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    To My Pledge Mom

  

 
   
   
 Sorority Justice Day 
 
      
 
    The photograph was absolutely humiliating. There he was, Josh Banta, President of Gamma Iota Delta fraternity, up-ended over a woman’s knee for a spanking. Yeah, sure, it had all been done in good fun, a good cause as they say, but that didn’t stop the firestorm the photo had created.  
 
    The brothers ribbed him. He couldn’t pass through the student union without hearing snickers and catcalls. Every day, groups of students gathered around the Greek Week photo display, laughing and pointing. At him.  
 
    This is all the Hippos fault. If only his frat hadn’t been paired with the Eta Rho sorority, none of this would have happened! He crossed his arms and leaned against the side of the theater building, seething. There wasn’t much he could do about it now. The image was out there… 
 
      
 
    Hippos and Goofs 
 
      
 
    “The Hippos!” A collective groan rose from the rank and file of the Gamma Iota Delta fraternity members, all crammed into their chapter room for Wednesday night meeting.  
 
    “Rooster, how did we get stuck with the Hippos?”  
 
    Up front at the officer’s table, Josh held up his hand. “It’s a random draw, you know that,” he said to the disappointed group.  
 
    “We demand a random redraw!” 
 
    “Hell yeah!” 
 
    Josh shook his head. “The only redo allowed is if we’d have gotten the same sorority as last year. I’m sorry, guys. The Eta Rho’s are our partners for Greek Week. We’re going to have to make the best of it.” 
 
    So much grumbling followed that the sergeant-at-arms had to stand up and call for order. “There’s nothing Rooster can do about it,” he said. “So suck it up and shut-up.” 
 
    The group quieted, but leaned back in their chairs with arms crossed and faces sour. 
 
    Josh sighed and stared down at the meeting notes on the table in front of him. If he’d had a choice, he’d have selected any other sorority on campus. As he’d plunged his hand into the black box at the Greek Week meeting, only one thing had been going through his mind. Don’t let it be the Hippos. Please don’t let it be the Hippos. When he pulled a slip of paper and saw their name written out, he gulped and forced a smile. Across the room, the Hippo’s president waved at him. He ground his teeth and waved back. 
 
    It was obvious how the Eta Rho sorority had been branded with the name Hippos. Eta Rho didn’t lend itself to anything particularly clever, but the Greek letter for Eta looked like an H and the one for Rho looked like P. HP. Hippos. It wasn’t fair. The girls weren’t any fatter or less pretty than other sororities, but somehow the reputation tarnished all who pledged Eta Rho.               
 
    “No one is asking you to marry any of these girls,” Josh began. 
 
    “Or fuck them!” someone yelled from the back. 
 
    Josh rolled his eyes. “No, or even fuck them.” 
 
    “I would. As long as it’s dark.” 
 
    Everyone laughed. Maybe that was the tension breaker he needed. “We still want to win the Greek Week trophy. Right?” 
 
    “Right!” they cried. 
 
    “And raise money for—” He couldn’t even remember this year’s cause. “charity,” he blurted. 
 
    “Sure.” Less enthusiastic, but at least agreement. 
 
    “Then step up and let’s do it.” Josh held up a clipboard. “Sign up for the committees, we’ll match you up with the girls. We’ll kill at the activities and win.” 
 
    “Who’s going to do Beauty and the Beast this year? Griz is gone.” The question floated among the brothers. 
 
    Griz had graduated last year, but the six-foot-five hairy-as-a-bear Texan had been their resident Beast in the vote-with-your-pennies photo contest. He’d be hard to replace. “Any takers?” Josh called. 
 
    “We should make them supply the beast this time.” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    “Which one of us is gonna be the Beauty?”  
 
    “We’re all prettier than they are!” 
 
    The idea took hold. 
 
    “We’ll let the girls decide,” Josh said. 
 
      
 
    Photo Session 
 
      
 
    Why did I let the girls decide?  
 
    He’d advised the Eta Rhos to look through the Greek Guide and come up with a name. Much to his chagrin, the girls had selected him. As president of the house, Josh thought he should be above such trivial matters. Yes, he wanted everyone else to participate in Greek Week, but he needed to be the coordinator, the problem solver, not the eye candy for a bunch of Hippos. 
 
    But now that the request had been made, he had to set a good example. So today, picture day, he shaved extra close, got his hair trimmed, and toted his best suit to the photography studio.  
 
    An entire crash of hippos awaited him. At least seven milled about in the foyer, sitting, standing, and wandering along the display wall. They were all the standard issue sorority girls. Reasonably pretty, well dressed, with bubbly cheerleader smiles and boundless energy for all things silly. He wondered which one would be The Beast. When he stepped inside, all eyes turned to him. Their president was the only girl he recognized. Summer Sunday. When he’d first met her he’d laughed and asked if her name was for real. It was. 
 
    “There’s our Beauty,” Summer called out. The girls tittered. 
 
    Josh felt his lips stretch, but he sure didn’t feel like smiling. But he was a well-trained fraternity man, and he knew how to act toward people no matter what he felt on the inside. “Hello, ladies,” he said. “Where’s the Beast?” 
 
    The group parted as if he were Moses commanding the Red Sea, to reveal another one of their own. The Beast sat folded into a chair with her hands clasped in her lap and legs wrapped around each other.  
 
    “Beast Lauren Hill, I present to you, Beauty Josh Banta.” 
 
    He offered his hand. “Lauren.” 
 
    More tittering. 
 
    She slipped her hand, warm and damp, into his and clamored to her feet. He looked up. And up. She was taller than he, but that wasn’t unusual. He stood five foot four, and a lot of women had a few inches on him. But this girl towered. 
 
    She snatched her hand away, ducked her head, scrunched her shoulders, and interlaced her fingers together in front. “Hello,” she said, glancing at him and then away.  
 
    Oh boy. What a shit show this is going to be. He knocked on the interior wall. Let’s get this over with. 
 
    A man in a leather vest emerged from the back. “You kids the Eta Rho and Gamma Iota Delta entry?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s right,” Josh answered. 
 
    “You’ve got about fifteen minutes to get into costumes. Changing rooms are that way.” He pointed. 
 
    Josh slung the suit bag over his shoulder and offered his arm. “Shall we?” 
 
    Lauren giggled again and threaded her hand into the crook of his elbow. They strolled into the dressing area, the rest of the Hippos trailing behind. 
 
    He could hear them talking and giggling in the next compartment as they all helped Lauren into her outfit. What that would be, he couldn’t imagine. It only took a minute to don the suit, and then he stepped into the corridor. Summer waited for him. 
 
    “I’m assigned to help you,” she said, smiling and pleasant, but it was obvious she was missing the real fun with the rest of her sisters. 
 
    He held up his hands in a refusal. “I’m ready. I don’t need attendants.” 
 
    “A little make-up.” She held up a pink tackle box. 
 
    Josh stepped back. “Hey, no one said anything about make-up.” 
 
    “Relax. Nothing obvious, just a bit more theatrical.” She inclined her head toward a chair in front of a lighted mirror. 
 
    He sat, and Summer tucked a tissue over the collar of his dress shirt. She took his chin in her hand and turned his face side to side. “You are a pretty one.” 
 
    Josh frowned. He didn’t want to be pretty. 
 
    “Honestly, I didn’t know there were any Goofs this good looking.” 
 
    He pulled away. 
 
    “Now, now, don’t be like that.” 
 
    “Goofs? What are you talking about?” 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, come on. Like you don’t know?” 
 
    “Know what?” 
 
    “We know you call us the Hippos.” 
 
    Staring right at her it was hard to admit that, yes, they did. He did. He swallowed. 
 
    She laughed. “That’s okay. We think if it as Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons.” 
 
    He didn’t know if that was any better. “So, what are Goofs?” 
 
    “You.” She opened the case and rummaged around. “Gamma Iota Delta. Goofs, Idiots, and Dolts.” 
 
    Josh cringed. He’d never heard that one. 
 
    “Honestly, we didn’t want to pair with you, but this role reversal is a fantastic idea.” Summer reached to pat his face with a sponge. “Just wait until you see our Beast my little Beauty.” 
 
    Something about the way she purred made him nervous. He felt his heart thumping as she traced the waterlines of his eyes with a thin black pencil. The suit felt heavy and hot on his body, and he wanted out of this chair. He started to get up, but Summer dropped a hand on his chest and pushed back. 
 
    “Sit down. I’m not finished.” Her voice was no-nonsense. 
 
    He sucked in a breath. He’d never had a woman boss him like this. His dates were easily swayed and seduced. He had his mom completely snowed. Even in school, the teachers fell all over him, female and male. He usually got away with murder. 
 
    Summer flicked a brush back and forth over his cheeks and stepped back. 
 
    “Satisfied?” he asked, standing up and leaning toward the mirror.  
 
    “The question is, are you?” 
 
    He turned his face from side to side. He had to admit she’d done a good job. His features popped.  
 
    More giggles erupted from the other dressing room, and he looked over. “What the heck is going on in there?” 
 
    “A major transformation,” Summer said.  
 
    “She sure is tall and skinny.” 
 
    “We all think she should model.” Summer picked at a stray thread on his shirt cuff. “But she wants to concentrate on school now.” 
 
    “So, what, are they making her ugly to be the Beast?” 
 
    Summer smiled. “Oh, no. We couldn’t if we tried.” 
 
    “Then how’s she going to be…” The dressing room door opened and the made-over Lauren emerged. Josh felt his jaw drop and his eyes bug out.  
 
    The girls had pulled Lauren’s wispy locks into a slicked back ponytail that seemed to emerge from the top of her head. The paleness of her skin was accentuated by heavy black eye make-up and vibrant lipstick. Her skinny body was encased in a tight, black, shiny jumpsuit. Ruby-red stiletto heels pushed her height to well over six feet. 
 
    “Holy shit!” He staggered back a step and ran into Summer. 
 
    “Told you,” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    Footsteps clomped behind them. Josh turned to see another couple exiting the photo room. The girl wore a gauzy white wedding-like dress. A wreath of tiny white flowers circled her head. The guy looked like Frankenstein, green-skinned and scarred.  
 
    The Hippos closed around Lauren. “Don’t let them see her,” they whispered, blocking the view. 
 
    But the other couple saw Josh. 
 
    “Hey, Rooster,” Frankenstein called. “You’re the beast? Dressed like that!” he hooted. 
 
    Still in a state of tongue-tied shock, Josh couldn’t answer. 
 
    The girl giggled and the two ambled out. 
 
    Summer leaned over Josh’s shoulder, her face close to his. “They’re going to get a big surprise when the pictures are posted.” 
 
    The photographer stuck his head out the door. “Next!” 
 
    The entourage shuffled into the studio. 
 
    “All right. Beauty and Beast, up front, the rest sit in the back,” the photographer called, his head bowed over the camera. 
 
    Josh and Lauren took their places. 
 
    “I’ve got several choices of backdrops, depending on what your costumes are like,” the man continued, adjusting the lights absent-mindedly. “Meadow, church, waterfall.” He glanced up. “Wow, okay, this is going to be interesting.” He chuckled. 
 
    “Something dungeon-y,” Summer said. 
 
    “You got it.” He went to the computer and after a couple of taps, a stone wall projection appeared on the backdrop. 
 
    “And a chair. We need a sturdy, straight-backed chair.” 
 
    The guy went to the prop room. After some banging around, he came back lugging the appropriate chair and plopped it on the set. Summer adjusted it to sit at an angle to the camera. 
 
    Are they tying me to the chair or what? 
 
    But she guided Lauren to the chair, not him. 
 
    “Josh, you’re right here.” She indicated a spot beside Lauren. 
 
    He stepped close, unsure of what she had planned. 
 
    Summer looked to the photographer. “You ready to go?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He positioned himself behind the camera. 
 
    “Josh, just a little closer.” She grabbed his tie and pulled forward. 
 
    He shuffled. 
 
    “Little more…” 
 
    He felt off balance. 
 
    “Little more…” 
 
    He stumbled over Lauren’s ruby-red heels and pitched forward, landing square over her lap with a surprised grunt. 
 
    The strobes flashed. 
 
    Josh looked toward the lens. The strobes fired again, blinding him. “Hey. Wait!” He struggled to get up.  
 
    Lauren wrapped her arm around his waist. She threw one leg over his. 
 
    “Wait!” Josh cried. He reached out to Summer. “What the hell!” 
 
    The girls in the background giggled. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder and saw Lauren with her hand raised high. The horrible realization hit him. These were going to be spanking pictures. 
 
    “No!” he cried out. He bucked. The camera kept firing. “Summer!” He strained and tried to appeal to her mercy. Flash. Flash. 
 
    Lauren continued to hold her hand high while he squirmed and gasped. He twisted and slid sideways off her lap. 
 
    “Get back up there, Josh,” Summer said. She grabbed the back of his belt and yanked. The force cut into his stomach and made him feel a little sick. He coughed and, in the pause, the girls wrestled him back into place. 
 
    “C’mon, Summer.” He pleaded with the president as Lauren pinned him again. 
 
    “C’mon yourself, Josh.” Summer handed Lauren an Eta Rho paddle. “It’s all in fun.” 
 
    He pushed his toes against the floor and inched forward. “I’m not having any fun!” 
 
    His protest was met with more laughter.  
 
    “Justice Day,” Lauren cried, waving the paddle in the air. 
 
    Flash. Flash. The camera kept recording his humiliation. 
 
    “That’s enough!” He gathered himself and launched forward, hitting the floor on hands and knees. 
 
    Lauren jumped up and lifted the paddle with both hands, baseball-style. 
 
    Flash. Flash. 
 
    “Stop taking pictures!” Josh crawled to his feet, his face hot, his chest heaving. 
 
    The girls all laughed. Summer hugged him. “Great job, Josh,” she said. “I didn’t know you were such a great actor.” 
 
    “I wasn’t…” 
 
    “And Lauren. So powerful.” 
 
    Lauren giggled and shrank back to her pre-shoot persona. She sat in the chair with her knees knocked together and the red stilettos turned on their sides.  
 
    “Is that it?” the photographer asked. 
 
    “Yes. That’s it.” Summer took Lauren by the hands and pulled her to her feet. 
 
    “I’m cleared now, Madam President?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Yeah. No Justice Day for you.” 
 
    The Beast grinned and teetered away on the heels to join the sisters. 
 
    Josh dusted the knees of his suit pants and tried to calm his offended sensibilities. He wasn’t hurt, not physically, but he felt used. “You tricked me.”  
 
    “Would you have done it otherwise?” Summer asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She shrugged. “Point made.” 
 
    “You can’t use those pictures.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I say you can’t.” 
 
    Summer smiled. “You already signed a release. Remember?” 
 
    He had. He hung his head. “There’s nothing I can do to convince you to shoot something else?” 
 
    “Josh.” Summer put her arm around his shoulders. “Don’t you want to win Greek Week?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “This will do it for us.” She kissed his cheek. “Trust me. We’ll be the heroes.” 
 
    He ground his teeth. “You better be right.” 
 
      
 
    Questions 
 
      
 
    Heroes! Ha. How stupid can I be? He stood in the shadow of the theatre building waiting for Summer. The photos had been on display for one day and already he was the laughingstock of campus. The pictures looked so real, yet he hadn’t received so much as one swat. So real that he’d cringed when he’d seen them. Guys at the house teased him, and complete strangers snickered behind his back.  
 
    Worse yet, he couldn’t stop thinking about being over Lauren’s lap with Summer and the rest of the girls watching. It had happened so fast, and been over before he really knew it. Now, he kept trying to remember the incident, moment by moment, but no matter how many times he went over the scene, the details blurred together in a jumble of struggle and distress. He remembered calling out to Summer, begging maybe, and Lauren’s triumphant cry of Justice Day. What the heck is that? 
 
    He tried to imagine how actually getting spanked would feel. Is that what happens on Justice Day? Who swings the paddle and who feels it? The idea made him jumpy and nervous. And why am I even thinking about it? That fact set him even more on edge. 
 
    Above him, the clock in the tower chimed and students began to stream from the building. Josh scanned the faces flowing past him until he spied Summer. He waved and called to her. “Summer, wait up.” 
 
    She stopped and turned. Her eyes, round and green and beautiful, swept the crowd. “Josh!” She seemed happy to see him. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “We need to talk.” He ducked his head and lowered his voice. “Have you seen what’s happening in the Union?” 
 
    Summer broke into a wide smile. “I have. Isn’t it great?” She sidestepped him and started walking again. 
 
    “Great?” He spun and fell in beside her. “Everyone is he-hawing. I can barely show my face at the house. How is that great?” 
 
    “Did you see our jar?” 
 
    “No.” He’d been too mortified to look. He’d totally forgotten the point of the contest. 
 
    “It’s overflowing with money. We’re killing it!” She slipped her arm through his. “Beating the pants off of everyone else. Pun intended.” Glee filled her voice. 
 
    “But it’s so, so…” He swallowed hard. “Embarrassing.” 
 
    “Get over yourself. By next week everyone will be on to something else.” She nudged him with her hip and he swayed away from her and then back. “Besides, it was fun, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Josh stammered.  
 
    “All right, maybe not fun.” Her eyes flashed. “But exciting.” 
 
    He felt hot all over. “Okay, yes,” he admitted. “Maybe exciting.” 
 
    “And you look so cute, so innocent and scared.” 
 
    “Is that what you see?” In the quick glances at the pictures that he’d been able to tolerate, he’d felt so silly and exposed that he hadn’t analyzed his expression. 
 
     “Those are genuine reactions. Priceless.” She tugged him toward the Union. “Let’s go look again.” 
 
    “No!” He pulled back and they stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. “That’s not what I came to ask you about.” 
 
    “It’s not?” She tipped her head to one side. “Then what?”  
 
    “Summer, what’s Justice Day?” 
 
    Her face took on a serious cast. “Nothing.” 
 
    “I think it’s something,” he said. “Lauren called out Justice Day when she was holding the paddle. Why’d she do that if it was nothing?” 
 
    Summer shifted. “Internal to our house,” she said. “None of your concern.” 
 
    “I’d like to know.” 
 
    She crossed to a bench and sat down, pulling him close beside her. “I’m sure you Goofs have rules at the house, even if you don’t act like it most of the time.” 
 
    “Yeah, of course.” 
 
    “And you have a way of enforcing them?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “That’s what Justice Day is. Rule enforcement.” 
 
    “With a paddle?” 
 
    Her smile turned tired. “Paddles are only symbolic these days. We levy fines or assign extra work. On Grievance Day members submit their complaints. Or if a girl has missed her house chores or something like that, the committee chair turns in the infractions. On Justice Day the officers meet and hand out fines, work details.”  
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Too boring for you?” 
 
    He frowned. “But Lauren…” 
 
    “Josh, you’re making a big deal out of nothing. Lauren’s a young, flighty girl. Who knows why she says the things she does.” 
 
    “When is Justice Day?” 
 
    “Thursday, the day after house meeting.” She looked up at the clock. “Now you’ll have to excuse me, I have another class.” She got up and bustled away. 
 
    Josh watched her go, unsatisfied. 
 
      
 
     Spying 
 
      
 
    Thursday after dinner, Josh rang the doorbell at the Eta Rho house.  
 
    A girl in sweats and a tight Eta Rho T-shirt greeted him. “May I help you?” 
 
    “I’m here to see Summer Sunday.” The name still sounded silly to him. 
 
    “Madam President is in an officers meeting and can’t be disturbed,” said the girl. 
 
    “Can I wait for her?” 
 
    “She’s going to be a while. I can give her a message.” 
 
    He nodded. “Tell her Josh stopped by.” 
 
    The girl smiled. “I will.” 
 
    That could only mean Justice Day was happening right now. He strolled along the driveway toward the back parking lot, looking up at the various windows and balconies of the English Tudor style mansion. Somewhere in there, Summer handed down discipline. He was determined to find out in what form. 
 
    A car raced past him and parked in the lot. He stood and watched as the Beast climbed out, carrying a shopping bag. She grinned and ducked her head when she saw him. 
 
    “Hi…” He’d forgotten her name. “Beast.”  
 
    “Hi, Beauty.” She giggled. “Crazy what’s happening with our picture, isn’t it?”  
 
    Heat rose in his face, but he held on to his composure. “Yeah, crazy.” He offered his elbow.  
 
    “Did you come to see Madam President?” she asked. 
 
    He realized they must all call Summer, Madam President. “I did. But I was told she’s busy.” 
 
    Beast nodded. “Justice Day. Thanks to you, I didn’t get called for it this week.” 
 
    “Were you in trouble?” he asked escorting her to the back door. 
 
    “Yeah. I was supposed to sweep the dining room, but I forgot. Madam President offered the photos as my restitution.” 
 
    “Instead of what?” 
 
    “We have…” She fumbled her words. “Choices.” 
 
    “What are the choices?” Maybe he was getting close to finding out. 
 
    “Madam President decides,” Lauren said, and pushed ahead. 
 
    “Wait, Beast.” He held on to her arm. “Where does she do it? The Justice Day?” 
 
    Beast swallowed hard and glanced around. “Madam President and the officers meet in the chapter room with everyone who’s in trouble.” 
 
    “Where’s that?” 
 
    Her big eyes went bigger. “You can’t go down there.” She bolted up the last step and disappeared into the house. 
 
    Had to be the basement. Josh trotted down the back stairs and circled around on the service drive, this time taking note of basement windows. All but two were dark. He crept close and knelt down to look. 
 
    Draperies covered both small, low windows, blocking all but a tiny sliver of view where the panels met but also gapped. If he turned his head sideways and lined his eyes up with the slit, he could see a bunch of empty chairs. He heard muffled voices, shuffling, a door opening and closing. He went to the next window, but all he could see from here was a blank wall. More talking, movement. Then, out of nowhere came an unmistakable SMACK. A stifled cry. SMACK. SMACK. 
 
    Josh’s breath came faster now, and he pressed his face against the outside of the window. Someone was getting paddled, and he wanted to see it. Desperate, he scrambled back to the first window. If he strained hard to look left, he could see the edge of a doorway. One of the Eta Rhos exited the chapter room, and in the second that she flashed in front of his limited view, he swore she had both hands on the seat of her jeans.  
 
    He gasped. He groaned. He flattened his face tighter to the window. If there was going to be more, and he hoped there was, he wanted to see it. He heard talking, lots of talking, chairs scraping, then suddenly, the draperies split apart and he was staring straight into Summer’s green eyes.  
 
    He froze. Then he jumped and landed on his backside in the grass. He heard feet pounding on the staircase and knew they were coming. Josh scrambled upright and ran. They wouldn’t catch him now, but Summer knew he’d been there spying. 
 
      
 
    A Deal 
 
      
 
    Josh didn’t sleep that night. He kept imagining what he didn’t actually see, and wishing he’d actually seen what he was trying to imagine. This whole idea of spanking, of paddling, of punishment, filled his head and sent vibrations throughout his body. Summer had used the word exciting, and he had to admit, he felt a buzzing in his brain and a tingling in his crotch. 
 
    He thought about being over the Beast’s lap, and the close physical contact the position had provided. Her arm about his waist, her leg over his, his cock pressed against her thighs. That hadn’t quite registered before. It amazed him how he could be oblivious to any kind of touch on his cock. His attention had been centered on his ass. Being over her knee had rendered him temporarily defenseless, had made him feel helpless, and caused him to react with a frantic attempt to protect said ass. But what if there was no protection? What if his upturned backside had felt that paddle? 
 
    He put his pillow over his head and groaned into the mattress. 
 
    This week he’d gotten up early every day, while the rest of the sleeping dorm still snored, and snuck out of the house early. The less time he spent with the brothers, the less time they had to mock him. Praise the day those photos came down, and that day was today. He hoped Summer was right, and everyone would move on to something else now. Greek Week was almost over, he could go to the final presentation event tonight, and be done with this whole mess. 
 
    He went to class, ate dinner at the café around the corner instead of at the house or the union, and showed up at the auditorium at the last minute. He knew he wasn’t being a very good leader, and thanked all things merciful that his vice-president and sergeant-at-arms had stepped up to keep the brothers under control during his self-imposed absenteeism from the festivities. 
 
    The shadows at the side of the stage were good cover, and he hung back watching each group present a skit. A pie in the face, roller skates, red flamenco dresses.   Josh laughed along with the audience and momentarily forgot the stress of the week. But his relief was short-lived. When the presidents were called to the stage for the trophy award, he had to face Summer.  
 
    She smiled big for the audience, but her eyes flashed at him. She grabbed his hand and squeezed. Hard.  
 
    “Nice to see you again. Tom,” she said out of the side of her mouth. 
 
    He frowned. She knew his name, what was she… 
 
    “Peeping Tom.” 
 
    Ah, okay. “I’m sorry about that, Summer,” he tried. 
 
    “Who told you?” She squeezed harder. 
 
    “No one told…” 
 
    The emcee interrupted. “Greek Week third place goes to…” 
 
    “No one told me,” Josh said louder as the crowd erupted in applause. 
 
    “Then why were you looking in the window? How did you know?” 
 
    Frankenstein and his bride scurried over to claim their bronze prize. 
 
    “I didn’t know.” He looked at her. “But I wanted to.” 
 
    “Greek Week second place goes to…” 
 
    “It was Lauren, wasn’t it?” Summer smiled for the audience, but her tone was anything but sweet. 
 
    Josh gulped. 
 
    “I knew it.” She nodded and looked over at the second-place group dancing and celebrating. “She got out of Justice Day by doing the photos, now she’s going back.” 
 
    “It’s not really her fault.” Josh tried to defend the gangly freshman girl. “She really didn’t tell me, it’s just that she’s so transparent.” 
 
    “And now, the moment we’ve been waiting for. Greek Week first place, Eta Rho and Gamma Iota Delta.” The auditorium exploded in cheers and shrieks. 
 
    Still gripping Josh by the hand, Summer stepped forward to claim the trophy. He trailed after her. He let her take the award and hold it aloft, to the delighted screams of their sisters and brothers. 
 
    “The scoring was close in most categories,” the emcee continued. “But what really put you two over the top was the Beauty and The Beast photo contest. You raised ten times as much money as anyone else.” 
 
    Josh and Summer nodded and smiled. They turned to exit the stage, and she pushed him out ahead of her. Then she raised her hand, swung it in a big arc, and gave him a love pat on the butt. It was hardly a touch, but Josh jumped. The audience roared. Of course it looked staged, but he was genuinely surprised. 
 
    “That’s why they won, ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    He dragged Summer off stage before she could do anything worse. He had only seconds before the rest of the Hippos mobbed them as if Summer had just been crowned Miss America. “Don’t make Lauren go to Justice Day. It’s not her fault,” he shouted over the chaos. 
 
    “Someone has to,” she said as girls crowded around them. 
 
    “Then I’ll do it for her.” It popped out of his mouth before he really thought it through. 
 
    Summer smiled, then disappeared into the mob. 
 
      
 
    Justice Day 
 
      
 
    Summer blindfolded Josh, then led him through the Eta Rho house. It seemed ridiculous to him, he’d seen the chapter room from the outside, he could easily figure out where it was, but he didn’t protest. He let her do it her way. At the bottom of a flight of stairs, she stopped. 
 
    “Wait here until I come back for you.” 
 
    He nodded. Her footsteps faded and then he heard her voice drifting from somewhere up ahead. 
 
    “Sisters, we have quite an unusual situation tonight,” Summed declared. “During Justice Day there have been a few cases where one sister stood in for another, but never, to my knowledge, has a complete stranger offered to make restitution.” 
 
    The group murmured. 
 
    “It’s going to be a shock to you, but the officers have discussed it, and it’s our decision to let this person participate in Justice Day.” 
 
    “Yes, Madam President,” they chorused. 
 
    A moment later Summer took Josh’s arm and escorted him into the chapter room. His presence drew an audible gasp. 
 
    “A guy!” 
 
    “What’s a guy doing in here?” 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    Summer took the mask from his eyes and Josh stared into the faces of the six Hippos, all slated for punishment. They sat in the front row of the sixty odd chairs, arranged here for regular meetings. Across from the chairs, the officers sat at a table where an Eta Rho paddle was laid out. A cold dread filled Josh when his eyes landed on it. 
 
    The paddle was one of the typical Greek accouterments sold in the union. Smooth wood, two feet long, three inches wide, and a quarter inch thick, with a tapered handle and a loop for hanging. Most girls turned the implement into an art project with elaborate decoupage and 3-D trinkets attached. This paddle had no such decoration save for the Greek letters Eta Rho carved into the handle. The spanking surface was smooth and all business. He gulped. 
 
    Summer directed Josh to sit beside Lauren. The poor girl was already crying. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he whispered, squeezing her hand. “I got you in trouble, I’m going to get you out of it.” 
 
    “Quiet,” warned the sergeant at arms. 
 
    Lauren pressed her finger over her lips. 
 
    “Sisters,” Summer began. “And guest,” she added looking at Josh. “You have all been informed of your transgressions, and have agreed to be here to pay the penalties.” 
 
    “Yes, Madam President,” they intoned. 
 
    “Let’s begin.” Summer consulted a list. “Rebecca,” she called. 
 
    One of the girls got up and stood before the officers. 
 
    “How do you wish to resolve your debt?” 
 
    “With cash, Madam President.” 
 
    “Very well. Your fine is twenty dollars.” 
 
    Rebecca pulled a bill from her pocket and laid it on the table. 
 
    “Thank you. You are dismissed.” 
 
    Rebecca fled as the treasurer scooped up the money and made a notation in a book. 
 
    The next two girls also paid fines. Josh started to calculate how much cash he had in his wallet. Maybe he could get out of this the easy way. 
 
    Another name was called. The girl fidgeted before the table. 
 
    “How do you wish to resolve your debt?” Summer repeated the question for the fourth time. 
 
    The girl hesitated.  
 
    Josh leaned forward. 
 
    “With…swats, Madam President.” 
 
    “Very well. You will receive five.” Summer got up and rolled her chair around to the other side of the table. It had a padded back and could be adjusted up and down. She pushed it underneath the table and lowered the height. The girl stepped up close behind it, pressed her hipbones against the padding and bent forward to put her elbows on the table. The already tight yoga pants stretched across her upturned backside. 
 
    Josh’s heart pounded. Lauren squeezed his hand hard. 
 
    Summer lined up, took a high backswing and then…SPLAT! The board made full and firm contact with the girl’s bottom. Her cheeks wobbled and she let out a high-pitched squeak. 
 
    It was so inflammatory to Josh that he jumped to his feet. Everyone looked at him as Lauren pulled him down to the chair. His face felt hot, his whole body felt electric, and his cock throbbed. Beside him Lauren crossed her legs and he saw her thighs tighten and release. 
 
    Another splat, another squeal, again, again, again. That’s got to hurt. A lot. Josh watched, unblinking, almost without breathing.  
 
    “You are dismissed,” Summer said.  
 
    The girl got up and ran out, holding her bottom. 
 
    His head spun and he would have fallen off the chair if it wasn’t for Lauren’s death-grip on his hand. 
 
    “Very well. You will receive twenty.” From his fog, he realized Summer already had another victim up front. “Would you like all twenty, or would you like to cut that number in half by taking them bare?” 
 
    The girl looked at the floor. “Bare.” 
 
    “Very well. Pants down.” 
 
    Josh groaned aloud as she lowered her jeans and panties and bent forward, totally exposing the mysteries between her legs. Josh had plenty of experience with women, he’d had sex with nearly every girl he dated. But it was usually in the dark, rooting around under covers or clothes. Never in his life had he seen a pussy so brightly lit or openly displayed. 
 
    Her cheeks were pale, beautifully curved and full. Her lips were puffy and open, revealing moisture gathering between them.  
 
    Summer tapped the paddle against her lovely buns, then drew back and…SPLAT. Once again firm contact across the lower cheeks. With no fabric cushion, the sound went from a dulled smack to a sharp whap.  
 
    The girl strained forward over the chair with a yelp and her pale skin bloomed pink. Her cheeks pulled open more and he could see her asshole. A few of the guys bragged about fucking girls in the ass, but so far, Josh had never crossed into that territory. He stared, fascinated, as the tight pucker clenched and released with nervous energy. His did the same. 
 
    Summer paused, then SPLAT. A squeal. SPLAT. She bucked against the chair. SPLAT. She started to cry. SPLAT. She whimpered and sniffed through the rest of the punishment. 
 
    Josh panted as he watched. Every swat deepened the color in her cheeks. She wiggled and kicked, sending the flesh of her ass swaying. Her pussy lips swelled and parted. He glanced at Lauren, still clenching her thighs, and an arrow shot from across the room and pierced his brain. Though they seemed to dread it and fear it, these girls were also deriving some sort of pleasure from the punishment. 
 
    His eyes swept over the faces of the officers. Slight smiles, snapping eyes, Summer, flushed in the face and breathing hard. When she finished the ten and stepped back, the girl didn’t move. Josh studied the deep red cheeks framing her wet inviting slit and felt the rush of desire, too. A lesser man would have gotten up right then and plunged his aching cock right into that gaping pussy. 
 
    Summer caught her breath. “You are dismissed.” 
 
    The girl lifted to her elbows, shifted her weight to her heels and reached for the clothes puddled at her ankles. She settled her panties over her punished bottom, then sucked air through her teeth as the tight jeans scraped over the tender areas. Without looking at Summer, she tiptoed out. 
 
    Summer swung her attention to the next and last candidate, and Lauren all but broke Josh’s fingers. 
 
    “Lauren,” she called. 
 
    Visibly shaking, Lauren got up and took her place before the officers’ table. 
 
    “How do you wish to resolve your debt?” Summer asked. 
 
    The tall skinny body swayed. “With…swats.” They all had a hard time saying the word.  
 
    “Very well. You will receive fifty.” 
 
    Lauren gasped and had to grab the back of the chair. Josh clenched his fists. 
 
    “Why so many?” he blurted. 
 
    Summer narrowed her eyes at him. “Divulging chapter secrets is a serious offense.” She glanced at Lauren but returned her gaze to him. “Would you like all fifty, or would you like to cut that number in half by taking them bare?” 
 
    Lauren sniffled and twisted to look at him. “What do you want?” 
 
    He had no frame of reference, no experience, no way to know which was better or worse. He raised his shoulders. “Just choose the way you would if I wasn’t here.” 
 
    She looked at Summer. “Bare.” 
 
    If Josh thought he didn’t care before, he realized now that he, in fact, did care very much. Although he’d get fewer swats, he’d have to drop his pants in front of six Hippo women. The idea disgusted and delighted him at the same time. 
 
    Summer motioned to him. “You may take her place now, Josh.” 
 
    His legs seemed paralyzed. For a second he couldn’t move. When he managed to push to his feet, he stumbled over the chairs. The officers smiled. Lauren stood to the side and he took her place at the chair. 
 
    “Pants down,” Summer directed. 
 
    Josh gulped, then he reached to his belt. He unclasped it, then unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. They fell to his ankles. He put his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers, a sudden rush of embarrassment flooding him when he pushed them to his thighs. He stepped up to the chair as he’s seen the girls do, his hard cock bobbing out in front. 
 
    “Hmmm. I’ve never had this problem before,” Summer said. She adjusted the chair a bit higher, then grabbed his erection and shoved it down behind the backrest. 
 
    Josh groaned, and his knees weakened at her touch, even though it was nothing but utilitarian. Following the protocol he’d seen, he lowered his upper body so that his elbows were on the table. This put his shoulders lower than his hips and his ass was up and out. His cock strained against the seatback. His balls dangled. The chair supported most of his weight but also kept him from tucking for protection. He knew his body was on display. 
 
    Summer patted his cheeks with the paddle. From this perspective it felt huge and hard. He held his breath on the upswing and the SPLAT. The board made firm and full contact with his cheeks. The sharp sound echoed in the room. 
 
    A blinding pain raced to his brain. He pushed to his toes and let out a yelp. His fingers clawed at the table until they reached the other side and held on. A second later, heat bloomed across his ass. 
 
    SPLAT. 
 
    The pain hadn’t quite subsided when she smacked him again. He pulled on the table to endure the sting, his eyes opening wide in horrible surprise. This hurt! 
 
    SPLAT. 
 
    The swats kept coming at the same rhythm, each one a test of his willpower. The selfish part of him wanted to jump up, to rub away the burn, to demand that this indecency be stopped. But his ego vowed to take what the Hippos could dish out with as much dignity as possible. 
 
    But it wasn’t long before dignity became the least of his concern. Each pop of the board made him grunt, then gasp, then cry out. The heat became scorching, and he felt his cheeks throbbing in time with his cock. Funny how it was still hard, rubbing uncomfortably against the rough fabric of the chair. 
 
    He jumped, he bucked, he humped forward. He twisted, and kicked, and near the end slammed a fist on the table. But he didn’t get up. Tears puddled in his eyes, but he didn’t actually cry. He cursed and yelled, but he didn’t beg. He kept his ass up and endured the fire. 
 
    Along the way, he lost count. SPLAT. Oh God, when will it be over! SPLAT. I can’t take much more. SPLAT. 
 
    And then there were no more. Silence filled the room, save for his labored breathing. He slumped onto the table, all the muscle tension draining from his body. His brain could not think of anything except the burn across his bottom. 
 
    “Josh?” 
 
    Summer’s voice came from far away. 
 
    “You can get up now.” 
 
    He groaned and pushed up onto his hands. He didn’t think he could stand unassisted quite yet. 
 
    “I’ll help him.” Lauren spoke, and then she was yanking at his underpants, trying to get them up to contain his cock. 
 
    He rocked back on his heels and let her do it, way past caring what anyone saw or touched. When she jerked his jeans up over his punished cheeks, he groaned. Then with the fly still gaping open, Lauren threw her arms around him. He felt her tears on his skin. “You’re so brave,” she sobbed. “Thank you, thank you. I could never have stood it.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Beast.” His tongue felt thick and he forced the words. “Let’s just not have a repeat performance.” 
 
    Lauren kissed his neck and ran out. The rest of the officers filed out behind her. He meant to straighten and fasten his pants, but he ended up with his forehead on the table. 
 
    Summer draped her arm across his back. She leaned close to his face. “You okay?” she murmured. 
 
    He lifted his head and turned to stare into her beautiful green eyes. “I won’t sit for a while.” 
 
    She smiled and patted his hair. “Not comfortably anyway.” 
 
    He managed to stand and pulled at the waistband of his jeans. “You sure swing a mean paddle.” He buttoned and zipped.  
 
    “I’ve had a lot of practice,” she said. “This is my second term.” 
 
    He cupped his cheeks and could feel the heat through his pants. “You seem to enjoy Justice Day.” 
 
    She raised her shoulders. “Part of the job,” she said, but her eyes widened and snapped with excitement. 
 
    “So…” Josh massaged his sore butt. “Who punishes Madam President?” 
 
    “No one.” 
 
    “Is that a benefit or a detriment of this job?” 
 
    She laughed a bit. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think Madam President needs some swats from time to time, too.” 
 
    “Oh, you do now?” She licked her lips. “And just who is going to give them to her?” 
 
    He smiled through the pain. “Me.” 
 
    Her smile faded, the tease left her eyes. Without a word, she handed him the paddle and stood behind the chair. She looked at him as she lowered her jeans and panties, and stretched forward, legs apart, back arched. 
 
    Electricity shot through Josh and he let his eyes roam over her smooth form. Firm round cheeks, pale smooth skin. Her stance gave him full view of her delicious pussy, the lips heavy and shiny with moisture. No one could say Summer didn’t get excited by paddling. The evidence was right there before him. He longed to touch, to penetrate, but it wasn’t time just yet. He was going to give Summer exactly what she craved. 
 
    Trouble was, he’d never swung a paddle in his life. He’d thought it would be easy and natural, but with the big board in his hands he realized he held a dangerous weapon. Used incorrectly it could actually injure her, and that’s not what he intended. He planned on burning her bottom, not breaking her tailbone. 
 
    He cleared his throat and patted the paddle against her cheeks. He raised it high, but the target was small, and seemed so delicate. He sighed and let it drop. 
 
    Summer looked back. “Upward arc,” she said, her voice soft yet husky. “Catch the underside, the sit spots. Don’t swing too hard until you get the hang of it.” 
 
    He tried again, taking a few practice strokes. He arced the paddle, like a golf swing. On the uptick, it should land right across her butt. He took his stance. He drew back. He swung. The paddle went pop on her cheeks. 
 
    “Ooooo.” Her knees bent. “That’s right, Josh. Just like that.” 
 
    Confident now, he swung again, harder. SMACK. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” Summer let out a long breath. “Harder,” she whispered. 
 
    He took a good hold of the wood handle and swung. SPLAT. The same sound he’d heard when she was swinging. 
 
    “Owwwwwww!” Her bottom wiggled back and forth. “That’s it, Josh.” 
 
    SPLAT. He burned her again. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh.” She didn’t seem to be overwhelmed by pain, but rather by a deep pleasure trance. 
 
    He wasn’t really counting, but he gave her several more, until her chest had sagged to the desk and she was up on her toes. He laid the paddle aside. He braced his hands on either side of her waist and leaned over her, the fly of his jeans pressing against her glowing backside. 
 
    “Summer,” he whispered in her ear, dropping a kiss on the lobe. “I’m so hot.” 
 
    “Mmmmm.” 
 
    He rubbed his hardness against her. No mistaking what kind of hot he meant. “I want to…” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, to what?” 
 
    “To, to, you know.” 
 
    “Say it.” Even splayed over the desk she was somehow in control. 
 
    “To, to…” How crude should he go? “Fuck you.” Very. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, yes.” She spread her legs a bit wider. “Do it, Josh. Fuck me.” 
 
    The words inflamed him even more, if that was at all possible, and he tore at the front of his pants. He cock popped out, huge and hard, and with shaking hand, he guided the tip between her lips. She was so wet it slipped right in. With one gentle push, he slid all the way. 
 
    “Ohhh, yes, Josh,” Summer moaned. “Fuck me.” 
 
    Glad to. He began to pump, his hips slapping against her red cheeks, his own sore bottom driving him harder than ever before. It didn’t take long, and he exploded inside her, the most intense orgasm he’d ever experienced. It was so mind numbing that he collapsed against her back, breathless. 
 
    Summer writhed beneath him, frantically humping against the chair, until he felt her vagina spasm around his still swollen cock. She jerked her head up, pushed against the desk, then lay forward with a huge sigh. 
 
    He gathered her hair to one side and kissed her neck with a passion he’d never felt before. Most of the time sex was the goal and after he’d reached the goal, he wanted to move on. This was different. So different that he shuddered a bit. He was more interested in Summer now than ever before. Summer and her paddle. 
 
    She turned her head and their lips met for the first time. “You’re going to have to come to Justice Day more often,” she said when they finally broke the kiss. 
 
    He laughed, and his butt cheeks clenched in anticipation. “As often as you want.” 
 
      
 
    #### 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoyed this novelette,  
 
    please post a review on Amazon. 
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    Please visit my web page: 
 
    X Rated Reads 
 
     
 
      
 
    I've had kinky interests as far back as I can remember. As a kid, I didn't understand the what or the why, but I knew certain things were exciting to me. It didn't take long to figure out that my attraction to these subjects was—er—different from most of my classmates. And I quickly discovered that such topics were regarded as Taboo. 

As I tried to understand myself, there was nowhere to turn. That was waaaaaaaay before the Internet, but also no open discussion of such ideas was ever allowed.

Those who were brave found their answers in back alleys and porn shops, but for a young person with no resources and stranded in a small town, it was a lonely wandering through my fantasy world, always with the nagging thought, "What's wrong with me?".

It took many years to figure out there's nothing wrong with me. It was a long journey, still an open-ended one, and not without its conflicts and trials. But ultimately, I've come to a place of happiness and acceptance.

I embrace my kinks and enjoy them!

You can, too. 
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