard. He was totally at her mercy. "I'm sorry," he said. "So sorry. I didn't mean it. I'm just tired."

Kate gazed at him and a half smile emerged on her face. "Well... I guess there was no real harm done. But that tirade can't go unpunished." She paused for a few seconds. Her smile widened. "Still, I think we can take care of that here and now."

"How?" he asked, partly relieved and partly suspicious.

She walked over to the kitchen, opened a drawer, and extracted a large wooden spoon. She turned toward Jeremy. "It's been a long time since I've spanked a naughty boy. I miss it." She clutched the handle of the spoon tightly in her right hand.

He held up his hands, palms out. "No... please, ma'am. I don't think I can take another spanking."

She approached him. "Stop whining, boy," she said. "You can either take a spanking from me or I call Deputy Jacobs. I would rather be the one to spank you, but it's your decision."

Jeremy's muddled brain flashed back to the whipping post and the sixty hard strokes he had endured. He wasn't anxious to relive that experience. He wanted to get up and run just as fast as he could, out of the apartment, out of the building, out of this town. But he knew he couldn't. He was trapped in a situation he couldn't control. Time to make a choice. "Uh... what do you want me to do?"

"Excellent," she declared, slapping the bowl of the spoon against her left palm. "Get up and strip."

He nodded, thinking it was best to just go along with her and see what happens. Quickly, he removed his clothes. He stood before her naked. He didn't flush with embarrassment. She had seen him like this before.

She smiled and sat down in the center of the sofa. "Okay. Now come across my lap... with your head and upper body on my left side."

Once again, he nodded and awkwardly draped himself across her lap. The cotton of her dress felt soft against his skin. Once he was in position, she shifted his bottom so that it was directly under her right hand. Her left hand gently massaged the already bruised flesh of his backside.

"Deputy Jacobs did do a good job on you," she declared. "I imagine this is going to hurt some. But you do deserve it... and I'm going to enjoy spanking you. And afterward... well, we'll see if you can repeat your earlier performance."

She raised the spoon over her head and brought the flat side of the bowl down hard, impacting his right cheek. He winced and squirmed. A second later, she repeated the action, this time striking the left cheek, eliciting the same reaction.

"Jeremy, you need to stop squirming so much," she said. "If you can't control yourself, I'll just have to tie you to the bed and spank you in that position."

He had a sudden vision of being tightly secured face down. It wasn't a pleasant prospect. He put one leg over the other in an attempt to keep himself from moving. "I'm sorry," he muttered.

She issued a demonic laugh. "Let's see if we can make you even sorrier."

After that declaration, she cut loose, issuing stroke after stroke after stroke, igniting a bonfire in his backside. Tears flooded his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. When he could manage a coherent thought, he wondered if he would have been better off facing Deputy Jacobs and the whipping post. "Please... Ms. Garrett... ma'am... I'm sorry. Please stop."

Kate struck five more times, including two that glanced off his upper thighs. Then she stopped and set the spoon down on the floor. She ran a hand across his scorched skin. "I guess you've been punished enough," she said. "But, I swear, boy, if you go on another tirade or even say one wrong thing, I will make sure you never ever forget this night. Is that clear?"

He already thought he would never forget this night. He gathered his breath. "Yes, ma'am."

She raised her knees and urged him off her lap. He rolled and hit the floor with a thud. She stood up. "Okay, now go into the bedroom and lie down on the bed. I will be along in a few minutes. And, boy... you better be hard and ready to go when I come in the bedroom. Understand?"

He got himself to his feet awkwardly. His bottom still felt like it was on fire. "Yes, ma'am."

She slapped him on the bottom. "Now, move."

He winced and turned. He practically ran to the door that led to the bedroom. Once through the door, he saw a queen-size bed with four wooden posts and a black translucent canopy. The bed itself was covered with a black and purple quilt and several pillows. He lay down on the bed with his head on one of the pillows. He glanced down at his penis and noted that it was erect. So far, so good, he thought.

A minute later, Kate appeared in the doorway. "Very good," she said when she saw Jeremy. She approached the bed, then turned toward a door that led into a bathroom. "Stay just as you are. I'll be out in a few minutes." She entered the bathroom and closed the door.

After what seemed to Jeremy like an eternity, the bathroom door opened and Kate emerged. She had removed her dress and underwear, and was now wearing a black translucent negligee. Under the negligee she was wearing black thigh-high stockings. She flashed him a very seductive smile.

Jeremy's eyes practically popped out of his head when he saw her, a true fantasy coming to life.

She approached the bed, lifted the negligee to above her waist, and got on top of him. "I adore appreciative men. Do you like what you see, Jeremy?"

He gazed up at her with wonder. He had forgotten all about the pain in his backside. "Yes, ma'am," he said. "More than I can say."

"Thank you," she said. She straddled him; however, instead of inserting his penis inside her, she moved up on his body until her vagina was over his mouth. "Do it," she growled.


Chapter Six

Jeremy opened his eyes to small shafts of light coming from a window covered by a wooden blind. He sat up and shook his head to clear it. For a moment, he couldn't remember where he was, then his eyes adjusted to the dim light and he could see that he was in a woman's ornate bedroom. Kate Garrett, he thought.

Instinctively, he reached over in the bed. But there was no one there. He was alone under the covers. He barely remembered yesterday; he didn't remember falling asleep. All he could remember when he re-closed his eyes this morning was the beautiful and assertive bank manager straddling him, pleasuring herself at his expense… not that he was complaining.

He scooted himself up higher in the bed and felt a dull pain in his backside, compliments of a severe whipping and a spanking. Incredible, he thought, that only twenty-four hours ago, he was waking up in a cheap motel somewhere along I-70. Now, he was trapped in the ornate apartment of a wealthy eccentric in this very strange town of Scurbin.

He opened his eyes and suddenly remembered he had a job; he needed to be in Bixby this morning. He glanced at a digital clock on the bedside table. It read 7:20. I need to get up and get moving. Pushing back the covers he rolled out of the bed. He looked for the clothes he had so casually discarded the night before but couldn't find them. Instead, on a hook inside the bathroom door, he saw a black terrycloth robe. He went into the bathroom, urinated, and put on the robe, thinking perhaps Ms. Garrett had folded his clothes.

Wearing only the robe, Jeremy left the bedroom. Kate was sitting at the big oak desk examining something on the computer monitor. She was already dressed in a long purple and black dress.

"Uh... Ms. Garrett," he called gently.

She turned away from the monitor and looked at him. "Ah, Jeremy, you're up," she said smiling. "You were sleeping pretty soundly and I didn't want to disturb you. I'm usually up and working by seven."

"Uh... Ms. Garrett... I think my time is up. I need to get dressed so I can get on the road. I'm supposed to be in Bixby this morning."

She dropped her smile and swiveled in the chair. "Jeremy, sit down... please. There's something we need to discuss."

"Please... Ms. Garrett... look, I appreciate your paying my fine and all, and I appreciate your taking me in. But I really do need to get on the road or else I'll lose my job."

"Jeremy, sit down. I need to tell you some things. You're not leaving here until I do."

With another quick glance at the clock, he sat down in one of the kitchen chairs.

Kate took a deep breath. "We've decided to keep you."

He took a few seconds to process the statement. "What does that mean?"

"We... the sheriff and I, along with a few other prominent citizens of Scurbin, have discussed this already this morning and decided that we need you here. So... welcome to Scurbin, your new home."

Jeremy's eyes widened in shock and confusion. "What? Wait a minute... What do you mean? I can't stay here. I have a job; I have a life."

She smiled at him. "Oh, you poor boy. I know this is coming fast, but you need to listen." She paused for a few seconds and watched him. He remained silent. "Okay, here it is. We need a young man in this town, one with your abilities. So we're not going to let you leave. Believe me, it's for the best."

His mouth gaped in horror. It was his dream coming to life. "But... you can't just keep me here... against my will."

"Well, we were hoping it wouldn't be against your will, but, let me point out a few things. First, we have checked you out thoroughly. You have no life, except for a cheap apartment in Dodge City... which you will be moving out of by the end of the month. You have no job anymore. You sent a letter of resignation this morning. So you don't have to be in Bixby or anywhere else. It was a terrible job anyway, totally beneath you. You have a degree in chemistry and spent a year and a half in medical school. We could use those skills, even if they were wasted working for Big Pharma. We're still tracking down your parents... from which you are apparently estranged. We know your mother was a prominent neurologist in Kansas City but has resigned and moved out of the country. We're not sure about your father, but they seem to have gone together." She stopped and looked at him. "Are we missing anything?"

As he listened to the details of his life, he was astounded. Dozens of strange images swirled through his brain as he heard his life being systematically dismantled. "This... is so... incredible... You had no right to mess with my life." He stood up. "I'm going to report you, all of you."

Kate smiled again. "Oh, dear. This is the best part: you're not going to report anything."

"Why not?"

"Well, besides the fact you no money, no ID, and no transportation out of town, it seems you're a wanted criminal."

"What!? How could that be?"

"Jeremy, don't underestimate a town full of smart and determined women. When we want something, we get it. You've been charged with sexual imposition. Of course, our sheriff, Delaney Foster, hasn't filed the warrant yet and no All-points bulletin has been put out. However, this will be done if you make any attempt to leave. Your only hope is to remain with us."

Once again, he tried to process all that he was hearing. He tried to assess his options only to discover that he didn't have any, at least not right away. "Uh... did you really send a letter of resignation to my employer?"

"Well, the letter's been written and mailed," Kate said. "We would have sent an email but Delaney hasn't figured out your password yet."

"Hasn't figured out my password yet," Jeremy echoed. "How? I mean, I was led to believe you were very isolated here."

"We are isolated geographically, but we do have the latest technology. Who told you we were behind the times?"

"The woman over at the diner."

"Martha? Don't pay any attention to her. She's a traditionalist who thinks progress stopped with microwave ovens. She used to be an elementary school teacher when we had children in town that young. We are very advanced, I assure you. We even have our own cell tower on the Colorado side and our own power plant." She looked at him. "Jeremy, sit down before you fall down. You might as well relax."

Jeremy, his face reflecting his disbelief, slumped in the chair. "What is it you want from me?"

"That's better," Kate said. "You may actually avoid another date with the whipping post. It should be obvious what we want from you. We have no men in this town under forty and no unmarried men, unless you count old Dan Starkey, who is eighty-two and a widower. Apart from being a decent lover, you are young and have a certain expertise that we could use."

"What expertise?"

"That's not for me to discuss. At eight this morning, we're going to meet in the bank conference room to discuss how best to utilize you."

Jeremy slumped even deeper in the chair, inadvertently allowing the robe to open in the front, exposing his penis to Kate. He flushed and quickly covered himself.

The bank manager chuckled. "Your modesty is an endearing quality," she said. "But there's no need for it... not anymore anyway. Now, we've got about thirty minutes before the meeting. I wish that was enough time for another round of lovemaking, but you still need to take a shower, get dressed, and eat some breakfast."

He didn't move; a dozen conflicting emotions clouded his brain.

She clapped her hands to get his attention. "Jeremy, move. We don't have much time. If you're late for your own meeting... Well, let's just say that you'll probably find yourself secured to the whipping post by nine... with Sheriff Foster wielding the strap. Believe me, boy, if you thought Deputy Jacobs was harsh, you definitely don't want to be on the receiving end of one Delaney's whippings."

When the word whipping registered in his brain, Jeremy nodded and stood up. "May I use your shower?"

"Of course," Kate said. "And your clothes will be waiting for you on the bed. I advise you not to waste time."

He glanced at the wall clock and saw that it was now two minutes after seven-thirty. He rushed to the bathroom. He was out of the shower in five minutes. When he exited the bathroom and approached the bed, instead of the clothes he wore yesterday, he found a black pair of briefs, a white polo shirt, and a pair of denim jeans. On the floor was a pair of sandals.

He regarded the clothes for a moment, looked at the ever-present clock, then quickly dressed, noting the snugness of the fit. He was out of the bedroom by seven minutes to eight.

Kate gave him a long scan. "Turn around," she said.

He turned, showing her his backside.

"Not bad at all. I think the committee will be pleased." She pointed to the kitchen table. "There is some toast and orange juice. Help yourself, but make it quick."

He realized that he was hungry and thirsty. Aware of the clock and the consequences of being late to the meeting, whatever that was, he gulped both the toast and the juice without actually tasting either.

She smiled. "Okay, let's go."

He followed her as she descended the stairs and unlocked the door that opened into the bank lobby. There she exposed a panel and entered a series of numbers. The front door of the bank clicked.

"Follow me," she ordered. She turned away from the front door and walked quickly toward a door near the back of the bank. When she reached it, she opened the door and turned on a light, exposing a large windowless room with a long highly polished oak table in the middle. Around the table were ten padded swivel chairs. At one end of the room was a matching credenza.

Before he had a chance to think, Jeremy heard several women's voices approaching the conference room. Kate took a deep breath. "Jeremy, stand in front of the credenza with your hands folded in front of you. Don't talk unless someone asks you a question. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am." He understood very little except that he was in a situation over which he had very little, if any, control. All he really knew was that he didn't want to be handcuffed to the whipping post. He assumed the indicated position.

A few seconds later, six women, all attractive and probably over thirty-five, filed into the conference room. Each gazed at Jeremy as though he was a prize statue.

Kate sat at the head of the table, with her back to Jeremy. "Ladies, let's sit down and get this meeting started," she said. She waited a moment while her guests situated themselves. "Good. Now, for the sake of our newest citizen, I will introduce each of you. Immediately to my right is our mayor, Rhonda Bizet. Next to her is Elsa Jackson, our pharmacist. Then we have Dr. Maribel Perez, the only physician in Scurbin. At the other end of the table is Rebecca Johansson and next to her is Elena Martinez. We'll discuss what they do in a moment. And of course, wearing the uniform is our sheriff, Delaney Foster."

From his position, Jeremy looked as closely as he could at each of the six women. They were all impeccably dressed and coiffed. Even the sheriff looked very elegant in her uniform. He couldn't help noticing that Sheriff Foster had a small but sturdy body, smaller but probably stronger than her deputy.

"Okay, let's get this meeting started," Kate said. She glanced behind her. "Jeremy, pull out a chair and sit down please."

Jeremy did what he was told. Obeying direct orders was becoming more natural to him.


Chapter Seven

The bank manager looked over at the mayor. "Well, Rhonda, I believe it's up to you to get this meeting started."

Rhonda Bizet, a tall, stately woman with dark hair, nodded and shuffled some papers in front of her. She was wearing a black skirt and a white button-down blouse. "We're here to decide how best to use our newest citizen," she said in an official voice. She glanced around the table. "Now, this isn't a formal meeting so everyone please feel free to join the discussion."

Jeremy took a deep breath. "Do I get a say?"

All seven women glared at him. "No," Sheriff Foster said. "And if you open your mouth again without permission, you'll get a whipping. Understand?"

Jeremy nodded, now afraid to speak.

"Say it," the sheriff ordered.

"I understand."

"Who wants to start?" Rhonda asked.

Each woman appeared to scan identical papers in front of each of them. "I could probably use him in the pharmacy," Elsa Jackson said. "I could train him as a pharmacy tech, given his background."

"Well, I might be able to train him as a medical assistant," Dr. Perez said. "Might be nice to have someone who has his medical background." She turned to Jeremy. "Can you take vital signs and do a simple physical exam?"

"It's been a couple of years, but I think I remember how," Jeremy said.

"Good," Dr. Perez said. "He might also be useful in treating some of the anxiety issues I see occasionally."

The other six women chuckled at the mention of anxiety issues. They all knew what that meant and what the best treatment for it was.

The mayor nodded. "Good suggestions." She looked at Rebecca Johansson and Elena Martinez. "What about you two?"

Rebecca Johansson spoke first. She was a thin, wiry woman with blonde hair. She was wearing jeans and a gray tee shirt. "I suppose I could use him in the greenhouse, given his background in chemistry. He might also be useful in interacting with our customers, given his background in pharmaceutical sales."

"I don't think he'll be very useful in the mines," Elena Martinez said. She was a sturdy woman with black hair. She gave a sideways glance to Jeremy and smiled. "Although, I'm sure I could use him in some other capacity."

The mayor laughed. "I'm sure we all could." She looked around the table. "Any more suggestions?"

The other six women shook their heads.

"Okay," Mayor Bizet said. "I will meet with each of you individually over the next day or so, and then we'll make a decision. Let's meet back here on Monday morning at the same time. Agreed?"

Everyone nodded in agreement, pushed back their chairs, and stood up.

Rhonda Bizet turned to Kate. "Kate, can you take care of Jeremy for the next couple of days... orient him to the town?"

Kate smiled. "Of course."

Rhonda patted her on the shoulder. "Thanks." Then, with another glance at Jeremy, she joined the other women in filing out of the conference room.

When they were alone in the conference room, Kate turned to Jeremy. "Well, Jeremy, I think they liked you."

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?"

She scowled. "Be careful, boy. Our sheriff needs very little reason to give you a whipping you won't soon forget. Don't make me give her that reason."

He dropped his eyes to the polished hardwood floor. "I'm sorry."

Kate touched his arm in a sympathetic gesture. "I know this is probably very hard for you," she said. "But, in a sense, we are giving you a sort of fantasy life. I mean, where else are you going to be coveted by a town full of women?"

He had a quick flashback to his dream. Then he thought about his life - or at least the life he had known until yesterday afternoon. "I... guess you're right. I should be grateful. But... it's all happening so fast."

She smiled and took his hand. "You just need some orientation. Let's get you back upstairs, maybe give you a proper breakfast. I will fill you in on the town of Scurbin." She paused and put a hand on his crotch. "After I take advantage of you one more time."

"Ms. Garrett... I... don't know if I can. I mean, I'm pretty tired."

She removed her hand from his crotch and issued two hard swats to his bottom. "You won't know unless you try, will you?"

He winced, surprised at the pain from the swats. "No, ma'am."

She wrapped her fingers around his. "Let's go find out."

"Uh... don't you have to open the bank?" He wasn't sure why he asked that question, perhaps just to stall the inevitable. He braced himself for another swat.

But she smiled instead. "Jeremy, I own the bank. I open it whenever I want to. Besides, I have four senior assistants who are perfectly capable of running things in my absence. Now, any more stupid questions?"

"No, ma'am."

Five minutes later, they were back in the upstairs apartment. Kate closed the shades on the windows. "Okay, Jeremy, strip out of your clothes," she ordered. "You know what I'm wearing under this dress?"

He looked at her and shook his head. "No, ma'am."

She laughed. "Absolutely nothing."

He nodded and tried to smile, feeling anxiety, fear, fatigue, and arousal all at the same time. The combination was enough to nearly cripple him. He watched her watch him and knew he had to do what he was told, that this was his new reality, whether he liked it or not. He pulled off his polo shirt, removed his jeans, and peeled down his briefs.

Her smile widened. "I don't think I could ever get tired of looking at your body. In fact, if you were a slave, I would probably buy you and keep you all to myself. After all, I believe I could outbid any other woman in Scurbin."

He considered that. After all, aren't I a slave? If he had to belong to someone, he wouldn't have minded belonging to Kate Garrett. She was the most attractive of the eight women he had seen up close so far. He said nothing.

The bank manager hiked her dress to above her waist, exposing her labia, already glistening with natural lubricant. She sat down in the center of the sofa and spread her legs. "Okay, Jeremy, I believe you know what to do so get to it."

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He got down on his knees and crawled over to her. When he reached her, he put his head between her legs, stuck out his tongue, and began a long session of licking and probing.

When the tip of his tongue swirled around her clitoris, she put her hands on top of his head and shrieked, overcome by a thunderous orgasm. He stopped and pulled back, but she clamped her legs together. "Don't stop!" She gave him a swat on his bare bottom.

Immediately, he went back to work, his tongue alternating between her clitoris and her vagina. She nearly passed out, as her breathing became rapid, then erratic. She climaxed again, flooding his mouth with her juices.

When she came to her senses, she released him and pushed him back onto the floor. He landed in a heap. She managed to get herself up on her feet. The hem of her dress fell down over her lower body. She smiled as she looked at him, obediently remaining on the floor. "Jeremy, you are a remarkable young man," she said. "And I really do wish I could keep you. But, alas, you belong to the town and I will have to share you." She lifted the hem of her dress above her waist. "But in the meantime, do you want some of this?" She pointed to her vagina.

He had a raging erection, and he wanted her. At that moment, it was just about the only thing in his life that he knew for certain. "Yes, ma'am."

Kate chuckled. She stripped off the dress and cast it to the floor. She lay down on the sofa on her back and spread her legs as much as she could. "Okay. Here it is. Come and get it."

He didn't have to be told twice. He leaped to his feet and covered her body with his. He penetrated her easily and thrust for all he was worth. It was over in less than five minutes.

Ten minutes later, Kate and Jeremy sat at the table eating cereal and drinking orange juice. They were both dressed. After they were finished eating, she pushed her empty bowl and glass aside and looked at Jeremy. "Okay, I guess it's time to fill you in on the town. I'm sure you have lots of questions. But let me talk first, then you can ask whatever you want."

Jeremy remained silent. In truth, he was fighting to stay awake.

"The town was founded by Josiah Scurbin," Kate said. "Josiah was born in St. Louis in 1830 and went west when he was about fifteen, according to our town historian. Around 1864, he served as scout and surveyor for the Union Army and came through this area on his way to Colorado. He discovered some caves and two very clear springs near where we are now. He also made friends with some of the local Cheyenne, who were trying to survive the intrusion of the white settlers.

"The war ended, of course, but Josiah remembered the area and especially the caves and the springs. He returned in 1867 with a few other mountain men and began mining operations. In 1868, they discovered gold. They also discovered that the spring water was excellent for making whiskey. The town of Scurbin was, for a time, a boom town. Josiah married the eldest daughter of the tribal chief, thus establishing a peaceful relationship with the local Native Americans.

"The first white women came to Scurbin in 1874, lured by the prosperity. The leader was a woman named Bonita, her last name was never recorded. She established the first brothel. By 1910, Scurbin was a very wealthy town with a population approaching five thousand. However, even then, the women in the town were very influential. The town even elected a woman by the name of Sylvia Springs, as mayor in 1912. Things were going very well, as you can tell by this bank, which was built by my great-great-grandfather…until around 1917."

"What happened in 1917?"

"War, by then the mines were pretty much finished, so there wasn't much opportunity for a young man who didn't want to spend his life farming. When World War One started, many of the young men enlisted. Most never returned. The town fell upon hard times until 1920, when Prohibition began. Because of the relative isolation of the town and because of the springs with their abundant and pure water, some of the men started making bootleg whiskey. They established a customer base in Burlington and Cheyenne Wells and developed roads through the passes. The business was quite prosperous, enough to save the town. However, by 1930, the whiskey makers had attracted the attention of some relatively unsavory characters. Still, these relationships got the town through the Depression. Then World War Two began and, once again, many of the young men enlisted or were drafted. As in 1918, most never returned. So in 1946, there were many more women in Scurbin then men."

"What about now?" Jeremy asked.

Kate shook her head. "After World War Two came Korea, then Vietnam, then the Gulf War, then nine-eleven and the aftermath. So many young men lost to the military and other opportunities." She paused and shook her head again. "But through it all, we women have persevered and prospered. There are presently two hundred thirty-nine men in town, but they're all over forty and married. We can't attract any new men, at least not to stay."

"But... aren't there any children in town?" Jeremy asked. "Don't you have any boys who will stay?"

"Scurbin is an aging community," Kate said. "The last baby was born twenty years ago... and that was a girl. We do have some younger women in the town, but no couples, I'm afraid."

Jeremy thought for a few seconds. He had never heard of a town like this before, a town totally dominated by women. As a young man, he thought he could understand why a man like himself wouldn't want to stay here. "Those men that are here, what keeps them here?"

Kate smiled. "Domination," she said immediately. "The women in this town own everything and control everything."

"But... but... you mean, the men just go along with it?"

"They have very little choice. All the men work, of course. However, their pay is automatically deposited in my bank. Since they're all married, they can't withdraw any money without their wife's signature. So, they would have to leave here penniless. And the men aren't mistreated, just dominated."

"Dominated?"

"Jeremy, most men were raised by their mothers and taught by female teachers. They're used to women in authority. And if they are ever inclined to rebel against that authority, let's just say that every woman in Scurbin has a paddle or at least an old-fashioned hairbrush. Plus, if necessary, there is always the whipping post. As you already know from unfortunate experience, a session there can be very effective in quashing rebellious behavior."

Unconsciously, he nodded, reflecting on his own experience with the whipping post, endured less than twenty-four hours ago. He also thought about his parents. His mother was definitely the stronger of the two. Jeremy didn't know if his mother spanked his father, but he did know that she dominated him.

"Any more questions?" Kate asked.


Chapter Eight

Jeremy was about to ask one more question when the phone rang. Kate picked up the handset and listened without saying a word for at least a minute. Then she said, "Okay, I'll bring him down and we'll meet in the conference room in ten minutes." She hung up and turned to Jeremy. "Things are moving already," she said almost sadly. "We're going to meet with Mayor Bizet, Rebecca Johansson, and Wilma Waring."

"Who's Wilma Waring?" he asked.

"I'll let her explain that." She put their dishes in the dishwasher. "Get your hair combed and smooth down your shirt. I'm going to go to the bathroom and put on some underwear."

"Wait," Jeremy said. "You said Rebecca Johansson. Didn't she say she had some kind of greenhouse? What did she mean by that?"

Kate stopped at the bedroom door. "She can explain it better than I can. However, let's say she has a fairly good growing operation but could use some help." She didn't wait for a follow up question before disappearing into the bedroom.

When she emerged a few minutes later, Jeremy was sitting on the sofa. He had combed his hair and straightened his polo shirt. Kate smiled when she saw him. "Good boy," she said. She started for the door but was stopped by the ringing of the phone. She glanced at her watch and scowled. "It's the sheriff," she said, looking at the caller ID. She picked up the handset and once again listened for at least thirty seconds before hanging up. She turned back to Jeremy. "Well, Jeremy, you don't have to worry about your job."

He stood up. "What do you mean?"

"That was the sheriff. She has hacked into your phone and your iPad. Like a true millennial, you apparently keep all your personal information on these devices and don't bother to protect them with any real security. She called your employer and told them that you quit, that you've taken a job elsewhere. She has also accessed your banking information. It seems you have only twelve hundred dollars in your checking account... which you are in the process of transferring to my bank."

Jeremy flushed with anger. "She had no right to hack into my life!"

"Boy, you forget yourself. You belong to us now. And if you continue to make a fuss about it, I will turn you over to the sheriff... and I think you know what that means."

He knew exactly what that meant. He clamped his mouth shut, realizing that his life, as he had known it, was truly over.

She watched him for a few seconds. "Okay. Now that you've gotten yourself under control, let's go the conference room and see what Wilma and Rebecca have in store for you."

A few minutes later, Kate and Jeremy sat in the conference room. Kate was at the head while Jeremy was off to the side. Rebecca Johansson sat on one side while an attractive middle-aged woman wearing black dress pants and a flowered blouse sat on the other side. Finally, the mayor, Rhonda Bizet, sat at the far end of the table.

Kate turned toward Jeremy. "You already know Mayor Bizet and Rebecca Johansson," she said. "Wilma Waring helps out in the greenhouse but has plans to start her own business. I'll let her tell you about it."

Wilma glanced at Jeremy and smiled. "Jeremy, welcome to Scurbin," she said. "I'm told you like beer. Is that true?"

He thought for a moment. What was the best way to answer that question when he knew he was in a dry town? "Uh... I will occasionally drink beer... but I don't know if I really like it."

All four women chuckled at the same time. "Jeremy, you won't get punished for telling the truth," Wilma said. "Now, we already know you're a beer drinker and that you favor various craft beers. We know that you once bought a home-brewing kit. Did you want to make your own craft beer?"

That had been one of those pipe dreams he had when he dropped out of medical school. He had mostly forgotten about it. "Well... I did think about it."

"Good," Wilma said. "I have a plan to begin a micro-brewery. We have the best water in the Midwest. I've been studying the market. I think we have a good chance of competing successfully. What we need is some dedication and expertise."

All four women looked at Jeremy at the same time. He squirmed in his chair. "Well, I wouldn't say I have any expertise. I mean, I didn't actually make any beer."

"Do you think you could learn?" Wilma asked.

"Well, probably," he said. "But I thought this was a dry town."

"Technically it is," Wilma said. "But, there's no ordinance against making or selling alcohol. And if we create a brewery, I'm sure we can pass another ordinance allowing for the sampling of beer."

Rhonda Bizet nodded. "No problem."

"There it is, then," Wilma said. "I think we could get this started." She paused and looked at Kate. "Kate, do we have the investors?"

"I think they could be convinced," the bank manager said.

"Well, Jeremy, are you interested?" Wilma asked.

He tried to process the request. In a sense, this was another male fantasy coming to life… the chance to start his own brewery. However, he couldn't shake the idea that, in reality, he was little more than a slave in this strange town. Whatever he was given could be taken away in an instant. "What do you want me to do?"

Rhonda held up her hand and beckoned to Rebecca. "Before we get too far into this, I believe Rebecca has something to ask."

Rebecca took a deep breath. "Yes, well, Jeremy, you may already know that marijuana is legal in Colorado."

He nodded.

"We've gotten into that market," Rebecca said. "We have a large greenhouse on the Colorado side and got our license to grow cannabis last year. We're already making a bit of money, but we think we could expand our operation, make it even more profitable."

His head was swimming as he considered the two ideas he had just heard. "Wait... how can I help with that?"

"You have a background in pharmaceutical sales and chemistry," Rebecca said. "We're mostly interested in expanding into the medical marijuana market, which is beginning to boom."

He tried to think. He had taken a few courses in business and had some corporate training in marketing. He looked around the table; all eyes were on him. "Uh... what do you want me to say? You seem to know my background better than I do."

The four women scowled. "Boy, we're offering you the opportunity of a lifetime," Rebecca said.

Mayor Bizet looked at Kate. "Kate, I thought you said you had him under control. But it appears his attitude could use some work."

Kate nodded and glanced at Jeremy. "Jeremy, I'm very disappointed," she said. She stood up. "All right, stand up and bend over the table... right now."

Jeremy flushed. "What? Why?"

She clapped her hands. "Just do it. Don't ask questions... unless you want me to call the sheriff. One of us is going to adjust your attitude. You decide right now which of us it's going to be."

He realized what he had done, the attitude he had displayed. Consequences, he told himself. Remember the consequences. "I'm sorry," he said, hoping that would suffice.

"It's too late for that," Kate said. "Now, you are embarrassing me and yourself in front of some of the most important people in Scurbin, people who are going to help you. Don't make it worse for yourself. And don't make me call the sheriff."

He didn't want Kate to call the sheriff as he understood what that would mean. Whatever the bank manager had in mind for punishment, the sheriff would multiply, probably by a factor of five or even ten. He stood up.

"Pull down your pants and bend over the table," Kate ordered. Then she looked around the table. "Who's got a hairbrush?"

Wilma, who had the longest hair of the four women, rummaged through her handbag and extracted a large wooden hairbrush with a flat back. "Will this do?"

"Nicely," Kate said. She took the hairbrush from Wilma and clutched in her right hand. She turned to Jeremy, who was still standing by the table. "Boy, I thought I told you to pull down your pants and bend over the table. You have until the count of ten to get into position. Then I call the sheriff. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am," Jeremy said, his face reflecting his dismay. He had his pants and briefs down to his ankles and was bent over the table by the count of six.

Kate moved in behind him, her fingers wrapped around the long handle of the brush. "Jeremy, it's your attitude," she said. "But once you're broken, that won't be a problem."

With a sideways glance to the other women, she retracted her right arm and snapped it forward, striking his right cheek. He winced as the blow re-ignited the embers of pain in his backside. A second later, she struck again, this time impacting his left cheek. After that, she became a machine, methodically spanking him, turning his already slightly bruised bottom into a mass of misery.

He squirmed; he danced in place. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. He tried to remember where he was and why he was enduring this spanking. He tried to think about what he could do to avoid spankings in the future. But, in the end, all he could focus on was the pain and how much he just wanted it to stop. "Ms. Garrett... please... please stop," he said in a small voice.

Kate pulled the next stroke and lay the brush down on the table. She gently patted what was left of his bottom. "That's better," she said. "Now, are you ready to curb your attitude and show respect to these women who are trying to help you?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said without thinking about it. He was ready to promise anything.

Kate stood back, smiling triumphantly. "Okay. Stand up, restore your attire, and apologize."

Jeremy stood up. Resisting the strong temptation to rub out the sting in his inflamed backside, he quickly pulled up his briefs and jeans. He turned to the four women, who were still sitting at the table and gazing at him expectantly. "I... I apologize for my attitude," he said. "This is... a new experience for me... and I may be having some trouble adjusting. Please forgive me."

The four women smiled at him. "We're all here for you, Jeremy," the mayor said. "But you need to let us guide you. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Rebecca, I believe you were asking Jeremy some questions," Mayor Bizet said.

Rebecca cleared her throat. "Yes. Jeremy, my question still stands. Do you think you can help out in the greenhouse and with the marketing?"

He took a deep breath. The pain in his recently spanked bottom was still acute. He definitely didn't want to say anything that would cause him to get another spanking. "Well, Ms. Johansson... I believe I can learn anything and I am at your disposal. You too, Ms. Waring."

Kate beamed with delight and gave his bottom a gentle pat.

"Good answer," Rhonda Bizet said. "Perhaps, Rebecca, you and Wilma could take Jeremy out to the greenhouse and show him what you have in mind. Then get him some lunch at the diner. Is that okay?"

Rebecca and Wilma looked at each other. "Sure," Wilma said. She turned to Jeremy. "Jeremy, are you ready to go?"

"He's ready," Kate said. "But bring him back here for dinner. He can spend the night with me again."

"Wait a minute, Kate," Rebecca said. "You had him last night. Why do you get him again? It makes more sense to take him home with me."

Wilma scowled. "Well... what about me?"

"Wilma, you're married, remember?" Rebecca said.

Wilma scowled. "Oh, yeah. I almost forgot." She chuckled as she gazed at Jeremy. "Still, I think I can make Hal understand."

Rhonda stood up. "Ladies, let's not fight over him. Rebecca, you get him for tonight. Then, tomorrow, he can spend the night with me. As mayor, I need to orient him to the whole area. Wilma, you may get a turn later, but you do have a husband at home. Are you all agreed?"

"Agreed," the three women said at the same time.

Jeremy looked around the table and wisely said nothing. But in his mind, he was desperately trying to process the whole situation, remembering that less than twenty-four hours ago he was in Dr. Patel's office in Tahoma, flirting with his nurse and wondering if he could somehow talk her into going out with him, maybe even take her back his motel room or her place. Now, it seemed, he would never have to worry about that again. The women were lining up and taking numbers.


Chapter Nine

For Jeremy Alfredson, the next eight days were a blur that he would remember only as fragments later on. The days started with a tour of the town and surrounding area. Sitting in the backseat of Rebecca Johansson's late model Jeep Grand Cherokee, he saw that there was a lot more to Scurbin than he had originally thought. There were houses and buildings spread out, extending all the way to a series of hills riddled with caves. He saw the two springs emerging from an underground artesian well, a few operating farms with corn and wheat ready for harvest.

He discovered that, contrary to what Judge Carter had told him, there were actually two paved roads through the passes. Rebecca explained that one road led to Cheyenne Wells and the other to Burlington, both on the Colorado side. He also saw a small nicely maintained airstrip, which Wilma explained was used to transport gold and other minerals, and now cannabis.

Jeremy saw the gigantic greenhouse and the cannabis growing operation. Next to the greenhouse, abutting one of the streams, was a large newly built barn. The barn, Wilma said, was meant to house the micro-brewery. He was both impressed and a little confused. In the back of his mind, he couldn't help but wonder where the money to fund these operations was coming from. But he knew better than to ask any questions, at least at this time.

They treated him to lunch at the diner and dinner at Rosa's Mexican Restaurant, one of only three restaurants in Scurbin. Rebecca explained that if they wanted something different or more exciting, they would carpool to Burlington, which was about a thirty minute drive. Occasionally, when they started to feel particularly 'needy,' a few of them would go to a cowboy bar in Cheyenne Wells, where they would drink, dance, and have a one-night stand with one or more of the locals.

That first night, Jeremy went home with Rebecca, as arranged. Of course, she attacked him almost immediately. However, for most of the night and into the next morning, they discussed the greenhouse. He was impressed with her knowledge of botany and chemistry. What she lacked, she said, was the time and expertise in marketing. That was where he would come in.

On Saturday afternoon, Jeremy was turned over to Rhonda Bizet. She filled him in on the town history, including the use of the whipping post, which dated back to the late nineteenth century. Through their conversation, he discovered that she had a master's degree in public administration and that her mother and grandmother had both been mayor at one time. She also handled most of the town's external affairs and served as a mentor and liaison for a growing number of home-based entrepreneurs.

She lived in a large, well-appointed apartment above the city administration building. When she was a graduate student at the University of Colorado, she met and got engaged to a young professor. However, he broke off the engagement not long after a visit to her hometown, claiming that the lifestyle in Scurbin was grossly unnatural for a man. A part of her regretted letting him go, but another part wasn't sorry.

She turned out to be a patient and relatively non-demanding lover and allowed him to sleep through the night. "As mayor, I will reserve the right to bring you home anytime I wish," she told him as he was drifting off to sleep.

"Thank you," he managed to mutter.

Early that Sunday morning, Sheriff Foster stopped by Rhonda's apartment. She was carrying two large suitcases and a garment bag. "I got these from Jeremy's apartment," she said. "I believe I got all of the clothes that were worth bringing, along with a few personal items. Everything else, and there wasn't much, will get donated to charity or sold when he vacates the apartment next Thursday."

Seeing the suitcases and listening to the sheriff brought Jeremy back to reality. This wasn't just a semi-pleasant diversion. Everything that constituted his life before he came to Scurbin had been systematically dismantled and discarded. He belonged to the town now, and only the town.

He could feel himself begin to panic as he stood behind the mayor and glared at the sheriff. Even though they had told him what was happening and what was going to happen, he still couldn't believe how easy the process had been. He quickly grew indignant. "How could you do that to me?" he yelled. "You had no fucking right to just... just... destroy my life."

Rhonda and the sheriff looked at each other and shook their heads simultaneously. "Oh, dear," Rhonda said sadly. "Jeremy, I wish you hadn't done that."

He was still feeling the rage. "Done what?"

"Gone off like that... especially in front of the sheriff."

Sheriff Foster clutched his arm and held it in a tight grip. "No," she said. "That wasn't smart, boy."

Feeling the sheriff's fingers tightening around his wrist brought Jeremy back to reality once again. "Look, I didn't mean it," he said. "I'm sorry. It's just that... it's such a shock to see what's left of my stuff deposited on someone else's doorstep." His face flushed and he tried to break free of the iron grip.

"I'm sure it is a bit of a shock," the sheriff said. "But I can't ignore your tirade. We have very strict laws about cursing. I'm afraid you'll have to come with me."

Now, he really did panic. He understood only too well what it meant to go with the sheriff. "No... please... I'm sorry. It won't happen again."

Sheriff Foster scowled. "I don't make the laws, boy, I just enforce them." She turned to Rhonda. "Mayor, I'll have him back in time for church... and with the right attitude."

Rhonda nodded and glanced at a large wall clock. It was seven-thirty. "He'll need to take a shower and change his clothes."

The sheriff sighed. "I know that. I said I'd get him back. This won't take long." She turned to Jeremy. "Are you going to come along peacefully or do I have to cuff you? If I have to use force, your punishment will be much worse. I hope you understand that."

He took a deep breath in an attempt to calm himself. Consequences, he told himself. Always consequences. That and little, if any, control. He nodded. "I'm sorry, Ms. Bizet."

"So am I, Jeremy," Rhonda said. "But you need to take your punishment. Del, will you bring him back here when you're finished?"

"Of course. I said I would," the sheriff said. She pulled on Jeremy's wrist. "Come on, Jeremy."

Less than ten minutes later, Jeremy was secured to the now-familiar whipping post. The sheriff, strap in hand, looked at him. "I'm told my deputy was pretty hard on you. Is that right?"

He thought for a moment. What is the best way to answer that question? "I can't really say, ma'am."

She smiled. "Well, let's find out." She unfastened his jeans and pulled them down to his ankles along with his briefs. She stroked his bottom a couple of times. "Well, you still have a few marks left. I won't be that hard on you. I'd say twenty strokes should do it... unless you give me a reason to increase it. You're not going to do that, are you?"

"No, ma'am."

Sheriff Foster gripped the strap and stepped to the side. But then she hesitated. She reached out and touched Jeremy's penis. "I'll bet your little friend has gotten quite a workout these last couple of days."

Jeremy said nothing, silently wanting to just get this over with.

She touched his penis again and stepped back. "You know, I wouldn't mind being in line myself... except I prefer women. I'll bet you didn't know that Linda Jacobs and I are what you might call a couple. What do you think of that?"

Again, Jeremy said nothing, believing the question to be mostly rhetorical. What did his opinion matter anyway?

She gave him a hard swat with her hand. "I asked you a question, boy."

He took a deep breath and tried to think. "True love is hard to find," he said. "When you find it, you need to embrace it."

She smiled. "A surprisingly good answer," she said. "Linda and I have been together since we were girls. From what I was told, my mother and her mother both had relationships with a couple of cowboys over in Cheyenne Wells. They got pregnant at the same time and moved in together. My mother was an accountant. Linda's mother was the sheriff here for thirty years. If you think Linda and I are harsh, you should have seen her work. She could reduce a grown man to tears with five strokes."

Jeremy looked over his shoulder, wondering why the sheriff was telling him all this. He also tried to see if anyone else was watching. But the square and the street appeared to be deserted. He was starting to feel very uncomfortable and wanted to scream at her to just get this over with. He bit down on his tongue.

Sheriff Foster sighed. "Suddenly, I'm not really in the mood to do this," she said. "But... well, it has to be done. Brace yourself."

There was no more talk after that. The sheriff didn't even count the swats out loud as she was administering them, apparently anxious to complete the sentence, which she did in less than a minute. To Jeremy, it seemed to last much longer. She was more forceful and skilled than her deputy, so by twenty, he was definitely in serious pain. Tears rolled down his cheek. He would have begged her to stop, but she moved so fast, he didn't have time.

When the whipping was over, she unlocked the handcuffs and gently massaged his wounded bottom. "All over, Jeremy," she said. "Are you okay?"

He managed to gather himself together. It had all happened so fast, he wasn't exactly sure how he felt. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled. "Okay. I don't think that was too bad; definitely not my best work, but hopefully effective. Pull up your pants. Do you think you can find your way back the mayor's apartment?"

Quickly, he restored his attire. He glanced around him again and saw no one. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Go ahead then. But... I'm warning you that if I or my deputy has to do this again, you will definitely regret it. Understand?"

He understood perfectly and resolved to check his temper and his vocabulary. Two whippings were enough. "I understand."

She turned toward the entrance to the police station then stopped. "Jeremy," she called. He and looked at her. "One more thing. You have announced on your Facebook page and on Instagram that you have taken a job in western Kansas and that you will be very busy getting oriented. You didn't appear to have that many friends or followers, so that step was probably unnecessary. But, I know how you millennials cling to social media."

He was about to say thank you in a very sarcastic tone of voice, but checked himself just as the words were forming in his mouth. "I understand," he managed to say.

He was back in Rhonda Bizet's apartment by eight-thirty. She gave him a hug when he walked through the door. "I hope she wasn't too hard on you," she said with real sympathy in her voice.

He shook his head. "No more than I deserved."

"Okay... about church. We have three in Scurbin: Lutheran, Methodist, and Unitarian. We couldn't tell if you're a regular church-goer. You're not Catholic, are you?"

"No, ma'am, I'm not Catholic."

"I didn't think so. As you might well imagine, we don't have a Catholic church in Scurbin. However, we do have about twenty practicing Catholics. Every Sunday morning, Dr. Perez loads them up in a bus she owns and they attend Mass in Burlington. I myself go to the Methodist church, so unless you have another preference, you'll be coming with me. It may seem a bit incongruous to you, perhaps, but Scurbin is a very tight knit community, and attendance at church on Sunday mornings is, more-or-less, expected. You're not an atheist, are you?"

For an instant, he considered the question. His mother had, at one time, been affiliated with the Episcopal church in Shawnee Mission. However, she stopped going when Jeremy was thirteen. Jeremy wasn't sure what his father believed, if anything. He was an anatomy professor who had always been totally devoted to his work and his wife. Jeremy hadn't seen the inside of a church since his mother stopped taking him. "No, ma'am. I'm not an atheist. And I would be very happy to accompany you to the Methodist church."

Rhonda smiled and patted his arm. "Very good. Now, service is at ten, so get a quick shower. I've already gone through your clothes and laid out what I think you should wear."

He didn't even attempt to lodge any kind of protest. He was simply too tired, too beaten down.


Chapter Ten

That first Sunday in Scurbin, Jeremy, his bottom still slightly sore from the whipping he had received earlier in the day, was welcomed into the community. Being with the mayor, he was able to meet at least a hundred people, including some of the most prominent citizens -- all female, of course. He even met a few of the men.

The men, he noted, weren't the downtrodden, zombie-types he was expecting. Rather, they seemed happy and well-adjusted. As Kate had indicated, they were all over forty, with most being over fifty. They welcomed Jeremy like they would a new brother. He learned that they had a men's club that met every Sunday afternoon in the old Masonic Lodge building. Naturally, they weren't allowed to drink alcohol, but they did engage in lively discussions and watched sports on television. A few even played softball or horseshoes. Practically every one of the 239 men in Scurbin participated.

Jeremy was amazed at this. He had never before belonged to any kind of fraternal organization and was flattered by the invitation to join. After church, he asked Rhonda if he could go the Masonic Lodge with the men.

"Of course," she said. "Have fun, but meet me at Millie's for dinner at six o'clock."

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

He spent a lively afternoon at the Masonic Lodge. He met most of the men, played some poker, learned to pitch horseshoes, and drank non-alcoholic beer. Through discussions, he found out that many of the men worked in the mines west of town or in the large greenhouse or the power plant. Some worked the surrounding farms while several worked with their wives in town. No one asked him any questions about his background or why he was in Scurbin. There was no need, he realized. It was a small town where everyone knows everything about everyone else.

In turn, although he had about a hundred questions he wanted to ask, including how does one go about escaping and has anyone done so successfully, he kept the questions to himself, assuming either they wouldn't tell him anything or they would get into trouble if they did. He had no doubt that most, if not all, of the men in Scurbin had experienced at least one whipping and were probably routinely spanked by their wives. "Keep them under control through a combination of love and fear," Kate had told him once. An effective combination, he thought.

That Monday morning, the mayor rather reluctantly turned Jeremy over to Elena Martinez, the mine supervisor and the next unmarried woman in line. From her, he learned that a new vein of gold had been discovered about ten years before, along with a few other less valuable minerals, thus resuming a mining operation that had been allowed to lapse and bringing more wealth into the town.

Unlike the bank manager and the mayor, Elena had not grown up with wealthy parents. In fact, she admitted that she was not originally from Scurbin. Rather, she moved there immediately after she received her master's degree in geology from the University of Colorado. She had also been married for five years to an officer in the Air Force. However, they divorced when he received orders to deploy to Korea. She refused to accompany him, and he refused to resign his commission. "Probably for the best," she said. "He never would have adjusted to the lifestyle here, and I have come to enjoy my sense of freedom and empowerment."

He toured the mines and spent two nights with her before she turned him over to Dr. Perez. Both Jeremy and Elena knew that there was no chemistry between them and that he would never be a good mine worker.

He spent two days and nights with the only physician in Scurbin. From her, he learned that the people of Scurbin were, as a rule, remarkably healthy. She attributed this to the fact that both smoking and the consumption of alcohol were banned and that walking and exercise were strongly encouraged. She did mention that, although she was not board certified, she also practiced gynecology and prescribed some form of birth control to at least half the women in the area, (especially the ones who were under fifty and unmarried), and took frequent excursions to Cheyenne Wells. She also mentioned that she saw her share of problems with anxiety.

They talked quite a bit about medical issues, which Jeremy, as the son of a doctor and a former med student, found interesting. She said that she might need him to come to work for her on an occasional basis, but not full time. Like the four women who preceded her, Dr. Perez took full advantage of her two nights with him before turning him over to the pharmacist.

Elsa Jackson owned and operated the only pharmacy in Scurbin. She had an apartment over the store which was very well-appointed and comfortable. Like Elena, she also had been married at one time. However, her husband disappeared six months after moving to Scurbin and was never heard from again. According to Elsa, this happened two days after his third encounter with Sheriff Foster and the whipping post. "He never could adjust to the lifestyle here," she said.

Jeremy was very tempted to make a sarcastic comment like, 'I can't imagine why' but he wisely kept the comment to himself.

Like some of the unmarried women in Scurbin, Elsa was a semi-regular at a cowboy bar in Burlington and engaged in occasional one-night stands. She also admitted that she once had a year-long affair with the UPS driver who delivered her drugs. She said that he proposed marriage, but she turned him down because, although they were good in bed, they had very different goals and ambitions. She still saw him occasionally when he was in town to make his deliveries, but whatever magic they may have had together was gone from their relationship.

Elsa and Jeremy did have a long discussion about him coming to work for her at the store. However, by Saturday night, it was apparent that, while she enjoyed having him around and took full advantage of his skill as a lover, she didn't really need him full time.

Sunday morning, they walked to the Methodist church together. He was very tired but managed to remain gracious as he was greeted by the entire congregation. Even though it had only been eleven days since he had taken that fateful right turn that led him into this strange town, he was beginning to feel almost like part of the community. He even marveled at the fact he hadn't been spanked or whipped in a week.

By arrangement, it was decided that he would attend the usual Sunday afternoon activities with the men, then spend the night with Kate. On Monday morning, he would meet with the women he had spent time with and they would decide his immediate future. He would have a say, of course, but ultimately the decision would be made in the best interests of the entire community.

At six-fifteen that Sunday evening, Jeremy and Kate were eating dinner at Rosa's. At seven-thirty, they were back in Kate's apartment. She was sitting on the sofa with the hem of her dress above her waist, while he was on his knees with his head between her legs.

As he was tonguing her to orgasm, he thought about the past week. He had spent the night with and made love to four different women, all older than he was. Did he have a preference? Not that it would make any difference. Was there one in particular he would want to go back to time and time again? No, he decided. Do I miss my old life? What was there to miss, he realized.

In Scurbin, he was well-fed and appreciated. However, the fact that he was a virtual slave to the community kept nagging at him. The sex and appreciation were coming at the expense of his freedom, and that was difficult to reconcile. He was living a dream. But, at some point you wake up and the dream ends. He understood that, at some point, this dream would end too. He would either have to make a run for it or endure another whipping or two.

Plus, he wasn't really sure what job he would prefer; again, not that he had all that much choice. Nearly all the men, he discovered, worked rather menial jobs with no real responsibility. They may have been paid for their work, but the money went into an account their wives controlled.

He, on the other hand, was being offered an opportunity to actually be a part of a new business venture, one that would be exciting and could be quite profitable. Still, as he considered the history he had learned in college, he knew that in the past some slaves were given a lot of responsibilities and granted certain privileges. However, in the end, they were still slaves, subject to their masters, who could take away all the slaves had on a whim.

While Kate slept nestled in his arms, he continued to think about his situation. At around two o'clock, he fell asleep after having concluded that none of his agonizing mattered. At present, he was in a situation over which he had absolutely no control. The only thing he could do was to go along with whatever they decided for him and do everything he could to avoid another date with the whipping post. Or an over-the-lap date with any of the women, as he learned from Kate that town ordinance 463-2 gave any woman over the age of twenty-five the right to spank any man if she believed he deserved it. Any man who refuses would be turned over to the sheriff and charged with a crime. Every man in Scurbin knew exactly what that meant, including Jeremy.

On Monday morning at nine o'clock, Jeremy was in his customary chair to the side of the big table in the bank conference room. At the head of the table, as usual, was Kate. Sitting around the table were Rhonda Bizet, Rebecca Johansson, Wilma Waring, Dr. Perez, Elena Martinez, Elsa Jackson, and Sheriff Foster. The women he had slept with during the past week all greeted him warmly. Wilma Waring glared at him; Sheriff Foster said nothing.

Once they were all seated, Wilma leaned forward slightly. "Jeremy, I want you to know that I had to spank Hal three times this past week, including last night. In fact, I had to really spank him last night. I don't think he'll be sitting much for a while. What do you think of that?"

Jeremy didn't know what to think. He had seen Wilma's husband yesterday afternoon at the Masonic Lodge, but hadn't noticed anything particularly unusual about him. He didn't answer the question.

"Why did you have to spank him, Wilma?" Rebecca asked. "He seemed okay in the greenhouse all week."

Wilma scowled and straightened up in her chair. "Well, first the idiot wouldn't stop talking about the micro-brewery proposal, even after I told him to shut up. That was Tuesday. Then on Friday, he went on and on again, even said a couple of curse words. But yesterday evening, after he came home from that stupid lodge of theirs, he went on again. Well, that was the last straw. I had warned him. I made him lie down on the bed and paddled him until he was sobbing like a young boy. Believe me, he'll think twice before he says another word."

Rebecca nodded. "Sounds like you did the right thing, Wilma," she said. "Hal does have something of a stubborn streak. I even had to spank him myself a couple of times several months ago."

"Hal never told me that," Wilma said.

Rebecca laughed. "Why would he? He knows he'd probably get another spanking when you found out."

"Quite right," Wilma said. Then she turned to Jeremy. "Jeremy, my question still stands."

Jeremy took a deep breath, understanding full well that one wrong word in front of the most prominent women in Scurbin would very likely result in either an over-the-table spanking or, worse, a trip to the whipping post. "Well... I don't know Hal all that well, of course, but it sounds to me like he got exactly what he deserved. A man has no business disrespecting his wife."

All eight women sitting around the table smiled at him at the same time. "Very good answer, Jeremy," Wilma said. She looked around the table. "I believe that settles the issue. Hal is just jealous, but he'll have to live with that." She looked around the table once again. "Are we all agreed then?"

The other seven women nodded. Mayor Bizet leaned forward and shuffled some papers in front of her. She turned to Kate. "Is the financing in place?"

Kate smiled. "I've set up a large line of credit."

All eight women looked at Jeremy. "Jeremy," the mayor began, "after much discussion, we've all decided to go ahead with the micro-brewery idea. You and Wilma will work together to get it started. From our research, it appears that we can expect actual production in about six months. Also, you will do some marketing work for Rebecca in order to expand the cannabis operation. Of course, you won't be going out on your own to visit various distributors, but you will help to develop a viable plan and perhaps assist in training a couple of female reps. What do you think about that?"

He listened to the words but wasn't exactly sure what to think. The prospects were both exciting and challenging, but in the end, he was still a slave, even if they didn't call him that. "May I ask a couple of questions?"

"Of course," the mayor said. "Naturally, we want you to feel comfortable with this."

Naturally, he thought. "I guess my first question is what happens to me if this venture doesn't work out or I don't live up to expectations?"

"Wilma, how would you answer that?" Rhonda asked.

"First, this venture will be successful," Wilma said. "Second, we have vetted you thoroughly. If you're not living up to expectations, it's because you're not sufficiently motivated or supervised. As the manager of the operation, I accept that you have a lot to learn about the business. But, let's just say that you will learn it. You will be diligent, resourceful, and follow instructions. And, I believe you already know what will happen if you lose your focus. Is that clear enough?"

Jeremy had a sudden vision of being secured to the whipping post. "Yes, ma'am."

"Did you have another question, Jeremy?" Rhonda asked.

He took another deep breath. The image of being soundly whipped in front of the entire town was still fresh in his mind. "Yes... well... since I've been in Scurbin, I have greatly appreciated the hospitality you have shown me." He paused and blushed as he quickly glanced at the women he had slept with. "But... since I'm going to live here permanently and am the only unmarried man, I was just wondering if I will get a home of my own."

Rhonda smiled. "Now, that is an excellent question," she said. "I believe Wilma has an answer for you."

"We anticipated that question," Wilma said. "We are fixing up a small apartment for you on the third floor of the Bentley Building. That is next to Rosa's and only two blocks from me. I will take you to work every day."

"It will be your place," Rhonda said. "But... well, let's just say that I don't think you'll be sleeping there all that often… and, just in case you were wondering, you won't receive a salary directly, because you're already an investor in the operation. When we start making a profit, you'll get a dividend. What did we decide on, Kate?"

"Based on the size of the investment and his input, we agreed on ten percent," Kate said.

The mayor organized the papers in front of her. "Well, if there are no more questions, I believe our business is concluded. Jeremy, Wilma will take you to the micro-brewery site and get you started. Then, this evening, you will go home with Rebecca so you can work with her on the marketing strategies."

Rebecca smiled broadly. "I think we're going to work very well together, Jeremy."

"Thank you," Jeremy said. "I'm looking forward to it." And a part of him really was looking forward to spending the night with Rebecca. Allow yourself to be appreciated... and exploited, he thought. But try to keep your options open.


Chapter Eleven

For the rest of that week, Jeremy was busier than he had ever been in his life, including his year and a half in medical school. When he was with Wilma Waring, the two of them studied micro-brewery techniques and equipment; they looked at how to best configure the large new building. They even made plans to tour several facilities in eastern Colorado in order to determine both brewing techniques and market placement. Jeremy was impressed with Wilma's knowledge and drive to succeed.

He couldn't help noticing that Wilma's husband, Hal, appeared to be brooding almost to the point of being surly. Although he hadn't seen it himself, he heard that Rebecca had had to spank Hal at least once in the greenhouse office in order to keep him focused on his work. Jeremy also heard that Wilma had herself spanked her husband at least once during the week.

For his own part, Jeremy remained diligent and respectful, partly because he found the business fascinating, but also because he didn't want to suffer the same fate as Hal. Go along, he told himself, and remember that every incorrect action has consequences.

On Friday afternoon, Kate visited the site of the micro-brewery. Jeremy and Wilma showed her what they were planning. Wilma shared budget projections.

"Splendid progress," Kate said. She looked at Jeremy and smiled. "Nice work. I thought you could use a break, so I'm taking you to dinner, then you can spend the night with me. Okay?"

He glanced at Wilma. She nodded her approval. He shifted his gaze to the bank manager, thinking she looked beautiful in her brown A-line dress. He was getting tired of Rebecca anyway. "Thank you, ma'am."

"Are you ready to go?" Kate asked.

Once again, Jeremy looked over at Wilma. She nodded. "Yes, ma'am."

"Wilma, tell Rebecca I'll bring him back to the greenhouse tomorrow afternoon."

"Sure, Kate," Wilma said.

Fifteen minutes later, Kate and Jeremy were back in Kate's apartment. As soon as they were inside, she eyed him hungrily. He wanted to ask her some questions but never got the chance, as she pounced on him like a female lion in heat. "God, I missed you," she said just before impaling herself on his penis.

When she had finally gotten as much out of Jeremy as she possibly could, she dressed. "Let's have some dinner," she said. "But you will eat naked."

As they sat at her kitchen table eating angel hair pasta covered with olive oil, Jeremy once again thought about the past week. "May I ask you a question?" he asked.

"Of course," she said.

He took a deep breath, realizing that the question he was about to ask could possibly get him into trouble. "Uh... I was just curious... I mean, everyone talks about pleasing the investors. Now, apparently I am one of the investors, and no one worries about pleasing me. Who are the others, the ones we need to please?" He sat back waiting for the fallout.

Kate put down her fork and seemed to think for a moment. "I guess that's a fair question," she said tentatively. "Your investment comes from your meager savings and what they were able to make selling your furniture and your car; around seven thousand dollars altogether. As the owner of the bank, I control the investments. All the money that is made in Scurbin comes to my bank.

"Of course, the mine and the greenhouse make a small profit. Plus, most of the women in the town operate some kind of business, many of which are home-based. For example, thirty-two women are accountants, while twenty-seven do freelance copyediting. I believe fourteen do graphic design and… I'm not sure of the exact number, many do web design and freelance programming. There are other businesses as well which generate quite a bit of income. We do have some outside investors who occasionally deposit significant sums of money in the bank."

Inside Jeremy's head, an alarm sounded. "Wait... you're not doing anything illegal, are you?"

She scowled. "Watch yourself, boy. It's not your place to ask that kind of question."

He lowered his eyes and tried to silence the alarm. "I'm sorry if I asked a question that was indiscreet. But... well, it appears I have something at stake here."

She smiled and patted his hand. "Look, Jeremy, people deposit money in my bank; I don't ask how they earned that money. My job is to invest the money and pay them dividends. And, if at some time, they want to withdraw their funds, that is their right. Any more questions?"

To Jeremy, that sounded a lot like money laundering, but he realized Kate was right. It wasn't his place to ask questions. It was obvious that the town was prospering and had been for quite some time. Why rock the boat or question a system that is working? "No, ma'am."

She chuckled and clutched his fingers. "Good. Although I might actually enjoy putting you over my lap, I would rather spend the evening doing other things." She looked at Jeremy. "What about you? Do you want to go across my lap?"

He didn't have to think about that question. "No, ma'am."

She smiled once again. "I didn't think so," she said. "Jeremy, you need to trust me. Okay? I learned from the best in the business."

"Yes, ma'am." He said the words, but in his mind, he was thinking that he needed to get out of Scurbin as soon as he could.

After two nights with Kate Garrett, Jeremy was ready for a break. Sunday morning, just before church, Kate and Rebecca showed him his new apartment. It was small and sparsely furnished, but it was his and his alone. He understood that he probably wouldn't be spending much time there, but at least he now had a place where he could be alone.

After church and lunch at the diner, he walked to the Masonic building to join the men in whatever activities they were planning. Because it was now mid-September, he thought they would probably be watching football on the 72-inch television. As a lifelong fan of the Kansas City Chiefs, he was looking forward to it.

But he never got the chance to even find a seat. As soon as he entered the three-story brick building, he was confronted by Hal Waring. The older man moved to within a foot and scowled. "Alfredson, I've been looking for you."

Jeremy stepped back and looked into Hal's angry face. "Well, you found me. What do you want?"

Hal took a deep breath. "I don't like you," he growled.

Jeremy didn't know quite how to respond to this as he found himself face-to-face with an angry husband in a strange town he didn't want to be in. "I'm sorry." It was all he could think to say.

Hal inched forward and put a hand on Jeremy's only good white shirt. "You and me have a score to settle, I think."

Another of the men put a hand on Hal's shoulder. "Take it easy, Hal."

Hal shrugged off the hand. "Fuck that," he said. "This punk's been stealing my wife."

Jeremy could feel his temper rising. "Whoa... I haven't touched your wife... or anyone else's, for that matter."

Hal flushed. "First of all, I don't believe you. But even if you're not lying, it doesn't matter. You're all Wilma can talk about... how you're such a good looking stud who's going to help her get this micro-brewery shit off the ground. I'm sick of hearing about it; I'm sick of hearing about you and getting my ass whipped because of you."

Now it was Jeremy's turn to flush in anger. "Look, you asshole, I didn't ask to stay in this fucked up town where all the men are sheep. I didn't ask to help your wife get her micro-brewery started, so get off my back."

Hal looked confused for a few seconds, then seemed to get angry all over again. "We're not sheep," he yelled. "This is a good town and we've got a good thing going, and we're not going to let you fuck it up."

By this time, Jeremy and Hal were standing in the main entrance to the building where they were on full public display.

Another man tapped Hal on the shoulder. "For god's sake, Hal. Think about what you're doing. Get back inside."

Once again, Hal shrugged him off. "Mind your own business, Slattery. He'll be after your wife next."

Jeremy shook his head. "Look, you idiots, I'm not after anyone's wife."

Hal was now in a rage. Saliva dripped from the side of his mouth. "We're going to make sure you don't."

Jeremy matched his rage. He'd had more than enough of this confrontation and the town of Scurbin. "Oh, yeah? What are you gonna do about it, tough guy?" As he looked at his adversary, he could see that he was about six inches taller and at least twenty years younger.

Hal pushed Jeremy. Jeremy pushed back. Hal was about to answer when the Scurbin police car pulled up in front. Both Sheriff Foster and Deputy Jacobs get out at the same time. Almost immediately, the men, who had been clustered behind the two adversaries, scattered into the building.

"What is all this?" the sheriff asked.

The two men turned to look at the sheriff but said nothing. Hal started to back up into the interior. Deputy Jacobs stopped him. "As you were, Hal Waring."

He froze in place.

Jeremy took a deep breath. "This man accused me of stealing his wife."

"Did he really?" Foster said. She glared at both men. "Well, that hardly matters. You're disturbing the peace and people heard you cursing. Plus, you were about to fight. We can't have that. Cuff them, Deputy Jacobs."

Hal went from being in a rage to near panic. "Uh... there's no call for that. We're sorry. Aren't we, Jeremy?"

The sheriff scowled. "Too late for that. Now, don't make me use force."

"I don't understand," Jeremy said. "Why are you arresting me? I didn't do anything."

"Jeremy, you already know that cursing in public is a crime. So is disturbing the peace and displays of male aggression." The sheriff approached them, handcuffs out. "Now, let's get this settled. Hands behind your back... both of you."

Jeremy hung his head and did what he was told. He'd been in Scurbin long enough to know that resistance to authority was counterproductive. Hal also dropped his head, fighting to keep from snarling at the younger man. Both were quickly cuffed and placed inside the squad car.

"What happens now?" Jeremy asked.

"What do you think?" Jacobs asked sarcastically from behind the wheel.

Before Jeremy could attempt a response, Foster looked at her two prisoners from over her shoulder. "Only one way to handle this," she said. "Either a month in jail or a public whipping. Which is going to be, boys?"

Jeremy and Hal looked at each other, now two men facing a different adversary, one who had real power. "I can't speak for Mr. Waring," Jeremy said, "but... I'll take the whipping."

The sheriff nodded. "And you Hal Waring?"

The older man swallowed hard as he understood for perhaps the first time just how serious the situation was, the situation he had created. "Whipping," he said in a near whisper.

The squad car pulled up in front of the police station. Foster got out and opened the back doors to allow her prisoners to step out. "Okay. Who goes first?"

The two men looked at each other. "It was sort of my fault," Hal said. "I'll go first."

The sheriff nodded. "Deputy Jacobs, take Jeremy inside and bring out the strap, please."

A few minutes later, with Jeremy handcuffed inside, the sheriff secured Hal to the whipping post. She pulled down his dress pants and briefs. "I'm a little disappointed in you, Hal," she said. "You should know that Jeremy is no threat to you or your way of life here. For better or worse, Wilma loves you... although I imagine she'll have something to say after we're finished here."

Hal shook his head sadly. "She's been saying it all week."

Sheriff Foster glanced at Hal's bare bottom. "So I see." Then she gripped the strap firmly in her right hand. "But that doesn't matter. For cursing and that incredibly stupid public display of male aggression, I sentence you to fifty strokes. Maybe that will get you to think twice before going on a tirade."

There was no more talk after that.

Inside the station, Jeremy could hear the sound of the heavy strap meeting soft flesh, one stroke after another after another. He could hear the sheriff count each stroke as she administered it, all the way to fifty. And as he listened, he flashed back to the two whippings he had suffered since coming to Scurbin. He was not anxious to relive those experiences.

"Deputy Jacobs, please bring Jeremy out, then put Hal in cell one," Sheriff Foster called out a few seconds after she said fifty.

Jacobs, who had been watching out the front window, turned and nudged Jeremy. "Your turn," she said. "Let's go."

Jeremy nodded and got to his feet with the deputy right behind him. Once he was outside, he passed Hal Waring. The older man, his head hung low, gave a sideways glance to Jeremy. There was no anger in his expression, just submission. Jeremy watched him pass, thinking what a difference a few minutes can make.

He didn't think about it all after that, because Foster quickly secured him to the whipping post and yanked his pants and briefs down to his knees. Out of the corner of his eyes, he could see Jacobs pushing Hal through the door.

"Jeremy, I know this isn't really your fault," Foster said in a low voice as she gripped the strap in her right hand. "However, you did break the law, even if you were mostly defending yourself, and a lot of people are watching, including some of the men. So, we have to make this look good. I gave Hal fifty strokes. I don't think you deserve that many, so we'll settle on thirty. That should satisfy everyone. Understand?"

Although he had been in Scurbin for more than two weeks now, he still wasn't sure he understood much about the town. "Yes, ma'am." He, at least, understood that much.

The sheriff hoisted the strap, took a deep breath, and began the whipping with a solid shot across the center of his two quivering cheeks. He gasped with the pain and steeled himself, thinking that if Hal Waring could endure fifty strokes without saying a word, he could endure thirty. Then, he very nearly laughed as he realized that what was for the police and the town a whipping was for him and Hal a male pissing contest. Maybe there is a trace of masculinity alive in Scurbin after all, he thought.

Then, as the strokes began to take their toll, he stopped thinking altogether and bit down on his tongue to keep from crying out.


Chapter Twelve

Sheriff Foster administered the thirty strokes quickly and efficiently. Once Jeremy was released, he pulled up his pants and briefs and wiped a few stray tears from his eyes. The sheriff patted his arm. "We'll put you in cell two to recover. That's customary. Generally, we release male prisoners to the custody of their wives. However, since you don't have a wife, we've contacted Kate, and she agreed to come for you in about two hours."

A few minutes later, Jeremy was locked in the second cell on the second floor of the station. He sat down on the cot and drank a glass of water. He noticed that Hal was sitting in the chair in the first cell. He appeared very subdued.

"Are you two boys okay?" Jacobs asked.

Both men nodded.

"Good," she said. "Your women will be here in a couple of hours. In the meantime, the sheriff and I are going on patrol." She didn't wait for an answer before she descended the stairs and exited the building.

Hal stood up and turned toward Jeremy. "Jeremy, I'm sorry."

Jeremy wasn't sure he was in the mood for reconciliation as he still felt slight slivers of pain in his backside. He sat on the edge of the cot and glared at Hal. "What was that all about anyway?"

Hal took a sip from his water glass. "Not sure, really," he said. "I know this isn't your fault, that you don't want to be here. But... well, you are here, and, in your own way, you're a threat."

"How am I a threat?" He scowled. "Look, Hal, I've got enough older women chasing me. I'm not going after anyone's wife."

"I know that," Hal said. "But that doesn't make you any less of a threat."

"You said before that you've got a good thing going here. What did you mean by that? All I see is a bunch of men who are virtual prisoners and who have sacrificed their masculinity."

Hal sat back down in the chair. "It probably does appear that way, but appearances can be deceiving. Let me tell you my story. I didn't grow up in Scurbin. I met Wilma when we were both students at Wichita State. I was struggling to make grades as a sophomore. She was a brilliant senior. She agreed to tutor me in math and biology. I guess she saw some potential in me, because after three months we started sleeping together. Although she was more dominant than any of the other girls I'd slept with, she was incredible and I fell head-over-heels in love.

"That spring, she graduated with honors. She was also pregnant with my child. She told me about Scurbin, about how she was going back to help run a successful business. She said she wanted to marry me and raise our child together. She also said that if I agreed, I would be going strictly on her terms and that she would control every aspect of our relationship. Well, I was still struggling and had no real direction in life, and I was in love, so I agreed. That was twenty-five years ago." He paused and glanced at Jeremy. "Look, Jeremy, maybe my situation doesn't exactly fit your view of what a man should do or be, but basically I'm happy here. I have a steady job; I have two children. And my wife takes care of all my needs. I have no real responsibilities, so it's sort of a carefree life. I think you'll find nearly all the men here feel the same way I do."

Jeremy tried to process what he was hearing. "Okay. Suppose what you're saying is true, then why the jealousy? It still doesn't explain why I'm a threat."

Hal chuckled. "I guess maybe I still have a little of that king of the hill stuff left in me, despite Wilma's attempts to rid me of it. I see another man spending a lot of time with my wife, and I don't like it."

Jeremy nodded. "I guess I wouldn't like it either. But, your wife and this town have assigned me the task of helping her get this micro-brewery up and running. There's nothing I can do about that."

Hal stood up again and looked all around him. He moved a little closer to Jeremy's cell. "Unless..."

"Unless what?"

"One of two alternatives. You could get married or you could leave Scurbin."

Jeremy's eyes widened. "I don't think I'm ready to get married. And who would I marry in this town anyway? So, that leaves escape. But how? They've taken my car, my money, and my ID. I have no life to go to. They've seen to that."

Hal inched closer to Jeremy's cell and beckoned for the younger man to join him. "Would you leave if you had the chance?"

"Yes," Jeremy said in a near whisper.

"It can be arranged."

"How?"

With Hal Waring continuously looking around him as though there were spies everywhere, he proceeded to tell Jeremy about a friendly delivery driver who made frequent trips to the greenhouse. He said that the driver would take Jeremy to Burlington where Jeremy could make contact with a man named Forest Symington. The man, according to Hal, could set Jeremy up with an identity and a job working at a ranch in Wyoming. "If this is what you want, the driver will be here on Tuesday afternoon just before the end of the work day. Tell Wilma and Rebecca that you will help the driver bring the supplies inside. I often do it, so it shouldn't arouse any suspicion. Then, climb into the back of his truck, and you're on your way."

"Next Tuesday?"

Hal nodded. "Next Tuesday." He paused once again. "But, Jeremy, you need to be absolutely certain. There's no turning back."

Jeremy shook his head and cupped his bottom with his hands. "The women in this town abuse me and the men don't like me. What choice do I have?"

Hal flashed a sly smile. "There's always the first alternative."

Jeremy was about to answer when they heard women's voices coming from downstairs. Hal put his index finger over his lips, effectively ending the conversation.

A few seconds later, Deputy Jacobs, accompanied by Wilma and Kate, appeared at the top of the stairs. Wilma scowled. Kate chuckled. "Well, boys, your sponsors are here," the deputy said. "Time to go home. Or would you rather spend the night in your cell?"

Tempting, Jeremy thought as he looked at Kate. He also cast a sideways glance at Hal and saw that the older man appeared nervous. Jeremy suspected Hal was in for another spanking when he got home.

However, when Jacobs opened the cell and Hal stepped out, his wife took him in her arms and kissed him on the cheek. "Let's get you home," she said in a voice that promised more love and tenderness. With Wilma in the lead, the couple moved slowly down the stairs.

Jacobs unlocked Jeremy's cell and turned to Kate. "It wasn't really his fault, Kate."

Kate smiled and took Jeremy by the hand. "I know," she said. She kissed him gently on the lips. "Oh, you poor boy. This is a tough town. But over time you will adapt. Come on with me and let's get you some dinner. You can spend the night with me. Would you like that?"

Jeremy almost thought of that as a rhetorical question. Of course he would like it. What choice did he have? "Thank you."

The following Tuesday afternoon was overcast with a slight drizzle. Jeremy was in Rebecca's office in the greenhouse. He was alone, reviewing marketing strategies for medical cannabis. He had told her he would help Hal unload the truck when it arrived, and she had believed him, happy that Jeremy seemed to be fitting in and getting along well with the other men.

Jeremy had spent the night before alone in his new apartment, agonizing over the decision to attempt escape from Scurbin. A part of him didn't really want to go. That part argued that he could make a good life here, that he had a job and responsibilities, that he had love and acceptance. Why would he want to leave that? And for what kind of life? He wasn't sure he wanted to exchange his identity and security for a new life as a ranch hand.

However, the other part of him argued that the freedom to make his own choices in life was more important than any other consideration. And, in the end, did he really have love and acceptance in Scurbin or was he just being exploited? Would he ever be truly accepted by the other men? Would he ever be able to stake his own claim, have his own family? He didn't think so. Then, he thought of his experiences with the whipping post and made his decision.

So, here he was, waiting for the delivery truck and desperately attempting to keep at least outwardly calm, as he fully understood what was at stake, what he was risking. Life is an adventure, he told himself.

At five-fifteen, he heard the sound of a truck rumbling across the narrow bridge that spanned a wide stream. Although he hadn't seen it himself, he knew the road to Burlington was on the other side of that bridge.

A minute later, a large white van pulled into the newly paved delivery area just outside the gigantic expanse of the greenhouse. Twice a month, the van brought all the supplies needed to continue the cannabis operation - large bags of plant food, pots, hoses, and other paraphernalia. Jeremy got up and moved to the delivery door. Hal joined him from the interior of the greenhouse. He glanced at Jeremy. The younger man nodded.

"Okay, let's do this," Hal said.

It took them four trips to finish unloading. On the last trip, Hal took Jeremy off to the side and discreetly handed him a wad of bills. "We took up a collection yesterday," Hal said. "There's about two hundred dollars there. Use it wisely. Oh... you'll need to give the driver fifty dollars when you get to Burlington." He glanced around to make sure no one was watching. He nodded to the driver, who was back behind the wheel of the van about to start the engine. "Slip in the back. We'll cover for you. I'll tell Rebecca, if she asks, that you weren't feeling well and needed to go back to your apartment. Okay? Good luck."

Jeremy wanted to say something, maybe thank you. But he didn't get the chance. Hal quickly walked away, continuously watching the area. Jeremy understood and climbed into the back of the van through the partially open door. He closed the door and lay down on the dirty metal floor.

The driver started the engine, and they were off, over the bridge and onto the two-lane road that led to Burlington. Once they were over the hills and out of sight of anything related to Scurbin, Jeremy sat up and dusted himself off. He noticed that his heart was racing and his respiratory rate neared thirty. He tried to calm himself, but it was no use.

Thirty minutes later, the van slowed down and Jeremy dared a glance out the back window. He saw they were entering a town, probably Burlington. He knew from a very brief conversation with Hal that the delivery van would pull into a business garage and stop. There, Jeremy would pay the driver. Then, he would go to the Burlington Hardware Store, apparently owned by the mysterious Forest Symington. He was to ask if they had any hitches for a horse trailer. That was the password. He had no further instructions.

The van stopped. While Jeremy waited, the driver got out and moved around to the back. The door opened. "Fifty dollars," the driver said, looking down at his passenger.

"Is it safe?" Jeremy asked.

"No one here but us," the driver said.

Jeremy stood up and counted out two twenties and a ten. He handed the bills to the driver. "Can you tell me where the hardware store is?"

"Go out the side door. The hardware store is three blocks up the street. Did Hal tell you what the code is?"

"Yes."

"Okay. Get out and be on your way. Good luck, buddy." The driver turned away.

I'm free, Jeremy thought as he stepped out of the van into the semi-darkness of a large garage. In the near distance, he saw a side door. He didn't see the driver. Okay, he told himself, let's do this.

Looking all around him, he unlatched the side door and saw that it opened into a narrow alley. It was still daylight. The drizzle had stopped. Stealthily, he made for the street. When he reached it, he saw the sign for the hardware store, hoping it was still open. He saw a few cars in the street. Several people passed him on the sidewalk. They may have glanced at him and recognized him as a stranger to Burlington, but they didn't yell for the police or stop him with a citizens arrest.

He smiled and tried to appear as though he belonged or at least as though he wasn't an escaped convict. In his mind, he was replaying images from one of his favorite reality TV shows. As he walked swiftly toward the hardware store, he suddenly pictured himself as the subject of one of the shows. He reached the big double glass door of the hardware store and saw that there were several men inside. So far so good, he thought, as he turned the handle, pushed open the door, and moved through the entrance. He walked up to the large wooden counter at the back and approached a burly man wearing jeans and a flannel shirt.

"Can I help you?" the man asked, eyeing Jeremy up and down.

"Uh... I was wondering... if you have any hitches for a horse trailer," Jeremy replied.

The man flashed a small knowing smile. "You'll have to see the trailer hitch man about that." He turned around. "Hey, Symington, you've got a customer."

A moment later, another burly man dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt came out of what appeared to be a small office in the back of the store. Like the other man, he eyed Jeremy up and down. "You're asking about a hitch for a horse trailer?"

Jeremy tried desperately to control his breathing, drawing on his two years as a sales rep. "Yes, sir."

"Okay. Let's go in the back and see what we've got that will fit your needs." He turned and started toward the small office.

Jeremy followed him into a room filled with an antique desk, a padded office chair, several file cabinets, and a pile of boxes.

Symington cleared a box off the chair. "Have a seat," he said. "You wait here while I go check our inventory." He turned and left the office.

Jeremy followed him with his eyes and took several deep breaths to get himself under control. He had never been so nervous in his entire life. He sat down in the chair and tried to focus on the furnishings. But it was no use. All he could think about was what the next step would be.

Several minutes passed, and his anxiety mounted. He could actually feel his heart pounding in his chest. He stood up and went to the door but saw no one. He turned away from the door and went to a small window but could see very little outside either.

"Hello, Jeremy." It was a woman's voice and it was familiar.

Jeremy whirled around and saw Sheriff Foster standing in the doorway. He opened his mouth but no sound came out. Instead, his eyes glazed over and he slumped into the chair.

The sheriff entered the small office and touched his cheek. When he opened his eyes, she smiled. "You left without saying good-bye, and with a lot of unfinished business to take care of. I'm sorry to cut your trip short, but we need to get you back home." She paused and turned toward the door. "Mr. Symington, thank you for alerting me to Jeremy's location. I will take him off your hands."

"Glad to cooperate, Sheriff," Symington said. "We don't need his kind around here."

Jeremy's eyes widened. He was now alert and very confused. "What? How?"


Chapter Thirteen

Sheriff Foster gently nudged Jeremy's head and arms. "Time to go," she said. "Back of the squad car will have to be more comfortable than sitting on the floor of that dirty van."

Jeremy moved as though he were waking up from a dream. He looked up at the sheriff. "How... how did you find me?"

She pulled on his left arm to get him to his feet. "We'll talk about it on the way. Let's go."

Now standing, he nodded. Busted, he thought. And the nightmare continues.

When he was secured in the back of the squad car, Sheriff Foster got in behind the wheel, started the engine, and drove down the main street to the road that led back to Scurbin. For several minutes, neither driver nor passenger said a word.

After they left the Burlington city limits and were out into the countryside, Jeremy twisted in his seat and leaned forward. "How did you find me? Did Hal Waring turn me in?"

"Don't underestimate us, Jeremy," Foster said, chuckling mostly to herself. "No, Hal didn't turn you in. Apparently, the honor code among you men is still valid."

"How, then? And what did that man at the hardware store mean when he said, 'we don't need his kind around here?'"

"So many questions," Foster said. "First, Wilma saw you get in the back of the van. We thought you might try something like that. Then, as soon as the van took off, I issued an APB. It seems you've been accused of stealing money from the greenhouse."

Jeremy flushed. "I didn't steal any money."

Foster smiled. "I know that," she said. "But they don't. We do a lot of business in Burlington and have a very good relationship with the local police and business owners."

"That was pretty low," Jeremy said. He thought for a moment. "What made you think I would get into that van, if Hal didn't alert you?"

Foster laughed demonically. "Jeremy, we know all about that refugee pipeline."

"How?"

"Who do you think set it up?"

Now he was really confused. "Wait... you set it up? Why? I mean, do you want men to leave Scurbin?"

"We set up that pipeline four years ago. We certainly don't want all the men to leave. But if a man doesn't really want to be in Scurbin, we would rather he left. So far, only three men have taken advantage of the pipeline. Not that many men really want to leave. But it makes them feel better to know there's an out."

Jeremy leaned back in the seat and shook his head. "I don't want to be in Scurbin. You know that. So why come after me if you let others leave?"

"First, we're not convinced you don't want to be in Scurbin. My god, boy, we're offering you everything you didn't have before, even if you're too blind to realize it. Second, this may sound a little bizarre to you, but we need you in Scurbin."

"What do you mean?"

Sheriff Foster turned on the headlights as she continued to pilot the squad car toward the distant hills that ringed Scurbin. "Believe it or not, only the week before you bungled your way into town, all the prominent citizens met to discuss the future. At that time, we all realized and agreed that if we don't attract more young people, especially men, we will be a ghost town in fifteen or twenty years. We need more young men like you to attract more young women. Even the daughters of many of the couples don't return after they go to college. Now, you already know my situation with Linda. But obviously not every woman wants that kind of relationship. We need young couples; we need children. You are the start, the answer to our collective prayer, and we're not giving you up."

Jeremy closed his eyes and tried to process what he was hearing. But suddenly he was too tired to think clearly.

"There is one other thing," Foster said. "We were thinking of you, of your future. We set up the pipeline as far as Burlington. We know that Mr. Symington connects the men with a broker who sets them up with a new identity and gets them a job somewhere."

"Hal said a ranch in Wyoming."

She huffed. "He doesn't know that for certain. The broker specializes in undocumented migrants. That's what you would have become. You could have ended up working on a ranch or a farm or a chicken processing plant... working long hours for low wages, always with one eye over your shoulder. That's no way to live, especially for the son of two doctors. It's certainly not freedom."

He took a deep breath as he considered what Foster was telling him. "I... suppose I should be grateful then."

"We understand your feelings, Jeremy," Foster said. "Things will get better for you, I promise. We have a plan that will benefit everyone."

Jeremy looked out the window and saw mostly darkness all around him, like driving into a black hole. "So, what happens now?"

"Once we get back to town, you get a nice hot meal and a shower; you need one after riding in that dirty van. Then you will spend the night in one of the cells."

"And after that?"

She smiled. "Ah... you mean, will you get a whipping? That's not up to me to say. It's up to the judge. But you did try to run and you did break the law. The penalty for that will be swift and probably pretty severe."

He swallowed hard as he relived in his mind his earlier experiences with the whipping post. Consequences, he told himself, always consequences. There was no more talk after that.

An hour later, Jeremy was in the first cell on the second floor of the police station. As promised, he had eaten a hot meal prepared by Rosa Rivera. He had also showered and dressed in clean clothes. He lay down on the surprisingly comfortable cot and fell asleep before ten o'clock. No one came to visit him.

Deputy Jacobs woke him up the following morning at seven o'clock. "You need to wash your face and hands and straighten up your clothes. You go before Judge Carter in thirty minutes. No time for breakfast." She unlocked the cell and beckoned to him. "Okay, step out. You can use the bathroom to do your business."

Jeremy moved slowly out of the cell and into the bathroom. By seven twenty, with his hands cuffed in front of him, he walked down the stairs toward the small courtroom. Deputy Jacobs was right behind him.

She nudged him into the room and toward the bench, behind which was Judge Marilyn Carter. Several women, most of whom he recognized, sat in the gallery.

The judge shuffled some papers in front of her and then gazed at Jeremy over the top of reading glasses. "Well, let's cut to the chase, shall we? I've been reading the sheriff's report and listened to some of the women you've been staying with since you've been in Scurbin. A couple have urged me to go easy on you, that you haven't had time to assimilate. However, I'm not so sure of that. But before I pass sentence, I want to give you the opportunity to speak for yourself." She paused and looked at him expectantly.

Realizing it was his turn to talk, Jeremy took a deep breath and swallowed hard. He glanced over his shoulder and saw Kate, Rebecca, and Wilma, among others he recognized. Sitting next to Wilma, however, was a very pretty younger woman he hadn't seen before. He took another deep breath. "I... don't really have much to say, your honor... except that I'm sorry if I caused a lot of trouble. I... have appreciated what you all have tried to give me. I guess I didn't understand and lost my head."

The judge smiled. "Do you understand now?"

"I believe so, yes."

"Well, we're going to make sure of that. Jeremy Alfredson, I find you guilty of the crimes of which you have been accused and I sentence you to a public whipping... seventy strokes, after which you will spend four nights in jail. Sentence is to be carried out immediately." She rapped her gavel for effect.

He flushed as he listened to the sentence. It was harsh, but, in truth, it was less than he was expecting.

Jacobs took his arm and turned him toward the door. "Let's go. The sheriff is waiting for you outside."

Together they walked out of the courtroom and onto the sidewalk. Sheriff Foster was standing next to the whipping post, the familiar heavy strap clutched tightly in her right hand. The sun was low in the sky, heralding a beautiful day in mid-September. A crowd was already gathered in the square across the street. The women who were in the gallery soon joined them.

Jacobs made a show of passing Jeremy over to her superior. "The prisoner is ready for execution of sentence," she said in her best official voice. "Seventy strokes."

The sheriff also made a show of securing Jeremy to the post. As she was pulling down his pants and briefs, she whispered in his ear. "I'm sorry, son, but this has to be done. I'll try not to be too hard on you, but I have to leave some marks."

A tear formed in his eye. He glanced at the sheriff, noting the sincere expression on her face. "Do what you have to do."

Foster turned to the crowd which practically filled the square. "The prisoner has broken the law and is sentenced to receive seventy strokes. Watch and learn."

As was her custom, she said nothing more as she turned back to Jeremy and retracted the strap. With a snap, she brought it forward, impacting the soft center of both cheeks. He winced and involuntarily wriggled his wrists inside the restraints that held him to the post.

A second later, Foster struck again, shouting out two as soon as the strap found its mark. Then came three, four, and five in rapid succession. Six and seven hit the upper thighs, causing him to yelp like a wounded puppy.

After that, she cut loose, landing stroke after stroke after stroke, nearly faster than she could count. Tears stained his cheeks. His bottom reddened in less than a minute. She stopped at sixty-five and gently rubbed his bottom in order to assess the damage so far done. "Five more to go," she said. "And they will be unforgettable."

Numbers sixty-six and sixty-seven bit into his upper thighs, causing him to cry out and squirm. Sixty-eight and sixty-nine were very hard against the upper part of his backside. She paused again for a few seconds as if to prolong the anticipation and the misery. Then for the last time, she retracted the strap and snapped it forward as hard as she could against the center of his two cheeks. "Seventy," she said and lowered the strap to her side.

Jeremy sobbed uncontrollably as the pain ricocheted through his body.

Foster turned to the crowd. "Sentence is completed. Hopefully, the lesson is learned and need not be repeated. Let's disperse and go about our daily routine."

She turned back to Jeremy. "Are you okay?" she asked quietly.

He needed at least a minute to even hear the question. "I... don't know for sure."

"Well, let's get you down and back into your cell. Deputy Jacobs will get you some breakfast. How about toast, eggs, and orange juice?" While she was saying this, she released his hands from the restraints.

As soon as he realized his hands were free, they flew to his scorched bottom. "What?" he said in response to her question about breakfast.

Foster chuckled. "I asked if toast, eggs, and orange juice was okay for breakfast?"

He sniffed several times and wiped away a few stray tears. "Oh... I guess so."

She scowled. "Pull up your pants, take a deep breath, and try that answer once more."

At first, he tried to think through the fog brought on by the harsh punishment he had just endured. Then he realized the mistake he made. He pulled up his pants and briefs. "I'm sorry," he said. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you."

The sheriff smiled and patted his bottom very gently. "Much better," she said. "Maintain that attitude and demeanor and only good things will happen from now on, I promise."

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

At five thirty that afternoon, Jeremy was awakened in his cell by the sound of female voices approaching. He opened his eyes and sat up on the cot, reigniting the flame in his backside. While he was clearing his senses, three women came up to the bars. One was Rebecca, one was Wilma, the third was the young woman who had been sitting next to Wilma in the gallery.

Jeremy looked at her and saw that she was perhaps his age or a little younger. She was a true beauty with an unmarked face and long dark hair, secured in back with a small clip. She was wearing a short jeans skirt and a white tee shirt. And she was smiling at him.

"Jeremy, this is my daughter, Caitlyn," Wilma said. "She wanted to meet you."

"Hello, Jeremy," Caitlyn said in a soft voice.

He pushed himself off the cot and straightened his shirt. "Hello, I'm sorry about the way I look." He was very close to being smitten already.

"Caitlyn just came back from college. She graduated from Colorado State with a master's degree in botany. She's had some job offers and is trying to decide whether or not to stay in Scurbin."

Jeremy couldn't stop gazing at Caitlyn, thinking she was one of the most beautiful young women he had ever seen in his life. It was then he remembered that Hal told him he had two children, obviously both adults. For an instant, he wondered about the other child.

"We were thinking that maybe you could help her decide," Rebecca said. "I sure would like to have her working for me in the greenhouse."

Wilma nodded. "We're going to leave you alone for a while to get better acquainted," she said. She nudged Rebecca. "Come on, Rebecca, let's go get some dinner. Honey, we'll come back for you in a little while."

Jeremy watched the two older women disappear down the stairs, then shifted his gaze back to Caitlyn, thinking this is what Hal meant when he said there was another alternative. "Probably not the best way to meet," he said.

She flashed him a wide smile. "Oh, I don't know. Remember, I grew up in this town. I kind of like seeing you this way."

And the conversation moved on from there. By the time Wilma returned two hours later, it was very clear to both Caitlyn and Jeremy that they were meant to be together. They were to be the young couple who would begin the change Scurbin so desperately needed and wanted. It was also clear that Caitlyn had learned from her mother how to deal with men, definitely her mother's daughter.


Chapter Fourteen

On a picture-perfect Saturday in late October, with the leaves on the trees showing the last of their brilliant fall colors, Jeremy Alfredson, dressed in a new black suit, crisp white shirt, and blue tie, stood to one side of the altar of the First Methodist Church of Scurbin. Next to him was Anton Grabowski, a co-worker in the greenhouse. He was also dressed in a black suit. Both had white carnations pinned to their lapels.

The wooden pews with the purple cushions in the massive hundred-year-old church were filled to capacity. Flowers in fall colors lined the aisle and graced the altar. The church and the people were ready to witness the marriage of Jeremy Alfredson to Caitlyn Waring, the first wedding to take place in Scurbin in more than twenty years.

The mother of the bride, wearing a long silver dress, sat in the first pew. On her left was Rebecca, wearing a long blue dress. On her right was a man dressed in a dark suit who looked very much like a younger version of Hal; it was her son Andrew.

Carla Watters, the long-serving pastor of the Methodist church, stood behind the altar. She was smiling broadly. In her nearly twenty years as pastor, this was her first wedding. She looked at the assembly, now beginning to quiet. She glanced over at Jeremy. He nodded. She nodded back and signaled the organist.

Immediately, the opening notes of the traditional wedding march filled the church. While Jeremy watched nervously, two young women wearing identical red dresses entered from the back and started a slow procession down the aisle while the assembly stood.

A minute later, the bride, wearing a long, white, full wedding dress and a white veil and holding a bouquet of orchids, entered and followed the two young women down the aisle. She was accompanied by her father, who was wearing a black suit. All eyes were on her as she processed slowly and purposefully toward the altar.

When the two young women reached the altar, they moved off to the side. When Caitlyn reached the altar, both she and the music stopped. Hal Waring lifted her veil and kissed her tenderly on the cheek. Then he took her right hand and gave it to Jeremy. Simultaneously smiling and wiping a tear from his eye, he turned away from the altar and sat down next to his wife.

Even though everyone understood that the marriage was mostly arranged (which explained the very rapid courtship) they could see that both Jeremy and Caitlyn were very happy and seemed to belong together. They all knew this marriage would be a success, both for the couple and for the town. Certainly, neither Jeremy nor Caitlyn had expressed any doubts.

In fact, the hastily arranged union between the town's two young adults had already attracted precisely the attention the town had sought. This included Hal and Wilma's twenty-two-year-old son, who had just completed four years in the Navy and was trying to decide what to do with the rest of his life. The marriage of his older sister brought him home, hopefully to stay.

The marriage had also brought Caitlyn's two best friends, Annie Burwell and Carmen Dimitri, to Scurbin. It was already decided that they would live with the newly married couple in a large recently restored farmhouse just to the north of town. The farmhouse and three acres of land was a gift from the town, arranged so that the three young women, already experts in organic farming techniques, could start a small-scale operation that would grow over time.

Everyone in town also understood that the primary function of the three young women was to produce not only organic herbs and vegetables, but also the next generation. It was clear from that understanding that Jeremy would never spend another night alone.

Upon the conclusion of the ceremony, the newlyweds kissed quickly, then turned and processed up the aisle toward the back of the church, perhaps thinking about their wedding night since they had not yet slept together. The assembly applauded loudly as the couple passed.

The reception was in the church hall across the street. Rosa Rivera and Martha and Jim Spinelli provided the food. Alesha Jefferson provided the four-tier wedding cake. Her husband, Shawn, served as Master of Ceremonies and DJ.

After dinner but before the cake was cut, Kate and Rhonda brought out a large cart loaded with gifts. The couple, flanked by Annie and Carmen, sat at the head table and opened the gifts one by one. Most were useful household items such as dishes, flatware, and linen. However, one of the last gifts Caitlyn opened was a large thin cutting board in the shape of a paddle. Etched in neat script on one side of the board were the names of the couple and the date of the wedding.

Wilma laughed when her daughter held up the board. "Do you know what to do with that, honey?" she asked.

Caitlyn smiled knowingly and glanced at her new husband. "I think so," she said. "After all, I learned from the best." She stood up. "Okay, Jeremy, stand up and bend over the table."

Jeremy laughed as though the order was a joke. But when he saw the eyes of his new wife, he dropped his smile. "Certainly you're not serious."

Caitlyn scowled and continued her hot glare. "I am very serious," she said. "Don't embarrass yourself and me in front of all these people."

Jeremy looked around him helplessly. Everyone was staring, waiting to see what he would do. Suddenly, he had a vision of himself secured to the whipping post, bottom fully exposed to everyone in Scurbin. He nodded his head and stood up.

"Bend over the table," Caitlyn ordered.

He didn't want to but knew he had little choice, not if he wanted his wedding day to end well. Regardless of any other consideration, the women are in charge, he thought. That's the way it's always been in Scurbin, and that's the way it will always be. He bent over the table.

Caitlyn approached him from the side, the handle of the cutting board clutched tightly in her right hand. She paused for a few seconds, apparently deciding whether or not to bare his bottom. "Since this is our wedding day, I think I'll leave the pants up... for now." She turned to her two best friends. "This is how it's done in Scurbin."

After that, she delivered five hard strokes to his bottom in rapid succession. It was very clear that she had learned how to administer an effective paddling. When she was finished, she patted her husband's bottom. "Thank you," she whispered in his ear. "Let's hope we don't ever have to do this for real."

Jeremy pushed himself up, smiled, and accepted the warm embrace of his new wife. The assembly applauded, now assured that the marriage was off to a great start.

That night, once they were firmly established in their new home, Caitlyn carefully removed her wedding dress while Jeremy watched. His eyes bulged as he saw that she wore no underwear, only white stockings. She was even more beautiful naked than he had imagined. As she stood before her new husband, she flashed a wide smile. "Let's see how much you've learned from the women in this town." She snapped her fingers.

At the signal, Jeremy quickly stripped out of his own clothes, exposing a large erection. However, instead of taking her in his arms and casting her down on the bed, as he would have done four months before, he dutifully lay down supine on the bed and waited for her to make the next move.

"Very good," she said as she climbed up on the bed, straddled him, and impaled herself. She came within minutes.

All-in-all, they made love three times that night. After the second time, while she lay cuddled in the nest of his arms, she looked at him. "You know I'm not using any birth control, don't you?"

He knew that was part of the deal: not just a wife but a family. It was everything he had ever wanted. "Yes, I know."

She tickled his cheek. "And you know that Annie and Carmen aren't using birth control either."

He had understood that, in the absence of any other young, unmarried man, he would serve, at least temporarily, as lover to Caitlyn's best friends. "Yes."

She reached down and fondled his penis. It sprang to attention almost immediately. "Good," she said. "Now, roll me over and get to work."

Jeremy did what he was told. He would always do what he was told. After all, his wife and the town had his best interests at heart.


Epilogue

This first day of May was beautiful with a clear blue sky. Flowers bloomed all over the area. New leaves graced the trees. Jeremy sat at his desk in the office of the Scurbin micro-brewery and gazed out the window. As he watched, Jerod Johnson, Jorge Graciela, and Andrew Waring loaded a truck with cases of Scurbin's own honey-flavored craft beer.

When they were finished loading, Jeremy stood up and walked out onto the paved parking pad. "All loaded up, gentlemen?"

They nodded. "I've got several stops to make," Andrew said as he turned toward the driver side of the truck. "Tell Liza I'll be home by Friday and I'll bring her back something from Denver."

"Have you got your cell with you?" Jeremy asked.

Andrew smiled. "Of course."

"Have a good trip."

Andrew waved, climbed up into the seat, started the engine, and drove off in the direction of Burlington. Jeremy waved as the truck rumbled across the newly constructed bridge over the main stream, the stream that provided the pure water that made Scurbin's Own the talk of eastern Colorado and hopefully beyond. Wilma Waring had been right.

Jeremy went back to his office while Jerod and Jorge went into the main part of the brewery. As he sat his desk, he looked at the collection of framed photographs that surrounded his pile of files, spreadsheets, and his laptop computer. First, there was the photo of him and Caitlyn on their wedding day. Then there was the photograph of him holding his new son, born ten months after the wedding. Next to that photo were the photos of Annie and Carmen holding their babies. Three children in eighteen months. He never would have believed it possible two years ago as he was driving endless miles, going from one small town to another representing a second-rate pharmaceutical. A part of him wished his parents were here to see it. But they were off somewhere in Africa.

He leaned back in his chair and contemplated his good fortune. For an instant, he remembered the time he was so anxious to escape, to climb into the back of a van and trade all this for a life on the run. He shuddered at the prospect. Here he had a good life, the best, and he never wanted to leave again.

The ringing of the phone on his desk brought him back to the present. He picked it up, said hello, and listened. "Okay. I'll be there in a ten minutes." He put the phone down and found Jorge tending one of the gigantic stainless steel vats. "I need to go into town," he said.

"Okay," Jorge said.

Ten minutes later, Jeremy parked his new Jeep Grand Cherokee next to the Scurbin police squad car. He got out, giving a sideways glance at the whipping post, and entered the building, veering to the side that contained the courtroom. When he was inside, he was greeted by a collection of the town's prominent citizens: Kate Garrett, Rhonda Bizet, Judge Marilyn Carter, and Sheriff Foster. He tried to smile. "Okay... what have I done this time?" he asked, trying to sound funny. However, inside he was nervous.

All four women wore very serious expressions. "Jeremy, sit down please," Rhonda said.

Jeremy sat down and faced the group.

The judge shuffled some papers in front of her. "Uh... Jeremy, we've been reviewing some of the town's ordinances... some that date back to the early twentieth century. We've found one that might concern you. It certainly concerned us."

Now Jeremy became very nervous. Things are going too well, he thought. "What is it?"

"Ordinance 351-2," the sheriff said, reading from a text in front of her. "'No married man shall have conjugal relations with a woman who is not his wife within the town and township jurisdiction.' I guess you might say that adultery is against the law here in Scurbin."

"You know what that means for you, don't you?" Rhonda said.

Jeremy swallowed hard. Of course, he knew what that meant. Not only had he had conjugal relations with women to whom he was not married, he had fathered children by them. He opened his mouth to speak but could form no words. He had another of those visions of being secured to the whipping post.

At first, all four women glared at him sternly. But then they started to laugh.

"What's funny?" he asked. "This sounds very serious."

The judge stopped laughing and gave him a smile. Rhonda patted his knee. "It might have been serious... in 1920," Judge Carter said.

"But we've taken the liberty of amending the ordinance. We're calling it the Alfredson amendment."

Jeremy was still trying to process the situation. "The Alfredson amendment?"

"Oh, we don't mean to encourage out and out adultery here in Scurbin," Rhonda said. She waved her left hand at him, momentarily exposing a plain gold band on her third finger. She had married six months before to the new town veterinarian, Todd Asimoff.

"But we're making an exception in your case, as you have saved this town, and we're grateful," Kate said. "And we certainly don't want to interfere with what you have on the farm."

"Thank you," Jeremy said.

The sheriff scowled, then smiled and patted him on the back. "I was kind of looking forward to whipping you," she said. "But... what the heck. Let the whipping post rot. We're moving forward."

The four women stood up as a group. "Go home, Jeremy," Rhonda said. "It's all right."

Jeremy stood up and looked at each of the four women, now his friends. "I am home," he said.
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Training Jonas Weatherly by W. Arthur

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

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

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

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

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

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

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

… and 16 other stories.

The Disciplined Male - Volume 7 by W. Arthur

This compilation features the following and 4 other femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

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

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

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

The Third Date by Shaun Kelly

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

Over His Auntie's Knee by Jack Crawford

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

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

Spanked by His Aunt by Jack Crawford

Following the sudden death of his estranged father, eighteen-year-old Timothy Witten learns that under the terms of his late father's Will, he is to inherit a small fortune - but he can't touch it until he is 25 and in possession of a college degree. In the meantime, Aunt Kay, Timothy's only remaining family, is appointed as trustee. She is a wealthy woman who has a large house in Alabama, and Timothy's life changes drastically as he leaves his boarding school and goes to live with her.

Aunt Kay proves herself to be quite a formidable character who won't stand for any nonsense. She is fond of her nephew, but that doesn't prevent her from spanking him when he misbehaves. Timothy is horrified, never having being spanked before, and suffers the indignity of going over his aunt's knee, bare bottomed. The punishments occur regularly, including a trip to the woodshed. This is Aunt Kay's domain; she rules the roost and Tim has to obey her or suffer the consequences! He often has a sore bottom but nevertheless develops a healthy respect and affection towards his aunt.

The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby

Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it!

This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman.

A Visit to Miss Chadwick by Michael Sharpe

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

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